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The black hispanic scavenger boys turned the corner. (I've got to call them.)
Trotting to the street Carmen, her breasts bouncing wildly under her shirt, was certainly not 'On her game' today. She was filthy from kneeling in the dirt pulling weeds, her hair back, no make-up on and dressed the gardener. In her case this meant loose short shorts and a white, loose fitting wife beater t-shirt.
There being nothing laid out at the street in front of her house she knew they wouldn't stop unless she did something to grab their attention.
"Hey, hey!!" raising her arms and waiving anxiously her breasts wobbled under the wife beater and one fell out the side.
Squealing to a stop next to her, the boy was told, "I'm supposed to clear the branches my husband cut yesterday out here on the road for you to pick up and I just lost track of time. My name is Carmen, this is my house. Can you help me get them out?"
"I'll pay you."
"We cannot sell them mam"
(I'm not in the mood for this.) "C'mon, at least take a quick look with me in the back yard and see how much I've got. It won't hurt."
"Toto, we got a moment to look at what this lady has out back?"
"Come on back and I'll show you what I need to be done." Carmen turns to head to the back yard, her breasts again wobble back and forth as they shift weight under the shirt which covered nothing on the side (Thank god they're going to help. Hubby would be so pissed if I didn't get this done.)
Toto and Pedro follow as Carmen leads them back watching her ass cheeks roll as she strides quickly to the back where hubby had left the branches for her to tie up and drag to the street. Actually, hubby had begun to drag the branches out front himself when Carmen called him in for dinner and told him she could do it in the morning, she really want hubby to spend some alone time with him and it had been worthwhile, making love after dinner, showering together, and sleeping back to front soundly through the night. She had no one to blame for her current predicament but herself, having no time to change herself just to get the boys to help her.
Reaching the branches Carmen bends down to pick up the first group and her t-shirt hangs loosely off her chest, her breasts completely exposed. Her short shorts ride up her rear and expose a delightful ass, round and inviting, a tuft of pubic hair sneaks out one leg of the shorts.
Toto is watching her and admiring her body as she works to gather the branches together. Pedro is unsure of what exactly he's supposed to do but starts to gather up branches too as he keeps his eye on the woman bending over.
"We gonna have to tie them up, Miss Carmen " Toto's voice, low, resonate, and intoxicating. "You got any string or twine?"
"Sure, I'll grab some from inside."
"What's going on?" Pedro inquires Toto
"Can't tell you just now, Pedro, we'll just have to see how it goes."
"Here we go." Carmen walking towards Toto, her breasts bouncing under the thin covering, hands Toto the twine knowing that he and Pedro are enjoying the show. At this point she feels she's in control, that they would do whatever she asked as long as she gave them a bit of a show. "How much do we need to gather to tie together?"
"7 or 8 of these branches should do it." "We got to make sure that they aren't too big for you to dispose."
Carmen, watching Toto bend over to gather branches, starts working with him. She bends over her top hung off of her ample chest. Even though she was technically clothed, there was really nothing holding her breasts from hanging down and the shirt from hanging lower.
"Here, let me help you." Toto's voice echoed in her ear and then the pinch.
Carmen absorbed in gathering branches, misses Toto's action. He reaches over and inside the hanging shirt. He pinches her right nipple. Looking down, her hands holding the branches, she sees Toto's hand inside her wife-beater his thumb and the knuckle of his right hand pinching her tightly. ("Please...") but nothing comes out of her mouth. She is frozen from surprise and not knowing what to do in the face of this little pain with immediate reluctant arousal.
Toto pinches even harder and then twists Carmina's nipple. She drops the branches in delirious ecstacy and leans forward, her nipple firmly in his grasp. She finds herself bending over now, both hands on the ground steadying herself as Toto twists her nipple ever harder, pulling it away from her chest.
"Come on over here Pedro. Get you some of this."
Pedring quickly moves to Carmen and, leaning down, reaches inside the wife-beater and grabs her other breast and kneads it roughly. Grabbing her breast, pinching and pulling her nipple he's having the time of his life. He twists her breast as it hangs low from her chest. Toto backs away still pinching, twisting and pulling. Carmina bent over at the waist, hands on the ground, ass up in the air.
SMACK! (Oooowww.) Totoy spanked her hard on the ass. "You like that, Miss Carmen?" Still pulling her nipple with his right hand.
SMACK! Again. The feelings are overwhelming, pain, ecstasy, There's such a fine line. Carmina's eyes close tightly and she could not resist them on the sensations. SMACK!!
(Oh my! Carmen thinks through the pain. It stings! Here we go again.) And she lost it completely.
Carmen's thoughts race (I'm wet... I can't let this happen... Damn it feels good... Stop! or Don't stop!)
SMACK! "You like a bit of pain don't you, Miss Carmen? You enjoy being treated like a whore?"
The pain in Carmen's breast stops, Toto has let go of her nipple. Pedro is still groping her other breast, squeezing it roughly, pinching and pulling her nipple. She feels Toto's left hand solidly on her ass as if holding herself up. SMACK!
(What the??? OOoooohhh) The pain with pleasure was in her right breast. Toto had just slapped it inside of her shirt.) SMACK he slaps it again wobbling the lobes much further adding insult to her shame.
Toto surprised himself with this action; he'd seen tit slapping on xxx videos. Now here was this well-off young housewife and she wasn't doing anything to stop him. SMACK! He felt her breast give way under his hand as he slapped her again and watched as it bounced away from the slap and then bounced back and forth again.
"You want to give it a shot, Pedro?"
"Sure."
(Oh NO!!!) Still bent over (I don't know what to do...) she stays immobile.
Pedro lets go of her breast and moves behind Carmen. "I think I'll go here." pulls her shorts quickly down off that gorgeous ass and gives it a solid WHACK! Toto is pinching her nipple again and pulling it painfully towards the side of her armpit.
(Ooooooowwwww, that stings! But pussy is starting to drool) Carmen's head hangs as she stands all fours on the ground, ass in the air, completely exposed now with her shorts at her ankles and the wife beater hanging from her shoulders.
SMACK! SMACK! (ass and pussy face)
Carmen then couldn't feel Toto anywhere, his pinching had stopped, just the feeling of the earth on her feet and the weight of her upper body on her hands, the pain of Pedro spanking her now red ass and pussy. Her mind racing and her arms getting tired, she nonetheless didn't move from her position. She starts dripping wet.
SMACK! Pedro smoothes his hand on Carmen's ass feeling the redness, the ridges of red where his hand has imprinted on her cheeks. His finger drops in between her legs and grazes the wetness that is there, then returns to fondling her ass again.
SMACK! Pedro spanks her again.
(What the heck??? What's that?) Looking underneath her, her vision is blocked by the t-shirt. (What's he doing?!)
Mashing her breast. Toto is fiddling around down there but she can't see what he's doing. Twisting her nipples then the whole breast, round and round. Toto is roughing her dangling breast twisting it as if wanting to deform her plump tit. 3, 4, 5, 6 turns and then over to the other breast and the same thing. (AAAaaaaaahhhh!! I think I squirted out of discomfort pain and ecstacy!)
Pedro's rough dirty fingers is now invading her as Toto is tying up her tits. (Ohh I'm dripping wet.) Her breaths come quickly as her orgasm is nearing. Suddenly Toto yanks tightly.
"Ooowww..." (Damn, I was so close)
"Mam, you're a bitchy whore with pussy sopping wet you stupid cunt!"
"Stand up. PUTA! We'll make you our bitch milking cow slut!!"
...
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Barely making it in Seattle should be my forum name. I had finally found work and my husband slipped and cracked his spine, he's on disability. Having regained most of his mobility Donald now whinces whenever I bring up applying for work. Stace, our 14-year-old spends like a sixteen-year-old. She doesn't need the makeup, makeovers, and makewhatevers she saves every cent of her allowance for she's attractive enough.
We were making a living. I can't say that for most of our neighborhood. The funny thing is the community next to ours began booming when the LINK rail line passed through it. Not that the mayor's investments in that district had anything to do with the convoluted divergence from the light rail's originally planned route. Anywhere within a fifteen-minute walk of that rail line struck gold when the Emerald City took on a silicon sheen, fucking tech companies.
I'm bitter for two reasons, I hate the tech job I nearly had to suck cock for and I have to walk twenty minutes to catch the light rail and fuck my 'Office Assistant Support Engineer' job, that's my actual title.
My walk to work is far more interesting or I should say was. I wouldn't be writing this if my life turned out to be just another privileged white woman's fantasy of finding love in a black man's arms. No, I hate Terry almost as much as my ********. Our combined antipathy couldn't scratch Donald's hate for that nigger freak. I say 'nigger' only because Terry tells me to call him that and I'd call him anything he wanted to get what I hate needing from him but he does hate being called a freak. I used to call Terry a sad black man but never in public. He jangled pennies in a plastic Slurpee cup at me and I would always add a dollar to it on my walk to work. Nobody looks at anyone on commuter trains or buses. Going to work I felt invisible like my life had no meaning. Even the blowjobs Donald begged for since he couldn't mount me for long with his back pain were a sad routine.
Stace, like most teens, lived either out of the house or stuck in her room. She came out to make our meals that I barely had time to eat. Her father helped, it took both of them to prepare what he bought from the grocer. She couldn't be trusted with a credit card and we could only afford raw vegetables and whatever burger was cheapest, fruit was our dessert. Yeah, we were making it, like robots earning just enough juice for their batteries. I went to work numb from the banal repetition my income could afford at least we had paid off our credit cards.
Terry's eyes burned at me when I walked by, "Privileged, white cunt," I didn't hate him then, I didn't feel sorry for him, I assumed like most people he had earned his fate. He was too old to be a modern war vet and too young to be a Vietnam vet. I bet he had been as fat as a child, imagining that food was his only comfort against a severely deformed cheek and jawline. I knew a dollar wouldn't save him. There are many options for the homeless in Seattle, food and shelters are available. The truth is I paid him to ease my fear that I would one day end up like him.
"Thanks," He said one cold but not rainy day, global warming has blessed the Pacific Northwest. He wore a military coat from a supply store, you can tell the difference. His trousers were thick polyester heavily worn at the knees. A folding umbrella lay next to him and he sat on a piece of foam meant for stadium seats with a ripped corner.
"Um, welcome," I dropped the dollar but missed the cup or did he move it at the last second, I wasn't watching. His grunt of gratitude unnerved me I wanted to hurry away.
"Fucking wind."
If only I hadn't looked back, the dollar bill was danced toward me, I picked it up and returned it to the grim-looking bum, "Sorry," I spun back towards the rail stop.
"If only."
I lost it, I don't know why, I'm not that type, "Who else gives you a dollar, every damn day? I missed your cup give me a goddamn break!"
"Sure, you deserve a break cuz you're such a fucking philanthropist!"
"Jesus, why talk to an ugly nigger like that, how stupid is she?" The comment came from two black men walking by in their business suits. I had no words, I felt stuck and my LINK was about to arrive but I didn't want to follow the two assholes, I couldn't bear the shame they made me feel.
The beggar's eyes continued to burn, I was going to be late for work. I sighed, "Look, do you want a sandwich or something I'll get one from that 7-11 if you want?"
"I want barbecue," he struggled up from his seat, using the squat umbrella for balance. He was an inch taller than me. "But not a sandwich, a full meal that's what I want," his stare cold and unblinking.
"I don't have time."
"It's over there behind that nail painting bullshit shop best barbecue on the block," that didn't mean much many blocks in this neighborhood had BBQ vendors. He grabbed my wrist and tugged, I would have screamed but he let go before I could lose it his fingers leaving a white smudge on my wrist, "It's cheap," The tug had launched me in that direction, I don't know why I continued after that first forced step but I followed him around the nail salon and other shops and there it was "Angus' BBQ" awaited. Its entrance was on the side of the building. In the back were a couple of trash bins, commercial-sized, lurking in the building's shadow near the concrete wall buttressing a hill behind the shops, "Angus, get me a spicy beef special," the bum bellowed jovially upon entering.
"Sure Terry, Who's the lady?"
"She's buying."
"She better or you'll clean up again, tonight," A burly, handsome black man wiped his hands on a towel, "Can I make something for you, Ma-am?"
"No, thank you," I couldn't make a sound louder than a housefly.
"Have a pickle, they're on the house," pointing to the jar on the counter.
Terry grabbed one and a napkin taking it to a table. "Get yourself one, Lady, they're good. Angus' wife makes them," his bulk overflowing the folding chair.
"I just had breakfast."
"What's your name," Terry asked as he waved his hand at the seat across from him, "Good barbecue takes time."
"He's going to cook it fresh?"
"Hell no, it's already smoked, he's going to grill it after slicing it, to cook the sauce in," he poked his pickle at me, "Have a bite."
"Can I just pay, I need to catch the next train."
"Sure, Maam," Angus turned from the grill to the register, "Eight sixty-four with tax," I handed my card to him, "We don't take cards," his lip curled.
I dug into my wallet, and I had six dollars and twenty-two cents, "Is there an ATM?"
"There was in the 7-11 but it's been bust for a month, "Terry, do you have two fifty," Angus called.
"Yeah," he grunted getting up and pulling a handful of bills and change from his pocket and dumping them on the counter, his eyes stabbed me, "Fucking, stupid, white cunt, what is your name," Terry demanded.
"Ruby," I squeaked.
"Ruby, you made me look like a fool," he frowned like an angry pit bull.
I left wanting to cry. My co-workers didn't notice I was late but the computer that spat out paychecks would.
The next day I put a five dollar bill in Terry's cup, "Sorry."
Terry's eyes dulled, "Apologies to Angus," he groaned getting to his feet. He didn't tug me this time he didn't need to I followed the huge black figure.
"CLOSED," The sign said, Terry must have known. "You know what Angus told me," he lunged at me grabbing my shoulders and upper arms and pushing me into the building's shadow, "He said I wasn't good enough for pussy as rich as you." I started to scream, but a thick hand slammed across my face leaving a white smudge on my cheek the same cheek that was deformed on his face, "Shut the fuck up, Bitch! I'll pound your bones out and sell your white meat to Angus."
"What do you want?"
"Get on your knees," his hand was now gripping my hair as he pushed me down, "Unzip me."
It was life or death, fight or flight. I couldn't do either. I unzipped the fat man's enormous trousers. Unsurprisingly, his dick stuck out at my face streaked with white smudges. I cried, choking back my sobs. Against myth, his cock was large but only compared to my husband's. Dicks and balls, "You'd better swallow, Bitch or I'll knock you harder," There was no debating my expressing my horror and shame wouldn't have moved this beast. I sucked the cock into my mouth and fucked my face up and down his awful-tasting shaft, he hadn't showered in the last week, "Suck all of it, dammit!" Terry growled. He pressed my head into his overhanging belly fat causing more cock to be jammed into my throat, half again as much, three inches had been hiding under his bulk. I choked and gagged as he held me, "Don't fucking puke, or I'll put it in your cunt," I nearly did vomit, I willed my stomach to accept the blockage it would have failed to dislodge by upchucking its breakfast, "Now fuck it, cocksucker," he let go. I bounced my head and licked the horrid mass in my jaws his prick slick from my spit as tears spilled from my eyes like waterfalls most of it from holding back my gag reflex. Something had to give besides my free will. I sucked on the ugly man's cock, praying he wouldn't last long, "Mmmm, bet you don't get cock that good at home," he must have seen my wedding ring.
Donald's cock was like his but it wore out quickly. I spent a lot of money on a silicone dildo, several years ago small cracks had started to appear in it over time. I had to use more and more lube to keep it from grating my vagina. However, I would have paid to suck Donald's weak prick, over Terry's foul blood-filled lump that I slathered in spit to thin its horrid flavor.
"Ngghh, haven't felt that before," He must have liked the extra slickness my spit gave as my mouth sucked him in and out. His hips trembled, I guess he was getting close, "Harder," he ordered. His ball sack was hidden in thick hairs that scraped my chin. I fucked my mouth on his prick, faster, until my chin hit his balls, "Christ, that's good sucking," He hissed as his hips lurched forward smashing his belly fat across my eyes and nearly pushing me over his hand clenching my hair held me on his throbbing cock, I yelped from his grip, "Suck, dammit, I'm almost there," he lurched his prick down my throat, I gagged, then coughed. The added stimulation put him over the edge his cock gushing cum choked the back of my throat. I swallowed not caring if it flooded my lungs. My attacker had warned me I swallowed. Halfway through his orgasm, his grip relaxed and he groaned as he eased back the inches blocking my airway, "Good, damn Bitch," his cock lurched flinging extra bolts of hot cum into my open gullet I kept sucking and swallowing until the fat ****** pulled his tool out of my mouth, I sobbed openly then, "Don't forget to thank Angus," Terry hauled up his worn trousers and lumbered away behind the building moving faster than I would have imagined him capable of.
I didn't call the police, I have a cheap old cell phone but I hated the thought of touching it. I wanted my life back and went in to work, late, much later than the day before. Melissa, my boss walked up to my cubicle sipping on her coffee, "Out job hunting, this morning, Ruby?"
"No, of course not."
"Good. You look like shit," she took her coffee back to her office.
The following day was Friday, I left half an hour early and walked to the next closest LINK stop breaking into tears along the way.
The weekend saw me distracting myself from breaking down completely. I forced Donald and Stace to help me patch drip stains in the ceiling of our apartment. We were lucky to afford a second-floor home. Sunday night, Donald wanted to go out for a beer, one of our few luxuries, I told him no sex afterward.
"What's gotten in your puss," he was bitter, like our awful beers.
"Not you, not tonight, not anytime soon," I glared at him, "Not after a crack like that."
"Sorry."
I tried to sleep, I hadn't slept much since being dragged behind Angus' BBQ and forced to suck a homeless man's disgusting prick.
I left early all that week and tried to go to bed earlier but Stace played music. When I told her to turn it down, I heard her banging on her handmade drum not loudly, but her chanting was enough to prevent easy sleep and Donald wouldn't intervene he simply masturbated on his side of the bed, "Let the women figure it out," was his motto.
Sleep-deprived I made mistakes at work and got called into Melissa's office, "Get your act together, Ruby, you're making me look bad," she was the office assistant I had been hired to support which meant I did all the work while she taste-tested coffee all day.
The following Sunday night I went out for a beer with Donald. I drank more than usual and ended up letting him fuck me until his back wore out. He jacked off the rest of the way as I had fallen asleep while his dick tapped the middle of my vagina, "I didn't want to wake you, Honey," he excused himself from waking me in time to reach the far LINK stop and I had forgotten to set the alarm, "You didn't sleep much, last week."
I growled, grabbing toast on my way out. It was too late I wouldn't even catch the closer train in time for work but hoofed it there anyway determined to not see Terry, I didn't, I mean, he wasn't there his spot on the street corner was empty, and a weight fell from my heart.
Melissa called me into her office, "Arrive late, one more time, and I'll report it to Human Resources," it was the first of three steps to fire me.
"I won't, I promised."
Terry wasn't there the next day or all that week I wondered if he was afraid of the police, I wished that I had called them, but now it was too late I told myself. My walks to work grew dull and repetitive again. Walking past the corner shops always made my heart clench. I needed some sense of control over the horror that had happened and went to Angus' BBQ one morning, with cash, "I'd like to order the spicy beef special, extra mild."
Angus grunted one laugh, "Sure, Lady, coming right up."
I took a pickle and waited, the pickle was good. The BBQ was okay, If Angus was the best on the block I would go to another block if I ever had to buy BBQ again. I performed miracles at work that day, Melissa even mentioned it, "Only one typo."
I let it slide. My life never returned to normal, but I could function again.
to be continued.
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Little by little consciousness seeped back into the addled brain of Agent Barbara Darcy. She thought it must be afternoon. The night seemed so long ago; she didn't remember much about it. She felt good - relaxed, languid, and... satisfied. That was it; she recognized the feeling. She had been well fucked last night and was still totally sated. The man who had bedded her must have had a cock the size of a donkey and the stamina to match to do this kind of job on her, she reflected dreamily. She had never felt quite so zonked so many hours after a fuck. But where was she and what kind of man could fuck her so good as to make her blackout the last 10 12 hours. In fact, how long had it been? She realized she had no idea of the time. Deliberately, as if drugged, she attempted to look at her watch. Her right arm didn't respond. With mild annoyance, she realized her hands and feet were bound to the bed with soft but strong bands.
Mild annoyance? Why wasn't she incensed? Outraged? Could a night of even the best sex alter her normally take-charge personally? Could a man's cock pounding her senseless -- even several times -- make her so docile? She had to reconstruct what had happened! Slowly it started coming back to her.
*****
Barbara remembered sitting in the Agency van with her partner Carol Blake while waiting for the agreed time to make the arrest of black the drug kingpin, Mafuke Ungumo. It had been a strange, sexually charged conversation. The weird part began when Carol had asked if she didn't sometimes tire of being tough domineering, especially with men. Particularly with men since most criminals were male.
"Not really," she had said. "In fact I rather enjoy exercising power over men. It comes in handy in my sex life. I have Robert very well trained. I show him some tit or wiggle my ass art him, and he is incapable of saying no to anything I demand of him." she laughed.
"That's just it. Your pussy-whipped white boyfriend does only what you tell him to do, you already know you will enjoy it. He can never take you to places you don't already know."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean, don't you think it would be fun to be submissive sometimes, let a powerful black man run you sex life, make you do things *he* wants you to do."
"Not my cup of tea, or yours either, I thought," Barbara said eyeing her partner strangely. Carol was infamous as a heartbreaker. None of her boyfriends lasted long and many were near suicidal when Carol -- inevitably -- tired of them and dumped them. But while the torrid affair lasted, Carol could keep a man very happy. Still, now that Barbara thought about it, Carol did seem more subdued lately, yet always smiling. Most unlike herself, she hadn't been bragging about her latest conquest. Barbara and the other women working on the Agency's secret project surmised that Carol was finally in love, but no one knew anything about the mystery man who seemed at last to have pulled the reins in on the wanton Miss Blake. Now she wondered if it was love. Barbara had heard rumors of white women who?went Black,? becoming totally submissive to their new lovers.
"Speaking of tea, have some more," Carol said, refilling Barbara's cup from a thermos. "It'll soon be time to go get Ungumo. To bad he's a narco kingpin. Have you seen him? He's a Black God and built like a bull. Sometimes when I have him staked out, I wonder what it would be like to have him in me. I'll bet he fucks good!"
"Carol! Don't talk that way." Barbara was not shushing Carol just on principle. In fact she had suddenly become aware of a kind of restlessness. Damn Carol! Her sexy talk about dominance and submission and being taken places she didn't want to go had gotten her horny. Barbara wouldn't admit it, but the fantasy of fucking Mafuke Ungumo was suddenly good enough that she felt a Familiar wetness in her pants. Usually, she juiced up like this only after some serious foreplay with a lover. How could Carol's mindless chatter have turned her on like this?
"Why not?" Carol persisted. "Just because he's the link to all the heroin coming from West Africa doesn't mean he wouldn't be awesome to bed."
"Just shut up!" Barbara snapped. It was all she could do to keep her mind on the assignment and off of Mafuke Ungumo's body which was, as Carol had said, "built like a bull."
At the appointed time the two women were ringing the bell of Mafuke Ungumo's luxurious apartment, financed with money from drugs, extortion and kidnapping. He didn't have much longer to enjoy his ill-gotten wealth, Barbara though.
"Mafuke Ungumo?" Barbara asked according to formula. "I am placing you under arrest. We have a warrant." Barbara stated firmly.
"A warrant? How unnecessary. I am always happy to receive a visit from two such lovely law officers. Please come in." the smiling black man replied.
Why did Ungumo seem so un-surprised and unconcerned? If he had been tipped of the arrest, he could have escaped, Barbara thought. Puzzled by his reaction and disturbed by her own reaction to the most powerfully masculine man Barbara had ever seen, she stumbled through the recitation of rights. "You have the right to remain silent..."
Mafuke just stood smiling at Barbara, no almost leering at her until she finished. "That's nice, but don't I have any other rights?" he grinned. "Like the right to be body searched by a beautiful policewoman?"
"Oh, he's right, Barbara. Better search him for hidden weapons," Carol blurted out.
"Don't be ridiculous!" Barbara said. A body search was against procedures and Carol knew it, but the thought of running her hands over the hard black body of Mafuke Ungumo suddenly seemed too wicked to dismiss. Mafuke immediately leaned against the wall supported by his upraised hands in a most obliging manner, clearly liking the idea. "Go ahead, Barbara. Look, at his package! It turns him on!" Barbara hesitated, but the opportunity to run her hands over his powerfully muscled body was too good to pass up. She frisked her hands up and down his torso and then bent to feel his powerfully muscled legs, allowing her hands to go all the way up to his crotch. Mafuke moaned softly as Barbara "accidentally" brushed his genitals.
"He has a big bulge there in front, below his belt. You'd better drop his pants to check that out, Barbara. It could be something dangerous," Carol giggled. Barbara's heart was pounding. She realized that it was indeed 'something dangerous' and she knew better than to let Carol goad her into doing something foolish. But she was so turned on... she did it anyway.
"Drop your pants, Ungumo" she ordered. Mafuke complied with haste. When he proceeded to let his briefs fall to the floor as well, Barbara gasped. He really was hung like a horse. Never had she seen such a cock: long thick and very black. She fought the desire to take Mafuke's rapidly hardening cock in her hands....and lost.
"Oh, baby" Mafuke moaned. "You do know how to handle a black man!"
"Look at that erection, Barbara. You've got him aroused! Don't you want that cock in you? I'll bet you could fuck him and make him confess to everything. Go on!"
Barbara could not understand why she was so horny, why she was following Carol's outrageous suggestions, but she was. She and Carol led the unresisting man into the bedroom and ordered him to lie down. Barbara was paralyzed by the sight of his huge erect cock point up at her.
"Go on, mount him." Carol said. I'll help you out of your clothes. Mafuke grinned up at Barbara as Carol quickly stripped her partner. As Carol finished pulling down Barbara's panties, she ran a hand into Barbara's pussy. "Oh, baby, you're so wet. You need a good fuck. Get on and to give that big black cock a ride!" Carol took Barbara's hand and guided the now rutting partner to the black criminal's bed.
Barbara tried to be rational in spite of the almost insane urge to impale herself. She would ride Mafuke to a long slow orgasm, the way she did Robert when she wanted to fuck him senseless. Carol was right. She would be on top, in control. Once Mafuke had come, she could do what she wanted with him. But almost as soon as she felt the criminal's hard black cock slide up deep within her, she realized her plan wasn't working. An orgasm started to build up in her that made it hard to think. "Slow down. Slow down," she told to her self, but her hips had other ideas. Fighting her overpowering arousal, she began to loose control. Moaning, she felt her orgasm approach and began to bounce wildly up and down to hasten it.
Suddenly she felt Mafuke's powerful hands clamp onto her hips and plant her firmly against his loins. Barbara struggled, but couldn't get enough friction against her clit to keep the orgasm building. She cried out in frustration. Stuffed but immobilized, she couldn't continue to fuck him. She wanted to fuck him; she needed to fuck him!
"Slow down, woman," Mafuke said in an infuriatingly calm and taunting voice. "I think you're way too excited to be doing the fucking. I'd better take over. I know how to make it a lot more fun for both of us!" And before she could do anything, Mafuke had removed his cock and flipped the helpless law officer onto her back. For a moment she was stunned by the loss, but then she realized what had happened and started to struggle.
"You're not going anywhere darling," Mafuke said and inserted three fingers that made her boil anew with lust.
"Oh you like this, don't you Ms Cop Woman?" He grinned as Barbara efforts to escape only resulted in her thrusting up against his fingers. Soon her struggles were replaced by the writhings of a woman on the brink of orgasm "You're so horny you're going to come for Mafuke, aren't you?" And with a flick of a finger against her clit the criminal stud brought Barbara to a mind-shattering orgasm. She couldn't think, couldn't move as wave after wave of ecstasy poured into her fevered brain.
"Nice, huh? Mafuke finger fucks hot white sluts real good!" he taunted. "Well then let's take you on another kind of little ride!" Before she could recover from the first one, his magic fingers brought a second orgasm boiling up between Barbara's legs. Heart beating wildly, gasping, the woman screamed and thrashed as Mafuke forced her to climax again.
Barbara wasn't thinking very well now although his fingers slowed to allow her to breathe, to come down slightly from the back-to-back orgasms. He continued to play with her sex slowly, keeping her at a simmer. "Damn, you're a messy bitch," he smirked, "Every time I get you off, you leak girl juice all over my nice clean sheets. I guess I'm going to have to stop diddling you, not let you come again, OK?" he asked, not varying his rhythm.
She wanted that lazy manipulation her pussy to go on forever. Barbara could only moan and shake her head 'no.'
"No? What's wrong? Does a little white slut like you need to come and come again. Well, then, I'll just have stuff something up your soppy cunt to keep all your juice from running out. What do you think I should use to plug you?"
Barbara couldn't believe what she heard or what she replied, "Your cock, please. Put your cock in me!"
"My cock? My black cock? Excellent idea. And where does the horny Cop Woman want Mafuke to put his cock?"
"In me, you bastard. Plug it in my pussy!" she gasped.
"Like THIS?" he asked as he thrust his nine-inch ebony pole into Barbara's waiting slit.
"Ahhhhiiiiii!" the impaled policewoman wailed as her pussy was suddenly penetrated and filled by Mafuke's massive love tool. Instantly yet another orgasm cascaded over the devastated lawwoman.. Grinning with satisfaction at dominating the horny cop, the black man began to methodically ram his cock into her gushing cunt.
"And now that I'm in you, what do you want me to do?" the smiling drug lord whispered.
"Fuck me! Ohhhh yes! Fuck me," she pleaded, totally out of control as another and another climax washed over her. "Please fuck me!" she writhed until she felt Mafuke's huge member slid in and out of her. He was in no hurry. He fucked the white woman methodically, accelerating at times to make her scream with ecstasy, then slowing down to prolong her pleasure, using his black cock to make her crazy. Barbara was delirious when she at last felt Mafuke's orgasm begin as well. A banshee shriek reverberated in the apartment as Mafuke unloaded his sperm into the helpless policewoman's cunt. As she felt his hot jism bathe her womb, a final cataclysmic orgasm hit her like the narcotics her violator sold. The Agency's top drug fighter sank into unconscious bliss.
*****
That was the last clear memory Barbara had, but she was pretty sure that Mafuke had roused her several more times that night with tender kisses of her nipples and gentle fondling of her sex until he could hump her again. God! It made her horny again just to think about it. She supposed Mafuke had tied her to the bed after the last pummeling. She had been so completely knocked out by his fucking she never knew a thing.
*****
"Well, how are you feeling this afternoon, Barbara?" Her reverie was broken by the appearance of Carol at the foot of the bed.
"Carol! God, am I glad to see you. What happened?
"Don't you remember, honey?? she chuckled.?You thought you could overpower Mafuke Ungumo with sex, silly, but a black stud like him is too much for any woman. I guess he sort of turned the tables. You were so hot that once his marvelous black cock was in your pussy, you lost it, baby. He made you come so many times you passed out!
"Awful! Anyway, untie me. Let's get out of here.!"
"We can't let you leave so soon. That would spoil the fun."
"'WE?' Carol!" Barbara's eyes grew wide with horror.
"Of course I work for Mafuke. How else do you think we got you here? He sent one of the posse to make me one of his girls. Looks like he intends to do you personally."
"Carol, don't say that. You've got to help me escape here."
"You can't escape, honey. Besides, why would you want to? You need round the clock sex. No one but Mafuke can see that you get it."
"Round the clock sex?"
"Yes. While you were still unconscious from letting Mafuke fuck your brains out, a doctor came this morning and implanted a testosterone capsule under your arm. The hormone diffuses steadily into the bloodstream; it will keep you constantly horny as long as you're here. Mafuke will come to you every day and give you relief, but not without a price."
"A price?"
"For you, a very high price, the gradual loss of your free will," Carol smiled cruelly.
"Impossible!"
"Not at all. That's how they enslaved me. I had gone to a bar one night after getting off duty, looking for a little action when I started to feel really raunchy. I found out later the bartender had been bribed to spike my drink with testosterone and tranquilizers, as I did your tea last night. In just a few minutes I was sitting there wetting my pants. When Femi, one of Mafuke's hunky black goons came up to me, I was ready for anything. He had hardly begun to chat me up when I felt his hand under my skirt. I knew I should have pushed him away, but it felt too damned good. As he stealthily walked his big black fingers up towards my crotch I might still have been able to stop him, but I just closed my eyes and hoped he would go all the way."
"I needn't have worried. When his huge black digits slipped under my panties and into my slit, it was definitely too late. With just a few strokes he made me come the first time right there on the barstool. Then he whispered to me if I wanted some more. I was still so horny, I followed him to his car like a puppy on a leash. In the car as we were driven to Mafuke's hideout, Femi pulled down my panties and ate me till I was coming non stop. By the time we got there, I was delirious. That night he must have fucked me four or five times. I hardly knew who I was the next morning. In a few days of constant sex -- remember my 'flu' a few weeks ago? -- Femi had me totally under his control. All it takes is poking me with his cock several times a day; I love it."
"I'll never let any man do that to me!" Barbara said defiantly.
"Not as easily as I did, perhaps. I was practically a nympho anyway. It was easy for Femi to make me a sex slave. You're a stronger woman. But you can be mastered, too. Every time Mafuke puts his cock in you and forces you to a screaming, wrenching climax, a little bit of your 'you' will disappear. You will tolerate it at first, then enjoy it, later you'll look forward to it, and finally you'll crave it, girl! Eventually, you will do anything he wants, happy just to be the woman that gets his black cock regularly."
"But why? What does he want from us?"
"From me, nothing more. I brought you to him. From you he wants the identities of all the women whom the Agency has infiltrated into the Cartel so they can be eliminated... or enslaved like us."
"Never!" Barbara spat.
"Maybe my white lawwoman needs another demonstration." said Mafuke Ungumo who had entered the room without Barbara seeing him in the gathering twilight. "We'll see if you don't feel more cooperative after I put this in you," he went on, dropping his pants and bringing out his massive black cock. "I've found white women get much more cooperative when they're full of cum," he grinned.
Barbara was momentarily transfixed by the sight of Mafuke's 10" cock, but managed to tear her eyes away to glare at him. "You can **** me Mafuke Ungumo, but I will never tell you anything!"
"**** you, Barbara? I would never do that. It would be so unnecessary. You are a horny, easily-aroused white woman; I don't need to use force to have sex with you. I'm just going to turn you on. I am going to make wonderful love to you," he replied seductively as he sat down beside her on the bed and reached for one of her tits.
"Don't touc..... Ohhh!" Barbara flinched as contact with his black finger sent a jolt of pleasured to her nipple.
"See how responsive your titties are, Barbara. This won't be ****. You are going to enjoy it too much." Barbara wanted to curse him, but couldn't deny the pleasure in her boobs as Mafuke toyed with them. She could only moan when his thick lips fastened on first one tit and then the other. If she could have torn her attention away from the heavenly sensations in her breasts, she would have felt her pussy starting to juice up.
"Barbara, I love these big sensitive tits, the tits of a woman who enjoys having a man feel her up. That's good. I want you to be nicely turned on, my love. You're going to be so hot when I finally fuck you."
"Stop... that" Barbara murmured unconvincingly.
"Gladly my dear. I think there is somewhere else, you would rather be touched, right?" Mafuke taunted as he slid a hand between her legs.
"Stop, you bastard, don't touch me ther.... Aggggggghh" Barbara's protest was interrupted by a blast of ecstasy as Mafuke's large finger easily slipped into her dripping snatch.
"Barbara, your naughty girl, this pussy is so deliciously wet. Have you absolutely no control of your desires, my dear? I could fuck you now so easily. But that wouldn't be as much fun for either of us. Open your legs for me a little more, honey, so I can play with your pretty pussy."
"No!" she moaned, but quite against her will, Barbara felt her self responding to Mafuke's hands as they pushed her legs apart. She felt so vulnerable, so turned on.
Mafuke's hand was now deep between her defenseless labia doing wonderful things. Schlacking noises came from between her legs and he worked his fingers deeper into her sloppy snatch. Soon she felt an orgasm begin. She tried to fight it, to fight him, but his fingers were sliding in and out, in and out... She started to moan. "What a minx you are, Barbara! You love to be diddled, I see. Well, don't be embarrassed. It's perfectly natural for a white woman to get off on a black man's fingers. You're so close dear... Just let yourself go, darling and COME!"


"No, God NO!" she screamed as she felt herself falling into a pit of pleasure. She lost it completely as Mafuke make her climax at his command. Barbara shook from the force of the waves of pleasure that crashed over her. She probably blacked out momentarily.
Slowly her breathing returned to normal. As she fought to recover from the forced orgasm, she didn't know which she hated more, Mafuke for the unwilling pleasuring, or her own body for betraying her. But even as she tried to compose herself, Mafuke's fingers were not idle.
"Good girl, Barbara. You came hard. You know how to take pleasure from that beautiful body of yours. But once is not enough for a sexy woman like you, I don't think. Would you like me to make you come again?"
"NO... no...oh Oh...yes.. YES!" she groaned. As worked up as she was, it took Mafuke only moments to bring her again to the brink..."Oh, you like this don't you my dear. You are getting so close Barbara, so close. You are ready...to... COME!"
A final flick of his finger against her clit pushed the aroused policewoman over the edge. Again! Helplessly, humiliatingly, her body again ignored her conscious efforts and responded to her captor's command and touch. Her slit was flooded with come as she screamed incoherently.
Barbara was only half conscious as Mafuke began speaking again. "Oh, Barbara baby, it's so easy to make you come on my fingers Are you ready for ME", he teased as he slid his cock into her open and unresisting pussy. The sensation was incredible. She knew she should be struggling against his penetration of her sex, but it felt too good. Damn he had done a JOB on her and she wanted it, just like last night!
"Yes, please, yes! I need it. Fuck me. Fuck me" Yes!... YES!! Deep. Mafuke's ten inch cock was driving her to new heights of sexual pleasure.
"Come for me Barbara, Come!"
The orgasms blended into one another and her body climaxed again and again. She thrashed her head from side to side and shrieked out her ecstasy. "Yes Barbara. You're getting fucked so good. You're coming so good. There's just one more thing you need.: a big load of CUM!" Timing his own orgasm at the peak of Barbara's excitement, he shot his hot semen deep into her. It triggered the biggest orgasm of all and she collapsed unconscious.
*****
When she awoke she realized she was no longer tied, but an intense lethargy held her in the bed. She again felt the peaceful afterglow of another night of vigorous sex. How could this happen to her? She had let the drug lord Mafuke Ungumo fuck her again last night. She despised him, but she couldn't deny she had been well fucked although she remembered almost nothing after his cock invader her the first time.
"Good morning, Barbara" said Carol cheerily as she wheeled a cart of food. "You must be starved. What with Mafuke's visit last night, you seemed to... forget about dinner." Carol remarked with a raised eyebrow and sardonic smile. Barbara was feeling Famished, not having eaten in over 24 hours. The breakfast was substantial, cereal, eggs Benedict, croissants and coffee. Carol joined her.
"Mafuke says to thank you for the tip about the Fresno interception. He will be able to work around that." she smiled.
"What?" Barbara gasped. I told him that?" It was a trivial piece of information, but when did she disclose it? Her eyes grew wide in horror. Did she tell anything else?
Carol could read her like a book. "As I told you yesterday, when a woman had been well sexed up and then properly fucked, she gets in a very agreeable mood. Somewhere between your forth and fifth orgasm, Mafuke just left his stiff black cock in you and you started babbling like a magpie, mostly silly office gossip, but a few useful tidbits came out. And, no, you didn't say anything about the infiltrators. He didn't even bother asking. He knows it will take a lot longer before he can make you talk about that. The next few days of hot black cock are really just to soften you up, get you used to being easily sexed. Just relax and enjoy it."
Barbara started to cry.
"There, there, baby," said Carol sympathetically. "It's not so bad, here. The food is good, the sex is good..."
Barbara continued sobbing.
"Barbara honey, I know you are feeling bad. These last two days have show you new things about yourself, that you are just another white woman who enjoys submissive sex with a black man. And I know horny you can get with the hormone implant when Mafuke isn't around. I want to give you something to help."
Barbara stopped whimpering for a moment in curiosity. With a little fanfare Carol brought out a vibrator, a nine inch black shaft with little knobs. "This will help you pass those lonely hours," she said with a smile. 'And get you more quickly addicted to sex,' she didn't add aloud.
Barbara recoiled in horror. "That's disgusting, perverted!"
Carol laughed silently. Who would have thought that Barbara would be so uptight about sex, especially seeing how she howled when Mafuke got into her. But she had a job to do, so she continued soothingly. Mafuke wanted her mind to be butter. "No, it's not, honey. It's just a toy that big girls play with when we don't have a black man to play with us. I use mine to come when Femi hasn't been around for a few hours put the wood to me. I know you're horny, honey, and Mafuke won't be back until tonight. Let me show you how it works."
Barbara looked unconvinced but didn't protest. The testosterone had a firm grip on her. Carol sat on the bed by Barbara and slowly pulled up her dress. She didn't have on panties; none of the women at Mafuke's headquarters were allowed panties. Carol noticed a small intake of breath as she bared her pussy to Barbara who seemed mesmerized by the seductive sight. Good! That would come in handy, later.
The vibrator began to hum as Carol touched it to her labia. "I like to tease myself, pretending it's a real cock timidly noosing its way into me. Uuuhh. It feels good. I'm getting wet." Carol wasn't lying; she did enjoy the vibrator, but she watched through silted eyelids as Barbara stared. She was hooked!
"Oh Femi, yes! Put it in me. Stretch me with your giant black cock. Oh, I love having you in me, Femi. I need it! Fuck! Fuck me," It wasn't Oscar quality, but good enough for Barbara who watched fascinated as her partner masturbated. Carol even managed a mild orgasm.
"Now, would you like me to try it on you?" Carol asked when she regained her breath.
"No, I don't think...;Uhhh" As she had hoped, Barbara had *said* no but found her body had other ideas. Slowly Carol pressed the pseudo black phallus into the horny, confused woman.
"You're already wet, Barbara. That's good, makes it easier to get it deep into you. Open up a little more from me honey, it will make it better." Barbara's eyes were closed and she was sighing as the pleasure gradually swelled in her belly. "When it's all the way in, you start moving it in... and... out,... in... and... out. Imagine you are getting fucked,... so good. You want it to go on and on. You have a wonderful black lover who knows how to please you. He feels your orgasm approaching and starts fucking you faster. He knows how bad you need sex. He knows just how... to make you... COME!"
The room was rocked by another of Barbara's now Familiar wails as the orgasm blasted through her mind. She did not really feel Carol take her hand and place it on the base of the vibrator. "So good, baby," cooed Carol. "You needed that. You needed a good come because you are sooo horny, still so horny, but you can pleasure your self, Barbara." Carol was guiding Barbara's hand to move the still humming vibrator in and out or her pussy. "That's the way... just fuck yourself good. Good... You can do it" Carol smiled as Barbara was starting to move the vibrator faster. That's it. Think about Mafuke, baby and... COME"
Barbara's self induced orgasm was softer than the one Carol had brought her to, but it still shook her. And her hand had started to move the little machine again. Carol withdrew, listening to Barbara's sighs already turning into moans. She thought she heard Mafuke's name. When Carol looked in on her a half hour later, Barbara lay with her eyes were closed and her legs splayed and empty smile on her sleeping face. Time for the next step.
Lunch was a treat. After the orgasmically induced nap in the morning Barbara felt as good as she had since her capture. She didn't like knowing she couldn't leave, but for the moment, there was nothing to be done about it. It could be worse. Carol brought a delicious salad, and loads of finger foods. The first bottle of wine disappeared quickly and Carol opened another. Barbara didn't realize the she was drinking more than her share. By the end of the meal she was quite high, just as Carol had planned.
"Ohhh" she giggled. "That was soooo good. Ssorry, I think I'm a little tipsy."
"Me, too" Carol lied, taking Barbara's hand. "And a little sleepy," Carol added. This she knew would resonate with Barbara whose wine had a mild sedative in it, not much; they didn't want Barbara to go to sleep, at least not too soon. "Do you mind if I lie down with you and take a nap?"
"Uh, no," Barbara replied with a dopey little smile.
Carol stood up and started unbuttoning her blouse, letting her pet titties out in full view. She knew that her horny and slightly drugged ex-partner would be unable not to admire her beautiful if modest tits. "Might as well get comfortable," she added, letting her skirt drop and wiggling her hips seductively. She was now more undressed than Barbara who had been given a short shift as bedclothes. She walked, no she slinked around the other side of the bed and slid under the sheet. Barbara who was still sitting up in bed looked down at her, puzzled.
"Slow. Slow," Carol said to her self. "She wants it, but she doesn't know it yet. Let her find out gradually. This is seduction, not ****." She looked up at Barbara through silted lids, feigning drowsiness. "So sleepy..."
Carol grinned triumphantly. Slowly Barbara's normally bright eyes were growing dull as the wine the sedative and her own words took effect. "Yes, I guess I need a nap," Barbara said, her speech slightly slurred and she slid down beneath the sheet.
"I'm sorry you still aren't happy here," Carol said with pretended sympathy, snuggling close. "I though you would like it by now." Barbara seemed not to notice Carol' arm across her waist.
"But I... we are prisoners." Barbara started to sob again.
"Yes, but such lucky prisoners to have big black men to take good care of us, especially down here." Carol lightly brushed Barbara's pussy,?When we are so horny all the time. Looking deep into Barbara's glazed eyes, she kissed her. Carol was counting on the drug to slow down Barbara's reactions and was not surprised when nothing happened. Barbara's first instinct was to reject the overture, but she hesitated. The kiss lingered and became more passionate. She realized to her horror that Carol was playing with a nipple and that she without thinking she was cuddling close to her passionate companion and kissing her back. Her tongue and Carol's were writhing together like love-sick snakes. What was happening to her? Maybe it was the wine or that blasted implant. She had never done anything like this before.
Before she could react, Carol slipped another hand under Barbara's shift and took full possession of one of her tits. "You have such wonderful breasts, Barbara honey. Much bigger and more sensitive than mine, the kind black men love. How I envy you," she whispered. With practiced hand she massaged Barbara's quickly hardening breasts, worrying her nipples until she was moaning with delight. "You're horny, aren't you baby. Would you like me to get you off? Cuddle with me and I will make you feel good, honey."
Barbara wanted to say "No," but the bolt of erotic sensation that shot through her left her weak, too distracted. The shift was mysteriously unbuttoned and her breast were ******* to Carol's gently onslaught. In a kind of erotic daze, Barbara allowed Carol gently to lean on top or her and begin sucking both her sensitive jugs in earnest. "So sexy, baby! You just need more sex than one man can give you."
Barbara's head swam. She felt giddy, totally overpowered by lust. This was totally wrong. She had never allowed a woman fondle her tits but she loved what this beautiful mature woman was doing to her boobs so much, she couldn't make her stop. Her breath was short and she felt a warmth almost like liquid fire growing inside her. God! She was about to come and the woman hadn't even touched her cl...
"No! NO! Aiiiiiii" Carol screamed. Her body was rocked by an intense orgasm as soon as Carol had touched her pleasure button. She may have blacked out for a few seconds. When she opened her eyes Carol was staring down at her lovingly.
"That was good, Barbara. You needed that, didn't you?"
Barbara could only look up at her in dazed confusion and nod her head. No, this could not be happening to her, but then she felt the Barbara's lips on her lips,.... the 'other' ones. Oh no, oh yes! She was going down for a woman! No woman could have forced apart Barbara's powerful thighs, but Carol found only slight resistance as she gently opened Barbara's pussy to her kisses. The aroused and panting policewoman could only moan when she felt Carol's tongue invade the temple of her self. All questions and self doubts were suddenly washed away by another orgasm, as Carol gently sucked on her clitoris.
Barbara lost track of time as one orgasm after another claimed her. At some point she saw or rather sensed Carol had turned around in the 69 position, placing her pussy just above Barbara's face. She had never done this, but in a orgasmic daze Barbara reached up and pulled Carol's dripping crotch to her mouth and began to drink her copiously flowing slit. Soon she was rewarded when Carol yelped and came, drenching Barbara's mouth and lips with her pungent love juice. This triggered another of Barbara's orgasms and then another as Carol persistently tongued her labia and toyed with her clit.
As one orgasm blended into another, Barbara forgot where she was who she was, totally submerged in the giving and receiving of pleasure. Then -- suddenly? At last? She was aware of Carol's rapturous face gazing down at her. "That was good, Barbara. Your body is full of pleasure. Now you must sleep."
Somehow, Barbara realized that something was wrong, insane. Her beautiful betrayer had just seduced her and fucked her senseless and was now putting her to sleep. She had to fight the overwhelming drowsiness the warm comfortable feelings of post orgasmic bliss. She needed to resist... to think! Then she felt Carol's magic hand move within her pussy again and a wave of renewed desire swept over her. There was no way she could refuse. The orgasm this time was not instantaneous. She felt it build up slowly, inevitably. But when it burst over her, she was utterly vanquished. Full of sedative, sated and exhausted by the repeated climaxing, Barbara immediately fell deeply asleep in Carol's arms.
Carol smiled at her unconscious ex-partner. Plans were proceeding smoothly. Barbara had now seen that she was powerless to resist sex in any form. Mafuke could take her and her body willingly responded. She could not pass up the chance to orgasm with the vibrator. And now she had learned of a weakness for other women. Three damaging blows to her self image as an independent woman who would take direction from no one. It should take only one more, the most devastating, to break her completely. That one would require a few more days.
*****
Days, a week, two weeks passed? Barbara could not keep track of time. They kept her in a haze of sexual pleasure. It almost became routine. She awoke from a night of lovemaking with Mafuke still horny. Left alone after breakfast with Carol, she found she needed to masturbate using the vibrating dildo Carol had given her. Sometime she fantasized it was Mafuke black cock slowly, persistently fucking her. Other times she thought of Carol eating her, never her white boyfriend whom she could hardly remember. She looked forward to lunch and making love with Carol afterwards. And by night... Mafuke came to her, spoke to her gently, and filled her with his wonderful black cock. Carol was observing Barbara's will dissolve day by day. They were waiting for the appropriate physical indicators.
Carol noted with amusement other encouraging signs. Lately when Barbara arose from her sex-drenched nap, she began to let her partner dress her. Barbara had always chosen sensible, rather conservative clothes. Now she was letting Carol get her into sexier, more revealing skirts and blouses. Barbara blushed when Carol told her how Mafuke liked seeing her in mini skirts, but she didn't object as the hemline of the skirts Carol chose grew shorter and shorter. Gradually she began to wear the strappy sandals and high heel pumps that Carol selected. Mafuke was pleased to find Barbara tarted up like a call girl each night.
*****
"That was great. I'm stuffed," Carol giggled one day after lunch when she and Barbara were spooned lovingly together. Carol was tenderly cupping the hard breast and teasing the erect nipple of the sleepy, horny woman, working her toward a soft orgasm.
"Me too," agreed Barbara. "But we really ought to be exercising or something? We're going to get fat."
This was the opening Carol had been waiting for!. "We don't have to worry about that, honey, Mafuke and Femi are old fashioned men. Black men don't want anorexic women. They like girls that really look like girls," Carol giggled. "You're already perfect, big sensitive tits, firm round ass and nice wide hips -- a 'black man's woman.' Of course, I don't need to worry, weight gain is entirely natural."
"Natural?" Barbara asked, puzzled.
"Sure. Look at me." Carol pulled her shift up to her navel suggestively. "Can you see anything?"
"See what?" Barbara asked, genuinely perplexed.
"My tummy, silly. Well, maybe not, maybe it's just too soon. My period isn't very regular, but I'm pretty sure. I'm weeks overdue," she smiled.
"Carol, what are you talking about?" Fear gripped Barbara's throat.
"I wanted to tell you first," she giggled. "I haven't even told Femi... yet..." Carol's eyes glowed.
"You don't mean...?"
"I think so. I'm pretty sure, in fact. Femi told me he was going to make me pregnant. Looks like has put his black baby in me the way he promised!"
"Carol! That's awful. Some how we'll escape or be rescued. When you get back to the Agency..."
"Agency? I'm never gong back to the Agency," Carol declared. "Femi is going to take me to his village Africa. I will have hundreds of servants. He will give me many black babies and I'll be his Senior Wife."
"But how could that happen? Aren't you on the pill? You were always fucking your boyfriends like a minx and they never got you pregnant?"
"Of course I was on the pill, then. I was just screwing around with white boys. But Femi took my pills away the first day. African men don't believe in artificial means of contraception," Carol said somewhat by rote, as if it was something she had been taught to say. "And he sure don't practice abstinence!" she giggled. "He wants me pregnant. He says I'll look really sexy with a big belly and his black baby inside me. You can bet for the last month or so Femi has been keeping me pretty full of semen. He likes me to point my heels to the ceiling when he drills me; says it helps the sperm get down into the womb better. I know it makes me come like crazy when he talks about making a black baby in me. The way he has been fucking me, he just has to have knocked me up!"
Barbara was staring at Carol in a state of shock.
"What's wrong, honey. You shouldn't be surprised. It's no different with you. I'm sure Mafuke has the same plans. Have you been taking your pills? I haven't seen Mafuke using condoms!"


Now Barbara's shock could only deepen. She had no idea where her birth control pills were. How could she have forgotten them? She tried to estimate when she had interrupted the medication. Ovulation would occur within a couple of weeks of suspension of the hormone treatment, but she did not know how long she had been here, how long Mafuke had been shooting his seed into her womb several times every night. She was or soon would be totally unprotected. "No! NO! No!" she screamed. "It can't happen. I can't let myself get pregnant!"
"You can't prevent it, darling. It's entirely a biological process. What you think you want or don't want doesn't matter. Mafuke will nail you because you can't control your desire for sex! I've seen how your body responds to Mafuke when he fucks you. He's a powerful, virile man. Instinctively you wrap your legs around him when he is filling you with his cum. That helps the semen go deeper into you, makes it more likely his sperm will fertilize one of your eggs. And the way he is able to give you those powerful multiple climaxes every time he sexes you, means that some pat of your brain has already decided he'll be a good father. Your body is getting ready for impregnation and a climax makes sure your silly little mind doesn't get in the way."
Barbara hung her head, whimpering as Carol continued triumphantly.
"Of course, this isn't just for Mafuke's fun. He knows how docile and dependent pregnant white women are on the black father of their babies. When you have a little Ungumo in your womb, you will tell Mafuke everything he needs to know. Incidentally, let me put your mind at rest. You aren't pregnant yet. We are monitoring your bodily functions carefully and we would know. But we believe that you will soon be at the peak of your fertility cycle. You should find making love to Mafuke the next few nights very 'fulfilling!'"
"I won't! I won't let him..." Barbara shouted.
"Won't let him fuck you?? she laughed.?Since when? I've seen how you waited for him eagerly every night. You crave that big black cock that fills you, gives you that orgasmic high that neither my tongue nor your vibrator can. I say you will spread your legs for him and let him fill you full. We'll see if you can give up sex for the weeks needed to be sure you don't get caught," replied Carol calmly.
That conversation with Carol terrified and enraged Barbara. She steeled herself against Mafuke. She remembered all the innocent women whose lives were in jeopardy if she broke. She stoked her rage at being held captive. When Mafuke came in that night, she was ready. She didn't know it, but so was Mafuke.
"Good evening, honey," he greeted her as if he suspected nothing was wrong.
"No so good for you, you bastard! Just stay away from me. You're not fucking me tonight!" Barbara shot back.
"Hey? What's up. I'm sure you'd like a little ride, wouldn't you.
"I said no and I mean it. Just stop right there." she demanded when she was still several steps away from the bed.
"Barbara darling, don't you know? I really like you. I even brought you something from my last trip to Africa."
"Yeah?" Barbara said curiously.
"Sure. Carol, can you bring her the pendant I got for her?"
"Of course Mafuke. Let me show it to her.? Carol held up a large green stone slung from a thick gold chain.?Here it is. Look at this pretty amulet Mafuke got for you, Barbara!" "See how it sparkles, the light flashes reflecting off of it so beautifully." The stone's facets caught the dim light of Barbara's bedchamber and cast it back into her eyes. Involuntarily, her gaze was caught by the flickering stone. She tried to redirect her angry glare back at Mafuke. The stone was pretty, but did he think he could seduce her with jewelry? It was just a pretty distraction. She would tell him.... Damn,... a very pretty distraction. She continued to stare at the stone.
Mafuke and Carol exchanged smiles as they saw Barbara falling into the power of the amulet. "It's fascinating, isn't it honey?" Carol whispered. "It's so beautiful, so easy to look at,... gaze at. You feel like you are drifting, getting lost in the depths of the stone, don't you?"
Barbara stared intently at it. What was Carol getting at? It moved slowly back and forth, sometimes seeming to swing in a circle.
"I love it", she murmured.
"I know you do", she whispered. "Look closely. Watch as it shines, watch as it glitters, watch as it swings easily back and forth, around and around. It looks so pretty, doesn't it?"
"Yes...", she murmured, staring at it as Carol moved it around. It was just beautiful.
"So pretty", Carol continued. "So pretty, so attractive, swinging back and forth, back and forth. You do find it attractive, don't you, baby?"
"Oh, yes", Barbara whispered softly. She'd never seen anything so pretty.
"So attractive, so pretty, it seems to pull you right inside the stone, the shining green gemstone. See how it glitters, like a soft green flame, as the light dances over it," Carol intoned. Barbara's yes were fixed on it now as it moved slowly, back and forth, around and around. Whenever the light hit it just so it seemed to gleam even brighter, making her want it even more.
"So pretty, so attractive, you want it so much, don't you?"
"Oh, yessss.....yesssssssss..........." the weakening policewoman murmured, only able to stare at it as Carol held it just above he. She was almost looking upwards now, watching as the shining necklace swung back and forth, around and around.
"So attractive, you want it so bad, so bad...How much it this lovely thing worth to you, can you even put a price on anything so lovely? You want it so much, you feel your desire increasing with each passing moment. You want it, you have to have it, you MUST have it. Your desire grows stronger and stronger as the beautiful necklace moves back and forth, around and around and around and around."
Around and around. Barbara began to feel as if the necklace was still and it was she that was moving, spinning slowly in a circle around that necklace. She didn't even notice Carol any more, she wasn't paying attention to anything but that necklace. Her necklace. She wanted it so much. So much.
"Back and forth. Around and around. Feel yourself being drawn even closer to it, feel yourself moving closer and closer as your desire grows even stronger." She WAS moving closer to it, it seemed. Barbara didn't realize Carol was slowly moving it closer to her as she held it.
"Look right into the gem. Deep inside. Deep into the shining green gemstone. Deeper and deeper. Deeper and deeper. Do not look away now, no matter what happens, do not look away. If you look away, your beautiful necklace will disappear. You do not want that to happen, do you?" Carol smiled at the now all but enchanted former partner.
"...Oh, no..... No, not......disappear." It was hard to talk. Why? Barbara knew now that if she looked away, she would lose my necklace. She didn't want to lose it, she wanted it forever. Had to keep looking at it. Keep looking. She didn't want it to disappear. She stared at the emerald as it moved back and forth, around and around.
"Deeper and deeper. Look inside, look deep inside, into the very heart of the gem. See it glowing with it's power, a deep green glow which draws you in even deeper. Deeper and deeper. You feel yourself surrounded by the soft, deep green glow of the emerald. Deeper and deeper it draws you. Feel it surrounding you, enwrapping your body in a soft warm blanket as you sink deeper and deeper into the heart of the gemstone. Deeper and deeper. Deeper and deeper."
Barbara was lying totally relaxed now, staring almost straight up, it seemed, not realizing Carol was now holding the necklace right above her head. Her body felt heavy, limp, and warm. She'd never felt anything like the sensations that wonderful necklace was creating. She didn't realize her mouth was hanging open, that her arms were loose by her sides. She just lay there and stared into the center of the necklace.
"The power surrounds you completely now, you are totally enwrapped by the deep green glow of the emerald. Totally enwrapped by the glow. Totally enwrapped. Your body feels calm, relaxed, as it allows the power of the gem to flow throughout every muscle and nerve. Totally relaxed now, totally limp, totally calm. Feel your mind calming as well, feel the power of the gemstone comforting you, relaxing you, allowing you to slip away into a place of total relaxation. Deeper and deeper. Do not look away."
Barbara didn't even want to try looking away. Her body seemed to be in a totally different place than the rest of her. Carol's voice sounded as if it was coming from far away. She heard absolutely nothing else, no humming air conditioning, no outside noises. Just Carol's voice. All she saw was the necklace.
This was so strange. Barbara stared at the emerald, and she was now aware of the glow Carol had been talking about. There didn't seem to be anything else in the room but that stone, and the glow seemed to spread, to move out from the center of the stone, a deep green ball that sucked her right into it. The stone seemed so huge now, filling her vision. The whole world was that stone and the power flowing into her mind and body. She watched in amazement as the power came towards her, wave after wave of pure green. She felt it being absorbed into her body, she was aware of the warm, heavy sensations in each and every part of my body. She felt her mind clearing, opening wide as the power flowed into her. As Carol's voice flowed into her.
"Yes. Feel it, Barbara. Feel the power flowing through you, through your limbs. Feel it happening. Allow it to happen. You cannot stop it. The power grows stronger, fills your mind, and relaxes your body. Your mind is open, open to the power of the emerald. Feel the power grow even stronger as you gaze deeper and deeper into the gemstone. Deeper. Deeper."
Deep down in her mind, Barbara began to realize something very odd was happening to her. Her body no longer existed, it was very hard to think on her own. The power of the stone grew and grew, seeming to gain control of her mind as she stared at it. SHE couldn't think clearly enough to understand what was happening. All SHE knew was that the stone's power was growing stronger.
"Deeper and deeper, baby. The power of the gem is overwhelming, flowing irresistibly into your body and mind. Your body is limp, relaxed. Your mind is open, relaxed. Open, relaxed. Do not trouble yourself with thoughts of any kind. Allow your thoughts to come and go as they please, you will find that you do not even want to try focusing on any single thought that comes to your open mind. Allow my voice, to fill your mind, fill your thoughts. You are so relaxed right now, honey, so totally under the power of the gemstone. I will do all your thinking for you so that you may remain comfortably relaxed. Your mind and body will respond to my suggestions as they would to your own thoughts. The power of the gemstone has made this possible. Do you understand?"
"....Yesssssss........." And there, without any resistance at all, and without any realization of what was really happening, Barbara surrendered my body and mind to Carol. It just seemed to logical, so natural.
"You are under the control of the stone, Mafuke's stone, aren't you, baby?"
"Uh hu" Barbara muttered.
"You feel so relaxed and happy. All those feelings of anger, resentment are gone, aren't they?
"Hmmm," Barbara just purred contentedly.
"You feel so relaxed and at ease and something else. What is that, honey?"
Barbara knew the answer, but she did not want to say it. She knew she should hold on to the feelings of anger. She needed her anger to overcome the feeling, -- oh it was so strong -- "Horny." she heard her self admit.
"That's right, baby, relaxed and horny, like a real woman. And you know what a horny white woman needs, don't you?"
Barbara hesitated, trying not to admit what she felt.
Carol touched her between her legs, bringing a soft moan to Barbara's lips. "Say it, baby. What do you want?"
"A man!" Barbara gasped.
?A man??
?A black man!? she sobbed.
"Yes, honey. Your sexy body and fertile womb need a black man. You crave it, don't you?"
"Yes," Barbara signed as she felt Mafuke touch her.
"And that's what you're going to get, baby, a black man. Now tell us what you need from a black man..."
"I need to be fucked. God, I need it so bad," Barbara whimpered and Mafuke pressed his cock more firmly against her slit.
?Do you know why you are so horny, baby? Do you know why you need a big black cock tonight so badly??
?Uh uh. Don't? know? Barbara was so arouses she could hardly speak.
?Sure you do, honey. You haven't been taking those old pills. You are fertile tonight.
Barbara gasped, but could do nothing.
"And what does a sexy fertile white woman get when she lets a black man fuck her?" Carol asked, making sure that Barbara's surrender would be complete.
Again Barbara hesitated, but could not keep from saying, "A baby," she almost sobbed.
"And that's what I want to give you, darling," Mafuke whispered, glancing back and pursing a kiss at Carol who had taken away the now superfluous amulet. Slowly, methodically, Mafuke began stroking her breasts. "I'm going to put a black baby in you tonight. I want you to get a big beautiful belly and sexy big tits. And make you so happy."
Despite her struggles, Barbara began to feel the loss control of her body. She began moving under his touch. Mafuke and Carol heard her moans no longer soft but louder as she was over taken with the passion that pulsed through her body.
"Oh God" she screamed as her inner being exploded in an orgasm just from the sensation of his touch on her breasts and her body. It felt as if she were gushing. She felt herself cum, hard, as it exploded onto her thighs. Her hips trying their best to rise from the bed, her hands pulling on the sheets as wave after wave of her climax skewered her body. She lost all sense of time as she writhed her climax. The waves started to slow as she began to come down out of the clouds, her mind inched back to reality and she realized that he was no longer sitting on her legs. Her hands are still clinched.
Then, before she could regain her senses, Barbara felt Mafuke's mouth burying into her pussy. His tongue licked along the lips. Her pussy was drenched with the juices of her orgasm. Mafuke felt her hot thighs squeeze against his cheeks and knew she was close to breaking. He slid his hands under her ass pulling her up toward his mouth, his tongue moving in and out of her pussy fucking her as he sucked and licked her cum from inside her. Her battered mind hardly resisted as she felt her body head toward another orgasm before she fully came down from the first. His mouth and tongue cleaned up the sweet reward of her first cum. Mafuke's hands held her ass tight and squeezed her as he worked up and down along her pussy with his mouth.
Experienced with women, Mafuke moved his mouth from her pussy to lick and suck her thigh clean of her juices. The sweet taste of her was so good, a sure sign of ovulation. Her juices ran across his tongue, his mouth sucked and licked up along her thigh and then his mouth went again to her clit to softly suck it into his mouth, his tongue twirling around it. His mouth left her clit and his tongue runs along deep inside her pussy as he moved down till his tongue came out of her pussy and it gently ran over her asshole.
He felt her body jump from the sensation as he ran his tongue over it again. His mouth was now sucking and licking its way along her pussy up to her clit where he again sucked it into his lips and let it come out his mouth sucking it in and out as a woman would suck a mans cock. Her clit was hard and throbbing as he did her this way. He intended to deaden her brain with pleasure, to capture her soul as he already has her body.
He stopped for a moment to nuzzle and lick his way down his beautiful captive's other thigh. Satisfied that her thighs have been adequately titillated, he again buried his face in her pussy. His tongue again started to fuck in and out of her. Involuntarily, Barbara's hips began moving to the rhythm of the tongue fucking that she are getting. His hands pulled tight on her ass again as he helps her pussy to push tight to his face. The aroused agent strained, wanting so bad to put her hands on his head and push his whole being inside her pussy. She started again to loose control. Her body driven to a higher level of orgasm. Her hips jerked wildly as he held her tight, sucking and licking hard on her as he felt her pussy come hard.
Mafuke knew the hard orgasms were preparing the helpless lawwoman's body for conception. Her juices gushed out hot against his face. He sucked and licked hard and fast wanting to drink her all in. Her thighs pushed tight to his face as he felt her legs wrap around him. Mindlessly she pulled his face tight to her as again the waves of her orgasm flowed through her body over and over. As she felt her body begin to relax, her climax slowly dying down, her legs loosen their grip on him. He began to kiss his way up her body, stopping at her tits to lick and suck them as he keep her on the edge of her fourth climax.
And then she felt what she feared yet craved most -- his cock as it pushed against into the lips of her pussy. Further resistance was futile, unimaginable. Her body wanted him, wanted to be finally ravished, wanted him to give her his black baby! From below her conscious being, her animal brain flung her legs around him pulling his hips tight to hers. His cock was buried deep within her from the force of her legs as they wrapped around his ass. Her pussy seemed to be sucking on his cock. The inner muscles milking his cock as she pulled him tighter.
Not having come down completely from the last climax she again felt her body reach higher for the next climax to surge through her. His mouth on her mouth, their bodies pressed tight together, her legs pulling at his ass. His cock buried deep inside her. Her pussy was wild with the throbbing of his cock as it jumped from the blood pulsing into it. He kissed her mouth and she could taste her own cum as it rested on his lips, his tongue still coated with the juices of her inner being!
She embraced him totally. Mafuke felt her hands on his back pulling at him, her body moving out of control, her legs and arms clutching him tight. Her pussy muscles squeezed tight around his cock as he began to slide his cock in and out of her pussy faster. Pulling out of her would have been impossible as Barbara's legs were gripping him tight. But because of her grasp when he pushed into her their bodies seemed to crash together. His black balls slapped against her ass. The base of his ebony cock hit hard against her clit with each pounding thrust. Their hips came together harder and harder as he felt the cum churn in his balls.
Barbara's pussy was so tight on his cock that Mafuke could feel his cum as it slowly worked its way up through his cock. He strained to hold it back not ready yet. Just waiting, wanting to make her wait. He slammed harder and harder into her, his balls hitting her ass over and over. Her clit was being driven harder and faster. Then what he has been holding out for was here. Barbara screamed loudly that she was cumming. Mafuke saw the helpless passion in her eyes as her body erupted for the fourth time.
Barbara was panting, exhausted. Mafuke knew that was the end for her. She had been broken, defeated, totally his "This is so satisfying, so relaxing. You are getting so well fucked. Fucking makes you feed soooo goood, Barbara. But sooo tired. You are getting so... sleepy, darling. My cock feels so good that when I come, you'll fall deeply, deeply to SLEEP!"


With the word Mafuke came, shooting huge amounts of sperm deep into the orgasming woman. With each squirt, Barbara's body spasmed reflexively, but her eyes were already tightly closed. Her juices mixed with his inside her hot pussy as she felt the cum gush out of Mafuke's cock. He exploded so hard she could feel every drop of cum as it shot over and over inside her as her legs held him tight and her hips moved out of control. And every ounce of her inner self poured out of her pussy. Her body was drained of all its strength. Reflexively, the defeated law officer clung to the notorious drug lord, her legs and arms wrapped tight around him, fucked into a deep hypnotic trance.
Carol watched proudly as Mafuke softly kissed Barbara a last time as he rolled them over on their sides still embracing her, his cock still plugging her, holding in all the cum. He gently caressed her clit to one final soft orgasm. Triumphantly, he positioned her carefully, so that his cum would stay pooled in her fertile womb. Slowly, Barbara's body, drained of her last ounce of resistance, settled deeply into sleep. She hardly felt his kisses and caressing for the last time as her mind shut down for a long time!
EPILOGUE
"Barbara! Come here!" Carol roared.
"I'm sorry, Ms Carol. I was in the back taking care of..." responded the still beautiful but worn-looking former Special Agent Barbara Darcy.
"I know what you were doing, you oversexed slut. Every time I let you go to nurse one of your babies, you sneak off and try to get Nnogo my houseboy to fuck you. You know what Mafuke will say if you let someone else knock you up again! He will decide when to give you another black baby!
"But Ms Carol, I was just so..."
"...'Horny.' I know. You're always horny. You just can't get enough black cock, can you? Well, perhaps it *is* time. Mafuke does like to see you with your tummy filled and this most recent one -- what's her name? -- is nearly weaned, no?
"Amaka." Barbara said, humiliated that Carol would not bother to remember even the names of her six children.
"I will speak to Mafuke tonight. He has been away for several days and his European women don't know how to satisfy him as I do. He will be needing a good fuck. I'll get him in a good mood. Maybe he will let you have another black baby."
"Thank you Ms Carol. Thank you."
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No Escape when I passed by him again.
Terry shook his cup of three pennies as his eyes danced at me. I slid around him nearly running to the LINK stop. 'What was he doing here how could he even dare to look at me! Should I call the police, if I did what would I tell them? I managed to let my breath out after boarding the train and for the rest of the week, I went to bed early and walked to the farther stop.
I made a decision that weekend that I couldn't let that awful man take five hours of my life every week and it was too late to call the police, I dared myself to overcome his evil by standing up to his threat. Monday morning I walked right past him as he jangled his cup, I didn't look at him but imagined his eyes sparkling,"You didn't apologize to Angus," he told me one day, I ignored him. He repeated it, the next day. I saw his eyes that time they burned with what, I didn't know, but they frightened me. After his third accusation I left home early and walked to the corner shops avoiding Terry altogether. Angus' BBQ was closed meaning it was the same day of the week when Terry had ***** my mouth, "Third time's the charm, Bitch," the large black man lunged out of the building's shadow and grabbed me striking me before I could scream, "Hush," then he dragged me behind one of the garbage bins.
"Terry, please, I'll give you money, don't do this again, I beg you," I whispered.
He clobbered me, "Shut up," he hissed and spun my dazed body thrusting me against the concrete blocks holding back the hill above us, "You think you're so fucking prestigious, eating here after humiliating me in front of my friend," his fat pinned me face first against the wall.
"I... I..." I didn't dare talk, I felt his hands pawing at my knee skirt.
"Spread your legs, Bitch," he slapped the inside of my thighs.
"No, PLEASE," I would rather die... Terry grabbed my hair and pulled my head back so hard he nearly cracked my neck. I yelled but he was ready stuffing a nasty glove into my mouth to deaden my outburst. He ripped my skirt pulling it up over my girdle revealing my backside.
"Your cunt isn't too good for anybody, and I'm going to prove it to you," I heard him unzipping.
"NO," I wailed into the glove's grime.
"Shut up," He swatted my ass even through my girdle and panties his hand left a mark.
"Oww!"
"White cunt, you came back here because you wanted this, you knew the BBQ was closed."
"NO," I shook my head.
He struck my ass harder, "Shut the fuck up, Bitch," fat fingers dug into my girdle and pulled it down over my hurting ass, "This ain't going to save you," after dragging my girdle to the ground his hand ripped my panties off! Something thicker than his fingers but narrower than his arm prodded my behind, he dug a hefty cock head between my upper thighs burrowing for my cunt. He had to lift his enormous belly and land it over my bent waist to give his prick a chance to find its mark. I sobbed neck cranked back, ass battered and now a filthy dick was trying to pierce me. I couldn't shake my head for fear of cracking ita and ending up crippled like my husband, "OWW," I squealed when his cock found my pussy lips.
"Ain't wet," he snorted, "As if I care," he shoved his prick, but missed the tight hole within, we both yelped! He smacked my ass, twice, "Open up, Bitch," I stepped wider what else could I do? His free hand grasped his cock and stirred it around my vulva. It seated quickly against the entrance to my vagina, "I'm gonna take it easy, this time but it'll hurt for both of us," his thick tool pried its way into my dry cunt hole as I sobbed and squealed. Terry's cock scraped up my resisting chute filling me unlike Donald's toothbrush width cock, I wailed glad for the disgusting gag. If anybody heard us I would have died, I almost blacked out when he was halfway in me, Terry thrust hard stuffing me with the rest of his prick, he hollered, "FUCK," I screamed, it only allowed more gloves to fill my mouth, "Not feeling so high and mighty are you," Terry growled, "Got a dirty nigger cock in your crack and you have nothing to stop it from fucking you, claiming you," his massive belly lay on my back like a second ******.
"Terry, please?"
"Please, fuck you," He laughed, "As if, first you gotta learn this cock, my black dick is going to keep you full for a bit. I like resting, soaking up your dryness, maybe I'll piss to make you wet."
"NOO!"
"SHUT IT," he grabbed one of my breasts and dug his grimy fingernails in soiling my jacket, I winced but repressed my outcry.
"I bet we're not going to need it, I have patience. I never got much white pussy before but this is too good to pass up, nailing your cracker ass against this concrete wall. We're gonna wait you and I, hitched together like a motherfucking train," Then he let go of my hair I gasped what air I could around the foul glove in my mouth, I didn't dare spit it out. He was waiting for my pussy to respond to the dry painful invasion. It took a couple of minutes for nature to provided what this mother would have denied my irritated tissues took less than a minute to start releasing small amounts of lubrication, "Heh," he wheezed foul breath at me, "You feeling it, your pussy wants to fuck."
I shook my head, 'Please no,' I didn't say it.
"I want to fuck it, Bitch," he grabbed both of my breasts and rubbed them through my clothes, "But have you learned your lesson?"
I managed to get words out around the horrid glove, "I...I don't know what to say. I'm more privileged in life, but I'm weak compared to you, Please let me go!"
"That's not bad, beautiful," he surprised me when he pulled his cock out of my pussy and spun me around to face him his bulging fat plunked off of me, "Now get on your damn knees and be thankful you are only sucking my cock this time," he grabbed the glove out of my mouth his eyes burning as he gloated. I had no choice, I sank before the fat horror of a man and wedged my head between his waist and his prick it tasted worse than the glove, his huge belly pinning my head to his crotch I tried to bob as I sucked but it was too heavy, "Go on, Bitch, I feel you trying," he lifted his belly giving me room to choke on his dick. 
I gagged and sucked as best I could. Last time he must have been holding it up with one hand while he ***** my mouth and like last time he didn't hold back when his cum launched into my throat I coughed and swallowed as best I could. He pulled cock out of my face dripping cum on my cheek, "Should have fucked you, but you've been a good bitch," he zipped up his pants as I hung my head, curled up hugging my coat around me. He snatched my purse, "It's funny, I'm taking your cash like I'm the whore," he grunted, "I'm also taking your fucking driver's license, don't get a replacement I'll give it back soon. You ain't driving to work, keep your Orca card. I bet today you'll go back home and call in sick or whatever you white people do when life's got you down. I'm honest, I'm getting fucking *****," shaking my cash at me, it was nearly thirty dollars I scolled myself since I usually carry less than ten.
I ran home and told Donald that my skirt caught on a bench when I jumped up to catch the train, "You better be at work tomorrow," Melissa complained into my ear, I hung up and took a long shower while Donald made lunch. He knew something worse had happened than tearing my skirt but all he talked about was how his doctor wanted him to take more expensive pills. I told him I didn't care what he got addicted to as long as he paid for them, after eating, I locked myself in our bedroom and cried for an hour. When Stace returned from school, she found me cleaning the house. She didn't offer to help, "I have homework," and flounced to her room. Donald heard me sniffling behind his lounge chair, "I'm sorry, Honey, you'll feel better when you buy a new outfit."
I withdrew a hundred dollars from the ATM and bought the first women's suit that fit me at Goodwill. I woke half an hour early the next morning to walk to a farther rail stop. At work I completed two days worth by the middle of the afternoon. I told Melissa that if she didn't have anything else for me I needed to go home. She made up something to keep me another hour, then let me go after double-checking my draft.
I stepped off of LINK at the stop closest to my house, Terry was not around. I turned into the shopping center and went inside, "Excuse me, Angus," my voice shaking.
"Huh," he grunted, slightly surprised, "If it ain't the nice lady," he probably wanted to say, white lady.
"I... I came to apologize, the last time I was here, I was rude, and I didn't take the time to read your sign on the register, "Can I make it up to you?"
He looked smug for a second, "Chicken and ribs combo ought to do it."
"Can I get it to go, please," I held out a twenty-dollar bill.
"Sure," he gave me change, I didn't look at it and stuffed it in the tip jar. I took a seat close to the door and looked out the window at the concrete retaining wall. I suffered the memory of being pressed against it while waiting for my order, "Here you go, Ma-am," Terry's voice froze me a plastic bag dropped on the table before me, "Come again, we love doing business with you."
"Don't say it weird, Terry, she won't come back. you got a lot more cleaning and fetching before I let you sleep here tonight."
"Sorry," Terry said to me, I didn't dare look up as he headed back to the kitchen where I heard him tell the owner, "Some like weird, Angus."
I surprised Donald and Stace when I got home, I made myself a salad that I ate angrily, while they nattered about some asshole in government. Donald was the only asshole I had to deal with. Stace, she was a pain in the ass at one point I imagined Terry in the BBQ's kitchen jacking off his cum into the food they ate so greedily, "What are you laughing about, Mom?"
"Nothing Stace, there's nothing funny about it," I stuck my fork into my salad and looked down.
I stayed away from the closest rail stop for another week, when I approached Terry I let my hate speak for me, "I don't have any cash, and I'm not going to suck your dick, now give me back my license."
"Sure." he heaved himself up, "Follow me, I left it in the BBQ, with my other stuff."
"I'll wait."
"Your choice," he grunted at me, sitting back down and shaking his cup at a passerby. I took LINK to work, he was still there when I walked home.
"Buy that combo again, tomorrow, and I'll put it in the bag," he told me, not caring that I didn't look at him.
The next day, after work he met me in front of Angus's store, "Huh, I guess he took the day off."
I ran but the fat bastard expected it and grabbed my purse, I was too slow to let go of it. The next thing I knew, his huge hands threw me down on wet, garbage-strewn asphalt behind the building, "Don't make a fucking sound, Bitch," I gulped down my shock and pain and shook my head, defeated. He plodded up and loomed over me like a randy Sumo wrestler, "Pull up your skirt and spread your legs," he unzipped his fat prick stood out like a tarred pier post, "You are the stupidest white bitch I ever met," I should have made him rip my suit again, the garbage I landed in had already ruined it. I drew my skirt up to my hips and lay back closing my eyes and turning my head, "Look at me, Bitch," he ordered, I obeyed. 
He sank to his knees almost falling over. He slapped my face with a ham-sized palm, I grunted, burying my yell. He growled, "Don't look like that at me, you white piece of shit. I got fat because of bitches like you who never gave me the cunt that a man needs so I'm taking it from you," He landed his belly across my petite torso pushing the air out of my lungs. I gasped for breath as his hands touched my crotch, "Got no under armor on this time," I turned red, I had forgotten to put my girdle on,"Must have been wanting the big man to stuff you again," he chuckled. His hands tore my panties away as easily as they had the first time. My breathing quickened, each breath only filling a tenth of my lungs. He felt like a freight train flattening me as he fisted his cock against my pussy my small bush hardly tickled it, he spreading my lower lips, "Time for another lesson."
I was dry. His prickhead found the entrance to my cunt but didn't stop, Terry slowly ground half his meat into my body grimacing. I squeaked desperate for air closed my eyes and started crying just before he punched the rest of his cock through my delicate innards, "UUUHHGG," We lay there, him smirking, me still gasping for air as he lowered his face to mine his foul breath wrinkled my nose and nearly blinded me, "Open your mouth," I couldn't close it, I needed air, he pressed his lips to mine and stuck his tongue into my mouth licking my sparkling teeth, he tasted like puke. He lifted up slightly allowing me a full breath which I gratefully heaved with half his tongue in my mouth, his cock remained embedded while he waited eyes victorious, "Bet you get wet faster than last time," that wasn't fair my vagina was responding to the thick, dry mass clogging it. He could feel my juices seeping out, "Told you," his prick twitched smoothly against my pussy walls as he grunted with pleasure.
"Terry, don't do this, let me go. I didn't call the cops last time and I won't this time but if you cum in me..."
"CUMMING," he groaned. By the gods this fat disgusting ****** spilled his nut into me faster than Donald normally did. Volcanic cream flooded my pussy spilling out soaking my pubes and dribbling down my ass, he gushed twice as much as my husband had ever cum.
"Noooo," I whined. my salty tears flowed as fast at his thick cum, my body jerked an unexpected sensation without a hint of pleasure.
He grinned at my body's reaction, "That'll teach you," satisfied he pulled his hard prick out of me took a deep breath as if he had been the one suffocating. He had trouble getting back to his feet, wobbling but his eyes were cool, "I don't care if you call the fucking cops, but you better lick me clean or I'll knock your head again," one last time, I was on my knees, sucking my ******'s cock. He stuffed my license into my jacket pocket while I cleaned him, "See you in hell, Bitch."
I kept telling myself, I had real proof this time, the cops were very polite, the lady who examined me took samples, she was thorough and professional, "This was the third time?"
I nodded, "I didn't have the courage those first two," I wept.
"You haven't done anything wrong, Ma-am. Thank you for coming forward we'll have the man responsible behind bars before sunset. They let me clean up, then dumped an armful of women's support group pamphlets on me, one of them said, 'Christ knows your suffering his mercy is for you and your baby.' The cops promised to keep the matter from my ****** as I signed a bunch of claims and releases. I walked out ripping the pamphlets with rage. What do you know, they were helpful and ripping them to shreds calmed me.
It was dark when I arrived home, I had called Donald to let him know I would be late, the house was dark when I entered, "Donald? Stace?"
The door slammed shut behind me, a fat arm impacted one side of my head, I fell. The door chain rattled into place, the dead bolt snapped into its socket.
Terry spoke, "You went and did it, Bitch," he sounded amused, "I didn't think you had the guts."
"Where are they," I scanned the darkness.
"Who, your idiot man and silly brat," Terry grabbed my arm and dragged me to the couch, "I wouldn't worry about them right now," he threw me on the couch and proceeded to punch me like a sack of laundry, "This," SMASH "is," THUMP "your" CRACK "new hell." I screamed and screamed, he didn't care, he beat me senseless..
ohhh I was mugged before, but now I get aroused over true stories and videos of poor rough black thugs spanking getting rough with pretty white decent ladies to bring her to submission. can anyone email me true stories and videos of it also?
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I woke naked, my torso limp across the kitchen table with a familiar discomfort filling my cunt, it was the only part of me he hadn't bruised, "Damn, that pussy is worth every fucking cop out looking for me," Terry sat across two chairs leaning back my ass sat on his crotch. He had to pull his belly up to make room for me, both of us could feel the wetness between our tender organs. The oven clock said it was 1:33 am, "I can feel you moving."
I burst into tears, "What did you do with my ******?"
"They're fine, I checked on them an hour ago."
"Was he implying he'd had his dick in me for an hour, "Let me see them. Please Terry!"
"Damn Bitch, I hate it when I hurry," and as if on cue his warm cum sprayed into me filling what little room there was and then started squirting out of my pussy. His balls added more cum to my hole than the last time. He grunted the entire time obviously wracked by a prolonged orgasm he groaned then sighed, "Next time you interrupt me, I'll knock your lights out again. They in the girl's room."
I didn't move, I didn't dare, the clock glowed 1:40 when I stood up pulling my cunt off of his slowly softening cock. It was still mostly erect after I climbed off of him. "Uh-uh bitch, you gotta clean me before you see 'em," he made me lick his shaft, balls, and crotch all the way down to his butthole before he let me go. I had slurp every hair clean, "You got three minutes to visit, clean your spunked cunt, and and get back on me, I'll be on your couch."
I hated myself, I went to the bathroom and washed my pussy before opening the door to Stace's room who lay on her side tied to the bed and gagged. Her wrists were bound together and tied to an upper post and her feet were bound to the lower post on the same side, Donald lay on the carpet, hogtied. Both had pissed themselves. "Mm-M," Stace wept upon seeing me, her eyes and cheeks were already wet. My husband's eyes scanned both of us wildly, he made pig noises.
"What's taking you so long, Cunt," Terry hollered from the living room.
"He ***** me, I went to the police." I wept at them, "He must have taken my ID to know where I live, they were suppose to protect us, it's not my fault," I said before closing the door and returning to our home invader.
Terry had torn off our couch's back cushions. He used them to prop himself up at one end. His fat hung off of the open edge. His cock remained erect, "Face me, this time," he pulled his fat up and away from his crotch, the full length of his prick awaited me.
"How could you do that to them, aren't you human?"
"You don't know shit what you're talking about," Terry shouted back, "I'm a damned nigger in a white world. Ain't got nothing to do with being human. Now get that twat over here and open it up before I beat it black and blue," I looked at his erect organ it was eager to fill me again. I hated him, I've never stopped hating him. I shuffled up to the couch and climbed over his fat hips, "Go on and put it in, I'm sick of waiting." I grabbed his prick for the first time and slotted its head between my pussy lips. I pressed it into my cunt and settled my weight on it. He looked up at me and I knew if I didn't please him... he suddenly smiled as the bulb of his dick slipped into my still wet pussy. I froze when I realized how open my cunt was to this ****** and home pillager. His hands grabbed my hips and pulled me down,.
"OOWWW," I yelled. I wasn't that wet and it hurt but not as bad as my sore body from his vise like grip.
"Oohhh yeah," he sighed and took a deep breath, "Don't move, bitch," I didn't, it was clear he had a rare fetish for soaking in pussy, "Now suck my tongue he spit out half of it and opened his fat lips wide his cock filling me more than it had from behind. I couldn't refuse him and couldn't help but to grimace as my face planted against his. I opened my mouth in time to accept his tongue, our lips cushioning the impact. His rancid tasting tongue swirled in my mouth, I sucked it, as commanded while he felt up my bruised breasts that aren't all that big, but they filled up his hands. They're not particularly sensitive so when he pinched them I hardly felt it but pretended to flinch. He frenched me and felt my tits a while longer before relaxing completely closing his eyes and resting his arms around my narrow waist. His cock stood thick and sturdy in my cunt.
We fell asleep, I dreamed of being tied to a whipping post. A black slaver cracked his tool next to my ear. Blood filled my pussy and leaked out into the dirt beneath me rousing me, "Huh," I mumbled. Warm fluid spilled from my cunt. Terry's cum woke me, the day was sunny, but the shades were closed, "Get off and clean it, Bitch and hurry, I gotta pee," My own bladder was about to burst, I climbed up, extracting my arms from around his neck like a lover might and scooted all the inches it took to pull myself off of his softening prick before sliding off his fat belly and dropping to me knees to begin licking his cock and crotch, "That's good enough," he struggled to his feet bowling me over in his rush to the bathroom.
I had no shame as I squatted over the kitchen sink, I didn't think of my ******** or husband until the last of my flood dribbled away through the pipes of our apartment. I even washed some of the cum from my twat before I went to Stace's room. Fortunately, I had shut the door, I'd rather they guess instead of hear what happened between me and their assailant, I opened it at the same time Terry opened the bathroom, "I'll get them some water," he grunted. He wouldn't let me untie them, but he let me clean them with washcloths while he inspected the master bedroom. I couldn't change Stace's clothes but I could move them away from her soiled groin and put a folded towel beneath her before wrapping her hips in pillow cases. "I don't like beds," he said coming out of my room. He went into the living room and lay down again. I dared to tug at Stace's gag, "Shhh, whisper," she nodded sipping water from a straw as I held the water glass for her, she drank the whole glass.
"Mom, what did he do to you?"
I must have looked like a punching bag, bloated from dark bruises, naked and shivering, I promised, "He won't hurt you, Sweetheart, I'll protect you," it was a promise I knew I couldn't keep but if I could save her from Terry for an extra hour my lie would be worth it. Donald had drank his water too, his eyes pleaded. I was going to wash him next but my phone rang, it was in the kitchen where Terry had stripped my unconscious body.
"Don't take too long to answer, Cunt, it's probably the police."
I darted out of the room, before I reached my phone, he asked, "You know the situation, right," his eyes burned with the fire that had originally intrigued me. Now they terrified me.
I opened my flip phone, "Hello, is this Ruby Bonner."
"Yes, Mrs. Ruby we have good news, we caught a suspect matching your description, we need you to come down and identify him."
I didn't know what to say, "Uh, yes I see."
"We can only hold him for twenty four hours please come as soon as possible. The front sergeant will be waiting for you and expedite your visit," she hung up.
I folded my phone, "They must have found your ******," Terry laughed. I went to the opening between the rooms and looked aghast, "That's how they do it, Ruby. The cops always find someone. Now you run along and identify the poor bugger before they release him, he's probably guilty of something. Cops are good about that most line ups fail to identify their suspect. So they pack them with street shit: pushers, pimps, gansta fucks, hoping to send one of their asses to the ice box." I didn't notice until Terry said something complex, how his ghetto speak disappeared into reasonable English, "I'll keep your kid and dead weight alive until you get back, I hope you finger a real fucktard."
I covered myself from head to toe with clothes hiding my black eye and cheek. The front desk cop didn't say anything he looked at my ID and told me which room to wait in, apparently, full body shame isn't uncommon in **** cases. The Seattle greater metropolitan area was huge but how they found another fat, black, and ugly homeless guy that looked amazingly like Terry I'll never know. They could have been genetically deformed cousins, I hoped Terry was right and fingered him crying at my betrayal. The lady cop let me rest in a quiet room at the station, "We'll take it from here, Ma-am. You've done a difficult thing, today. I want to give my personal thanks. I was ***** in high school, but I waited too long to save his other victims."
I wanted to tell her, "Fuck you, you want victims, come to my home and stuff that cock up your cunt to save my ******," I repressed a growl and dashed out.
It was Saturday. I returned home around noon. Terry had made jam and toast for Donald and Stace. He had even untied their hands and legs for an hour to let blood circulate, alternating between them over four hours. They had drank more water, and he had given them used water bottles to pee in.
"Why does your husband cry so much? He's worse than your ********!"
"It's his back. Without his meds, he's in constant pain. That carpet he's lying on makes it worse!" I complained.
"I got something for that." Terry didn't waste a second, he dragged Donald into our bedroom and lifted him to the bed, still hogtied. Donald screamed the entire distance. Before closing the door, he said, "Bring me a candle. And if you try anything stupid, I'll kill him."
He let me pass a candle through a brief gap in the door, before he shut and locked it again.
I went to Stace and released her gag. "Oh, Honey. I don't know what to say. I'm doing my best to protect you."
"He looked at me naked, down there, Mom! What's he doing to Daddy?"
"I-I don't know, but I think he's giving him his pain killers."
"That doesn't make any sense! I don't what to know what he does to you. It's must be awful!" She desperately wanted to know.
"I'm as confused as you are, but I don't think he's a killer."
"He's worse, if he does what I think he does to you." She frowned.
"Try not to think about it. He has to let us go, and soon. The neighbors will suspect something." I said but didn't believe it. In our apartment complex, neighbors looked out for themselves."
Fifteen minutes later, we heard the main bedroom door open. "That should do the trick." Terry thumped down the hall, still naked as the day he was born but hella fatter. He rested once more on the couch. I expected him to demand me. When he didn't, I carefully replaced the gag in Stace's mouth, loose but not looking loose. I warned her not to dislodge it.
I went to Donald. He lie asleep. His face looked almost peaceful. An empty bottle had been fitted to the soft head of my husband's cock. It wasn't a tight fit.
Terry had taken my phone upon my return. He had cut the wires to the house phone. I looked out the window. There was an alley below, and another apartment complex on the other side. I went to Terry. He had complained about the temperature, and had switched off the heater.
"Do you want something to eat?" He hadn't all day, unless he had made toast for himself.
"Naw." He jiggled his belly. "But get me a pitcher of water. I cum so much in you, heh, I'm parched."
I served the pitcher and a glass with a red face. He looked in my eyes but didn't say thanks. "You're almost there." After draining a full glass. He set it on the coffee table. "What do you usually do this time on a Saturday?"
I didn't dare say I spent it with my ******. "Work, s-sometimes. Sometimes, we- I go out."
"If you got work, best get too it. Can't have you getting fired." He grinned. He picked up a remote. Basic cable came with the apartment. He watched some random show crammed with commercials. I went to the kitchen table and pretended to work. I completed a couple things before checking on Stace and Donald.
He was out like a light. I felt grateful for whatever Terry did for him. I found the candle on his dresser. Wax discolored the cheap wood veneer. I entered my ********'s room, crawled in her wet bed and hugged her. We shared our tears. She had to pee again. I changed her bottle and brought fresh water and sliced apple.
"CUNT!" Terry demanded. My face filled with blood. I hurried from Stace hoping she didn't notice. I shut both bedroom doors before answering the invader. He shut off the TV.
He leered at me. "Call me 'Nigger.'"
"Okay, Nigger." I played along.
"Good. Now suck on this nigger's cock and take off your clothes while doing it, you white piece of shit."
I bent over him and opened my mouth.
"WHEW! you smell like piss, Bitch!" He waved a hand under his nose. To me, he smelled a lot worse than my ********'s piss. "Go clean yourself up. When you come back, you better make up for lost time. My cock is ready to teach you another lesson, and it don't like waiting."
I showered quickly and returned to him, still damp after toweling. He immediately pulled my head to his cock and stuffed it into my mouth. I sucked and jacked on it. I had to use one hand to push his fat out of the way. When he was as hard as he could get, he had me mount him again. My body had become accustomed to his treatment and was wet enough from the start to accept him deep into my body. I still cried.
"This time, I'm going to fuck you." He grinned. I guess he wasn't a one trick pony after all. He gripped my hips firmly and began to bounce his great mass up and down on the seat cushions. That the couch didn't break, amazed me, considering how cheap it was. Filled to my cunt's brim with cock, my innards pulsed as soon as he hunched half of it out of me then slammed it back in. "How long as it been since you fucked?"
I guessed he didn't mean all the times he came in me. "Maybe a week?" It had been a month. I hadn't had sex since he first ***** my mouth.
"How often do you cum when you fuck?"
"I don't, except with my husband!" I anticipated his intention.
"Hah! I've seen your man's piece. Tinkerbell couldn't cum from that noodle." He bucked his cock hard up my slit. "Now tell me how much you love fucking my nigger cock."
"I don't!" I lost my verve. Why then? I should have broken the night before. "I hate you."
"Call me Nigger!"
"I hate you, Nigger! I hate your damn cock. I hate it pounding in my pussy! Get out! Let us go! We all hate you!"
His thrusting cock impaled me and exploded! It gushed cum into my wet cunt. He pulled me to his face, as he came inside of me. He kissed and licked my face. Then he stuffed his tongue into my mouth and waggled it. I sucked it without thinking. My cunt reacted. It jolted, sending an orgasm crashing into my head. I denied it with every fiber of my being. I refused to cum on his cock. My cunt disobeyed. It quivered and quaked, sucking up his spewing juice. Another wave lit up my brain. I tried everything I could to pretend it wasn't happening.
"Your cunt is the fucking best!" He groaned and closed his eyes, letting go of my hair. His balls shot twice as much cum from fucking me than from soaking in me.
When his cum stopped dripping from my cunt, I tried to get off.
"Stay the fuck there, Bitch." He said, eyes closed. He kept me mated to him like a dog with an inflated penis. His dick softened but remained solid in me. His eyes looked through me, as if in a trance. After five minutes, I fell asleep. I don't know how long I slept, but he was still staring at the wall behind me when I woke. His cock had hardened inside of me. I worried about Stace and Donald. How long would he keep us prisoners? I was so cold! I had to hug him.
Not long after waking, he grunted. Cum flooded into my pussy. It sprayed out. With his previous spunk, there was nearly enough to glue us together. My cunt pulsed, just once. It felt really good but not as intense as when he fucked me. I hated myself all over again.
He made me clean his cum with my mouth. I was getting used to its sourness. I still hated it, but it didn't trouble me as much. He let me tend to my ****** after telling me to clean myself up.
I replaced two, used water bottles. I petted and hugged Stace, reassuring her with out any reassurance for myself. I was pretty certain, we would live through the weekend.
Donald recognized me, groggily. I dared to loosen his gag. "Please, Honey, get my real meds." He was already hurting again. I brought the suggested dose.
Terry must have heard me searching in the bathroom. He thundered up the hall and into my bedroom. He smacked the pills out of my hand. "Get out!" He pointed at the door. He shut me out. I listened but only smelled matches burning before giving up and returning to my ********.
We heard him leave the bedroom. He leaned, naked, into Stace's room. I covered her eyes.
"I need your Mamma more than you do, right now, Brat." He hauled me back to the living room. He bent me over the back of the couch, hoisted his belly over my back and proceeded to fuck me from behind. I didn't cum that time, but I was wet the moment he dragged me out of my ********'s room.
After I sucked his cock and crotch clean he told me to fix supper. Except, he didn't want any. "Your cripple probably won't eat for a couple more hours." He drained the water pitcher dry and refilled it himself. "You can loosen their ropes. I'll retie them later.
I made soup. It was easy to eat when you're lying down, if you had a straw.
Stace thanked me, after finishing her soup. I repeated, "It'll be over soon." I had no idea.
Returning to the kitchen, I found Terry looked bored. I asked him, "Why are you doing this? Aside from blowing your balls into me, your being here feels like pretense."
"What?" He feigned shock. "You're not buying into the black nigger's white slave schtick?"
"Is that what this is?"
"Nope, but it's close enough for my purposes."
"Why do you use ghetto talk when you don't have to?"
"Solidarity, Bitch." He frowned.
"Why not tell me - afraid to break your elaborate fantasy?"
He sneered then. "I decided to get a job."
I scrunched my face at him.
"I didn't have anything. I was free. I shook my cup and cleaned out Angus' BBQ for a night's sleep. Sure that was a job, but it had soul, no real responsibilities. I was FREE." He snarled. "You came along with your tight bitch ass and waggled your privileged eyes at me and made me realize the truth. I'm just a fucking nigger begging for change."
I didn't feel sorry for him. I put plastic wrap on Donald's soup. "What were you before? You know too much to be a bum."
He punched me. I fell. "Get your ass up, and don't ask again." He went back to watching TV. I checked in on Donald. He slept much longer this time. I spent nearly an hour with Stace. We huddled until the invader tottered up the hall. He checked their ropes. I fed Donald his soup and changed his pee bottle. Terry dragged me back to the couch.
if there black thugs here who has done the same thing, please email me ohhh I am so aroused if you will scare me again to the point of orgasm.
...to be continued...
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Night had fallen. After fucking me twice, He kept me on his dick, until we both fell asleep. Sunday began like the day before. I woke to warm cum filling my cunt. I cleaned him up without being told. We both peed before checking on Stace and Donald. She was still sleeping. He loosened her ropes. Donald looked terrible. He was shivering and sweating. I should have put a blanket over him for the night, but I was stuck on Terry's prick the whole time.
"Shit." Terry swore. "Your man is a natural. Must be all the other drugs he takes."
"If he's sick, he should see a doctor." I hoped.
"He ain't sick." He shut me out of the room. I smelled matches burning.
When Terry emerged from the room, he told me to untie Stace and bring her to the living room. "No, not naked, you dumb cunt. I'm not into kids."
"It'll be all right." I promised my ********. She was grateful for being able to stand up. She wobbled all over her room at first.
"I don't care if he's naked, Mom. He's so ugly! That's worse."
I stood naked beside my ******** in the living room.
"I know you're not a little girl, Brat. But you aren't an adult yet. I may be evil as fuck, but as long as your Mamma keeps me happy, nothing's gonna happen to you."
Stace didn't react. She was seeing this huge naked man, fully for the first time. He lay on the couch like Jabba the Hutt.
"I don't like tying you up either. I'm gonna let you wander around, do what you need to, nothing else. If you pull any kind of shit, you're going to be an orphan so fast, you'll probably wind up on the streets like like me, just not as ugly." He snorted. Had he heard?
When Stace didn't respond, he continued.
"You're old enough to know about sex. Maybe you had some already." He said, grim. "I don't mean fucking, except with your fingers."
"Terry, please." I implored.
"She's heard worse at school." It was certainly true.
"I don't care where you go in the house, except to your parent's room. I'm in charge of your pussy. I care even less if you're around when I want to fuck your Mom. Ignore us, or watch, or go hide and play stupid games in your room, whatever. Do not disturb us!
"I won't." Stace almost spit.
"Get on my dick, Cunt." He sneered at me.
"Please. I-I can't."
"Don't make me get up." He growled.
"I'll go, Mom." Stace darted to her room.
Terry fucked me from underneath again, until he came, and I had to clean him with my mouth. I was crying. At times, while his cock pounded up in my pussy, I saw him look past me and grin.
After slurping all the cum off of Terry, I ran to take a shower. I had never felt so dirty. I put on a robe before exiting. He hadn't said I couldn't. I checked on Donald. He was still asleep, looking very much at peace. I almost couldn't enter Stace's room.
"It's okay, Mom. You're protecting me." Stace used my words against me.
"I couldn't stop him from shaming me in front of you." I wept.
"I'd rather see that than still be tied up." The sound of arousal in her voice bit me.
I left her, to crawl in next to Donald. I hugged his limp body for comfort he couldn't give.
Terry found us together. He untied my husband and shook him awake. "Huh? I'm so sleepy."
"Feeling any pain, Pal?" Terry grinned.
I scooted back and curled into a fetal ball, watching this horrid man destroy my husband.
"I know what this is, you bastard. I tried it in high school."
"Yeah, well this time it's gonna take." He came around to my side of the bed and sank one knee into the mattress. It depressed several inches from his weight. "God, I hate beds." He sank his other knee on the bed and had to use one hand to steady himself. His other hand pulled me pulled me by the leg. "Get on your hands and knees."
"Please, Terry, not in front of him."
Instead of punching me, he walloped Donald's thigh.
My husband yelled, "OWW!"
"That didn't hurt, you pussy, not with that much shit in your veins." He shook me. "I said on your hands and knees, Bitch! Or I'll hit him again."
The dark blue that formed on my husband's thigh terrified me into obedience. I'd never seen a bruise happen so quickly. I scrambled to my hands and knees, facing Terry's fat. His cock jutted a few inches out from it. It wasn't very hard.
"Just seeing your fag husband is making my dick soft. Show him how men are suppose to be pleasured, by a woman!"
I cast a sorrowful glance at Donald. He frowned, but his eyes held a glaze that reduced its effect. Terry slapped me! "I'm your man, right now. A dick is wasted on a piece of dung like him." He jabbed his listing cock at me.
I opened my mouth and let it enter. My tongue and throat muscles immediately went to work. They had been forcibly trained for this over the last few weeks, but I could only suck on the part that stuck out from under his belly. It still tasted like cum and my pussy.
"See here, Faggot. If you treat a woman any better than a bitch, they'll think they can rule a man. She knows I'm in charge, even if I make her choke." He lifted his stomach pile and hunched the full length of his cock into my face! I gagged on it!
"Hold it in, Slut! Keep it all down, and I'll give you a nice reward."
My body shuddered, almost heaved. His black prong would have made me puke if it had been hard. I couldn't breath, though. Then he plopped the mass of fat that was his belly on the back of my skull! It drove my face further down his prick. I began to panic.
He sang, "You can do it. Just keep it down a little longer."
My face must be turning blue. I gripped my fists so tight, my fingernails cut into the palms of my hands.
"Let her breathe, please!" Donald begged.
"Faggots dig their own graves, when they talk like that to real men." Terry grabbed my neck and pressed my face fully into his stinking pubes, not that I could smell anything but the taste of his nasty cock.
A final blackness crowded the edge of my vision, far darker than closed eyes clamped against an inner black roll of fat. I beat on Terry's thighs. I couldn't stop myself. I lost all control.
"Five more seconds." He ignored my ineffective blows, holding my neck fast.
"Four." His dick expanded inside my throat. I flailed and dug my knees into the mattress to pull away. My neck cracked.
"Three." He spoke calmly, while I bucked and heaved, bodily.
"Two." Blackness narrowed the last of my blind sight into pinholes.
"One." I slumped, falling into full darkness.
The eruption tapped my chin. I felt it travel up, over my lower lip and along my tongue. He was cumming, no doubt to drown as well as suffocate me. Then he pushed my head out from under his immense stomach and threw my face off of his dick. It gushed hot spunk across my face and down my chest. He lifted me by my shoulders and flung me onto my back. His cock spewed more disgusting globs, drenching my tits and stomach.
He didn't even wait for his load to empty. He grabbed his prick and stuffed into my shocked cunt. To my shock, I was wet. Terry's black tool speared inside, adding the last of his spunk to my lubrication. He fucked me then, hard and fast.
"This bitch needs rough fucking, Gay-tard. I bet you couldn't even tickle her uvula." His great weight jostled the bed like an earthquake. His prick gouged my cunt like an African spear.
I would have fallen unconscious if his pounding thrusts weren't forcing me to gasp. I entered an ethereal state of mind, between darkness and pain. My body lurched as the knob below my guts sent shockwaves through me. I drooled and grunted. "No. Nooo! Donahhhhhhld!" I shouted when the first of my orgasms flared through my skull."
"Bitch likes a real man's meat. Don't matter how ugly or nasty. Don't even matter what color, white shrimp! Except black is best!" He laughed.
"What do you want from us?" Donald dared to ask.
Terry punched the bruise already spreading on my husband's thigh. "I want you to shut the fuck up while I put a baby in your slut wife!"
"Noooo!" I yelled. Another wave of sheer joy washed over me from the recess pummeled by Terry's dick. I opened my eyes and sucked in another deep breath.
Donald cried out again, covering the damaged area with his hands and curling up.
"Pussy!" Terry shouted and bounced and repeatedly buried hard cock deep into me. He looked down. "I can feel you cumming, Bitch." He grinned and fucked. "You're gonna need Terry in you, from now on."
Heat flushed up from my cunt, reddening my face. "I hate you!"
"I don't give a fuck what you feel, but you ain't gonna get better cock unless I introduce it.
"Go to hell, and never come back!" I screamed as a third, astonishing cum overtook my senses. I didn't catch the full meaning of his words. The room swirled with stars. I moaned and wailed at the joy forced on me.
The prick pulverizing my pleasure center exploded hot goo into me. The melty sperm gunk swirling inside, lubricating thrusting hard flesh, kicked my orgasm up another notch. I shrieked in ecstasy!
"Knocked your wife good, this time." He laughed at my husband and roared his sex delights.
A dozen further, spermy thrusts ended my ordeal and my tormentor's laughter. "Clean me up, cum slut."
I groaned and crawled around to suck the cum sticking to his cock, balls, and pubes. I thanked the stars, silently, when my tongue sensed his amazing ability for erections had reached its limit. It soften quickly despite my hungry licks and laps. I hated myself more.
"I-I love you, Honey. I don't car-"
SMACK! Terry's fist knocked Donald's head into the mattress. "I said, shut UP!"
Cleaned to his disgusting standard, Terry climbed off the bed, carefully. His weight was a treacherous thing on an unstable surface. When he stood on firm flooring, he barked. "Get me another candle."
I ran out to fetch it. He shut the door, until I returned and passed it through a crack he opened. There was the sound of a match struck, then a burning smell. A minute later, I heard Terry say, "Pleasent dreams."
Small arms curled around and hugged me fiercely. "I'm afraid, Mamma." Stace had not hugged me since entering puberty. She must have felt the congealing mess that our attacker had spent on me, but she hugged me anyway. I took her to her room, before Terry found us in the hall. He thundered past a few seconds later, heading for the main room.
"What happened to Daddy?" She had been crying, but stopped upon hugging me. We hadn't left it.
All I could tell her was, "Terry made your father's back pain go away."
"It's poison. Isn't it?"
"Yes, Sweetheart. We'll take him to the hospital, as soon as we can."
"Did he really make you pregnant."
"No." I shuddered with conviction. I was on the pill.
"CUNT!" Terry commanded from the main room. I slipped from my ********'s arms and wiped my eyes. The incredible black man's dick had already recovered. I ordered myself not to cum again, but his next lesson confirmed, I was not even my own master.
After two hours of sitting Terry's cock, I was able to suppress my outcry from the black pipe soaking inside my white slit, but I couldn't prevent my body from orgasming.
Donald woke up in time for dinner. I brought him a meaty porridge. He didn't say anything while I spoon fed him on the bed. I didn't either. Old cum was still seeping out of my cunt.
After eating, Terry put him back to sleep. The invader came out of the bedroom holding out Donald's wedding ring. "You don't need yours neither, Cunt."
I cried upon pulling the circle of gold from my finger. I wept downcast, and put it next to it's mate. He told me to shower.
Twilight ushered in the night. Terry reversed his sitting direction on the couch. The one side had collapsed under his weight. He fell asleep with me mounted on his every ready prick.
Stace must have thought I was asleep too. She crept up to the living room and stared, mesmerized by the sight of her mother hugging a giant black man with his hard cock buried to the hilt. She seemed to want to touch herself seeing me like this. She became conscious when she noticed I saw her. She didn't want me to see what she was about to do, so she left.
I wept silently when she vanished into her room.
Hot cum filling my loins woke me. It was still dark, or was it early morning? I orgasmed softly from the juice warming me from the inside, praying he didn't notice.
He did rouse. And when his cock finished hosing my pussy with a fresh load of sperm, he pushed me off. I turned and sucked all the cum from his groin. "What if I knock both you and your daughter up eh?"
"Gotta see about a job." He muttered. He wobbled up standing, dressed, and left the apartment. I collapsed on the carpet.
Ohhh I got so aroused thinking if black thugs muggers have impregnated both pretty decent white mothers and daughters, what would they call their siblings? if anyone knows it took place please email me virgintsik2 at gmail com
...to be continued


        