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I’m lying on my back, legs over the shoulders of the black guy that is fucking me in the ass, my head turned to one side as I suck on the dick of a second guy, while holding onto the cock of a third. They’re black guys as well ... in fact everyone in the room is black except me. The director, the camera man, the sound man, the wardrobe girl and of course ... Darius, my Master.

I have to be white of course as the film title is ... ‘White Ass Destroyers III’. I appeared in the other two as well, so it’s only natural that I’m back for the third. The viewers will have certain expectations, wanting to see me again. At least that’s what Darius said when he told me I’d be making another movie.

The premise of these movies is that three black guys pick up an unsuspecting white slut, take her back to their place and bang the shit out of her, concentrating on her ass of course. There are three segments in each movie, with three different girls but the same men. Each movie has three different guys and a different woman in each segment, except for me of course. Apparently the director took a shine to me and asked for me to do a segment in each movie.

Darius is my manager you see, well, he’s actually my Master (as he tells me to call him) but he manages all my affairs, my money and so on. After all, as he explains it, I’m just a 22 year old, piece of white trash, so how can I be expected to manage my own business by myself? And I have to make my own way in the world, as although I live with Master Darius, due to all his other commitments (he has many baby mothers and offspring to support) he cannot afford to support me as well, so I have to pay for my keep.

But he helps out when he can by arranging for me to be in movies like this, or sometimes men who wish to spend some time with me, and are willing to help out with my expenses. So when they pay up, Darius looks after my money for me, so I don’t waste it on frivolous things like make-up and shoes. I come from a poor background so have no idea about money management, he explains.

Although I work hard I barely make enough to keep me in food and rent, things are so expensive, but Master Darius generously lets me stay on in his apartment, even though he has to subsidize me on occasion and make up the difference. Darius is not my pimp, honestly, he’s just my manager and he loves me.

We have been working on this movie all day. In the past, so I’m told, the actors had to take frequent breaks and then they had girls called ‘fluffers’ to get them hard before filming began again, but nowadays they have a pill called ‘Cialis’, so we’ve been at it almost continuously. The three of them have been fucking me in all my holes but as the film is called ‘White Ass Destroyers III’ they’ve mainly been concentrating on that entrance. That’s gonna be sore tomorrow and I just hope that if Darius wants to fuck me tonight, he doesn’t want to use that particular hole.

They often take their cocks straight out of my ass and put it in my mouth (‘ass to mouth’ or ATM as it is known in the porn industry). I don’t like it when they do that, but the director insists that that is what the punters want to see in an ass movie so I have to put up with it.

I look over at Darius from time to time and he seems happy enough, smiling at me, puffing on his fat cigar. Eventually the director calls ‘CUT’ but the guys don’t climb off me until they have finished fucking me, and come again. I lay there exhausted as the wardrobe girl covers me with a robe.

The sound guy packs his microphone gear away and then turning to Darius asks, “She available now that filming is finished? I wouldn’t mind a go on her.”

“Me too,” says the cameraman. “Watching her lying there naked getting done over by these guys made me want a piece of her myself.”

‘Sure,” replies Darius. “Cost you $50 apiece.”

There’s a hurried conversation between the two of them and they eventually come up with the $100 and pay Darius. I look reproachfully at Darius but he tells me, ‘Sorry Ruby, but you comin’ up short on the rent this month. Gotta make up the numbers.” Ruby, that’s my name. Darius tells me I am named after a precious gemstone, and he makes me feel precious when he says things like that to me.

I nod acceptance and watch as the two men strip off and climb onto the bed. After all, what’s two more black men after all the others that have had me? Not only today but previously. (Master Darius only lets me sleep with black men. He’s says they’re the only ones that deserve me, which is flattering.)

Reluctantly I spread my legs but I’m determined to give them their $100 worth, so as not to show up Darius, as one of them enters my pussy, and I open my mouth wide as the other straddles my head and forces his thick cock into my throat.
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To my annoyance I even had to blow the taxi driver, Abdul, on the way home. A while back we were on a trip down town and Darius (who hates paying for anything, he’s very shrewd when it comes to money) offered Abdul for me to blow him rather than pay the fare. Ever since then, we call Abdul and we get free taxi rides in exchange for a blowjob from me.

We arrive at Darius’ apartment block and once Abdul has come and I’ve licked his cock clean, Darius and I enter the building. It’s up three flights of stairs in a ratty old block in the middle of ‘Black Town’ as it is known. There are very few white folk in this area. The only ones you see around are the old timers who have been there for generations and can’t afford to move, and oddly enough, young white females like me, who have older, black protectors like Darius. It puzzles me that there are so many lost, misguided souls like myself, who seek out the guidance of older men like I have with Darius.

Probably the fault of poor family upbringing, Darius pointed out, the proof being that my mom doesn’t seem to mind that he has taken over my care, as long as he keeps her regularly supplied with medicinal compounds for her health. I’m not sure what her health problems are but she’s had them for a long time and needs a regular supply of medicine to stay healthy, which Darius generously provides out of his own pocket.

The block looks dilapidated and run down but once you enter Darius’ apartment the world changes. The place is well furnished and decorated with expensive furniture and carpets. Staying in the old apartment makes sense as it is rent controlled he told me, and nobody would suspect that inside it’s a wonderland compared to the outside. As long as you don’t hear the screams or the gunshots in the neighborhood, or the sirens go hurtling past the block, but Darius had the place double glazed so that doesn’t intrude much.

Darius tells me to take a bath and then get some rest. He’s having some buddies over for a poker night on Saturday and he wants me well rested for that. As usual he expects me to wait on them and perhaps ‘entertain them’. Of course Master Darius can expect me to be nice to his friends after all, he takes care of me and lets me work to pay for my keep. If his friends are nice enough to help out with my food and rent, then it’s only fair that I thank them properly.

The fact that I let Darius take care of any money they offer, makes sense as he is my manager.
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He doesn’t fuck me for the rest of the week, he pats me gently on the pussy and tells me he is saving it for the weekend, which is nice of him. I do however have to suck him off frequently. ‘Puffing on his fat cigar’ he says, as he relaxes and puffs on his own cigar as I blow him.

Saturday night arrives. I am all rested and my ass has stopped throbbing. We order in some takeaway and I lay out a spread of various dishes and ‘chips and dips’ in the kitchen. Darius has made sure the fridge is full of beer and the drinks cabinet is fully stocked. He also had me make sure there was plenty of lube in the bedside drawer, so I can guess what is in store for me tonight.

I am just wearing a robe, panties and a thick collar with a dog tag that reads:

Ruby, property of Master Darius

It’s just a joke tag that Darius makes me wear on special occasions when he has friends round, or he takes me to those ‘special parties’. It’s a joke, it’s not like he actually owns me, I mean he’s not really my Master, he just likes me to call him that. It’s not as if he beats me or anything, well at least not unless I deserve it, and he tells me he is just teaching me how to behave properly in front of others, that’s all. Training me he calls it. So now I respond quickly when he clicks his fingers or issues a command, otherwise he might be forced to take his belt and train me some more, due to my slacking off.

His guests arrive, there are six of them not including Darius. They are all neighborhood black guys, T-shirts, jeans and sneakers. I recognize all of them as I have had to serve them on poker nights before. I prefer those nights when Darius takes me to those upmarket parties where the men wear suits and the women wear posh dresses. Oh yes, I like it when the women take an interest in me too. It’s not that I’m a lesbian or even bi, it’s just that I know I’m going to be used for someone else’s pleasure anyway, but the woman are generally more gentle than the men, who can be a bit rough sometimes.

Still ... T-shirts and jeans or posh suits and dresses, I know that I will be spending the evening on my knees or lying down as I get used as a fuck toy.

The guys all settle round the dinner table and Darius tells me to lose the robe and then bring beers for everyone. As I potter around semi-naked I feel the eyes of everyone (except Darius) follow me as I go to the kitchen and return with beers for everyone.

As I go round the table giving each one a beer, the odd hand reaches out and strokes my breast or my ass. The occasional hand strays to my inner thigh and gives it a rub. Following Darius’ instructions I linger until they take their hand away before moving on.

Once they are all served up, Darius lets me go away and watch some TV. I keep getting called away to serve drinks, which doesn’t allow me to watch
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