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Just in case you haven’t read the last book which tells of my life of servitude to the Black Masters, let me fill you in on me and my life. My name is Ruby ... I may have had a last name once but I no longer remember, I am just Slave Ruby now to my superiors.

I am a 25 year old white trash, whore slave to the black race, daughter of a slut mother who whored herself out to the largely black neighborhood for drug money. That is where I learnt what low-life trash we white women are, and why I readily let myself be taken into slavery, to serve the black race. I willingly submit to physical and sexual abuse ... because we deserve it!

My first Master, Darius, sold me to my current owners, Senator Ridgely and his wife, Miss Alicia. Miss Alicia enjoys pony girls so I was taken and trained in the home of the Grand Master of the Black Masters Society (BMS) to which most if not all of the rich and powerful people of the state belong. The BMS between them runs a stable of white slaves of both sexes who are completely under their control and at their mercy. Their stated aim to degrade, humiliate and one day eventually conquer the white race, and make them ALL slaves of the new black regime.

And now the Senator and his wife have just informed me that I am to be sold to another owner!

“Have I failed you both? If I have then punish me and teach me how to correct my mistakes, but don’t get rid of me,” I plead.

“Ruby, Ruby,” says the senator, “You must remember that you are just a commodity, a piece of property and someone has made us a fine offer for you. We stand to make a nice profit by selling you to them, so you can be proud of that. Besides, to be honest they have a much greater need of you than we have.”

“But who will serve you and take Miss Alicia on her pony rides? I’m your best pony girl.”

“Don’t get ideas above your station, Ruby,” she cautions me. “You are only one of many girls that have passed through this house, and there will be others. We have already purchased a replacement for you ... and she’s younger.”

That hurts, I’m only 25 and she is implying I’m getting too old.

“Who ... who am I being sold to?”

“Mistress Delia and her husband, Clive. You remember her, the woman in the wheelchair?”

I nod dumbly, scarcely able to see through my tears. I remember her. For the past month or so, Mistress Delia and her husband have been visiting the senator’s estate. The poor woman was crippled in a car accident and now moves around in a wheelchair. She loved to ride her horse every day though and she misses getting out and about on her farm, so she got the idea of pony girl riding from Miss Alicia. So lately she has been coming over to the senator’s estate and I have been harnessed into a trap, and pulled her around the estate while she learnt the proper way to handle a pony girl like me, which instructions to use and so on.

Besides her husband, she was always accompanied by a huge brute of a man, called ‘Butch’ who was her guardian. He would lift her out of the car and put her in the wheelchair. Once I was harnessed and had pulled the cart up to the house, then Butch would lift her out of the wheel chair and into the cart. Then she would crack the whip across my back (she was hesitant to do that at first but she soon got into it) and we would set off, while Butch or her husband followed along on horseback.

Each visit they would stay a few days, so her husband used to come to my room and take his pleasure with me for the whole night. Furiously pounding my pussy and my ass, before shooting his cum into my waiting mouth. As a guest of my Master, and a dominant black person, this poor white trash would do my best to please him, as I do with all my black superiors. His wife didn’t mind obviously, as that is what we white women are there for, to be used. It wasn’t too unpleasant for me as he was a handsome man, with a good body, so I was more than happy to take my daily dose of ‘special medicine’, black man’s sperm, to keep me healthy and invigorated.

“Yes, I remember her. When am I to be handed over to her?”

“Butch will be round tomorrow to pick you up so you can look forward to one last night with me and Cassie. As you’re leaving I’ll let Cassie do what she wants to you, while I watch. Won’t that be nice?”

“Yes, Miss Alicia.” It won’t but I have more sense than to contradict her.
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Next morning finally arrives. It was a horrendous night suffering at the hands of Miss Alicia and Cassie, her lover. They went to town on me as it was the last night they would have private access to me. They indulged themselves, whippings, torturing my pussy and tits with weights and nipple clamps. Of course I had to eat plenty of pussy, in between Cassie fucking me with a strap on in all my holes.

In the morning they allow me a shower to wash all the spit and sweat and pussy juice off me, before giving me some breakfast. Then I am dressed in an old, maid’s outfit, arms handcuffed behind my back, at wrist and elbow. They gag me and then as a final touch, they put the collar on me that says:

Ruby, property of the Black Masters

The last thing Miss Alicia says to me is, “You mind me girl, Delia is the one that has all the money, she runs the house, her husband is just a yes man. So you make sure that you play up to her and get on her right side.”

Then Cassie takes me downstairs and chains me up outside the back door to await the arrival of my transport. After about an hour or so, Butch arrives in the limo to collect me. He sees me chained up like a dog and Cassie watching me. He opens the trunk of the limo and as Cassie gives me a sarcastic wave goodbye, picks me up bodily and places me in the trunk of the car and closes the lid on me.
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It’s a long drive, after what seems like an hour or so the car stops and Butch opens the trunk. He removes my gag and then gives me a much needed drink of water out of a bottle. He lifts me out of the trunk and I see that we are in a secluded picnic spot of the main highway. We’re the only ones there. I tell him I need to pee and he points to the bushes, even though there is a restroom there, he obviously wants to humiliate me. I go behind the bushes and pee.

When I come out he is sitting in the back seat of the car, legs outside. He gives me another drink and then pulls me to my knees. “Mistress Delia told the household that we are not to fuck you, she’s saving you for her husband ... but we can have you blow us as much as we like. Apparently you have to do it once a day or you get ill.”

“That’s right,” I agree. “I’m conditioned to take black man’s sperm every day, otherwise I will start to deteriorate. It’s a sort of medicine for me.”

“Very well then, here is today’s dose.” He unzips his pants and takes his prick out. It is in proportion to the rest of him. Some men are like a banana, or a cucumber if you’re lucky. This man is like an eggplant. I ask him to take my handcuffs off but he says no, so I do as best I can without using my hands.

I really have to stretch to get him in and I can only move my head slowly back and forth on his monster cock but eventually, jaw aching, I manage to bring him off and gratefully swallow down his elixir. “Thank you for your sperm,” I say politely as I have been trained to do.

I’m hoping that after the pleasure I’ve just given him, he’ll let me ride in the car but no. After he visits the restroom, he places me back in the trunk. At least this time I’m not gagged.
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We arrive at our destination. Butch lifts me out of the trunk and before I have even stopped blinking in the sunlight, he yanks on my leash and pulls me around to the back of the house. It’s afternoon by this time and Mistress Delia is sitting upright on a sun lounger, basking in the afternoon sun.

“I got your new slave, Miss Delia,” grunts Butch.

She looks me up and down. “Tear that filthy rag off her, will you?” referring to the old, torn maid’s uniform I am wearing. He rips the dress apart with his massive hands and throws the rags to the floor.

“Kneel, Ruby,” Mistress Delia commands and I obediently drop to my knees. A thrill goes through me, kneeling naked before a black Mistress or Master is my rightful place and always excites me. “Come closer,” she says and I shuffle forward on my knees until I am close enough for her to touch me. She runs her hands over my body, feeling my boobs, running her hand over my pussy.

“Here are the house rules ... you may hear Butch and the rest of the household call me ‘Miss Delia’ that’s because they are employees, but you are my slave ... I am your Mistress and you will call me as such.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I make the rules in this house, so if my husband tells you to do something and I have said to do something else, you obey me.

“As well as my pony, you were bought as my husband’s fuck toy. Since the accident I derive no pleasure from sex, so he needs something to keep him happy. I’d prefer that he didn’t play away from home, so I bought you to keep him happy. And you will keep him happy or I will have you punished. Every sick, twisted little thing he wants to do to you, you will go along with or I will give you to Butch here to be disciplined. In fact, if you ever disappoint me or my husband, I will give you to Butch. Clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Now then, to your daily duties. You will live in the servant’s quarters, not the barn. You will help the cook or the gardener or whoever
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