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I’m getting all fidgety, I’m like this every couple of months. It’s the sex you see, I need the sex – but not just ANY sex you understand. I’ve been out on a few dates over the past few months, had fumbles in the back seats of their cars, given blowjobs, let some guys eat me out, even went back to one guys apartment and let him fuck me all night.

They all left me unsatisfied though, oh sure, some of them gave me an orgasm but they didn’t really satisfy my needs, my real needs.  That one that wakes me up in a cold sweat at night every few months, that need to be slapped around a bit and then roughly fucked by a big, black cock, or possibly several, in fact. To be held down, however many there are take me in turn ... one after the other ... until they tire.

I’m a fucking dirty, three-hole whore, I know that but the fire builds and builds inside me until I have to quench it, the only way I know how.

I tried dating black men but once they got to know my ‘internal whore’ they either ran for the hills, or wanted to make it permanent and exclusive. That wasn’t for me, I only needed them to ‘scratch an itch’ for me once in a while, and then I didn’t want them around anymore. They would get sick of me only phoning them every couple of months.

So I gave it up as a lost cause, thinking I would eventually have to become the sex slave of one of them, to get the treatment I was looking for, but then one day as I was browsing the darker edges of the Internet, I came across this peculiar website, DARK FANTASIES.

The home page asked:

Are you a white or Latino male or female that daydreams about being with black partners but are too shy to live out your fantasies? What do these daydreams consist of? Romantic Dinners? Casual sex curled up in front of the fire? Rough sex with one or more partners? Picnics by the river or Home Invasion scenarios?

We can supply all these and more, just join our website and each time you want our services just log in and fill in the questionnaire. Choose a pathway and it will lead you into a more detailed section where the questions are more intimate and specific, where you can tailor each session to your individual needs. Tell us what you desire and our operatives will make sure you get the evening of your dreams.

Free membership. Charges only apply when you use our services. Join DARK FANTASIES now and become one of our many satisfied customers.

I read every dot and comma and Terms and Conditions on the website and looked at the photos of the ‘operatives’ as they called them. Eventually it all became too much and I found myself masturbating to the whole idea. This ... this I could do. I knew it would be expensive but I was well paid and if it fulfilled my needs as they promised, then it would be worth every cent to me.

I gave it a few days to think it over and then I signed up to the website. Of course I had to give my credit card details so they knew my real name but for the login I chose the username, ‘Desperate Susan’ (as in the Madonna movie ‘Desperately Seeking Susan’). As I was actually considering paying black men to fuck me, I reckoned there was no point in being coy and reserved about it.

To acknowledge to myself that by signing up for this service I had given up all sense of self-respect, my password was, ‘onmyknees32’ (my age).

So then I spent the evenings after work for the next few weeks drinking wine, watching my collection of Interracial porn, and working out my fantasy in detail. Then when I had my fantasy fixed in my mind (and on paper) I logged into the website.
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The first time I used the website I plumped for the ‘Casual sex in front of the fireplace’ option as I wanted to start out easy to check the service out. That went well, so the next time I put down ‘Rough sex with two men’. That was great! This BBC whore certainly got her money’s worth that night!

But after a few goes at that, I still felt something was missing. Rough sex wasn’t enough, I needed to be slapped around and then banged by several of them, as they made me their sex slave for the night, punishing me if I failed them. So I tried that a few times ... it was even better than the other playtimes. Fucked, degraded and humiliated ... just what a piece of white trash like me needed. If only the people in my office knew what I was like, they’d be horrified.

And now that itch had come around again, like it was a full moon or something. I knew I shouldn’t, couldn’t resist it, so I cleared my diary and logged into the DARK FANTASIES website.

I was getting twitchy just sitting at the computer, my left hand kept sliding down to ruffle the hairs on my pussy, but I forbade myself from sliding a finger in until I had made the booking. I like to be good and horny when I fill out the questionnaire, it makes me choose filthier selections than I would otherwise but I never end up regretting it. My mouse clicked and my fingers tapped on the keyboard:

User name?

DesperateSusan

Password?

onmyknees32

Account Number?

?????????????? (What? You expect me to give my account number away to you readers?)

Enquiry or Selection?

Selection

Romantic Encounter? Casual Sex? Rough Sex? Other?

Rough Sex

Rape Fantasy? Kidnapping? Home Invasion? Other?

Home Invasion

How Many Men?

Three

Expected Scenario? Please list all acts you are willing to be involved in.

Blowjobs.

Beating with belt/spanking.

Penetration – oral, vaginal and anal.

Held hostage and made to wait on them, serve them drinks and so on.

Humiliation.

Piss play.

Date?

Friday, 18th.

Length Of Session?

Evening/overnight.

Do You Have any Preferences Of Operative? If So Please Choose From Selection Below.

I look through the pictures of the operatives. Some of them I know ... intimately. I see Joshua. He has been with me before on home invasions, beaten me then had my ass, but I always came away with a smile on my face, so I know I’ll be safe with him. And just for novelty and to expand my experience of different men, I choose two that I’ve never seen before, Lamar and Delbert. For me they don’t have to be good looking you understand. In fact for the home invasion type scenarios I prefer rough looking, thug types. So I choose two of them.

I choose my three despoilers then click on Finish. A page comes up listing all my choices for me to check over and approve or change. I’m happy so I click on Proceed. The price for the session comes up and I agree to it being charged to my credit card and that’s it. Job done.

Then I pour myself a glass of wine, sit on the sofa and open my robe, and start to masturbate with my vibrating dildo, (which is large and black of course).
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It’s the evening of Friday 18th. I’m walking nervously around the apartment as I sip on my wine. It’s better all-round if I am slightly drunk as I become more of whore and take to the domination easier. I’m wearing a cheap little black dress as it’s liable to get ripped or cut off me so there’s no point wearing a nice dress. Underneath I have only my panties on. I like to have then torn off me, but unhooking a bra is too fiddly.

The doorbell goes and I put down my glass and go and answer it. I look through the spyhole and see a young black man. “Got your pizza,” he says, holding up a pizza box.

“Oh, okay, just hold on a minute,” I say and unhook the chain and turn the lock. Suddenly the door bursts open and he rushes past me. I turn to shout at him and then someone grabs me from behind and a hand goes over my mouth, stifling my scream. I can see the first guy in my flat and the guy holding me, but then another black man brushes past and enters the flat. I hear the door close behind me and then I’m marched into the apartment.

Once we are well into the flat I am turned around and slammed against the wall. The man (who is Joshua) holds me against the wall by my throat and places a gun against my temple. (It’s not real of course.)

“Is there anyone else in the apartment?”

No, I manage to shake my head. “Check it out,” he says to the other two. They check out all the rooms and shortly return to confirm we are alone.

“Now then bitch! You are going to do exactly what we say or we will kill you ... understand?”

“Yes,” I croak as the hand around my neck makes it difficult to breathe and therefore speak.

Then just to make his point, he slaps me across the face with his free hand and I stagger a few steps and fall to the floor. I look up to the three of them. Joshua is dressed in a shirt and pants under a leather jacket. With his shaven head he looks like Samuel L. Jackson as Shaft. The other two are wearing gang banger outfits, jeans and gang colors.

Joshua points the (empty) gun at me and asks, “Where’s your money, where’s your purse?’

“On the table,” I reply. One of the other guys goes to my purse and takes my money out. “$300,” he says.

“You got any jewelry?” asks Josh.

“Bedroom ... in the bedroom.”

“Lamar, go and have a look.” While he goes to get the jewelry, Josh drags me to my feet. “Please, don’t hurt me, I’ll give you everything I’ve got, just don’t hurt me.” He pushes me across the room and I flop on to the couch.

Meanwhile, the last guy, Delbert, is busy checking out the cupboards and the drawers in the kitchen. He helps himself to a bottle of bourbon and places it on the counter.

Lamar brings back the jewelry box, full of cheap dime-store jewelry specially brought for these play nights, and tips it out onto the coffee table. “All she got is this shit here. Hell, it won’t even pay my bar bill at the club.”

“Please, if you leave now and don’t hurt me I promise I won’t tell anyone, just take my jewelry and money and go...”

“Lamar, shut her up,” Josh commands, so he slaps my face and then punches me in the stomach. Not too hard, it’s just play after all. I fall back and sprawl on the couch, my skirt hitched up and my panties on display.

Joshua pockets his gun and looks down at me, I let him have his fill. “Maybe this white bitch can pay us in other ways besides money. What do you say, whitie?”

“I don’t understand, what do you mean?”

“Well,” explains Joshua. “As you don’t have enough money or jewelry to make it worth our while, perhaps you can repay us in other ways.”

“I don’t ... I’m not ... oh no, you don’t mean ...”

“We are going to have some fun with you. If you play along and do exactly what we tell you, you may
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