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I’m getting hot under the collar again, it’s been a while since I’ve had some black sex, but I need more than that, much more. It’s the sort of longing that cannot be satisfied, no matter how often you insert battery operated devices into various holes of your body. I want some rough treatment, and it’s gonna take a lot more than letting some black dude pick me up in a bar and asking him to slap me around a bit before fucking me.

I have this condition you see, it’s called being a ‘pain slut’ and despite trying to ignore the need, from time to time I want to be abused ... both physically and sexually, whipped and raped, degraded and humiliated. I prefer the men who do it to me to be black (it’s the bigger cocks you see). I’ve tried it with women also, but unless they’ve experienced it themselves, they don’t have the same understanding of the situation and my needs.

But you just can’t find black men on the street, or in the bars, who will do this for you. No, this calls for making arrangements in advance and booking some men to act out my fantasy, of being kidnapped and interrogated. And that means the Dark Fantasies website. I’ve used them before and for the right price, they will tailor the fantasy to your requests, and they will act it out to your satisfaction or money back guaranteed. It’s true what they say, “You can get anything for the right price.” They’re expensive of course but for the service they provide, they’re worth every cent, in my opinion.

I dig out the old credit card and log on to their website. My login name is ‘Likesithard’ and began clicking on the questionnaire. Each selection leads to a choice, and then to another and another, allowing you to choose the type of fantasy, the number of men you want to take part, choose individual operatives from their pictures (I choose Darrell, I’ve used him before and I feel safe with him) what sexual acts you will allow or are willing to partake in. Then we get to questions about what type of physical abuse you wish, and so on and so on. Lastly you pick the dates you wish to have this take place, and after checking and agreeing to the plan they charge your credit card.

A few days later they email you to inform you of the details you need to know for the play acting. In my case I’m to be an FBI agent who is kidnapped by a gang of gun runners who have found out there is an FBI mole in their organization, and they want to know his identity ... and they will use any method to get it from me.

I am to be on a certain corner of a quiet back street and wait to be contacted by the occupants of a gray van. They will identify themselves and then the scenario will begin. I take a week off work. I only booked a few days with Dark Fantasies Ltd., but I took a week off work as after the last few times I used them, I know I will need a few days to recover.
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Following my instructions, I’m standing on the corner of the street, when the gray van I’ve been waiting for pulls up beside me. The driver gives me the code phrase, “I’m from Dark Fantasies.”

“Okay, what do you want me to do?”

“Shut your mouth and get in the back,” he replies. The game has started.

The side door slides open and a couple of black men are waiting in there for me. As I step in, they grab me and wrestle me to the floor of the van (which luckily is carpeted.) They put me face down and one of them kneels across my back and handcuffs my wrists together. The other one bends my legs up and ties my ankles together. Then they gag me as I am kicking and making a fuss, playing my part as I ask, “Who are you? What do you want with me?” but they don’t answer.

We drive around for a while and eventually stop somewhere. They remove the rope from my ankles and open the side door, dragging me out into the sunlight. They haven’t blindfolded me so I can see we are in some kind of warehouse district. Old warehouses, looking shuttered and empty. They take me into the nearest one and as we enter, I can see I was mistaken, this contains crates and boxes and there are a few people milling around.

Apart from the bit-players, there is one man sitting at a table, smoking a cigarette. A big, scary looking dude (Darrell) who is well dressed. There is a chair before the table and I am taken to that chair and seated. They cuff my arms behind the chair and tie my ankles to each of the chair legs. Lastly, they put a rope noose around my neck and tie the loose end to the back of the chair. It’s not choking me but it would easily if I started to struggle.

The man behind the table says nothing, just watching me until he finishes his cigarette. Once he has stubbed it out, he finally addresses me. “Miss Danby, let me be clear, we know all there is to know about you and what you do, so please don’t waste our time denying any of it.

“You are a Special Agent of the FBI and we happen to know that you are in the Task Force assigned to catch my organization. So, we would like some information from you. We know that we have a mole in our organization, an undercover FBI agent who is reporting our operations back to you. We know this is true as we have lost some valuable merchandise to your colleagues, so all we want to know is who he is, and you can walk free.”

I shake my head, not willing to give up my colleague.

“Remove the gag,” he orders. “Miss Danby ... Vicky, I warn you we know who you are.”

“But I’m not with the FBI,” I protest.

“We followed you from the FBI building, you’re on your lunch break!”

“No ... I mean yes! I am with the FBI but I’m just a secretary, you’ve got the wrong woman.”

“Got her handbag?” he enquires of his minions. They hand it to him and he upends it over the table. He rummages through the stuff until he finds my ID. “Special Agent Victoria Danby,” he reads. “Still claim you’re just a lowly secretary.”

“Okay, you’ve got me. I was just trying to bluff my way out of this, can’t blame a girl for trying.”

“No, of course not ... but we can blame a girl for lying to us. I’ll give you one last chance to tell us who the traitor in the outfit is, then we’ll get serious.”

I bravely shake my head.

“Very well ... strip her,” the big guy orders. His guys are trained well and they don’t bother untying me in case it gives me a chance to escape; they simply cut my clothes from me with garden secateurs. I end up naked but just as restrained as before.

It’s cold in the warehouse and my nipples immediately become erect. (At least that’s my story and I’m sticking to it.)

“Let me explain how this is going to work, Vicky. We’ve passed the point where we will ask you politely and let you play mind games with us, so we will go back to the old-fashioned ways. What will happen is this, my men will string you up and then they will whip you. Then they will take you down and fuck you. If you still insist on silence, they will whip you and then fuck you again. Then they will whip you and then fuck you ... on and on, until you talk or you are dead. Then they’ll probably fuck you again, just for the hell of it.

“So, they will string you up now and play with you for a bit, while you think over your options and then we will begin.”

He waves to his men and they very carefully release me from the chair, keeping tight control of me at all times, so escape is impossible. They take me to a spot just a short distance from the table, so the boss man can watch without leaving his chair. They fasten my cuffs so my hands are in front of me then attach them to a chain dangling from the ceiling. One of them pulls on a pulley and my arms are raised over my head, fortunately my feet are left flat on the floor.

“Play with her for a while, boys,” the boss orders. They waste no time and start groping my naked body. Squeezing my boobs and ass, pulling on my nipples and pinching them. Shoving their grubby fingers in my pussy and my ass. I feel dirty and humiliated, just a toy to be played with. It’s not the worst thing that will happen to me tonight though.

“One last chance, Vicky. Tell us his name.”

“Never,” I call out defiantly.

“Suit yourself. Okay boys, give her the whip.” Before they start on me, they raise the chain so I have to support myself on tiptoe. Then they start on me. Back and front they hit me, seemingly concentrating on my breasts and buttocks.

I hold my tongue as long as I can but eventually, I have to moan as I’m being punished. I grunt as each blow lands, but I’m proud to say I don’t speak.

After a while of this, maybe ten minutes, the boss calls a halt and tells his guys to release me and strap me face down, across his desk. “I’m the boss, I get to go first.” He has a good feel around my pussy and as I’m not Vicky Danby, I’m actually ‘Likesithard’, I’m very wet down there as I’m excited, not afraid. Feeling me good and wet he sticks his dick and me and fucks me hard.

Once he’s finished and ready to shoot, he spurts across my face and with it still dripping down my cheek, he orders me strung up for another whipping. His men go to work on me again, one after the other beating me until he orders them to fuck me now. They lower the chain until I am lying on the cold, concrete floor and they both fuck me. One of them comes back and does me in the ass this time, squirting his filth across my naked buttocks.

Another whipping. After this one they lower me to my knees and I have to suck them both off. By this time, I’m crying and begging them to stop, they’re breaking me down and I don’t argue, I just do it. I’m not giving away the undercover cop though. This is how they let me control the action. I can break incrementally when it gets too much for me and lets me take a break.

I get one final whipping; my body is screaming for it to stop. They lower me to the floor once more and the other guys in the background who are loading stuff into the packing cases are invited to have a go on me. I lose track of how many there are three, four, I lose count. All I know is that my mouth, pussy and ass get a good pounding and I
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