
Anthony was a troubled young man, by his mother’s account.  Other folks in his family said that he was all mixed up in something bad.  People in his small neighborhood said that he was a heartless bastard.  Anthony, being shades of all of those things didn’t care about what any of the aforementioned had to say.  That was just part of his charm.  

This story begins in an ethnically mixed neighborhood, in a small city.  Working class people of all different kinds made their homes in the old tenement buildings that lined the streets.  Young and old alike walked the sidewalk, going about the business of city life.  There was a convenience store, a small grocery, a couple of liquor store and an old Pizza shop that had been there since anyone could remember.  It was like the place could have been picked out of any American city and fit in any other American city.  


Like with most urban neighborhoods, signs of urban decay were fairly apparent.  A few gangs made that neighborhood their home, as did a score of vagrants and other undesirables, but it was mostly quiet.  The most violent element in that neighborhood was not homeless, drug-addicted or gang affiliated.  In fact, that element was one individual, Anthony J. Roberts, or Tony.


Tony’s story was simple.  He lived in that neighborhood since his earliest recollections.  He was one of the few white kids on the block, which made life difficult as he didn’t feel he could relate to the children of different ethnicities.  This situation was made more difficult by his father, a hard-working factory man who had no use for “spics, niggers or whatever the fuck they are”.   He made sure that Tony didn’t get too friendly with “that bunch” by making sure that he had plenty to do that didn’t require having to interact with the locals.  Tony’s dad took him to a boxing gym and got him into training, took him hunting and made sure that, if Tony had to be in the neighborhood, that he was in the house.  He didn’t want to come home and find out that “some jigaboo” cut his boy.  

The years of xenophobic paranoia from his father left Tony ill at ease when he was forced to face the locals at school.  He tended to remain quiet and distant, only befriending a couple of white kids.  They were the few kids that didn’t adopt character-istics of some of the local ethnicities, to fit in.  Tony tended to look down on those that did so as they were “wiggers”.  


Kids in Tony’s situation tended towards two coping behaviors.  The first was adaption.  They would find a way to relate to those around them and get along.  The second was separation.  Tony chose the latter, but at a price.  You see, separation tended to draw attention from those around the separatist.  That attention often came in the form of teasing or outright beligerance.  Some kids, when faced with that sort of reaction would react by becoming even more silent and withdrawn, as not to provoke hostility.  Tony was not that kind of kid.  When “one of those niggers” would bother Tony, he would fight.  Unlike most of the white kids in that neighborhood, he could actually fight and consequently beat down as many as three and four tormentors at a time.  Eventually, they chose to leave him be, as the only practical way to deal with him was to attack him with a large group of individuals.  That action was taken once and led to Tony’s father threatening suit to the school and “every last one of those fucking monkeys’ parents”.  As a result, Tony was not often bothered.  


When Tony got to high school, his world changed.  Most of his white friends learned to get along with the kids of other ethnicities and made new friends.  Those that remained with Tony did so because they didn’t like the other kids and saw Tony as a possible protector.  It was during this time period that Tony met up with a few of the older white kids of similar sensibilities to his own.  These older kids tended toward combat boots with white laces, suspenders and they all shaved their heads.  Tony didn’t know what a skinhead was, but they seemed to be the only people who were like him, so he got into that group.  


Throughout his high school years, Tony became an enthusiastic follower of skinhead doctrine.  He read “Mein Kompf”, spent time reading manifestos his racist friends gave him from racist groups and even burned a swastika onto his left pectoral.  On weekends, he and his racist friends went out and got into fights with groups of black kids, beating them for being black.  Tony even got charged with assault when he was fifteen, but the charges were dropped because his friends threatened to burn down the houses of the people that complained.  When the district attorney and police couldn’t get anyone to step forward, they had to let matters go.  

After high school, Tony and most of his friends got jobs in local factories.  A couple of them ended up in jail, but all remained loyal to their racist causes and made sure that they maintained a visible presence in the neighborhood.  They wanted to make sure that the “niggers” knew who owned that block.  Their idea of making their presence felt was delivering beatings to local youths of a non-white persuasion and terrorizing the local “colored” populace.  


No one in the neighborhood liked Tony and his friends, not even the white folks.  Unfortuneately, no one could do anything about it.  They were too smart to get caught by the police.  Between doing their dirty work in dark alleys and intimidating witnesses, the police had nothing to work with.  Also, no one could really stand up to them as a group and Tony was far too formidable to deal with, by himself.  He was a good enough fighter to be more than four men could deal with and there was rumors that the white supremacists had guns.  They were untouchable, or so everyone thought.  


When Tony was 22, there was an influx of well-to-do folks, “colored” ones.  They had money and refinement.  That didn’t sit well with Tony, who saw that neighborhood as his and he had no desire to share it with “uppity, rich niggers”.  As a result, he made a point of attempting to scare those new arrivals off.  He burned crosses in yards, terrorized their children and made a point of generally menacing whomever had skin paler than his own.  Several families moved out, as a result, but then someone decided to deal with Tony in a way that no one else had considered.  

Mable McCray was a rich, well-educated black woman who bought the house across from Tony’s building.  She was a tall, buxom, curvaceous, ebony skinned lady, with long, curly black hair and eyes like and Egyptian queen.  Mable came to that neighborhood because her mother had grown up there and wanted to make it as nice as it had been in the stories her mother had told her.  The only thing, besides gangs, that made that effort difficult was Tony and his friends.  


Every time Tony walked out his front door, he looked to see if Mable was looking.  If she happened to be looking, he would either shout, “What are you looking at, nigger bitch!”, or just flash her a nazi salute.  She didn’t care for either and most certainly didn’t like the stories of that boy’s escapades in the neighborhood, so she decided to do something about him.  


Most of Mable’s money had been made in the field of psychotherapy.  She had a nice practice in the business district.  The rest of her money was made as a dominatrix.  She was a good therapist, but an excellent dominatrix, such that she commanded top dollar.  The former profession’s training helped her understand Tony; the latter gave her the mechanism to deal with him.  


Once Mable decided to take the project of Tony on, she decided to enlist the help of some of the locals.  She talked to everyone in the neighborhood, to get an idea of his patterns, his behaviors and to see who might be willing to aid her in her venture.  Everyone was willing to give information, but few agreed to actually help her.  To recruit her reluctant accomplices, she promised them total safety, anonymity and, above all else, an end to the Tony problem.  

After a week of observing and planning, Mable was ready to take action.  She prepared a room in her basement, in her dungeon.  It was appointed with a couple of lamps, a bed, shackles and sound proofing.  Then, she sought out her accomplices, briefed them of their individual roles and solidified their resolve by having reiterated her promises.  Lastly, there was the matter of collecting her subject, the most perilous venture of all.  That was left to some personal friends of hers, whom she paid very well.  They were in charge of making sure that Tony arrived in that room, unharmed and ready for the next phase of the operation.


On the night that the plan was to be put into effect, Tony was to be approached while walking home from work.  As usual, he walked up the middle of the sidewalk, all but shoving anything dark to the side.  Four black men approached him, asking him for a cigarette.  As was expected, he called them niggers and was about to attack.  Before he could land a punch, a car pulled up, the rear passenger window opened and four tranquilizer darts hit him.  The four men grabbed the well sedated Tony, before he could hit the ground.  


Tony awoke to find that he was stripped bare, laying in a bed, shackled to all four corners and gagged with a ball gag that was strapped to his head.  The room he was in had no windows, two standing lamps in the corners of the room, one door and it was shut.  He shook his bonds, but they wouldn’t budge, nor would the bed.  It seemed that the bed and bonds were secured such that they could withstand what little jostling he could provide.  He was stuck.  


After a few moments of fighting the door opened and in walked Mable.  Gone was her business suit and consercative make up.  She was clad in a leather bustier, black thong, thigh high leather boots and long leather gloves.  Her lips were painted crimson, her eyes surrounded in silver eye shadow and there was slight hint of rouge on her cheeks.  In that guise, she was Mistress Ebony.


Mistress Ebony closed the door and looked over her captive for a moment and stood at the foot of his bed.  She smirked and said, “Tony Roberts.  This is our first meeting, face to face.  I wanted to meet you earlier, but you seemed a bit too busy to stop in and chat.  I suppose you were far too busy, what with your busy work schedule and the pre-requisite terrorism of all the black folks in the neighborhood.  That is why I brought you here.”


She stepped to the right side of the bed and ran her glove hands over his well muscled chest, tracing the swastika shaped scar on his chest.  


She said, “The circumstances of this meeting must be unpleasant for you, but it was necessary.  After all, I doubt you would have accepted an invitation to tea.  The gag, is there to make sure that you get a chance to hear what I have to say without the distraction of your spouting some of your rather quaint, neo-nazi slogans.  I want to make sure you have every opportunity to know learn everything I feel you need to.”


Mistress Ebony took a seat next to him on the bed, allowing to Tony to smell the cinnamon body lotion on her.


She continued, “I am sorry to say that you are a problem, Tony.  You have hurt a lot of nice people, scared them and made folks feel unwelcome in their own neighborhood.  The police don’t seem to know how to deal with you and you are quite the scrapper, so the local men can’t seem to beat you.  Then, there is that whole fear of an arms cache, held by your little coterie of thugs.  All in all, you are the boogey man and no one can be at ease with you running around.  I felt that wasn’t right and that you definitely need to be dealt with”


“Of course, being fair, I decided that having you killed, which could have happened, was wrong.  I wanted to give you the chance to learn something, make some new choices and live better, while allowing all of these folks to live better.  That is why you are here.  I am going to remove your gag and you may shout as much as you want.  The room is sound proof and I am far from phased by the word nigger, so feel free to say what pleases you.”


Slowly, Mistress Ebony took the gag off Tony’s head and placed it next to the bed.  He looked at her, with hate in his eyes and said, “Let me go, nigger bitch.”


Smiling, she said, “Or you’ll have your boys come get you.  They don’t know where you are.  Even if they did, the gentleman that were kind enough to collect you can make sure they don’t disturb us.”


Growling and enraged, Tony asked, “What the fuck do you want?!”


“I want you to broaden your mind.  I want you to learn a new mode of thinking.  Of course, I know that words alone can’t convince a man like you?”, she said, as she ran her fingers over his chest.


With fear in his eyes, Tony said, “What are you going to do?”


“I am going to help you.  One way or the other Tony, everyone in this neighborhood will be better off.  The only question will be how well off you are.”, said Mistress Ebony, as she ran her fingers over his firm abdominal muscles.


“What do you mean?”, he asked, terrified.


She said, “You are going to learn how to deal with my people.  You will learn to accept them and to behave, or….”


“Or what?”, he asked.


Mistress Ebony reached for a pair of bolt cutters and laid them across Tony’s lap and said, “Or I will remove your penis and testicles and have you left in a dumpster.  You will either bleed to death or be found.  If you are found, you may be able to get them re-attached and possibly regain partial use of them.  Of course, you will have no way to prove who did it, or where.  You see, this place is a well-kept secret and you’ve made enough enemies that a well-circulated rumor will point to a local gang.  The police will find nothing and your maming will go unavenged.”


“Touch me and I’ll kill you!”, growled Tony, in a display of terror driven bravado.


Laughing Mistress Ebony said, “If I have men who can snatch you soo easily, don’t you think they can just as easily protect me?”


“What is my other option?”, asked Tony, trying to retain what little face he thought he had left.


“I am glad you asked.”, she said. “I am going to bring in some folks that want to meet you.  They are going to show you how beautiful my people are and you will allow them to.  Once they are done, you will be released.  Their identities will remain a mystery.  If you attempt to harm any of them, or anyone in general, the first option will be excercised.”


“Fine.”, grunted Tony.


With a devilish smirk, Mistress Ebony got up and left the room.  A moment later she returned with a black woman, wearing only a Klu Klux Klan hood.  The woman was curvaceous, but lean, with b-cup breasts and a neatly shaved pussy.  


“This is woman X.  She will be the first.  There are others.  She will make you feel the joys of a black woman’s body.  Please, try to relax and open your mind.”, said Mistress Ebony, as she took a seat at the end of the bed.


Woman X took the bolt cutters and set them next to the bed.  Then, she kneeled by the side of the bed.  Her tongue projected out the mouth slot of the mask and ran over his chest.  Tony scowled and shut his eyes.  


“This nigger bitch isn’t gonna rape me!”, he shouted.


“Tony, you can be re-gagged.  Besides, it’s not rape since you consented to it.  Of course, if you prefer the first option, that is still possible.”, said the Mistress.


“No.”, said Tony, before he shut his mouth.


Woman X continued her ministrations, licking his nipples, kissing his neck and running her hands over his torso.  Tony’s cock began to twitch, in spite of his in-grained reluctance.  She then ran her tongue down to his groin area, licking his low-hanging testicles and his thick, uncircumcised penis.  It began to grow to it’s full 8 inches and leak pre-cum.  


Mistress Ebony looked to Woman X and said, “Go ahead, dear, take it in your mouth.  Show Tony how nice you suck cock.”


Woman X took the base of Tony’s cock in her hand and ran her tongue over it before she took the head in her mouth.  Tony groaned in stifled ecstasy.  Slowly, she put four inches of it in her mouth and then slid it out, leaving only the head in.  Then she started to pump her head up and down on it, causing it to engorge.  Tony could barely contain himself.  


Visibly amused, Mistress Ebony said, “I would let you suck her beautiful titties, but I don’t know that you won’t do something horrible to her.  However, I want you to know that they are tastey, firm and wonderful.’


Woman X sucked Tony’s cock near to orgasm about four times, slowing down when she felt he was ready to climax.  Then, she looked to Mistress Ebony.


“Do you want to ride him, dear?”, Mistress Ebony asked Woman X.


Woman X nodded “yes”.


Mistress Ebony asked, “Would you like a condom, dear?”


She shook her head “no”.


Tony was terrified.


“The bitch could get pregnant!”, he protested.


“Lady’s choice, Tony.  She likes it raw.  I know I do.”, said Mistress Ebony.


She looked to Woman X and asked, “You aren’t ovulating, are you, dear?”


Woman X nodded “yes”.


“I guess we may have a beautiful mulatto baby about to be made.”, said Mistress Ebony.


Tony screamed, “NO!”


Silently, Woman X straddled Tony’s waist, using her hands to put his still swollen cock in position for entry.  Then, slowly, she lowered herself onto it.  Tony’s protests were stifled by the unsurpassed pleasure of silky, bare pussy on his cock.  She slowly road him, as her cunt adjusted to his girth.  She moaned, as his cock stretched her pussy.


Mistress Ebony said, “That feels real good, I’ll bet.”


Tony remained silent, as Woman X road his stiff cock.  She pinched his nipples, while moaning in ecstasy.  The perfect grip of her cunt, her expert nipple manipulations and the deep seated taboo of fucking a black woman were too much for Tony.  He knew that it wouldn’t be long before he came.  Like it or not, he knew that he was probably going to impregnate that woman.  


His orgasm came like a flood.  With a grunt, Tony’s cock twitched and shot gobs of hot seed into Woman X’s fertile womb.  She screamed in the throws of an orgasm of her own, as she sat down on his dick, taking all the seed into her.  Then, she got up, her cunt leaking semen and vaginal secretions and left the room.  


Mistress Ebony leaned over to Tony and said, “That was beautiful!  I’ll bet that you really liked that.  I know I can’t blame you.  After all, it isn’t every day that a hot little thing like her rides your bare cock.  You area lucky man, Tony”


Tony laid in bed in silent disgust as Mistress Ebony washed his cock with a wet wash cloth.  Then, a few minutes later, Woman Y showed up.  She was a more rubenesque girl, with double-d breasts and a hairy pussy.  


“Woman Y,” said Mistress Ebony. “I bet you have something for Tony.”


Woman Y nodded and got to sucking Tony’s cock.  She was a lot more aggressive, but very talented.  She took all of Tony’s cock down her throat in one gulp and sucked him to a full erection in mere moments.  Then, Mistress Ebony offered her a condom and, like woman Y, she refused.  She got on top of Tony’s naked cock and got into some hard fucking.  


Tony could hardly believe that he was as hard as he was, particularly with “some jig bitch”.  He also didn’t think he could cum again so soon, but he did.  Within minutes, he flooded Woman Y’s bare cunt.  Then, she leaned over, kissed his ear and whispered, “Thank you, baby.” and left the room.  


“Wow, Tony!” said Mistress Ebony. “You may have given that girl twins!  I hope that you have enough for Woman Z.”


Tony said, “No more!”


“Honey, Woman Z will be the last woman who you have to be with, if you want that.  I promise.”, said Mistress Ebony.  


After a quick wipe down, Tony was ready for Woman Z.  She was a lean, curvaceous girl, with c-cup tits and smelled of Vanilla.  Her skin was a bit more pale than the other girls, who were ebony colored.  


“I got you this nice, high yellow girl.  I though her skin tone might make you feel better.”, said Mistress Ebony, who started to stroke Tony’s already erect cock.


Mistress Ebony looked at the erection, smirked and said, “You seem to be getting the hang of this.”


Woman Z started by sucking on Tony’s nipples.  She gently used her teeth, to add a little pain, driving sensations of physical joy throughout his body.  This made his cock as hard as a rock.  The, she straddled his swollen penis, as Mistress Ebony guided it into her.  Her pussy felt like silk, as it descended onto his well used meat.  He moaned, as it bottomed out in her.  

The moment was intense for Tony, soo much so that he didn’t realize that he was rocking his hips up, to meet her down stroke.  Woman X moaned and squealed in glee, as Tony’s swollen manhood gave her two big orgasms.


Mistress Ebony said, “I am glad to see that you are definitely getting the hang of this.  You sure know how to use those hips, young man.”


Tony didn’t respond, lost in a world of ecstasy.  Woman Z’s pussy was the best he ever felt and he was long past caring about consequence.  He wanted to feel that pussy as much as he could.  


“That’s right, baby!”, moaned Woman Z, in a sweet, soft voice. “Fuck me just like that!  Make me a momma!”


Woman Z’s sweet voice and what she said just made Tony hotter and brought about a huge orgasm.  With a grunt, his cock filled her silly pussy with his seed.  She collapsed, hugging him, her warm breathe touching his chest.  He actually felt close to her, in a very profound way.

She looked him in the eye, leaned in and kissed him passionately.  Mistress Ebony was fearful that Tony would bite her lip or tongue off, but that wasn’t the case.  They kissed like lovers and then Woman straddled his waist and looked down at him.


“Thank you, sugar.”, she purred, as she got off Tony’s limp cock.  

After Woman Z left, Tony tried to snap back into his defiant posture and said, “Is that it?  Can I go?”


“Not yet.”, said Mistress Ebony.


“What do you mean?  That was the last woman!”, exclaimed Tony, feeling betrayed.


“Right.  The last woman.”, said Mistress Ebony, as she used a moveable stirrup mount to bring Tony’s legs into the air.  


“What is going on?”, he asked, terrified of what he might hear.


“There are some beautiful black men in the world.  I think you would do well to know a couple.” , said Mistress Ebony.


“Men are going to rape me!?”, asked Tony, feeling petrified.  


“Not at all.”, said Mistress Ebony. “They are just going to broaden your horizons.”


A moment later, a pair of well-muscled, tall black men appeared, clad in nothing but KKK hoods.  Each had an erect penis of at least ten inches in length.  Tony started to scream in terror.  The first man sat next to Tony and covered his mouth with a rag.  


“Be quiet.”, he said, in a deep, bassy voice. “We want you to enjoy yourself.  You don’t get nothing you don’t really want.  You can say know, but you have to really not want it.  That means, you have to not like what you see or feel.”


As the first black man spoke, the second black man positioned himself kneeling between Tony’s legs.  Slowly, he ran his long, slick tongue over Tony’s flaccid cock, as he fondled his well used balls.  


“That feels good, what the brother is doing, doesn’t it?”, asked the first black man, as he started to tease Tony’s nipples with his fingers.


Tony bit his lip, as he felt the masterful ministrations of the man between his legs.  His cock was stiffening, as it slipped into the mouth of the second black man.  His balls tingled, as they were expertly manipulated.  Tony didn’t want to, but he longed for more.  


“Yeah, that brother sucks a good cock, doesn’t he?”, asked the first black man, as he stroked his mammoth penis.

Tony just moaned and experienced the new joys of homosexuality.  He loved the aggressive, sloppy wet blow job the second man was giving him, regardless of his animosity for “niggers”.  The sensation of that saliva dripping into his asshole, as the second black man gently teased his ass rim drove him into a state of primal behavior.  Tony didn’t see race, anger, or anything.  He only knew he was feeling pleasure and wanted more.


The first black man got up and walked over to the second, who stood up.  


The first black man looked at Tony and said, “Get a good look.”, as he dropped to his knees and started to suck on the second black man’s enormous cock.  


Tony watched as one black man swallowed have of one of the hugest cocks he had ever seen and seemed to love it.  The cock was all sloppy and swollen, as it disappeared behind that white mask.  The second man, moaning, seemed to be in a heaven that one could scarcely describe in words.  


After having given Tony a good eyeful, the blow job stopped.  The first black man stood as the second  black man looked at Tony and started to rub his virgin asshole.


“You want to feel me, don’t you?”, he asked Tony, who remained silent.


“You want it.  I know you do.  You just have to say so.”, he said, as his finger slowly entered that tight hole.


Tony shuddered as new feeling of physical pleasure swept through him.  He wanted it and he finally said, “God!! DO IT!!”


The man who was fingering him put his big cock to that white boy’s asshole, spit on it and started to rub it.


“Put it in!! For God’s SAKE!! PUT IT IN!”, Tony moaned, as his body begged for entry.


Slowly, the black man pushed his cock head into that tight hole, past the first ring of muscle.  Pain shook Tony, as his muscles gave way.  He felt like he was being ripped apart, like he couldn’t bare it for another second.  Just as he was about to beg for mercy, the pain gave way to intense pleasure.  The sensation of fullness was highly enjoyable, as was the gentle movement of that black man’s hips, as he rocked back and forth in small strokes.  

The other black man stood next to the man fucking Tony and rubbed his partner’s beautiful chest and said, “That’s right!  Fuck him good!”


The man fucking Tony did just that.  He started slow, letting Tony adjust to his abnormally large size and then picked up the pace.  Before long, Tony was in a world of new joy and the sounds of a man’s balls slapping his ass.  He was soo excited that his cock went flaccid.  


“Yeah!  He’s soo tight!”, moaned the man fucking Tony.


The man lasted maybe five minutes before he flooded Tony’s ass with hot cum.  That drove Tony to an orgasm of his own that nearly knocked him out.  He had never cum soo hard, ever.  Then, he felt the other man rubbing his cock on his asshole.


“One more, for good measure.”, he said, as he slid that monster dick into Tony’s well used asshole.


Tony shuddered, but was back in that ecstatic state once more.  The next man fucked him relentlessly, pulling on his hips to bury his dick deep in him.  The orgasm that was coming was going to be incredible.  


The man that fucked Tony next took him through a twenty minute ride into passions that he never even thought could exit.  It all ended with an huge flood of semen in his gaping asshole.  Then, the two men left without a word.


Mistress Ebony returned Tony’s legs to the laying position and sat next to him.  She watched him in silence, for a moment, studying him.  


“Tony,” she said. “I am impressed.  You took that like a true man.  Lesser men would have been broken by that and you are intact and actually allowed yourself to enjoy it.  I think you may have learned your lesson.  I think I have a test that will let me know for sure, though.”


“What test?”, asked Tony, too tired to be afraid.


Mistress Ebony pulled off her panties, exposing her soaking, hairy pussy and said, “I want to know what you think of this.”


Tony said, “It’s pussy.”


“Yes it is, but what do you think of it?”, she asked.


“I think it’s gorgeous.”, he said, to his own disbelief.  


“I bet you would love to feel that on your cock, wouldn’t you?”, she asked, caressing her swollen clit.


“Oh God, yes!”, he moaned.


“Ask me.”, she said.


“Please, let me have your pussy.”, he moaned, his cock already erect.


“Stick out your tongue and if you bite, I will have your balls chopped off, slowly.”, said Mistress Ebony.


Tony stuck his tongue out and Mistress Ebony moved her sloppy pussy to it.  He ran his tongue up and down the slot, tasting her thick juices and marveling at how sweet it tasted.  Then, he fluttered his tongue on her clit.  Mistress Ebony moaned and said, “Good boy.  Time for a reward.”


Mistress Ebony straddled Tony’s waist and put his cock to her sloppy wet hole.  


“Do you want it?”, she asked.


He nodded.


“Do you want it?”, she asked, more firmly.


“Yes!”, he moaned, his cock aching.


Slowly, Mistress Ebony submerged Tony’s manhood inside of her.  She clutched his cock with her powerful internal muscles as she grinded on his cock.  Her pussy was as silky as Woman Z’s but much tighter and seemed to know how to bring out even more intense sensations.  Fucking her was the sweetest of tortures.  


Mistress Ebony slowly grinded on Tony’s cock for about fifteen minutes, until he begged her to fuck him.  Then, she smirked and bounced on that cock like a jack hammer.  She pushed him until she felt him ready to cum and then slowed into that same torturously wonderful grind.  She did that three more times, before she freed her h-cup tits from her bustier.  They hung out and she began to fondle the nipples, as she road Tony.  

Tony longed to suck those huge tits.  He begged the Mistress to let him, but she refused.  She told him that he would have to make a lot more progress before she would even consider it.  Then, she jack hammer fucked him again, that time letting him cum.  He shot a huge load deep into her.  She came at the same time, soaking his whole groin.  Then, she laid back and looked at him.


After a few moments, the Mistress got up and said, “I hope that you got something out of this Tony.”, and left.  


Tony lay there for a while before fatigue took over and he went to sleep.  He awoke in an alley, fully clothed and with all of his money and identification.  It was as if he had never been taken.  


After Tony returned home, he took a hot iron to his swastika, packed a bag and left town.  No one had ever seen him again.  The neighborhood slowly progressed to the point where it was a very nice place to live.  Gangs moved on, nice families moved in and people were happy.  It became a nice place for people to raise families of any type, even if there were a couple of mix raced children.  





                               -The End-
