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Chapter 1

 



It was Teri's third and final trip to the tattoo
artist – a tall, lanky black man with dreads. Aren't they all? she asked herself
when she met him for the first time. Tall, she meant.
Not that she didn't find him yummy. That, she
definitely did. The whole process was to take between five and six
hours. "It's a lot and of course, I want to do it right," he said.
"I owe that to you and Martel and of course, the cause." But Teri
could only take the needle for about two hours and so they agreed
to break it up into three sessions.



"You'll still tip me after each session, though," he said. "That
will be three times instead of just the one." Teri smiled.



"I was hoping that was the case," was what she replied. And boy,
was she ever glad she did. If she knew how good the "tip" was, she
would have stretched it out to six sessions. Five, she reminded herself about her
imagined sessions as the actual session drew to a close.
No need to be greedy.



When he was finished, she checked her new tattoo. She gasped. She
had avoided looking at it, even at home, while it was still in
progress. Her husband, Dewey, had seen it, of course, as he was
charged with keeping it clean and applying the ointment. It stung a
little when he did but she was okay with that. He was being gentle,
of that she was sure, and the tattoo was for a good cause. "The
redness will go away after a couple of days," he said. A tear was
running from her eye. Never in a million years would she ever have
thought she would get a tattoo. She had inherited her mother's
strict moral upbringing that ranged from keeping yourself pure for
your wedding night, to being faithful to your husband and
everything in between, and that included no tattoos. But that had
all gone away a few months earlier.



"It's beautiful," she said. "Simply beautiful." She didn't know
what to expect -- Maybe something
simple was the only previous thought – but
he had gone above and beyond. This wasn't some sort of
cookie-cutter design, this was art!



He had a shop in the business district but this one he had done at
his home studio. Teri – who just months earlier was rarely even
naked around her loving husband – had done the first session while
wearing a bra. After that one, she did the final two topless, her
tits out and her nipples hard. The pain she had felt from the
needle the first time seemed so much more exquisite on the second
and third sessions, adding to her overall heat.



Satisfied with his work, she suddenly dropped to her knees in front
of him, stroking the prominent lump he sported through this shorts
while she gasped and nibbled on her lower lip. "Oh, baby, it's so
big," she said in a hoarse whisper. It was no effect, either, his
cock left her breathless. So far, all black cock did.



Teri had his shorts down below his knees and his fat, black, uncut
cock in her mouth a few seconds later. Her own pussy creamed as the
first load of his precum poured over her tongue. She moaned as its
saltiness mixed with her own copious drool. Some, she washed over
his cock. The rest, she swallowed.



She took it out of her mouth, using the slick concoction she had
just slathered it with to lube her hand as she pumped. "I know the
agreement was just for a blowjob but you'll fuck me, too, won't
you?" she asked, looking up into his eyes, pleading with her own.
"Pleeeaaassse..." she begged.



The man over her smiled. Of course, he would. He'd fuck her until
she couldn't stand and she knew it. And she smiled, too, not just
because of that fact, but because of how different this time had
been from the first time she found herself owing someone at her
Master's insistence...

 


***


When Teri, the hot young white
suburban housewife woke up in the morning, she was quite sore.
Unbeknownst to her husband, or so she thought, she had cheated on
him the previous day. She had succumbed to
a tall, powerful, and handsome black man from the neighborhood. And
all because so much had happened in such a short time. That was her
reasoning. She had been such a good girl before that. Her mother
would have been proud.



For one, her husband had joined a gym and was too sore for their
weekly love-making sessions, despite the fact that they were trying
to make a baby. That alone might have been okay but she found that
he had a secret stash of pornography. She had found a DVD of big,
rough black men gangbanging a small blonde gal, not unlike herself.
Teri was angry at first but the more she watched, the more she got
caught up in the action until she just had to finger herself. It
helped, but not much.



And then there was the neighbor, Martel. Tall, strong, and
handsome. A more handsome and more refined version of the type of
men she had seen in Dewey's porn video. He wasn't flirtatious or
anything like that, he was just... Him, decided Teri.
A man. A real man. His
kind, intelligent, and confident manner combined in her head with
his good looks and those awful gangbang images. It was the wrong
time for Dewey to stop paying attention to her needs in bed, that
was for sure.



In the end, she couldn't take it anymore and seduced the handsome
black stranger in the backyard of their home. The action moved
quickly to her bedroom and into the marital bed that she shared
with her husband. My faithful
husband, she thought. But Martel wasn't
that easy. He made her pledge herself to him. He made her promise
to be his total and complete sex slave and she readily agreed. Good
black dick will do that to a girl.



One had to wonder, though, with the guilt she felt in the morning
if it would help her to know that she had been played. That her
submission was planned by Martel and her husband. That Dewey himself
had, in his own strange series of events, already submitted to her
new Master. That he had done things with him in their very home and
in that very same marital bed that he shared with his loving and
devoted wife. Oh, sure, he had wrestled with his conscience – at
least the first time he sucked the man's cock in that anonymous
adult bookstore near the airport. But everything after that had
been far easier. Good black dick will do that to a beta white
boi.


Geez, she
thought, as she rolled her nude 5'4" frame over, under the sheets.
Her body vibrated from all that she had done with Martel just the
day before. And what she had done with her husband, too, after
that. Per her Master's instructions, of course. Dewey really stepped up! She smiled
at the thought of him going down on her and sucking all of the
black man's jizz from her well-satisfied pussy. He doesn't know that wasn't all me. The wicked memory caused her juices to flow. She had told him
that she was wet for him.
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