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Excerpt

 


The beautiful, faithful, suburban housewife
had been carrying a ladder across her yard when her tall, handsome
black neighbor offered to help. She protested briefly, but then let
him carry it to the back.

 


She showed him where to put the ladder. Teri
was surprised when he started climbing and protested. "Nonsense,"
he told her. "It's a lot safer for me because I don't have to climb
as high as you. Just hold the ladder, please." She did as he asked.
This put her right up against it. She looked up as he reached in
and grabbed a handful. "Not too bad, it's all dry. I won't even get
that dirty." He turned and let the debris fall to the ground on the
side away from her.

 


As he reached in for a second handful, Teri
let her eyes trace down from his face to his fit, well-muscled
body, to his shorts, and the lump that was there beneath the thin
fabric. Her heart raced faster and faster, as she looked down
further and saw the uncut head of his soft black monster peeking
out from the shorts leg. She gasped at how thick it was, even soft.
Her breathing became shallow. Her mouth started to dry. Her nipples
were hard as rocks, and her pussy was instantly soaking.

 


Several seconds had passed before Teri
realized that Martel wasn't moving. She looked up to see him
smiling down at her. She hid her head and flushed with
embarrassment. He went down a step and stopped. "Teri," he said.
She looked up. He was holding out his hand. "Give me your
hand."

 


"The ladder," she replied. A weak
excuse.

 


"I'm not that high."

 


Timidly, she gave him her right hand. He
took it close to her wrist and guided it up, under his shorts.

 


Her heart was pounding, her mind racing, and
her breathing labored and shallow as her hand went up under his
little bit of clothing. A shot of electricity pulsed through her as
her palm made contact with his big black trouser snake. He let go
of her hand and she closed it around his cock. Instinctively, she
began to stroke it with a slight twisting motion, as she had seen
the men do in that video the other day. It began to grow, and he
used his now-free hand to pull up his shorts leg and give her
better access.

 


They moaned together. Him, as he felt the
warm touch of his slave's beautiful little blonde wife. And her, as
she came without touching herself. She kept stroking as he stepped
down. His cock was at her eye level. She thought about taking it in
her mouth...
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Prologue

 


Teri was
nervous. She was in the bathroom, making
her final preparations. She was five-foot-two and eyes of blue.
Beautiful, flowing long blonde hair. Natural. Her matching landing
strip was the proof. Her skin was nearly flawless, save a cute
Marilyn Monroe style beauty mole just above her lip and a tiny
matching dot on her left ass cheek.

 


She was slim but curvy in
all the right spots. She had 34-C breasts, also natural, that not
only were still firm in her 30th year but due to her small
frame, looked like D cups. Her areolas were brownish-pink. Her
nipples were already hard with anticipation.

 


She was as clean as could be. Her hair was
dry. Her legs, pits, and pussy – save for her landing strip – were
freshly shaved. She had a very light fragrance of flowers, not from
perfume but from her beauty bar.

 


She was wearing a black shelf bra. Not for
support, just for the visual. She was also wearing a matching pair
of whisper-thin, lacy, see-through black panties. In addition, she
wore a black garter belt and stocking combination. Finally, she
stepped into a pair of black, six-inch heels. She looked at herself
in the Master's full-length mirror.

 


The black of her meager outfit contrasted
sharply with her porcelain skin. She could feel the heat increasing
in her pussy, in anticipation of what was to come. She was almost
surprised that she couldn't see steam rising from it but she sure
could feel her panties becoming wet.

 


She turned to the door and nearly fell. She
still wasn't used to wearing heels as high as these yet and was
still learning. She righted herself quickly and tried to calm her
ever-increasing, shallow breathing. Finally assured of herself, she
turned the knob and opened the door.

 


The first thing she saw as she entered her
Master's bedroom, was the Master himself. All 6'4" of rock-hard,
athletic, ebony godness dressed only in boxers. He greeted her with
a smile. A few feet away stood another black man. He was just a tad
shorter than the Master but still very formidable. And handsome,
she thought, in a sort of cruel way. He smiled, too. Well, more of
a wicked leer... He was also stroking what looked like a very
formidable cock through his shorts.

 


Behind them, in the sitting area, she saw
her Mistress. The beautiful ebony goddess wife of the Master. She
was wearing a black, two-piece leather bikini as there was this
male stranger in the room. She was sitting in one of the two soft
living room-style chairs, looking every bit like a queen on her
throne.

 


And on his knees in front of her and to the
side, was a gimp. He was wearing nothing but tiny black leather
briefs and a slave hood. There were small holes for his eyes and
nostrils and a big round one for his mouth.

 


She took this all in in seconds and found
herself looking back at the new man, lewdly stroking his massive
cock through his shorts and licking his lips as he looked over
every square inch of her. Something about him seemed familiar. If
she only knew....

 


 


 Book 5,
Chapter 1

 


It was just weeks before
that Teri found herself in a pickle. She had returned home from a
weekend at her parents' place to find that her husband no longer
wanted to have sex with her. They always
had sex on the weekend. True, it was usually Saturday night but in
times like these, Sunday night was acceptable. But he said he
wasn't feeling well that night so she let it go. Sometimes, they
might have sex during the week. At night.

 


Always at night. Teri had
rules. Sex was for the night, in the dark. She wasn't uptight, she
thought. It doesn't have to be just for procreation, even though
she and Dewey had been trying for some time. But more than once or
twice a week wasn't right. They weren't animals. Oh and no anal, of
course. And also no oral.



Ewww. The very thought of either of those.

 


He always got his orgasm. Sometimes she got
hers. One out of every two or three. That was pretty good, she
thought. She had read that some women rarely if ever get one.

 


And she kept him on a tight leash so to
speak. She tracked his online activity and no porn was allowed in
the house. He was dutiful and faithful, even if he wasn't quite her
ideal. He never pushed for anything weird like the boys back in
high school and college had and she was certain he would never
cheat. She knew that men found her attractive and that Dewey, being
a bit on the mousy side, would never do better.

 


So she found herself slowly breaking her own
rules and traditions. After he rebuffed her on Monday and Tuesday
nights, she took to snuggling up against him on Wednesday night as
he fell asleep. Still no reaction. He had just started going to the
gym with a coworker and he was sore, he said. That made sense but
she was still horny. She needed her weekly loving and this was
getting ridiculous.
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