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Excerpt

 


Martel turned towards Alexus. "Baby, turn
over." Seeing her movement in his peripheral vision, Dewey allowed
his eyes to wander towards her. He eyed every square inch that he
could see. Her chocolate-brown skin was flawless. Her legs were
long and lean – well defined in a very feminine way. Her ass was
every bit as perfect as her husband's and every bit as womanly as
his was masculine.

 


As she lifted her backside to turn over, he
got a new look at her beautiful, smoothly-shaved womanhood. Her
lips parted ever so slightly, revealing a brief glimpse of the
sweet pinkness inside. His little peepee was harder than ever.
Below that was her taint and then her sweet, tight, yummy little
asshole.

 


Martel tugged at his leash. "Up!" And Dewey
climbed up onto the bed.

 


Alexus parted her long, beautiful, brown
legs. Again, Dewey caught that shot of pink as her lips parted
slightly. This time, though, he got a nice, long look. He almost
moaned but he knew he would have to explain to his Master why he
did so and he couldn't think of a good reason – at least one that
wouldn't get his ass kicked so he suppressed it.

 


She lifted her golden brown globes in order
for him to have better access to her tight nether hole. And as
Martel guided him, crawling in on his hands and knees, she slid a
pillow underneath her tight tummy for support. Martel pulled down
on the leash and Dewey found his face just inches from her tight,
little pucker. "Remember what I told you." The little slave nodded.
"Go for it," his Master told him.

 


Dewey dove in lips first, between her ass
cheeks. He flicked his tongue across her rosebud and she reacted
immediately to it. He licked and sucked earnestly, occasionally
piercing the center with his tongue and then pulling it out and
swirling around again. Out of the corner of his eye and across her
perfect ass cheek, Dewey saw the Master leave the room and enter
the bathroom.

 


He returned his attention to what he was
doing and carefully reached with his hand up between her legs and,
with his middle finger, found her clit. The combination of the
gentle but firm touch on her womanhood and the tongue working its
magic on her asshole, tipped Alexus over the edge and into a
second, even more, Earth-shattering orgasm.

 


Dewey could feel her sweet juices gushing
down his fingers and into the cup of his hand. He stopped what he
was doing briefly and sucked those juices before returning his face
to the place between her cheeks. He frigged her again until she
pulled his hand away as her orgasm was so extreme that it was
almost becoming painful...
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 Finally, it was Thursday. Dewey was delirious with
anticipation, especially after everything that transpired on Monday
night. That was the night that he first
had gone to his Master's house and the black deity had opened his
asshole. First, with his fingers and then with his mighty cock. He
had fucked him for nearly 45 minutes and then bred him like the
bitch that he was.

 


After that, he pulled his cock out and
shoved it back down Dewey's throat, for his first ever
ass-to-mouth. It was amazing! And then he repeated it all over
again, in the shower afterward. Yes, his Master had pissed all over
him, this was true. But what was a slave to do? Besides that, he
was beginning to enjoy the taste…

 


Dewey's little dick was getting sore from
all the beating he had done to it. Under his Master's orders, he
had to make sure that he had no urge to fuck his wife. This was all
part of a greater plan that the black man had devised to eventually
take Dewey's wife as his slave, too.

 


He had to do this many times over the last
several days, not only because he missed his wife's pussy but now
his eyes had been opened to the five large black men that he worked
with.

Everywhere he looked there was stimulation.
So, during lunch and at the end of each workday, Dewey would hide
in the employee bathroom and rub a couple out.

 


On Wednesday night, he had almost been
caught by one of his coworkers – a good-looking,
twenty-six-year-old black man by the name of Sean. He had forgotten
to lock the bathroom door, maybe because he had seen everyone
leave. But Sean had returned to take a leak before driving home and
opened the door.

 


Fortunately for Dewey, he had his back to
the door and managed to quickly tuck is mostly-erect little wiener
back into his pants. He quickly washed hands and rushed past his
coworker, mumbling some half-assed excuse as he did. Was that a
chuckle he heard from the black man? Before Sean came out of the
restroom, Dewey was gone. His coworker never said anything to him
the next day but that wasn't unusual. They rarely, if ever, talked
to one another.

 


His four coworkers were close to each other
– and even with their boss – perhaps because they were all
African-American. It couldn't be because Dewey never tried to
approach them. Of that he was certain.

 


Either way, the night was rapidly
approaching and Dewey couldn't have been happier. Soon he would be
beneath his Master's big, black, steel-hard body. He would have him
inside of him, he hoped.

 


He was also getting better at focusing on
his work and his boss had only reamed him once this week. "My God,"
Dewey thought as he did, "I would love to see him naked, in front
of me. How did such an asshole happen to be such a hot man?" From
the size of the man's hands and feet, he figured he must be very
well endowed, indeed.
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