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Prologue

 


Teri was taking the most insane pounding of
her life. The ebony god atop her had pinned her to the bed, and had
been relentless in his assault on her sweet, wet, hot pussy. Her
legs were spread obscenely, and wrapped around his waist. She
moaned in ecstasy, and tightened her grip on his shoulders. Her
bed, the sheets, her inner thighs, her pubic mound, and her stomach
were slick with her gushing cunt juice, as was his throbbing slab
of man meat.

 


With only seven inches inside of her, she
already felt so full. But she knew that he had another two to go,
and that with each thrust just a little bit more made its way
inside. With each new inward lunge, new waves of pleasure filled
her body. With each plunge, his enormous black balls smacked
against her asscheeks.

 


She was drenched in sweet sex sweat, both
hers and his. "My God, what would my husband think?" But then she
realized that she couldn't think about that now. All she could
think about was pleasing her Master. She could feel another in a
long series of orgasms coming on. She debated in her mind whether
to cry out in pleasure or not. She was still none too sure about
her place with her new Master. She was about to come, but she was
tormented.

 


This was so wrong, she thought, "this is our
bed. This is where my husband and I make love." And she was
befouling it with her neighbor, a man of another race. "What would
Dewey think, if he knew?"

 


Finally, she couldn't contain herself
anymore. She tightened her legs ever tighter around his waist,
pulling him closer, and closer to her sweet, hot snatch. Though
this made it harder for him to move, he still managed to keep up
his ceaseless pounding. Her entire body tensed, gushing sweat and
sweet woman juice, as she came even harder than the last time. If
she could have thought clearly at this moment, she might have
thought "how many is this today?" But that wasn't going to happen
in the state she was in now.

 


Inwardly, the Master smiled at himself. He
was playing this hot white woman, with her tight body, and even
tighter pussy, for everything she was worth. She was fucking
beautiful. Thirty years old and in her prime. Long, wavy blonde
hair, perfect teeth, 36C tits, a borderline-ghetto booty, and a
tight, underutilized cunt. All set perfectly atop a fine-ass pair
of legs. Smooth, flawless skin, too. Not a blemish to be found.
Just a cute little birthmark, like Marilyn Monroe had above her
upper lip. Oh, and another one on her perfect left ass cheek.
"Yeah," he thought, it really struck gold with this one.

 


Teri was suddenly aware of movement coming
from the door to the room. She could barely see, through the corner
of her eyes, the Mistress walking in. By now she was used to this
ebony goddess, wife of her Master, walking in unannounced, so this
was nothing new. She quickly returned her eyes to the eyes of the
man atop her, as that was how the Master liked it, when he was
doing her missionary.

 


But then she noticed another movement, just
a bit behind the Mistress, and she couldn't help but look. There,
on a leash, wearing only his tighty whities, and cuffed with
leather wrist restraints in front of him, was her husband, Dewey.
He glanced at her, sheepishly.

 


With a great deal of surprise, Teri tried to
get to her feet. But that was impossible, as there was a 230 pound,
muscular black man atop her – and in her – and he pushed her back
into place with a large meaty hand to her throat. "Don't ever try
and leave me again, bitch!" He growled. "You're my fuck toy, and
don't you forget it!"

 


As the Mistress led Dewey to a chair across
the room, Teri felt shame for the first time since the first time.
It seemed so long ago, but it had only been two weeks. Dewey stared
at her with a strange look in his eyes, a cross between shame and
something else… "What was it? What was he thinking?" She thought,
but she could not know.

 


As Dewey sat on the chair – still leashed,
still restrained – the Mistress stood behind him, staring back at
Teri. She was looking at her with the pleasure of a cat that just
killed the canary. Teri now knew that her humiliation, and
degradation, were complete. "How did they get him?" She thought,
sadly. What had she done to her loving husband?
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