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Prologue

 


 The Master climbed off the bed
and leaned over. He grabbed Dewey by his armpits again and slid him
towards himself. He stopped when the slave's head was dangling off
the bed. Martel grabbed his shaft, once again leaned forward and
directed the head straight into Dewey's mouth – right down to the
base.

 


He could feel his nappy pubes against the
little man's lips. He looked down at the white boy's throat and he
could see it bulging where it was filled with his massive man-meat.
He was quite surprised to see just how far down it went.

 


Dewey wrapped his lips tight around the
throbbing member, tried to keep his teeth out of the way and let
his dancing tongue do its magic. Martel pulled back, then rammed
forward. The slave let out a "hmph" sound. It might have been an
aborted moan or just the air being shoved out of his body by the
invading big black cock. Either way, Martel couldn't care less and,
bucking his hips, returned to fucking his slave's throat in
earnest.

 


At first, Dewey was having trouble breathing
but after a couple dozen strokes managed to figure out the rhythm
and was able to get a pattern of breaths – in and out – that kept
him conscious as his face was raped. The breaths were so fast and
intense, that he made a noise with each plunge and release. The
Master's balls slapped against his forehead – SLAP, SLAP, SLAP...
And the sound from his throat went GAWP, GAWP, GAWP... It was
intense and noisy, indeed. And hot.

 


Martel stopped briefly, stood up with his
fuckstick still lodged in Dewey's mouth and pulled the front of his
shirt up and over his head and behind his neck. The cooler air of
the room felt good on his sweaty, muscular chest and taut stomach.
Then he went back to power-fucking his slave's skull. SLAP, SLAP,
SLAP. GAWP, GAWP, GAWP. A symphony of raw animal lust...
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 Book 2,
Chapter 1

 


There was a knock at the front door loud enough that Dewey
could have heard it even from the master bedroom that was way in
the back of the house. And he did because that's where he was when it
happened.

 


He was lying on the bed that he usually
shared with his wife, who was currently out of town visiting her
folks, his pants pulled down around his knees as his little dick
deflated. He finished mopping up the jizz from his stomach with
some tissues.

 


He leaped to his feet – pulling his pants up
as he did – and quickly dashed into the bathroom to flush the soggy
tissues. He rushed down the hall, into the great room, wondering
who it could be as he unlocked and threw open the front door.

 


Standing on the other side of the screen
door, literally filling the entire frame, was the 6'4" ebony god
who had just inspired Dewey to spank his little monkey in the first
place. Less than an hour before, the white man had been on his
knees in a porn shop video arcade, alternately sucking and being
facefucked by the man who stood before him's big, black cock. And
it was a monster, a full nine inches long and as thick as Dewey's
wrist.

 


He had done this, against his better
judgment, with a mixture of pride and self-loathing as he found
himself powerless to go against the wishes of the handsome and
athletic man who once again stood before him.

 


"I knew you looked familiar, bitch! We're
neighbors. I live just down the street and around the corner."

 


So many thoughts rushed through Dewey's head
in the blink of an eye. When he was on his knees, swallowing the
big man's load of man-juice, he had wished that they lived closer
and that he could continue to serve this Master. But once it was
over, he had rushed out of the booth and into the night. How…?

 


"You gonna fucking let me in, you little
bitch?" the black man growled. This brought Dewey back to reality
immediately. Martel took a step back to allow the screen door to
get out of his way. He promptly rushed Dewey, grabbing him by the
throat and shoving him against the wall as he closed the front door
of the little man's house with his foot.
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