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​
Excerpt

 


All through her orgasm,
she clung dearly to her Master. Grinding her womanhood against his
thrusting black fuckstick – feeling the hardened veins rubbing to
and fro against her engorged clit and against her G-Spot. It sent
wave after wave of throbbing, heaving sexual pleasure pulsing
through her. Tightening her muscles around him and within herself.
Robbing her of her ability to breathe. And then, once again, her
body relaxing enough to let air flow back into her once more. Her
moan filled the room. Her head rolled back. She saw her husband
watching for just a moment. And then her eyes rolled up inside of
her skull.

 


Just as suddenly, she thrust her head
back forward and bit gently into Martel's shoulder. She felt the
familiar sensation of his cock – his massive, thick black cock –
expanding inside of her. In between sessions she often thought how
she never really felt that with Dewey's little thing. Even as her
Master pounded her, she felt herself stretched just a bit more.
Then she felt his breathing stop and he slammed deep inside of her.
His hardness pulsed. And then again. And then she felt his scalding
hot man-seed shooting itself deep inside of her womanhood, coating
her heated, slick walls.

 


His pause inside of her was fairly
brief. Perhaps no more than a second or two. Then his thrusts
continued, almost as if he had never stopped. She felt his body
rumble and shake against hers, as hers did the same in return. And
still, his baby-batter poured inside of her. Filled her. Leaked out
of her.

 


She let her hands roam up-and-down and
across his back. Muscular, hot and sweaty. One hand came up and she
touched the side of his face, as she nuzzled and kissed the other
side – her husband all but forgotten in her ecstasy. It would be
another couple of minutes before their mutual orgasms would
subside.

 


When they did, Teri wanted to look
back over her head to where Dewey was sitting. But she didn't. In
part, because she was afraid to offend her Master. But a bigger
part of her didn't want to see the look of pain on his face. As her
orgasm subsided, it allowed room for her guilt to
return.

 


As they got near to the
moment when Martel would pull out, she wondered what she was going
to do. Oh God, she thought. He's going to want me
to suck his cock clean. He always wants me to suck his cock
clean. She didn't know if she could get up
the courage to do that in front of her husband. Dear God!, she thought yet
again. What have I done?

 


 


 


 


 


​
Prologue – The Players

 


TERI. A stunning blonde hair, blue-eyed woman of thirty years. A
mere 5'4” of firm body and flawless skin. Well, flawless but for
the tiny Marilyn Monroesque beauty mark on her upper lip. And the
matching one on her finely-sculptured ass.

 


Raised in a strict religious
upbringing. Sex was okay within the confines of marriage, as long
as it was in the dark and there was no weird stuff. No anal, no
oral. For either of them. Married her husband, Dewey, because she
knew that he could do no better, and would, therefore. be as
faithful to her as she was to him.

 


And faithful she was until her husband
stopped having sex with her when she returned from a weekend with
her parents. She discovered that he had a porno DVD of a woman – a
plucky little blonde, much like herself – getting gangbanged
roughly by several big black men. And it was about this time that
she met her neighbor. He was a lot like those men in the video –
big and black – only nice and gentle. One thing led to another, and
she ended up giving herself to him.

 


One after another, her rules fell.
Fidelity. Restraint. Heterosexuality. Not only had she sucked the
cock of the big black man, who she now called "Master," but a few
days later she had gone down on his wife, too. And now it was
almost every day, while her husband was at the gym. "God," she
often thought, "if Dewey ever found out…"

 


DEWEY. He knew he would never do any better than his wife. She was so
far out of his league it wasn't funny. Fate had somehow dropped her
into his lap.

 


But that's the funny thing about human
nature. When you are denied something, you want it even more. Anal
was no big deal, but the lack of oral did bother him a bit. But
porn and masturbation? That was going just a little bit too
far.
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