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Prologue

 


 He hadn't even noticed while in the throes of ecstasy, that
Martel had squeezed in a second finger. As his orgasm subsided, he
did begin to feel it. The sensation was unbelievable. He only had
two fingers in him so far but already his ass-lips were stretched
further than they had ever been stretched before.

 


He himself had tried to stretch the hole out
while he was in the shower the last two days. Using soap and warm
water, he was only able to get two of his own fingers inside and
they were much smaller and thinner than the thick ones found on his
Master's hand.

 


But he was still feeling the loosening
effect of the weed and whiskey and so he was able to relax and let
himself be filled. Martel started to work his fingers in and out –
slowly at first – but then a little faster. Dewey groaned again.
His little weewee was still hard and he was in danger of coming
again. He couldn't think about that now and concentrated on
relaxing his sphincter even more.

 


"That's it, just relax," his Master told
him. His voice was more soothing than usual. Dewey did as he was
told and Martel managed to slip in a third finger.

 


"Oh, God," moaned the slave. His breathing
had become shallow but he was surprised at how little pain and
discomfort he was feeling. Unbeknownst to him, his Master's middle
digit was rubbing against his prostate and sending him waves of
relaxing pleasure.

 


Every once in a while Martel would stop the
plunging motion and spread his fingers as wide as possible, in the
preparation of turning this asshole into a man-pussy. And as good
of a job, as he was doing, he knew when the real thing when it, it
was still going to be a bit of a chore.

 


Dewey couldn't believe the sensations he was
feeling. The initial pain had subsided and there was nothing left
but the pleasure. He was becoming more than a slave to his ebony
god, he was becoming a slave bitch. He couldn't help but wonder how
long until the fingers would be replaced with that beautiful,
engorged fuckstick.

 


As if to answer the question in his mind,
his Master pulled all three fingers out suddenly. It was a weird
feeling. He knew that his asshole was larger than before. He
wondered just how far it was gaping.

 


He had seen it in some of the videos he had
watched. It turned him on to see that on a woman's ass. He wondered
if his Master was turned on by seeing his that way. It felt like it
might be the size of a silver dollar. Not one of those Sacajawea
dollars but more like the old Kennedy ones. He felt this way
because he could feel the cool air on the inner walls of his rectum
– and that was something he had never felt before in all his life.
He couldn't help himself and he wiggled his ass in invitation.

 


Martel saw the wiggle and chuckled inwardly.
"This little bitch can't wait..."
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 Book 3,
Chapter 1

 


Dewey, the little white
slave, found it hard to concentrate on his work.
Ever since he started working here, he knew that
he was the lone Caucasian in the office but he never really gave it
a second thought.

 


But now that he had given himself freely to
his large black neighbor, the Master, just two days prior, he
couldn't help but notice how big the other guys all were. How hot
they were. Before that fateful trip to the adult bookstore video
arcade, he had been a confirmed hetero for several years. But
now....

 


There were four of them. Five, if you
counted his asshole boss, sitting in his office. And he couldn't
stop thinking about any of them.

 


Per the Master's instructions, he hadn't
touched his wife when she came home from her weekend visit to her
parents the previous night. He knew it was going to be tough, so he
cleaned the pipes a couple of times before he went to the
airport.

 


He had had barely just enough time to wash
the bedspread, sheets, and his clothes that he had messed with his
own pathetic jizz while the Master had had his way with him. It was
a good thing that he had swallowed all his Master's piss in the
foyer, otherwise, he didn't know what he would have done.

 


And now here he was, in this office, with
five big, muscular black men. And every one of them, he realized
today, was good-looking. And to make matters worse, his boss, who
was always riding his ass, metaphorically speaking, was probably
the hottest of them all.

 


"My God," Dewey thought, "what has the
Master done to me now?" He had never given these men a second
thought. Now he fantasized about them filling his holes – their
dusky black cocks sliding in and out of his tight little ass and in
and out of his throat.

 


They would take turns, pinning him down for
hours, having their way with him. And in the end, they would shoot
their loads inside of him and onto his face, stomach, back, and
ass. There would be nothing he could do about it. And he would love
it. Every minute of it.

 


He was having so much
trouble concentrating that his boss called him into the office for
a reaming. And how Dewey wished it was more than a metaphorical
reaming – that it was a physical one. Had
his bosses hands always been that big? They were enormous. The little white man figured he must have
a massive cock.

 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" His boss
asked him. "You've been in a fog all day. Snap out of it!"

 


"Yes, sir. I'll pay more attention. Sorry
about that."

 


Dewey went back to his desk and struggled
hard to get through the day. He kept wondering what his Master had
in store for him this evening. He was to go to his house directly
after work. He had been told to tell his wife that he was going to
check out a gym with a buddy. He couldn't tell if she was
suspicious or not but it didn't matter. He was going anyway. He
knew he would be working up a sweat anyway – of that much he was
certain.
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