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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?

 


If she only knew. If she only knew the
complete truth. She thought this went back just two weeks, when she
had first given herself to the large black man who was her
neighbor. Two weeks ago, when she became slave to her ebony Master,
and then later his wife. But the truth was that it didn't start two
weeks ago. It started a month earlier. And it didn't start with
her, but with her loving husband, Dewey…

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 Black Owned Couple 1: White Husband's First
Submission

 


by Anita
Blackmann

 


 Book 1,
Chapter 1

 


He hated himself for doing this. He was
weak. He was disgusting. And he knew it.

 


Dewey sat in the private movie booth of an
adult bookstore, video running, playing with his pathetic five
inches. It was bad enough that it wasn't very long, but it also
wasn't very wide. One eye was on the movie, gay porn, because
that's what turned him on.

 


The sound was turned way down, because he
didn't want anyone to know what he was watching – because he didn't
want anyone thinking he was gay. The other eye was one a rather
large hole on one side of the booth. All he could see so far was
the flickering light from the advertisements on the next booth's
video screen.

 


Then a moving shadow, and the door closed.
Someone was in the booth. Dewey's breathing got shallow. It wasn't
for no reason, either. "You're married," he thought. "Don't do it."
But he knew he was weak. He knew he was going to look. He knew he
would probably do more.

 


The guy dropped some coins in and started
his movie. He flipped the channels a couple of times, then stopped
on one. From the sound, Dewey thought it sounded like black male on
white female. He slouched at just the right angle to see the
neighbor's screen, without the guy seeing him. It was a black man
fucking a hot white woman in the ass.

 


He sat upright, still holding his cock, but
no longer jerking. His breath, somehow, was even more shallow than
before. Maybe it was just another white guy like himself, a white
guy who liked watching black men with white women. If it was, maybe
he would get out of here. But if it was a black guy...

 


Dewey was in his late twenties. Strictly
suburban. A late bloomer who married the first woman who would
sleep with him. He had blown a few guys at book stores before he
got married, but he had never had a black man. He had become
obsessed with servicing one, sucking a big, black cock. Being
fucked – taken up the ass. Roughly forced to eat their assholes,
and swallow their jizz.

 


But he had been faithful to his wife, Teri,
for both of the years they had been married. But the sex was
routine, limited, and so not very good. She had a long list of
"ain't never gonna happens" and he was too timid to do anything
about it.

 


She was gone to her parents' for the
weekend. He had dropped her off at the airport just a couple of
hours earlier, and driven north, so he was away from both his home
and the airport. He was hoping he wouldn't run into anyone he knew
who might be traveling between the two. He told himself he was just
there to watch some porn and rub a couple out, because he wasn't
allowed to watch porn at home.

 


Yeah, that's what he tried to convince
himself of, but he knew it wasn't true. He could have just stopped
at a liquor store and bought a couple of skin mags, but he came
here instead. And he could have stayed in the front of the store
and bought something there. He didn't because he knew if a guy was
just a bit aggressive, he wouldn't be able to say no. And deep down
he knew that's exactly what he wanted.

 


There had been some shuffling of clothing
from the neighbor, but now he was silent. Dewey's movie time had
run out. He didn't want to get yelled at by the attendant at the
counter, so he dropped a couple more coins in. The video started up
again.

 


A black man was sliding his fat cock in and
out of some white dude's ass. Dewey let out a low moan and watched
a moment. Licking his lips and tugging on his dick, he then changed
the channel until he found one that wasn't showing anything. His
booth was now in darkness.

 


Ever so slowly, so as not to rustle his
clothes, Dewey leaned forward. His jaw dropped at what he saw.
Through the hole, all he could see was a thick, nine-inch,
three-quarter erect black cock being stroked by a large, beefy
black hand. His own five inches ached in response. He felt a twitch
in sphincter – a longing if you will. He hated it all, but he
couldn't control himself. He quietly, carefully, got to his knees
so he could see the man's meat, without revealing himself, and
resumed his own stroking.

 


In the booth next door stood a strong,
good-looking black man in his late thirties. His name was Martel.
He was from the projects originally, but with a lot of hard work
and general likability, he had made his place in the world. Had a
nice home in the suburbs, a beautiful wife, and three grown boys,
who were all away at college. All on full academic scholarships. He
was very proud of that.

 


His wife, Alexus, was a dynamo in bed. She
satisfied all his sexual needs. All except one, that is. And that
was the reason Martel was here, in this booth, his manhood in his
hand, slowly stroking. He was putting on a show, and his cock was
the bait. He had seen the booth next door go dark, but he hadn't
seen the light that would have signified the door opening and it's
occupant leaving. He had seen movement in the darkness through that
hole. He was standing. His cock was at the level of the hole. And
just now, through it, from his angle, he saw a white hand stroking
a small white dick. He grinned.



Bingo!

 


In his booth, Dewey tried to control
himself, but he was completely entranced. Suddenly the guy stopped
stroking. He had let go, and his cock just bobbed there for a
moment. Dewey's heart stopped as the man turned his member towards
the hole. Dewey stopped his jerking.



He swallowed hard.

 


Martel took a half-step forward. His cock
was still technically inside his booth. If there had been a wall
there, it would have been pressed right up against it. But there
was no wall there. Just a large glory hole.

 


Dewey gulped. He knew the guy had seen him.
"Of course!" he thought. He must have seen his own little dick.
While he was careful not to let his neighbor see his face, he
forgot about the angle. And now, there bobbing in the glory hole,
was a big, fat, uncircumcised black cock. Not a wiener, not a dick,
but a cock. That was the awe and respect he had for it.

 


It's big, beautiful mushroom head glistened
with pre-cum. Dewey was so nervous that his mouth was going dry.
His palms were sweating. His dick ached, and even his butthole
seemed to be crying out. He wanted that cock more than anything. He
knew he wanted it.

 


"You know you want it, white boy," said the
black man through the wall. My God, what a deep, powerful, sexy
voice he had.

 


That was all Dewey needed. He put his hands
against the wall on either side of the glory hole for balance, then
pushed his face right up against the hole. Martel moved in ever so
slightly, his cock head touching the white boy's slightly parted
lips. The feel of the hot black man-flesh against his lips was
amazing. His own little pecker started dripping with precum. It was
an amazing combination of exhilaration and shame. His first
instinct should have been to cry at his loss of manhood. Or of his
betrayal to his loving, if somewhat sexually distant wife. But he
was too turned on to think about that now. All he needed was one
more push.

 


"Open wide."



Yeah, that was it. That was the push.

 


 Book 1,
Chapter 2

 


He opened his mouth and, as he did, Martel
slid his cock in. "Oh my God!" thought Dewey. He had forgotten what
a man tasted like. Martel's massive cock was clean and sweet
tasting. Then there was the saltiness of his precum. Dewey was
flushed with shame, and his dick was harder than ever for it.

 


As Martel's member slid over the back of his
tongue, Dewey gagged momentarily, and this brought him back to the
matter at, uh, hand. He pulled his head back, then started to suck
and bob – his tongue swirling around and flitting on the end of the
man meat. Through the wall he heard Martel groan and he smiled.
Well, as much as you can smile with a mouth full of cock.

 


Dewey's humiliation was forgotten for the
moment, and he went about his duty to pleasure this superior black
man with vigor. With every inward bob, he got just a little more of
Martel's manhood into his mouth. It was now nearing the back of his
throat, but there was a wall between them. True, the barrier wasn't
very thick, but it was definitely in the way. Dewey did his best
anyway.

 


He leaned back to catch his breath and
lovingly stroked that black beast with long, firm but gentle,
twisting strokes. Then he attacked it with his mouth again.

 


This time, he was able to get nearly seven
inches in. His lips were stretched to the max. He was doing his
best not to scrape the man with his teeth, but it was pretty
unavoidable. The best he could hope for was that the dark stranger
wouldn't get pissed and pull away. He didn't want the man in the
next booth to look for a different cocksucker. He wanted to be his
cocksucker.

 


He realized as his face touched the wall
around the hole that part of the man's cock was in his throat. He
breathed hard through his nose. There was just enough room around
the head in his windpipe for the air to get around. He was excited!
He was deep throating the man! He had never, ever done that
before.



He came! He came without touching his dick! He bobbed on Martel's
dusky fuckstick slightly as his body convulsed.

 


The flailing of his tongue felt good to
Martel. He couldn't see the white boy, but he knew his lips were as
close to the base of his cock as the hole in the wall would allow.
He knew he was in his throat. He was impressed. But still...

 


Suddenly, Martel pulled his cock out of
Dewey's throat, his mouth, and the glory hole. The white man was
kneeling there, jizz dripping onto the floor from his rapidly
deflating dick – wondering if he did something wrong – as Martel
shoved his meat back into his sweatpants.

 


Dewey thought the guy would like the deep
throat, but when he came, he realized he had changed his rhythm.
Maybe the guy didn't like that. Dewey had failed. The shame came
back in a flash. His wife. What if he had caught a disease from
this stranger? How was he going to explain....

 


"Let me in." Oh, shit!

 


It was Martel, from the next booth. He
wanted Dewey to let him in. It was a mix of emotions. He knew if he
didn't open the door, the guy would go elsewhere. He hadn't
finished him off, so technically it wasn't really cheating. He
loved his wife. They were going to have kids together.

 


He wouldn't open the door. The big, black
stranger would try a couple of times, then move on. He could wait
until he heard him go into another booth and close the door. Then
he would sneak out and go home. He hadn't had the guy's beautiful
black cock in his mouth long enough to catch anything. No jizz,
just a lot of salty-sweet precum. But, my God, it was
amazing.



Of course he unlocked the door.

 


He stepped back to allow the man in.

 


 Book 1,
Chapter 3

 


He noticed Martel was big, about 6'4". He
was also in great shape, very muscular. More football player or
boxer, rather than competition body builder. He only glanced at his
face, but he could tell immediately that he was very handsome.
Gorgeous, he thought. But as Martel twisted to close the door
behind, Dewey's eye was caught by the obscene... Well, bulge wasn't
really the right word for it. The length of his still hard cock
pushed against the sweatpants mightily, curving the massive member
to one side.

 


Martel locked the door and turned back to
the white boy. He noticed that he was about average, a few extra
pounds, but he wasn't what he would call fat. Also, that he had
tucked his little white pee-pee back in his pants, and was now
transfixed on his Martel's member. He put a hand on Dewey's
shoulder, and pushed him down onto the bench. His cock was once
again at white boy's eye level. "Well, what are you waiting for?
Suck it, you little bitch."



That by now familiar mix of shame and exhilaration once again
washed over Dewey. He muttered something that might have been a
"yes," but even he didn't know what he was saying any more.

 


He grabbed the elastic of the handsome black
man's sweatpants, pulled them away from his taut stomach, and then
downward. As he did, he leaned forward. Martel's cock strained
against the cloth, the elastic catching on the mushroom head for
just a moment, and then springing free – up and out. Since Dewey
had moved his face forward, it slapped him right in the lips. He
was just hoping it would at least hit his cheek. He couldn't have
planned it better. Without hesitation, he parted his lips and
sucked it in.

 


As he worked the head with his mouth, lips,
and tongue, he worked the shaft with loving strokes. He bobbed
feverishly. With each successive inward thrust, he got that massive
fuckstick further into his mouth and throat.

 


He moved his hands to the black man's
massive, low-hanging balls. He cupped them and played with them. He
momentarily took his mouth off that beautiful, glistening cock, and
tried to suck one of the balls into his mouth. They were like the
balls of a great, powerful animal. Like a bull. That was it,
thought the white boy. They were the balls of a great big bull, and
he was bull's bitch – there for his pleasure. He did love women. He
did love his wife. But at that very moment, he knew his purpose in
life was to serve this Adonis.

 


Martel looked down to watch the white man
tonguing his balls. He obviously had given up on trying to get one
in his mouth, so he was lavishly licking them, and burying his nose
in his nappy pubic hair. Dewey's right hand was on Martel's knee,
to keep him from falling over, and his left hand had returned to
stroking the black man's head and shaft.

 


He grinned a wicked grin when he noticed the
wedding band. Yeah, this was the one thing he loved sexually – that
his beautiful, sexy, and amazing wife couldn't do for him. He just
loved to dominate, subjugate, and sexually humiliate whites.
Especially the men. He didn't really have anything in particular
against them – he just loved it.

 


And he knew from experience that a lot of
whites loved it, even if they would never admit to it publicly.
"It's just too bad," he thought, "that we're so far from home. I
would make this little bitch AND his wife, my personal
fucktoys."

 


Dewey had thoroughly bathed the black man's
massive balls with his tongue, and returned to the cock itself. He
grabbed the balls again and – in one fell swoop – opened his mouth,
and swallowed Martel's gigantic nine-inch slab, all the way down to
the base. Dewey could feel the head swelled in his throat, his jaw
aching against how far he had opened it, his lips stretched tight,
and his teeth resting gently upon the shaft. His tongue swirled,
flicking the massive veins and tickling them.

 


Martel groaned in ecstasy and could have
unloaded right now, but he wanted more. Dewey couldn't breathe.
This time there was no space for the air to pass. He held there as
long as possible, then pulled back quickly, gasping for breath. He
kept stroking that big black cock, though. He was this real man's
little cocksucking bitch and he knew his place. Seconds later, he
had his breath and sucked the meat back in between his lips.



"Put your hands down. Don't touch my cock."

 


Dewey obeyed. He knew what this meant, and
so did his little dick. It was hard again, and straining in his
pants. Dewey was afraid to take it out. He didn't want to do
anything to upset this bull. Martel grabbed Dewey's head firmly in
both hands, and shoved his cock back down into his throat
violently. It caught the white boy by surprise and Dewey almost
gagged, but he corrected himself. Martel started thrusting his meat
in and out through the little man's lips – fucking his face
good.

 


Now it was Dewey's turn to groan, as the
cock veins tugged against his lips in both directions and he
realized, once again, that he was there solely for the big man's
pleasure. No. He could not, would not, pull his little wiener out.
He realized he might come in his pants, but he was willing to do
that for his man.

 


That's how he began to think about this
beautiful, powerful black man who was raping his face. His man. "If
only things were different," he thought. Yeah, like not being
married. Like being able to live as the man's own gay bitch openly
and without fear. Or things like not living so far away from
him...



"Maybe," he thought, he could find another man like this one close
to where he lived. He knew there were black men and families in his
neighborhood, but Dewey was a timid man who didn't really
socialize. Maybe he could look around when he got back.

 


"But," he thought, the wife comes back
tomorrow night. He would go back to his sad little life, as the
devoted husband. Begging for mediocre sex. No oral, for either of
them. No anal.

 


She liked sex, and he was able to give her
an orgasm about two-thirds of the time, but she had grown up very
repressed, and had never really changed. She had been a virgin into
her twenties, and then moved in with a guy to try and change all
that. It had ended badly, and she had met and married Dewey.

 


Dewey was sad and lonely enough to jump at
it. He was timid enough to follow her orders and stay with her. He
said it so much all day every day, that he probably repeated "yes
dear" over and over in his sleep.

 


Martel looked down at his
own massive cock, pummeling the face of the little white bitch boy.
He suddenly pulled it out and, while still holding the man's head,
swung his hips back and forth, slapping his cock against Dewey's
face. He then pulled his hips back, let his meat steady for a
moment, then thrust it back into his slave's gaping mouth. As
Dewey's tight lips and talented tongue closed in on his member, he
thought "This little bitch has skills. I would love to make him my
slave." But he knew it was just wishful thinking.



"Still...," he thought.



"Yeah! Suck that big black cock, you fucking little cocksucker!" he
growled as he roughly fucked his face. "You love it, don't
you?"



Dewey looked him straight in the eyes and nodded. He tried to say
"yes," but it was impossible to do so with a mouth full of
throbbing, plunging man-meat. Martel
grinned wickedly, and chuckled to himself. He wondered what kind of
mousy little, nerdy, pale white cunt had married such a little
bitch. He loved sucking black cock, that was for sure. So many
do...

 


Martel stopped thrusting to catch his
breath. Instinctively, Dewey knew to start working it again. Martel
liked that. After a couple of minutes, he grabbed his bitch's head.
The white boy dropped his hands, and Martel started fucking his
mouth again.

 


Dewey's little hardon was straining in his
pants, yearning to be free and beaten to release it's pent-up
tension. It was now continuously gushing precum. He could feel it
staining his pants. He would have to wash them when he got home,
lest Teri give him shit about it, and accuse him of messing around
with another woman. He laughed inside at the thought that any other
woman would want him. He was lucky enough to get her.

 


Then his mind drifted to
thoughts of what it would be like if she was being fucked by this handsome
black man raping his face. He imagined his wife sucking his big
black cock, like he could only dream of her doing someday to his
little pee-pee. He imagined this omnipotent, ebony god turning her
around, spreading her legs lewdly wide, and impaling her tight, wet
pussy to the base, with his massive black fuckstick.

 


He knew she would scream in a delirious
combination of orgasmic pleasure and pain. Her face would be
twisted in agony at the violation, even as she moaned loudly and
came hard. How many more orgasms would she have as he pounded her
sweet pussy over and over. "My god," Dewey thought. "This guy is
relentless."

 


His throat was sore from the non-stop
violation. His jaw ached, and he was pretty sure his lips were
getting raw. He had been switching back and forth from cocksucking
to skull fucking for probably forty-five minutes at this point, but
still Dewey didn't want it to end. He now knew his place, maybe for
the first time in his life. It was on his knees, in front of his
dusky master, pleasuring him. And it was all going to end
soon.



Very soon, as it turned out. Sure, Martel would have liked to drag
it out longer, but it was well over half an hour by now. At some
point he had to think about going home. "Too bad I can't take this
lily-white cocksucking bitch with me," he thought. Maybe it was
time.



The switch-offs were happening more frequently now. Martel stopped
fucking for a moment, and Dewey started sucking and stroking.
Suddenly, he could feel a bubbling sensation in the veins of this
black bull's shaft in his hands.

 


Martel grabbed Dewey's head again, thrusting
even faster and harder. The white boy's hands dropped and he tried
to stay conscious from the breath-stealing pummeling that was going
on. Martel shoved his cock all the way in, and started spasming.
Dewey could feel the cum coursing through the man's cock with his
lips. He felt his already stretched-out mouth stretched even
further as the massive cock expanded even more.

 


And then Martel started shooting his potent
baby batter down the white boy's throat. The first three or four
went straight down his gullet before the black bull realized he
wasn't giving his cocksucker his well-earned reward. He pulled back
so Dewey could breathe, and taste the next several loads that
landed on his tongue.

 


Dewey struggled to catch his breath, and
swallow the copious salty-sweet man juice. He was proud of the fact
that none had escaped his lips, until Martel suddenly pulled his
cock out. He pulled the bitch's head back, and jerked a half-dozen
more blasts right onto his face, before plunging his cock back in
Dewey's mouth to the hilt.

 


He slowly resumed fucking Dewey's mouth,
squeezing out one of his longest, strongest orgasms in a very long
time. This little white cocksucker was good!

 


Dewey could feel the cum in his pants. He
came at the same time Martel did. He wished he could share that
fact with him, but he knew he shouldn't. He would keep that memory
for himself, to replay over and over when he jerked off. And maybe
he would think of being fucked by this ebony god when he was with
Teri.

 


He got sad for a moment, when he realized
that, in a few minutes, he would never see his man again. But in
the meantime, he lovingly cleaned the black man's slowly deflating
cock. Finally, it was done, and Martel pulled it from his lips with
a pop. Martel smiled inwardly at the sound. Dewey couldn't help but
look at the flaccid chunk of man meat before his eyes.

 


"My God, it's bigger limp that mine is when
it's hard," he thought.

 


"Oh, fuck!" Uttered Martel. He pulled the
front of his shirt up and over the back of his neck to let the air
at his sweaty physique. "That was fucking amazing." He leaned in,
and wiped some of his baby-batter off of Dewey's face. "You are
quite the talented bitch." He offered it to the little white boy,
still on his knees, and Dewey opened his mouth and sucked it in.
They repeated this a few more times, until his Dewey's face was
clean.

 


Martel reached down for his sweatpants.
Dewey's eyes followed his hands, then watched as he packed his meat
away. Then he followed the lines back up, to the V at the base of
his washboard stomach, and on up to his sweet, hard pecs. He
noticed a few little fluffy black hairs poking around his black
nipples. Dewey rose to his feet, and started sucking them and
playing with them. Mouth on one, hand on the other, then
switching.

 


"My God, you are insatiable. I wish I could
take you with me."

 


Dewey stopped and bolted upright. The
euphoria was gone, and all that remained was the shame. He didn't
know this guy. He didn't live near him. He had a wife who thought
she was married to a real man. He felt nothing but the humiliation
that suddenly washed over him like the returning tide. He suddenly
had to go. Like right now!

 


 Book 1,
Chapter 4

 


He tried to squeeze pass
Martel, but the big ebony man stopped him. A whole string of thoughts ran through Dewey's head quickly,
mostly that the black man wasn't going to let him go. And though
moments before he never wanted to leave this god, and wanted to
service him forever, he now hated himself for being such a pussy
bitch with every fiber of his being. Would he be able to get away?
Would he have to call for help? Would the man hurt him?



Martel looked at him straight in his face. For the first time he
got a real good look at it, as they were both standing, and close
now.



"I know you, don't I?" Martel asked.

 


Dewey shook him off, and unlocked the door.
"I don't think so. I don't know you. I'm not from around here." And
he was gone.



"I'm not either," muttered Martel. He pulled his shirt back down.
That work the little white bitch had done on his nipples had got
his dick stirring again, so it was half-hard as he stepped out of
the booth. There were three other guys in the dark hallways of the
arcade. A chubby black kid, barely eighteen, an old dude who looked
like he was winded just from standing there, and a so-so looking
white boy about 21. He saw Martel's obscene bulge, and rubbed his
own as he licked his lips. Martel shook his head, chuckling, as he
willed his cock back to flaccid. "No use trying to top that," he
thought. He left the arcade and exited the store.

 


Minutes before, Dewey had stepped out into
the street, barely noticing the refreshing, cooling night air. He
knew – just knew – that all eyes were upon him. Everyone knew that
this pathetic little white man had been in there, sucking off black
cocks. They all knew what a pussy-ass cocksucker he was.

 


What was he going to say to his wife if he
got an STD? He would get tested at one of those quick test places.
If he had something, he would claim he was raped at gunpoint.
"Yeah," he thought, "that would do it.

 


He crossed to the grocery store parking lot
across the street, and got in his car. He noticed Martel, looking
at him from across the street. His little dick stirred. "Oh, you
like that?" he asked, as he looked at his own lap. He looked up and
sighed. "Yeah, me too. I'll relieve you when we get home."

 


He started the car, drove out of the
lot, and turned up the street. He was too busy watching the cross
traffic to notice the ebony god grin and nod, as Dewey drove
away.

 


###
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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.

 


Dewey not only feared for his life but
wondered to himself about how he was going to explain this all to
his wife. Her trip out of town had allowed him to be at the porn
shop. And what happened there was why this man was now holding him
by his throat. His grasp was firm but not tight. At least he wasn't
being choked, thought Dewey. "Please don't hurt me," he
pleaded.

 


"I never hurt a slave," he replied. "Unless
he's into that. You loved being my slave, didn't you?" Dewey
nodded, shamefully. "And you loved sucking my cock and swallowing
my jizz, didn't you?" Again, Dewey nodded. Martel relaxed his grip
on Dewey's throat a bit but left his hand resting on the little
man's chest, just below his neck.

 


"So I'm going to ask you this just once and
I want you to think hard on it but I need my answer quick." He
paused for about 10 seconds but those 10 seconds seemed like an
eternity to Dewey. Finally, he spoke. "Do you want me to be your
Master? To do things to you and have you to do things that please
me, that you never dreamed of before your little, pathetic
life?"

 


So many thoughts, maybe a million, went
through Dewey's mind in the longest single second of his life.
Mostly, how would he explain this to his wife? What would the
neighbors say, if they found out he was a sissy faggot for a black
man? But even he wasn't listening to the questions. Slowly, he
nodded his head.

 


Martel grinned cruelly, then took his free
hand and rested his fingertips against Dewey's lips. Instinctively,
the white boy knew to open his mouth. As he did, the black man
slowly forced all four fingers deep inside. As he had done at the
arcade, Dewey was able to suppress his gag reflex and groaned at
the invasion of the dark digits.

 


"Gonna have to stretch this mouth out some
more if you're to take my balls inside of your mouth." Dewey
groaned again. He had tried to suck one of those big black balls
into his mouth but despite being able to deep throat his Master's
thick 9-incher, he couldn't get his lips around even one of them.
Surely when he said "balls," the Master meant them one at a time.
"And I mean both of them at the same time," said Martel.

 


Dewey groaned in shameful ecstasy at the
very thought of that. How would he ever be able to do that, he
wondered. In his mouth, Martel spread his fingers wide. And tried
to insert his thumb as well. But there was only so much give at
this time, so the Master began face-fucking the little white bitch
with his fingers. Dewey shuddered and groaned.

 


Despite having come three times this evening
already, he was sporting another erection. Whether it was from
pleasure or shame, was anybody's guess. Martel sensed it and
looking down at the little tent within the white boy's pants,
laughed with mocking derision. Dewey's face went flush another
shade darker with shame.

 


After about two minutes of this facial
violation, Martel pulled his fingers from his slave's mouth and
wiped them dry on Dewey's shirt. He took his hand away from the
white boy's chest as well. "Get on your knees," commanded Martel in
a low growl. Dewey did as he was told. He found his face once again
in front of the large black man's fuck mound. "No hands and don't
get my sweats wet with your spit. Just nuzzle it with your
face."

 


Dewey did as he was told. He turned his face
to one side and rested it against the massive package inside of
those sweatpants. He moved his face up and down and in swirling
motions against his Master's cock – feeling it grow – with only the
thin fabric between. Again Dewey groaned, this time in unison with
Martel. The large black man had already come to the conclusion that
the little white boy had game and, finally, Dewey was coming to
that same conclusion as well.

 


Once again, Dewey found that he wanted
nothing more than that thick black slab piercing his lips, mouth,
and throat. He wanted to feel those big veins with his hands as he
stroked the thick shaft. He wanted a mouth full of his Master's
come to taste – and to swallow. He wanted to feel the hot, sticky
goo splash against his face as well. His asshole puckered with an
aching longing as if to ask when would it be his turn.

 


Dewey suddenly wondered if as his Master's
sex slave, that meant no holes barred? The thought filled him with
dread as he had never had as much as a finger back there. Well,
maybe just his own once or twice. But his fingers were small
compared to the large black man's and THOSE were nowhere near as
big as the ebony god's massive schlong. How would it ever fit? The
little man's asshole tightened and released several times in quick
succession at the thought. Apparently, it had a mind of its own and
that mind was made up. It wanted that cock, too. Regardless.

 


Both men groaned simultaneously. Martel ran his hands
through the little white man's hair and ground his cock against his
face. And then, just as suddenly, he pulled the head away. "Give me
the tour." Dewey struggled to his feet and made a sweeping motion
towards the room they were adjacent to. He told him it was the
great room. Martel shook his head. "No, I mean a tour of the
bedroom. The Master bedroom."

 


Dewey nodded his head as he hung it in
shame, then led the way down the hall. As they passed by, Martel
took notice of the beautiful blonde woman in the pictures on the
walls. Sometimes with Dewey and sometimes solo. Once, with a group
of nine other young men and women. Mostly women. Martel stopped and
pointed to the blonde-haired beauty. "Is this your wife?"

 


Dewey stopped and turned. He didn't want to
say yes but he knew he couldn't deny his Master. He nodded,
reluctantly. "I can't hear you," Martel growled.

 


Dewey cleared his throat and managed to
stammer "yes." Martel stared at him, daggers shooting from his
eyes. The little white man was confused but only for a moment.
"Yes… Master."

 


"And don't you forget it, slave," was the
reply. Martel motioned for him to continue to the bedroom.

 


The light was still on and the bedspread was
still mussed from Dewey's earlier jackoff session. The white boy
could smell the faint scent of his cum in the air and wondered
briefly if his Master could, too. "Not bad," said Martel. "Pretty
basic, conservative white Americana. No real surprise at all. Just
vanilla sex, I bet." He looked at the little man, who could only
nod, shamefully. "Where's her vibrator? I want to see it. I want to
see what kind of help she needs. I'll bet it's a big one."
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