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It had been a few days since my new master Ty
Lennox had contacted me and I was feeling used and vulnerable. We'd
spent one incredible night together and he'd left first thing in
the morning, saying he had a business meeting to attend to. I knew
from the way he said it that he meant it was a drug deal or
something, and the gun gesture he made with his thumb and
forefinger let me know it was going to be violent.



I remembered how my first master had kept me waiting for a while
after our first sexual encounter, so this wasn't a new feeling for
me, but I hated not knowing whether I was going to hear from him
again. The sex had been incredible but there was no guarantee that
I was what he wanted, I could tell that he used women for sex, it
was just a question of whether he wanted me regularly. 



All I knew was I'd felt a degree of sexual excitement that I'd not
experienced since Kyle, and I wanted it again soon, however badly
he treated me. Things at home had naturally been pretty frosty
since Ty rang my husband and totally humiliated him. I think I
would have had more respect for him if he'd thrown me out of the
house, but his anger only seemed to stretch to a few sardonic
comments to which I gave sardonic replies.



After a while, I was finding any excuse to leave the house and was
spending a lot of time at the gym, getting myself in prime shape in
case Ty got back in touch. After coming home from a manicure, my
phone started vibrating and I grabbed it out of my bag . It was
Ty....my hand started shaking instantly. I pulled over to the side
of the road and answered, breathing in to calm myself. "That was
some good fucking a few days back....that deal I was talking about,
it's going through....".



"Oh, that's great news...."I replied, but he cut me off and
countered "Here's the thing, to swing the deal I included you in
it....I said you would blow each of the three guys tonight at their
warehouse....this is the kind of shit that happens if you want to
be my woman.....". He was so calm and matter of fact about it,
but I wasn't expecting that. "You mean you've pimped me
out?" I replied, then worried that sounded insolent.



"That's exactly what I've done...if that's a problem hang up now
and you'll never hear from me again....if you'll do it I will text
the address...your call, bitch...." he explained in the same
cool tone. I needed him more than he needed me so I found myself
saying "Yes....yes I'll do it...for you, master...". He
reply was succinct: "Good...", then he hung up. The text
came a minute later, an address situated near the city I met Ty. So
now, not only was I his whore, but he was my pimp....



I started getting ready as soon as I got home and by 9pm I was
heading out dressed in a skin tight crop top and a black leather
skirt with more make up than I usually wore. I looked like a
hooker, but a high class hooker at least. I let Ty know I was on my
way and his text reply was simply 'HURRY UP'. I put my pedal
to the metal and was there in twenty minutes. It was a strange
location, a disused warehouse where you'd kind of expect drug
dealers to be making shady deals.



I saw Ty's black Lamborghini parked up and felt butterflies in my
stomach. I decided to act brazenly and super-confident, like I did
this kind of thing all the time. I knew I couldn't afford to appear
nervous. As I walked tentatively to the warehouse in six-inch black
stilettos I saw the door open and Ty stepped outside, hectoring me
with "What took you so long, bitch?". I was taken aback but
put up a brave front, replying "Well, my car isn't as fast as
yours honey...".



This fortunately made him laugh and he motioned me inside. The
warehouse was darkly lit but I could see three imposing looking
black men in the middle counting money. "It's all there..."
said one and Ty shouted "Sure it is gentlemen, I counted it
myself.....and here's the final part of the deal...this is my new
piece Cynthia....she gives great head.....". My pussy tingled
at being referred to as his new 'piece' and I smiled at the
thuggish looking black guys in Armani suits.



As Ty stood by me I felt his strong hand on my ass which he
squeezed tightly and said "Show them your stuff....". I
acted like I knew exactly what I was doing and strolled over to
them, smiled broadly, then slid onto my knees in front of them.
They looked at each other and smiled, clearly pleased with what
they saw and I reached forward, unzipping the fly of the one
nearest to me. I looked up at him as I reached inside with my hand
and pulled out his meat.



It was a nice size, even flaccid, and he started to harden fast as
I kissed the tip then circled it with my tongue. He soon hardened
in my hand and I began to suck him, feeling my fishnet stockings
rip at the knees as I knelt on the hard concrete floor of the
warehouse. As I took him deeper into my mouth I felt my master
behind me, then his huge hands lifting up my tight top from behind,
ripping off my bra in one swift motion to expose my bare breasts.
The cold night air made my nipples harden and the other men started
rubbing their crotches, getting themselves hard for my mouth.



My master told me to move on to the next guy, who was not that hung
for a black man but pleasingly thick. I felt my mouth getting
frothy with precum as I took him with ease to the back of my
throat, so easy for me after Ty's huge rig. This guy was more
aggressive and grabbed the back of my head so that he pulled my
mouth up and down his cock rather than me sucking him. The third
guy pulled out his length and started jerking off as he watched,
and I could tell he was better hung from the corner of my
eye.



Ty told me to move down the line and I breathed in as I grasped
what looked like nine inches of black meat in my hand. I didn't
suck him for very long before he grabbed me by the hair and started
fucking my mouth, holding my head in place. I was shocked by the
sudden aggression but turned on too, the other two vigorously
masturbating now as I received this brutal facefucking. I wondered
what this was leading to, whether it was just going to be oral or
whether they had been promised more by my master.



I didn't have long to wait to find out as the guy pulled out his
cock abruptly and the others drew closer to me. The one I'd been
facefucked by said "Tongue out, bitch...." and I duly
obliged. This was the first time I'd been dominated by several
black men and I was highly aroused, dripping wet without even
touching myself. Three black cocks were now inches from my open
mouth and outstretched tongue. I closed my eyes to receive their
imminent voluminous load, I heard them jacking faster and faster,
then the first hot pelt of cum spattered against my tongue and
face.



I could feel the creamy texture of the semen sliding down my face
and dripping off my chin onto the warehouse floor. I felt the thick
spurts cover me from all angles as all three began cumming
simultaneously and before long it felt like my whole face was
coated in their delicious seed. The unique scent of it filled my
nostrils and I felt my pussy twinge, a spontaneous orgasm erupting
in me from experiencing this blissfully debauched sensation.



Just as quickly as they came, I heard them zipping up and then
abruptly walking off, one saying "Nice piece of white
ass....." on the way past my master. They left the warehouse
and sped off into the night at a roaring pace. I felt so used and
abused as my juices trickled down my thighs. My master walked over,
pulled out a tissue from his suit pocket and said "Clean your
face up bitch, you look like a ho...." with sneering
disdain.



I did as he asked, knowing I must have looked so slutty with my
make up smeared all over my face mixed in with the semen. "I'll
be in touch...." was all he said and walked off to his car,
snapping off the lights and leaving me stranded, with only
moonlight visible to aid my exit. I heard his car zoom away and
wondered when I would see him next. I staggered out on my wobbly
high heels, my fishnets ripped and laddered, feeling like trash but
elated from the afterglow of my climax and the thrill of doing
something so seedy.



I took heart from my master's last words that he would be in touch
and drove home, sleeping in the spare bedroom as usual without
saying a word to hubby. It was only a couple of
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