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It had all first started when I met Kyle
Benson, a charismatic black model who eventually became my master,
cuckolding my rather pathetic husband in the process. I'd been his
whore for about eighteen months when he decided it had run his
course. I was devastated of course, it had been the most incredible
sexual relationship of my life, the one that I'd felt destined and
truly suited for.



After my weasel of a husband, who I never actually divorced, found
out I was single again he offered to let me move back in to our
house. I was amazed he still wanted me back after the way my master
had humiliated him (even taking over his house at one point and
fucking me in front of him) but he clearly had no sense of dignity.
I told him I would move back in but sex would be out of the
question, I was only interested in black men from now on.



He said he was fine with that, just missed me and wanted me back. I
had to feel sorry for him a little, he really was such a feeble
man, but he made it all too easy for people to take advantage of
him. I moved my stuff back in and we managed a civil relationship,
sleeping in separate bedrooms. I think his hope was that, slowly
over time, I would start to desire him again but nothing could have
been further from my mind.



I was seriously pining for Kyle, I would have dreams about him at
night and fantasize about him in the day. He'd made an indelible
impression on my soul and I wasn't likely to forget him in a hurry.
I realized though that I would have to move on, or I would end up
as pathetic as my hubby. I knew that Kyle had been special, but
also knew there were some very hot black men out there waiting for
a white woman like me to make their whore.



After a few weeks hitting the gym hard, getting myself in prime
shape, I decided my best shot of finding myself a new black stud
was to hit the bars and clubs in the city, about half an hour away
from town. One night, I went out all dolled up, short, tight skirt,
plenty of cleavage, black fishnets. I looked slutty but I looked
good. For the sake of convenience, I told hubby I was heading out
for a night with my gal pals, which he bought, amazingly.



A friend had told me about a new bar that was all the rage in the
heart of the city called Bailey's, which she assured me was the
hunting ground for black men and so I should check it out. I got a
taxi into the city so I could drink and headed into Baileys, which
was a classy joint. More importantly, it was full of hot black
guys. I bought myself a drink and stood perusing the room, hoping
to catch someone's eye. 



I noticed a table surrounded by black men reclining on a red
leather couch, and their bling let me know they were filthy rich.
They looked pretty tough too, with tattoos and some serious muscle
on display, just what I liked. My eyes were drawn to one guy in
particular, he was simply gorgeous. His pecs were rippling under
the bar lights and I felt my eyes keep coming back to him, he had a
mesmeric quality.



Eventually, I caught his eye and he gripped me to the spot with his
intense eyes. He had powerful features, a strong jaw that let me
know he was a dominant, masculine character. I had my fingers
crossed that he would be attracted to me, but he seemed to look
away after catching my eye and I felt so deflated. I figured it
would have been too good to be true, but looked again and saw him
leaning over to a friend, then glance my way again.



My heart was in my mouth as his friend started to walk over to me.
He was quite a hot guy himself, tall and handsome, but without the
mesmerizing presence of the guy I'd been staring at. I figured his
friend fancied me more than he did, but could never have predicted
what was about to happen next. He sauntered over and said he'd sent
by his boss, who liked the look of me. I knew who his boss was
without needing to ask.



He said if I was interested then I would have to pass a little
initiation. I smiled and asked what he meant. "Take off your
thong or panties and hand them to me...right here..." he said
in his gravelly voice. I looked at him incredulously to see if he
was for real. I looked over at his boss who had his gaze fixed on
me. He was serious. It was such a thrill to be asked to do
something so outrageous and I was immediately turned on by it. As
it happened, I was wearing a black thong which I had no problem
slipping off without anyone noticing.

 


I passed my thong to him with a smile,
feeling slutty but exhilarated. He walked back to his table and
handed it to the guy who seemed more like his boss than his friend.
He glanced over at me, then seemed to pass my thong to some other
guy on his table, and a discussion went on as I stood there knowing
I was being talked about like a piece of meat. It excited me, even
if I felt like a Barbie doll waiting to be played with.



I had hoped the boss would walk over to me himself now, but I could
sense he was toying with me, teasing me. The guy he was talking to
began to stroll over, this one was heavily built like he could be a
bodyguard, not handsome but rugged and surly. "If you want to
get to meet Mr. Lennox you have to get past me first....come with
me into the restroom right now and then I'll introduce
you...".



I hadn't expected this twist but I had been reeled in and there was
no way I could say no to this...whoever this Mr. Lennox was, I
desperately wanted to meet him. The bodyguard-type guy led me into
the male restroom, straight into a cubicle, naturally getting some
bemused looks from other men in there, mostly white. As soon as we
got inside he pushed me onto my knees and unzipped, yanking out a
thick cock from inside it, already semi-hard. I took it in my hand
and looked up as I circled the head with my tongue.



He hardened fast and it grew to an impressive size, if not nearly
as big as my master had been. I'd had plenty of practice sucking
black cock so got to work sucking him, taking him to the back of my
mouth, then deep throating him, as my master had taught me to. I
don't know whether it was how hot I was looking that night (I did
look very hot, vain as that sounds...) or whether I just gave great
head, but within only a minute he'd shot his hot seed down my
throat and I swallowed the lot.



I was a little surprised but dutifully licked all the cum off his
cock then ran my finger round my mouth. "That was dynamite,
bitch....ok, things you need to know....my boss is not just some
guy, he is Ty Lennox...not a guy to be messed with, he is the boss
of the biggest gang in this city...what you might call the black
mafia....capiche?" he explained as he put his now softening
meat back in his briefs and zipped himself up. I nodded, feeling a
little scared at hearing this.



"I will tell him you suck cock pretty good, whether he decides
to talk to you will be his decision...you might get lucky being the
hottest bitch in here...he loves to fuck white bitches...especially
if they are married to white men....you married, bitch?" he
asked aggressively, with me still on my knees. "Yes I am....and
I've cheated on him with black men before...I'm a whore for black
cock..." I replied, desperate to impress.



"I'll tell him that...ok, we're done, go back to the bar and
I'll go speak to him...." he said abruptly and held open the
door for me. I got to my feet and left, a little ashamed as the men
in there looked at me like I was a common street corner prostitute.
As I walked out and returned to the bar my mind reeled with the
information I had just been given. I admit that the idea of being a
'gangster's moll' was just so thrilling an idea to me, the sense of
power combined with danger always turned me on.



I order another drink and stood waiting, glancing over to see the
bodyguard chatting to Ty....to my surprise, Ty then rose from the
table and walked over to a nearby table of white women. They all
seemed to swoon as he leant down to talk to them, then one stood up
and he led her away into a corner. She was a stunning blonde, maybe
the only woman in there as hot as me and my heart sank as they
began kissing. I'd been ousted and left out to dry.



If I'd had an ounce of self-respect I would have left right there
and then, but there was something about the allure of this man that
had me captivated. Had he chosen her over me or was he just teasing
me like he had done by sending over his bodyguard? If he preferred
her, why didn't he just go over to her in the first place? All
these things ran round my head as I sank a glass of red wine down
my throat.



Some filthy sounding RnB started blasting out of the speakers and I
could barely look as they made their way onto the dancefloor. They
began grinding and bumping, rubbing against each other in the mist
sexual way possible without actually fucking there and then. It was
humiliating and excruciating for me, but I was entranced by this
man's feral sexuality, it was like watching a lion toying with its
prey, his dominance effortless.

 


If I'd had the slightest dignity I would have
been long gone, I felt so damn worthless...it was like he had
handed me over to his friend to suck his cock so that he could be
free to seduce the blonde slut on the dancefloor with him....maybe
it was my inner vanity that made me stay though. I had to know
whether he preferred her to me, or whether this was all to
humiliate me, to subjugate me.



It was getting late in the evening now, and I'd gotten myself a
little tipsy from ordering cocktails at
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