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My Black Master - Part One: Meet Me
At Midnight...

 


 


My name is Cynthia Crenshaw, I'm writing this
as it's a story worth telling. It's a subject that I know many
people are fascinated by and some wish they were brave or crazy
enough to explore it to its absolute limit. That's exactly what I
have done and this is my tale of how it all happened.

 


I'd been married for ten years and had just
hit my 32nd birthday. I'd married rich but boring Colin admittedly
for his money and not for love. Hell, I even let my wedding
photographer go down on me in my wedding dress. As for hubby, I
liked him, was fond of him...even respected him at first. But by
32, I was seriously stressing about spending the rest of my life
with him, it just seemed a long grey road ahead.

 


Work in the fashion industry had grown
predictable, having been so exciting to be flying round the world
and handing out awards, sometimes picking up a few as a successful
magazine editor. Just when work had become routine, I was given a
job writing an article on a male fashion show, and was glad for the
chance to do something different.

 


This was more than just something different
though....this is how I met Kyle Benson. He was one of the male
models, and as I watched him stride down the catwalk, I was
transfixed. He made it seem somehow the most masculine thing in the
world, striding like a panther, cool and assured, with an air of
detachment, and understated arrogance that made my mouth go dry in
thirty seconds.



At the aftershow, I saw him standing with a drink, looking serenely
bored and effortlessly handsome. Women were flocking round him like
moths to a flame, and I didn't know whether I would merit much of
his attention, but I had an advantage in that I was able to ask him
for an interview for my article.

 


I wandered up to him and he looked at me with
his penetrating dark brown eyes and powerful, mesmerizing
features.

 


"Hi, I'm Cynthia....you were wonderful on
the catwalk today, a real natural...could I get a short interview
for a fashion magazine I work for?" I said, in my nicest tone
of voice.

 


He looked at me up and down slowly, then
nodded approvingly, and I felt I'd passed some kind of test. He was
already toying with me, already completely in control of me.

 


"Sure....let's go to my hotel room to do
it, this place is too noisy, I can't think straight...".

 


Normally, I would have taken umbrage at such
a suggestion, it implied that I'm easy to get into bed which was
far from the case. In fact at that point I'd even stayed faithful
to my beloved boring husband, not really out of love admittedly.
But till then I'd just settled for the quiet life. That was all
about to come to an end, the moment I went with Kyle to his
hotel...



His stride was so huge that he would take one step for every two I
took. He was a stallion of a man, and I already felt more sexual
attraction to him than any man I'd ever seen before, white or
black. I had friends who had been with black men just for sex, and
they all said the same thing: you won't want to bother with white
men, once you've had a black man.

 


I'd always been intrigued by the effect black
men seemed to have on white women. The interracial taboo that some
are so turned on by was merely a little added spice, the simple
physical attraction alone sufficient to fire my lust and passion.
My heart was pounding in my chest by the time we entered his room
on the 4th floor.

 


It was a stunning hotel, and I was used to
five star service. He was totally relaxed and calm in his demeanour
as he offered me a seat and a drink, pouring me a vodka, and I
needed it. I took it down in one gulp and the stringent taste burnt
my throat.

 


"Be careful.....this shit is 60% alcohol,
I like a strong drink.." he said, and I remember the room
starting to spin as he said it, the vodka going through me like a
speeding train through an empty station. I had to wait for the
initial effects to wear off before I began the interview.



I pulled out a digital recorder and placed it on the glass table in
front of me. He sat looking at me on the sofa opposite, his long
legs stretched out. He had the imperious air of a lion, his gaze
constant and unwavering as I asked him a series of polite and
predictable questions.

 


His eyes bore into me to the very depths of
my soul, it felt like he was taking me over just through the force
of his natural powerful presence. I kept getting flustered as I
asked the last few questions, unheard of for me. I was known as
being cool under fire in any situation, but Kyle had me seriously
rattled.

 


I lost track altogether when he started
rubbing his crotch area and said in an unnervingly low voice,
"Enough of this shit...have you ever sucked a black man before?
Because, you are about to....you're quality white
pussy...married?".

 


I stammered "Ye...yes.." and he nodded
slowly.

 


"Not really an issue...come and sit by me
now..." he replied. Without thinking, I did so, it seemed
natural, though I had never been so acquiescent with any other man.
He took my right hand as soon as I sat down and placed it on his
crotch. I began rubbing it and it grew harder and bigger, soon
straining in his tight jeans, jutting out of the side of his
leg.



"Now I presume your husband is white....white men have much
trouble with their women because they are mostly feeble men....have
you ever seen a white man's cock bulge in his jeans like mine?"
he said with boundless arrogance that he seemed suited to.

 


"Never" I said, and it was true.

 


"Just one of many reasons why black men
are superior...we have no with problems getting sex from our women,
the bulge always lets them know we need sex, so we don't have to
waste time asking, persuading, all that bullshit that white men go
through to get their bitch to fuck them or even just suck them. A
black man simply shows his woman he is aroused and she gets to
work. Now unzip me and suck my fucking cock..." he stated
coolly, and I simply nodded and began unzipping him.

 


Getting his meat out from his jeans became
quite an effort, but when it sprang out at me, the formidable
length and girth became fully apparent. It was something you'd
expect to see swinging between the back legs of a horse, but this
black stallion was a man, and I felt enthralled as I wrapped my
hand round it and brought it to my mouth.


I had to stretch wide to accommodate his full girth
between my full red lips, and began to sink them down his long
shaft. I'd always prided myself on being able to deep throat my
men, but this was a cock much larger than anything I'd ever
known.

 


He seemed to be pleased with my efforts,
gently sighing, then putting his hand on the back of my head,
softly at first. "Yeah that's it, bitch.....work it
good....that's what a real cock tastes like...." he said, and
even that made me wetter as I had just been thinking how good even
his precum tasted, so rich and potent.

 


I could only express this to him with a moan
of pleasure, trying to take as much of him as I could, but it
wasn't long before his cock head was tickling the back of my throat
and I knew that I would gag if I tried to deep throat such a
monster.

 


Even then, just as all this was beginning, it
already felt more than just giving a guy oral sex. It was more like
I was indulging in cock worship, already worshipping at the altar
of Kyle himself.

 


I realized then that someone truly dominant
like Kyle didn't even have to try to subjugate his chosen women,
like me they must have all just fallen to their knees in sheer awe
of this powerful pure masculinity.



By now he had slid down his jeans over his knees, and his rippling,
Adonis-like thighs were displayed before me. I couldn't resist
letting my hands roam over them as the muscles glistened under the
artificial lighting of his lounge. He was by now fully erect, and I
was guessing he must be around 11-12 inches hard, easily 3 or 4
inches more than anything I'd taken from a white man.

 


I was now building up quite a head of steam,
the precum now frothing round my lips. I remember the deep thrill I
felt as he grabbed hold of my hair and start yanking my head up and
down, making me feel like both a whore and a puppet.

 


I was already totally overwhelmed by him,
already felt like I was just his property. Even though it hurt my
neck to be so roughly manhandled, I soon felt my pussy juice
dripping down my thighs, spontaneously orgasming but concentrating
on Kyle's pleasure only.

 


As the pace became frantic he suddenly
hollared "Get on your knees in front of me, tongue out....".
I did as he asked like an obedient dog, stretching my tongue out
wide and looking up at him adoringly.



He moved his cock closer to my face and then said "Jerk my cock
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