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Master...

 


 


The night after my new master Kyle had
visited my house (and anally fucked me whilst my cuckolded husband
Colin was forced to watch) I was awaiting further contact eagerly,
wanting Kyle to finish what he had begun.

 


There was no way back for my marriage now,
Colin couldn't even bear to look at me, and I was expecting him to
move out of the house, it seemed only a matter of time.

We'd walk past each other in silence, trying
to avoid eye contact at all costs, the atmosphere so thick you
could have cut it with a plastic knife.

 


I had no idea what Kyle had in store for the
future, so once again he had my nerves on edge as I awaited his
next call. This time, however, he didn't even ring at all to warn
me. At about nine o' clock I heard the familiar screech of his car
tyres outside and suddenly my heart was in my mouth.

 


Hubby walked to the lounge window anxiously
and shouted "What does he want now? He's already ruined
me...ruined my whole damn life!". Like the previous night, Kyle
pounded on the front door with his fist, but when I opened the door
to him, I was amazed to see him carrying a large black suitcase,
obviously intending to move in to our house.



"Go and put this in our bedroom, I'll explain what's happening
to your husband..." Kyle said, as if it were a normal thing to
imply take over a man's wife and house. I was relieved not to be in
the room when Kyle told him, as I heard raised voices. I stood on
the stairs after I'd put Kyle's case in my bedroom, and tried to
catch what they were saying.

 


I could hear Colin trying to be brave for
once, shouting "I will not be driven out of my own house!".
As feeble as I found my poor husband, I knew that even he would not
give his home away without a fight, a man's house is his castle and
all that stuff.

 


Kyle tried reasoning with him, replying
"I'm not taking your house, white man, I'm just making your wife
my bitch, and while I'm staying here I feel I deserve the master
bedroom, to share your bed with your wife. You will be sleeping in
a guest room...".

 


I had to feel for Colin, Kyle was speaking in
a calm, measured tone that seemed reasonable, but what he was
actually saying was the most humiliating thing imaginable, asking a
husband to move into another room so the guest can fuck his wife in
his marriage bed.



I must admit I was distracted from this sympathy for Colin by my
very wet pussy. I began rubbing as I stood listening on the stairs
at the anticipation of my master fucking me with my hubby forced to
listen to every moan and sigh of pleasure. After a while I heard
Kyle's footsteps as he wandered into the kitchen, and seemed to be
making himself something to eat from the sounds he made.

 


I then rushed into my bedroom, put on
stockings and suspenders, with black silk bra and panties, the bra
open-tip, then a sheer black peignoir. I lay on my bed and waited
for him dutifully, then baited my breath as I heard his powerful
tread on my wooden staircase.

 


He smiled knowingly as he saw me waiting for
him, then without saying a word he pulled down his trousers and
briefs, his long length dangling between his muscular thighs. His
expression told me he was awaiting pleasure.

 


I then spent the next two hours simply giving
head. I realized eventually that he was saving fucking me for when
hubby had gone to bed in the guest room, so that he would be kept
awake listening to us fuck all night....



Even simply serving my master was enough.I
began by slowly sucking and licking his mammoth length, my tongue
and lips relentlessly working round his bulbous cock head and
endless shaft. His balls also got a thorough licking, and I loved
taking each one in my mouth and gently sucking on it. His composure
and self-control amazed me. I knew I was damn good at sucking cock,
I'd mastered it in college, but it felt like Kyle had such self
possession that for him cumming was a considered decision.

 


Maybe he was saving all his stamina for
fucking me, but I was relieved to hear hubby climbing the stairs
and then go to bed in the guest room, well within hearing distance.
After around ten minutes, Kyle decided it was time to celebrate
being king of the castle in another man's home.

 


His huge, strong hand reached between my legs
and dragged my panties down off my legs and flung them behind him.
He then pushed my thighs wide apart and plunged his shaven head
between them, his thick, negroid lips and long, powerful tongue
working their magic on my swollen cunt lips and already throbbing
clitoris. I started moaning almost instantly, not having to
exaggerate at all, letting my husband know the night's pleasures
had begun.



"Oh Kyle.....Master.....lick my pussy pleaseeeee.....yessss....
you are SO GOOD!" I shrieked, loud enough for the neighbours to
hear, let alone hubby a few feet down the hall. It must have been
excruciating to listen to for Colin, but part of me wanted to goad
him to the point where he would crack and finally stand up for
himself for once, to finally be a real man.

 


But ultimately I knew deep down that Colin
just didn't have it in him. he had tried to talk back to Kyle once
already, and it hadn't gone well. I suppose I just wanted him to at
least fight for me a little, just to show years of marriage had
meant something to him. But how could I expect that, when I knew I
was being the ice queen from hell, that's what Kyle had made me
into...and it seemed to suit me.

 


I remember looking down and seeing my
master's face wet with my juice, then him crawling up to me to kiss
me deeply, the scent and taste of my juice still strong in my
memory even now. I eagerly licked my pleasure off his cheeks and
mouth and felt him positioning himself ready to enter me, my thighs
splaying wider to accommodate him.



I gripped his cock shaft at the bottom and pushed him into me, so
excited by the idea of my master taking me in my marriage bed. So
enjoying the utter humiliation of my husband, even though I knew it
was wrong.....

 


Soon Kyle had his whole length in me, my
pussy now broken in to receiving his entire eleven inches. It was
like I'd been a virgin till I'd taken my master's cock. He was soon
pumping into me, more aggressive than he had ever been before, and
shouting the house down with delight was not difficult.

 


"Yessss fuck me, fuck me Master! Don't
stop!" I howled, not caring who could hear, just as long as
hubby heard it. "You're so much bigger than my husband Master,
such a better lover!!" I shrieked, then Kyle held my head down
by pulling my hair, making me squeal like a little girl.

 


"Who's your Master?" Kyle shouted over
and over as he thrust his meatpole into my stretched pussy again
and again. "You are.....you are my Master!" I screamed. Kyle
seemed to go crazy, slapping my face hard as he fucked me, sucking
my breasts so hard that it hurt, yet I still loved every
second.


What he started saying next was a real shock, even to
me. He suddenly blurted "I'm gonna get you pregnant
bitch....you're having my baby!" which made my pussy twinge as
I recoiled from the surprise.

 


I knew then that this time he was finally
going to cum in me after holding back from it for so long and I
knew then that this relationship was going to last. "Yes Master,
seed me...." I replied then his thrusting became frenzied and
highly aggressive.

 


I kept telling him to plant his seed into me,
to fuck me pregnant, that I was born to have his child etc
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