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My husband hung there against the wall,
totally powerless and unable to move in the dungeon master’s
rack.

He struggled against the straps, and made
guttural noises, the red ball strapped to his face drowning out all
sound save for the choking and spitting. He was naked, standing
there immobile, his cock seeming so tiny and insignificant.

Especially compared to the black man in the
room. Also naked. Also in my power, although I didn’t know his
name. Didn’t want to. The big difference, and I mean big,
his cock was hard, and it was huge!

My husband looked at me, his eyes pleading. I
didn’t care any more how he felt. This was my fantasy. We may have
been taking this way too far. He might have wanted to call time,
but that was his problem. I was going to get my way. I was going to
be fucked, hard and long, by this dark stranger, and he would watch
me, powerless to intervene.

“You don’t have a name any more” I said to
him, as he hung there. I attached the cold, stainless steel nipple
clamps to each of his pips in turn, seeing him wince as I trapped
the pink flesh between them. “You don’t have an identity. You are
just a guy. Insignificant. You are going to watch me fuck this huge
black guy and there is nothing you can do about it. Do you
understand me?”

I raised my voice, and slapped him across the
cheek as I said the word “me”. Tears welled up in his eyes.

I dropped to my knees, so that his cock was
in front of my face. It was so small. I gave it a little tickle. I
said “you are so tiny. You will never satisfy me, do you know that?
You never did, you fucking pathetic wimp” He looked down at me, his
expression not changing under the leather and plastic.

I put my little finger against his cock. “My
God, you aren’t even as long as my pinkie. No wonder I have to fake
it, every single time”

And with those last three words, on each
syllable, I gave his cock a slap.

I walked over to the wall in my high heels. I
shot a glance at the black guy on the bed, a calm, muscular hunk,
who watched me intently, stroking his huge cock to erection. I
moved well, sensually, in my leather basque and stockings. I knew
he wanted me. I knew they both did! I picked up the riding crop
from the side of the rack, and aimed half a dozen whips against my
husband’s thighs. He cried out in pain, and his muscles strained in
vain against the strapping.

I walked over to him, red lines already
starting to form on his legs where I had hit him, and pulled the
chains of the nipple clamps. His nipples started to pull away from
his body. I gently pulled some more, seeing the pain in his eyes.
Then I yanked them back, the jaws of the clamps giving way. He
shouted out in more pain.

I was loving this. I was so wet. I wanted
this, all of it! I needed a black man’s cock inside me, and I
needed my husband to watch me!

I pulled on my next toy. A strap on dildo,
one I had bought especially for this purpose. I walked to my man
once more.

“I am going to let you go, but you mustn’t
scream or escape ok?”

He nodded

I undid the strapping, and pulling him down
by the ball in his mouth, set him on all fours. I parted his
cheeks.

“OK you faggot. I am going to peg your ass
for you. You want that?”

He didn’t say anything. I grabbed the plastic
cock and I pushed it into him. He cried out. “That’s it. Squeal
little piggy!” I shouted, as I thrust into him. Brown juices
covered the end of my dildo. I thought to myself that I might get
him to suck those off soon.

I pulled out of him, and tied him back to the
rack once more. Then I moved over to the black guy who had been
waiting patiently for me.

“Do you see this guy?” I asked my husband.
“He’s my boyfriend. Do you see his cock?” I asked, as I held the
hard member in my hand, “It’s so big. So fat. So huge!”

And indeed it was. It throbbed in my hand

I lowered my face onto his cock, taking a
big, deep swallow of his meat. It filled my mouth completely. Then
I stood up and pulled the ball out of my husband, kissing him hard,
so that he would get a good taste of this other man’s cock.

“Do you like that taste honey? Because I
do!”

I moved back to my chocolate lover. I wanted
to kiss him, knowing that my husband would find that the hardest
thing to watch.

Our lips locked. Saliva exchanged. Warm
tongues intertwined. We French kissed. Wide deep mouths, the most
sensual and forbidden of emotions. He kissed my neck, my shoulders.
Then he bent forwards. I held the back of his head tightly as his
lips clamped on my nipples. He flicked and fondled them with his
lips as I began to moan in joy. He felt so amazing, and I wanted
him to treat me like the hot wife slut I was. I grabbed his curly
black hair, and pulled hard. He let out a little yelp. Pain and
pleasure. His teeth locked on my nipple. He pulled hard now, giving
me back the pain and more with interest. This was what I
wanted!

I dropped to my knees. I needed to taste him
again, hard and sweaty and musky in my mouth. I wrapped my fingers
around him, feeling him twitch and throb in my hand. His balls hung
there, waiting to be kissed. I let each into my mouth, sucking him,
his cock in my hand. His balls were warm and soft in my mouth. I
started to kiss up and down his shaft. I licked, like I had a
popsicle, up and down, from his sack right up to the shiny end. He
was as hard as nails. I couldn’t wait to get him right up inside
me. Deep. Where he belonged.

I opened up my mouth wide. I took him in. The
head at first. He seemed to fill me. I started stroking his shaft,
the head inside my mouth. I tasted the first little drips of pre
cum. It excited me. I felt between my legs. I was getting wet
again!

I wanted to suck him all the way, so much! It
slid in, onto my teeth and lips, then further in as I pushed my
head forwards. He twitched slightly, and let out a little sigh of
desire and satisfaction. He tasted of sweet meat. The veins felt
slightly rough on my tongue, the undulations of his cock teasing me
as it slid further and further to the back of my throat. I held his
balls in my hand, cupping them, feeling their delicate shape in my
fingers. I spat him out for a moment, turning to look at my
husband, who was watching us intently. I loved it that he couldn’t
do a thing about this!

My black stranger’s cock hit the back of my
throat. I fought the reflex to gag, letting him sink to the back
and down my gullet, sword swallowing him. It was my party trick,
and I am very, very good at it. He put his hands on my head, my
hair between his fingers as his cock filled me completely. His
balls buffered up against my chin. I drew my head back, feeling my
mouth empty. His cock shone with my saliva, my spit lubricating is
for the next thrust. I bobbed forwards again. I wanted him to face
fuck me. Back and forth, picking up a little speed now. His hips
started to thrust into me, In and out. I closed my eyes and savored
the meaty weapon pushing in and out of my mouth. I held his ass
cheeks as he thrust, tensing his firm buttocks with each push. Then
I pulled my fingers around so that they were on the skin between
his balls and his anus. I tickled him there, teasing him, showing
him that I would go all the way for him. He thrust his bulbous head
into my warm and inviting mouth. I let my finger slip inside him.
He twitched a little, then I heard him sigh in pleasure. The
feeling of his tight sphincter around my digit was so erotic, so
forbidden, that I could have cum there and then.

His hand worked the space between my legs. My
pussy ached to be touched, but he was so good at making me wait.
They ran the full length of my slit now, gently brushing back and
forth, getting wetter with my dew. His middle finger played with my
ass hole, as mine had done with him. It shot in and out of my tight
ring, while the others found easier, wetter passage into my pussy.
I sighed with desire as he opened me up. It was a sensual treat. He
bent his head around, his body following, so that he was now right
in front of my ass cheeks. I felt him pries them apart, taking a
good hard look at my winking, puckered anus, and the bright pink
flower below.

I reached behind and ran my fingers through
his hair, anticipating the oral fucking I was about to receive.

His tongue darted down, in between my cheeks,
and onto my warm, open pussy. It worked around my clit, gently
coaxing it from its sheath, peeking out to sample the day. He
seemed to have a snake in his mouth, his tongue shot into my pussy,
eating me right out, and then back to my swollen sex-flesh. He
tasted my sweat peach, lapping at it like a dog at a feeding bowl.
I cried out in the pleasure of it, and continued to chow down on
his huge boner, gagging on his length as it face fucked the back of
my throat.

We were in sixty nine position how, my legs
wide apart and face down on the bed. He licked out my ass hole,
circling my ring and darting up inside my forbidden cave. Oh yes,
he loved the taste of his hot wife’s ass alright. He thrust
downwards with his cock, forcing it into my mouth. I took all of
him, because I wanted him.

I was so turned on. The juices gushed from me
while he went to work. His massive cock deep inside my throat
leaked pre cum, showing me how ready he was for the fucking of his
life. I couldn’t wait. I ached to have his huge black cock inside
me. Finally!

I let his cock out of my mouth. It slapped
back onto his stomach, showering little drops of my saliva onto the
bed sheets. It seemed to shine with my juice.

“Are you going to fuck me now?” I said,
simply

He pulled his head up from between my ass
cheeks and replied.

“Right away”

“Honey. Is it ok if I fuck this guy? You need
to tell me if it isn’t” I said, knowing that my husband was in no
position to talk. Teasing him was such fun!

I stayed in position, legs wide, pussy flat
onto the sheets, soaking them with my juices. He pulled himself up
onto his knees behind
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