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My Black Master - Part Two: How My Master
Took Control...

 


 


I certainly had some explaining to do when I
got back from the mall. It was 1.30am, and I still looked
bedraggled and flushed. Sex for the first time with my black master
Kyle Benson was not something you just forget and go home with a
cute smile on your face.

 


My normally infuriatingly reasonable husband
Colin looked shocked when he saw me and demanded to know where I'd
been that night. I told him that I'd gone to my friend Cindy's for
a dinner party, but he wanted to know why I looked so rough. I made
up some unconvincing nonsense about party games getting a little
out of hand, but I could tell from his expression that he wasn't
buying it.

 


He was dull but he wasn't dumb. The bed
seemed icy cold as we slept together that night, backs to each
other. I lay awake, reflecting on the incredible sexual experience
I'd just had, and the fact that Kyle had effectively ended my
marriage. There was no way I could ever go back now, Kyle owned me
and I knew it was only a matter of time before I would tell Colin
that I had a new man in my life.



I only had two days of torment before I received contact again from
Kyle. I was walking through a subway when my phone rang and all
time seemed to stand still the moment I heard that deep, resonant
voice of his.

 


"I enjoyed the other night. Have you told
your husband about me yet? You do know your marriage is over now,
right?" he said with authority.

 


"Yes.....I will tell him very soon.."
I replied.

 


"Good, you have two days or I'm going to
call round on you and tell him myself..." he said, and a shiver
ran up my spine as I knew he was serious.

 


He knew where I worked, so following me home
wouldn't be difficult for him. I knew he was totally fearless, and
was probably relishing the thought of utterly humiliating a white
man like Colin. I decided it would be the best thing if I told him
myself, and spent the next two days trying to find the right moment
to tell him, but he was just so uncommunicative and banal in his
behaviour that it just never felt right.

 


By eleven o'clock on the second night I was
getting nervous, knowing Kyle was going to ring to check up on me,
but still trying to tell Colin the truth. My mobile rang and I took
it in the bathroom to be out of earshot.



"Have you told him yet?" said Kyle in a very deep voice.
"No...am about to...so hard finding the right time..." I
replied, but he interrupted with "I'm coming round now to tell
him...tell me your address, you know I can find out anyway if I
want....he needs to hear it from me...".

 


My heart was suddenly racing as I obediently
told him my home address, even though I knew this was total
madness. In a way, it was also a cop out from having to tell Colin
myself but I admit the thought of Kyle confronting him and
basically stating his ownership of his wife excited me a lot.

 


Five minutes after I hung up, we heard the
screech of car tyres and I pulled back the corner of the curtain to
see Kyle's black Ferrari pull up outside my house. He didn't need
to knock as I opened the door for him, hearing his loud, determined
steps.

 


"Where's your husband?" he said
curtly. I pointed to the lounge, my head down, feeling truly
ashamed of myself, but not backing out.Kyle strolled in to the
lounge and I followed, meeting Colin's confused expression as I
entered, Kyle explaining who he was in very blunt terms.



"Say goodbye to your marriage white man, I own this bitch
now.... she has accepted that already. I need you to do that too,
as I want to see her often, capiche?" he said, and Colin was
speechless at first, clearly intimidated.

 


Eventually he managed to stumble out
"Look....I don't who you are, or who you think you are, but if
you don't get out of my house....I'm calling the
police......".

 


For Colin, this was real fighting talk. I was
almost impressed, at least until Kyle walked over to him and lifted
him up with his hand round his neck, pushing him into the wall.

 


"You call the police and you better call
an ambulance too, do we understand each other?" Kyle said, with
a menacing tone that would scare the hell out of anyone. My husband
managed to nod, and started making rather feeble, high-pitched
noises. He'd cracked, basically.

 


"Now, I'm going to take your wife into
your bedroom, and I'm going to fuck her. You're going to sit here
and listen, because I will hospitalize you if you try anything
clever, are we understood?".

 


Colin nodded again, and let out a little boy
whinge that made me almost feel sorry for him. But I'm a bitch, so
the feeling soon passed. Kyle pushed Colin down on the sofa, and I
led the way to my marriage bed.


As soon as we were in my room, he pushed me onto the
bed on my back. Immediately his hands disappeared under my light
blue knee-length summer dress, yanking my panties down with one
hand and throwing them behind him.

 


He then instructed "Spread your
legs....", which I did in an instant, thrilled to be showing my
pussy to my black master as my cuckolded husband sat quivering in
the lounge.

 


There was no long foreplay, merely two
minutes of Kyle's huge tongue getting me soaking wet. Then he
unleashed that eleven inch monster from its denim cage, and he
entered me with the smooth grace of a panther.

 


He was soon pumping into me, whispering in my
ear to turn me on even more, saying "No one fucks you like I
do" and "You're going to make some noise for me
tonight...".

 


As his pace increased, I began moaning with
pleasure and he whispered "Moan louder, so he hears
it...".Soon I was screaming the place down, really getting into
it, shouting "Oh Kyle...you are so good...", "Fuck me
master...", then Kyle shouting "Who's your master? Who owns
you now?", and me hollering "You do master!!".



What the neighbours must have made of it all I can only imagine,
let alone how hubby must have felt. I admit I found it hot being
such a total bitch, but it was Kyle bringing it out of me. He had a
way of bringing out primitive instinct, and the primal desire was
to dominate and be dominated. I just wanted to totally submit to
this amazing man, so superior to my husband in every way.

 


Kyle knew this obviously and was more than
happy to point that out to him. "You hear that white man? That's
the sound of your wife being sexually satisfied! Bet you've never
heard that noise before?!" Kyle hollered at full volume.

 


Colin's poor little cock must have been
shrivelling up at that humiliating put down, and it only made me
moan even louder. In one way, it was mean and cruel, but that's the
way nature is I guess.

 


Kyle was simply the king of the jungle, he
knew it and wanted everyone else to know it too. I was now his
queen whore, his toy to be played with. Even my husband, humiliated
and belittled as he must have felt, must have known deep down that
he'd simply been ousted by the better man, a real man who knew how
to dominate a woman.

 


Kyle was now really on fire, powerfully
thrusting into me, working his body like a piston engine. That huge
muscular torso was so all encompassing and overwhelming, his
mammoth cock once again kissing my cervix wall, making me squeal
breathlessly.

 


"You want my cum, bitch?" he grunted
in his gruffest voice, and of course I replied in the affirmative.
"You want some real man's semen pumped inside you for once?"
he said, rubbing salt in the wound for Colin. "Yes...cum in me
Master.....I'm yours, you are my husband now..." I said,
begging for his load.

 


But my husband was not the only one he was
tormenting, as he sped up his thrusts to a frenetic speed. Just as
I thought he was about to explode in me, he pulled out, saying
"Not yet, bitch...", then quickly kneeled over me on the
bed, and began jerking himself off over my face.

 


Voluminous wads of thick, salty spunk
splattered against my shocked face with amazing force. I'd wanted
it inside me but even this consolation prize was enough to bring on
my own orgasm, feverishly rubbing my pussy as he spurted arc after
arc of cockjuice over my face and breasts. Then just as I was
cumming he told me to open my mouth wide, spitting hard down my
throat, which seemed to coincide with the apex of my own
climax.



"Ohhhh yesss yesssss mmmmm yesssss" I howled, not caring
that the neighbours would hear, and loving that my husband was
downstairs hearing my voice echo round our cavernous lounge. It
felt like payback for years of mundane, depressingly mediocre sex.
The bedsheets were soaked but I figured hubby wouldn't be sleeping
in our marriage bed tonight.

 


As our orgasms finished, I took Kyle's
softening cock in my hand and cleaned him up, receiving a sigh and
"Yeah, that's nice bitch..." from my Master. As he got
dressed again and left the room, he turned to me and said "I'll
cum in you when I think you've earned it...", to which I simply
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