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This book contains explicit
taboo sex between a younger black man and a hotwife – all while her
pathetic husband watches. DO NOT read on if you are likely to be
offended.

 


All characters are over the
age of consent and enjoying mutual, consensual sex.

 


 


Here’s a short extract to
get you turned on…

 


“…The sofa was behind us.
It’s white leather shining in the reflected sunlight from the pool.
I moved backwards so that my calves were on the cool leather. He
pushed into me. I grinned at him and took his hand. I wanted him to
take me. To break me roughly on the couch. His cock stood out at a
right angle, seeming to twitch and bounce in it’s own gravity. I
dropped down onto my haunches. His cock was now in front of my
face. It was a real beauty. Long and very veiny. Thick as well as
long, with a slight bend. Dark as sin, the huge purple end
throbbed, and glistened with his pre cum. The skin was pealed back,
and the huge shiny red end, glistening with his weeping pre cum.
His balls were round and soft. His hair was trimmed and unusually
soft. I started to lick his shaft, stroking my tongue up and down
his stalk, pulling the tip to the head and then down with a greedy
slurp of the base of his shaft. My hand around the rod now,
stroking it as I licked it. His thighs shook and his stomach
heaved, the dark six pack rippling, muscles popping. His arms were
strong and pumped, veins protruding over flesh, toned shoulders and
hard pecs, he was an Adonis of a man. I breathed in, and pulled my
head over the top of his head, ready to plunge that big cock down
onto his hard, upright cock.

…”

 


 


 


I cried out as he first
entered me with his huge black cock. It hurt. But I love the pain.
I took it. I let him split me in two with his huge, throbbing cock.
This muscular black man, a complete stranger to me, was pushing his
hard, horse-like cock into my tight wet pussy, the biggest thing I
had ever seen, ever sucked, ever held in my hand and he was fucking
me with it. I knew I wanted it. Heck, I had ordered my husband to
go out and find him for me. And what a specimen he had come home
with!

 


More than anything I needed
him to shoot his hot white cum inside me. I wanted him to spray all
over my tight, MILF body. I needed his milk in my mouth, over my
tits, in my hair! I wanted him to punish me for being a bad
girl!

 


The day hadn’t started like
this. In fact, it was a day like any other.

 


I guess

 


I was laying out by the
pool. A normal Thursday around 10am. I had my tiniest bikini on, my
shades, and maybe a cheeky glass of something fizzy and alcoholic.
I should be working but what the fuck, it was way too hot! And I
was horny as hell!

 


 


I lay on my hammock, the
sun glinting off the pool, warming up my lithe body, allowing
droplets of sweat to form between my pert and growing breasts. I
would take a dip in the pool shortly, I thought, once I had
finished this drink and this conversation with my best girlfriend.
She was chastising me for being so mean to my husband

 


‘The things you make him
do!’ she said, the envy in her voice. ‘What are you going to make
him do when he gets home?’ she giggled

I replied that I had plans,
that I had ordered him to come home, and that he had to bring a
muscular black stranger for me to fuck.

‘You’re terrible’ she
replied. But I knew she wanted the life I had!

 


But man I was feeling
horny. What is it about this kind of heat that does it to you? I
had already gotten myself off, lying in that hammock, with my legs
apart, slowly and deliberately stroking myself to a throbbing,
powerful orgasm. I was pretty sure the mail man had seen. He would
certainly have heard me. The hedges weren’t high around the back
yard and the seating area was in full view. Maybe that was why I
had turned the hammock around so that it was facing the closest
border to the street. Come to think of it, was I at my loudest,
horniest cry, shouting to ‘fuck me’ while I finger banged myself,
at the exact moment that the mail van drew up outside the house. I
loved being watched. That turned me on too!

 


I was just starting again,
my nipples between my naughty fingers, probing myself with the
other hand, legs apart and sweat dripping from me, when I heard
another vehicle. This one was definitely more familiar. In fact I
would know that sound anywhere. The twin exhausts of a Porsche,
being driven too fast up the driveway. I wondered if it were my
husband, and that if it were, would he have my visitor with him? He
had better! I had made him!

 


My inner question was soon
answered. About fifteen seconds later the familiar tan pants and
light blue shirt was by my hammock, and my husband, who I had taken
to calling Daddy, just to wind him up and get him hard, was staring
down at me through his wayfarer shades. He looked pleased with
himself!

 


My hand was still inside my
bikini bottoms!

 


“Hi honey” he beamed. And
he pointed at the guy coming in through the back yard. This guy was
everything I wanted. Menacing. Rolling his shoulders in a muscular
way. Shaved head glinting in the sun, deep black, sweat pants and a
workout vest. I didn’t want to know where my husband had found him.
I didn’t care. He was perfect!

I made a mental note that I
would give myself to my husband completely after this
fuck.

 


If I had the
energy.

 


He beckoned our visitor
over.

 


“This is Leroy” he
said.

 


Leroy smiled at me, gold
teeth glinting

 


“I hope you’re going to
show him a good time!”

 


I smiled at Leroy, and
picked myself up from my hammock. He looked hard
already!

 


My husband led Leroy
through the patio doors and into our house.

 


He turned and I followed
him, my bare feet on the cold wet tiles at the pool side. I was
shaking. I was excited.

 


They led me through the
patio doors. As I walked into the cooler, air conditioned air of
the living room, my feet refreshed on the cold marble tiles, I put
my hand behind my back, so that he could take it and interlock
Leroy’s fingers with mine. I felt his warm, strong fingers in mine
and knew, if I didn’t already, that I had to have him, right there
and then.

 


My husband took up
position, in the easy chair in the corner of the room. He would
watch, but never join in, until the end when I would make him clean
up afterwards.

 


I pulled him towards me so
that he closed the distance and wrapped his hands around my
stomach. Still facing away from him, he pushed his groin into my
tiny ass, the negligible bikini bottoms hardly offering any barrier
between him and me. His sweat pants were bulging. And I felt the
telltale hardness of his obviously stiffening cock within. He
pushed into me and I pushed back. His hands on my breasts now,
feeling their pert form, slipping his fingers under my bikini top
so that the lycra pinged away and my erect nipples between his
fingers, stimulated by his touch. His wet, warm lips on the skin of
my neck, he nuzzled and kissed the nape of my neck, my shoulders
and the back of my head. Still I remained facing away from him. But
now my hand was behind me and on his crotch. The shape of his hard
cock was obvious, easy to grasp, and I let my fingers slip around
his thick rod and started to stroke him up and down. I felt his
push into me, dry humping me, and loved how turned on we were both
becoming. His hands now on my stomach, feeling the tight, hot skin
and lower. Lower. Now his fingers in the top of my bikini bottoms,
the fabric stretching to accommodate them, his wedding ring
catching on the waistband and then delving deeper, deeper. His
finger explored my outer lips. I was already so wet, and the
sensation of him gently opening me, like a flower in the morning
dew, made me shudder. It was so sensual, a promise of what was to
come and yet holding back. He pushed his finger around my clit,
teasing it, spending a moment on the bud and then slipping it
around my lips, dipping it into me so that he could become coated
in my slippy juices. As he worked me I turned my hand over and into
the waistband of his pants. He moved towards me, and deftly
unbuckled his belt so that I was easily able to slip my fingers
into them and down into his cool silk boxers, connecting with the
hot, hard flesh of his cock and gently stroking it with the pads of
my fingers, feeling him turn on and coating my fingers in turn with
his juicy pre cum.

 


I swiveled around on my
toes. He looked at me through those shades, smiling with desire. I
reached up, took them off his nose and tossed them aside, so that
his deep brown eyes were fixated on mine, and he stared into them
as though searching for deep secrets and hidden thoughts. I reached
up, my arms now around his neck, and planted a huge wet kiss on his
lips.

 


Our bodies seemed to melt
together as we stood there. He was a lot taller than me, so I was
up on my tip toes to kiss him properly. A big wet one on his lips,
our mouth open and our hot breath on our faces. His hands on my
back now, stroking my muscular form, then a quick bit of magic and
my bikini top was around my ankles. Our tongues interlocked and my
head swam as our embracing became more urgent, so turned on now, so
ready to be broken by him. I opened up his pants, the poppers
flying open one by one, so that they were around his ankles in
turn, and I was but the thickness of silk boxers from my prize. He
sighed as I pulled his hard cock from their home and started to
pull the skin back on the mushroom shaped end of his huge penis,
stroking him gently back and forth, his eye weeping its pre cum all
over my fingers. I felt his hips rock back and forth as he dry
humped me. Then his kisses were on my neck, my shoulders and on my
naked tits. He worked the nipples in turn with his tongue, heating
me up, getting me horny, more wet than I imagined possible. His
hand on the side of my thighs and my ass. A big handful of cheek,
then another deft flick of his thumb and forefinger and my bottoms
were on the floor along with my top, and we were standing naked,
but for a cotton shirt which I quickly ripped off him, buttons
flying everywhere.

 


I pulled back a little,
still grasping the hot flesh of his member. He was throbbing in my
fingers, literally bursting out of my grasp. I tugged on him some
more, with his fingers reciprocating
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