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SIT THERE AND WATCH ME FUCK
THIS BIG BLACK GUY!

 


“Fucking sit down and shut
up!”

I was in full control and
that turned me on!

I was being
fucked, hard, by a
big black chocolate hunk,
while I made my pathetic white husband watch me take it in
both of my holes!

That was the biggest turn
on ever!

It made me wet just seeing
him watch. Seeing the conflict on his face. Was he turned on or was
he disgusted by me?

Well I didn’t care. I was
full of this black man’s huge cock
and I loved it!

Watch me!

*

 


Sit there and watch me fuck
him!

This was one hell of an
adventure! Sure, my husband and I had indulged in some pretty
serious bdsm. He tied me up, whipped me pretty hard, always with me
dominating him, telling him what I wanted. But we had never gone
that extra mile. Never taken part in my ultimate fantasy, to have
him watch me suck, and then get fucked by, a big black
guy.

When I broached the subject
with him he took it far better than I thought. Having said that,
his eyes welled up a little. It was the enormity of what I wanted
him to do. To watch me actually fuck another guy, and to enjoy
it!

He took a few moments, and
then, always the negotiator, he replied

“Ok. If I can get to meet
him first. And if I can fuck another woman later, with you watching
me”

I agreed. It seemed like a
good deal. There was one thing though. I needed to make him a
cuckold. To get fucked with him being forced to watch. That would
be heaven. That would be the best thing ever. It turned me
on.

“Sure” he
agreed.

I didn’t really know how he
would take it. We would soon find out.

 


*

 


The next day, after a brief
look at Craigslist, we were in another man’s house, and I was on my
knees, my naked white body trembling with anticipation.

My husband sat in the chair
opposite, and standing above me was a big black hunk, with the
biggest black cock I had ever seen!

Fuck I was feeling so very
horny right now, tingling with the situation that I had made
happen. I was a filthy dirty girl, that was for sure, and it was
time for me to show him just how dirty.

I stroked my stomach,
softly caressing my skin. I reached my fingers between my legs and
made a show of pushing my thighs apart. He licked his lips as I
stroked myself, my tongue on my lips, eyes half closed.

“Honey?” piped up my
husband

“Fucking sit there you
pussy!” I shouted. My cunt was dripping. I didn’t care. I needed
this.

The big black guy didn’t
speak. He had hardly said a thing to me. It was just how I liked
it.

He lowered his hand down
onto the tight skin of my abdomen. His fingers joined mine,
caressing the muscular definition of my tummy. His big black shaft
grew even more. I reached up and felt the shape of his muscles, the
tone of his upper arms. It was a very satisfying sensation, salty
sweat on hard muscle. I loved that feeling. His hands moved lower,
pushing my thighs to one side so that my hot pink pussy was now
exposed to his exploring fingers. He started to stroke up and down
my sex flesh, taking his time, feeling how wet I was becoming. His
middle finger was becoming coated in my clear juices. I breathed
out, feeling myself becoming more and more turned on. My nipples
were hard as bullets. I wound a finger and thumb around them,
feeling the little shocks of heaven shooting up and down my spine,
stimulating my brain and my clit in equal measure.

“Honey, I don’t know about
this” chirped my husband from his chair

“You shut the fuck up!” I
replied. This was mine. My situation. And I wanted it

I was so turned on now, so
ready for the fucking of my life. I reached out my painted
fingernails and took hold of his shaft. He had a big cock, that was
for sure! Big and black and ready for sucking! I grabbed the
throbbing shaft and wrapped my fingers around it. He grabbed hold
of my tits, roughly and with manly intention, as I kissed up and
down the veiny stalk in front of my face. He tasted so meaty, so
manly. My tongue ran up and down his hard shaft, taking him all in.
then I concentrated on the bulbous end, which seemed to shine in
the sun. I puckered up my lips and kissed the end of it, tasting
the clear pre cum weeping from his eye. Then a kissed back down the
shaft so that I could concentrate on his ball sack. One by one I
rolled his balls around in my mouth, while he moaned in a soft,
deep voice. I kissed his cock again, showing it the attention such
a magnificent member deserved. Fuck I wanted to fuck him! Right
now! I opened my mouth and closed my eyes, almost as if I was about
to give thanks in church, and took the huge member deep to the back
of my throat.

I bobbed my head back and
forth, taking his cock in and out of my throat, swallowing his huge
member without gagging. His hands were on the side of my head. My
eyes tight shut. We were in each other’s worlds.

“Do you like seeing me
suck this big man’s dick?” I continued. Still he didn’t reply. I
saw him swallow, as if wrestling his internal demons.

My husband nodded,
transfixed. I knew he was getting off on this, almost as much as I
was.

Our lips held the space for
a moment, a few microns of a gap between them, as though we both
knew what this first kiss might lead to. The waiting, the
anticipation, was as horny as the actual touching. My heart thumped
in my chest, and my eyes swooned as the space closed between us.
Then the electric shock, the frisson of emotion as our lips
connected.

We clamped together, our
lips connected, saliva mixing, our heads in faraway thought, our
bodies wiring themselves up to be turned on and fucked. His tongue
started to shoot into my mouth. It swirled around, gathering in my
heady tastes, warm flesh on warm flesh, wet tongues wrestling. Our
eyes were closed, and our faces together.

We moved imperceptivity
towards each other, our hard bodies beginning to touch. His fingers
slipped on my body, up and then back down, lingering on the tight
definition of my stomach, appreciating the tone, the form. Up and
around my nipples, feeling them harden to his expert, manly touch.
Oh this was heaven! There was no frantic fumbling here. He was
going to take me all the way. I shivered and shook a little, as
though a cold wind had suddenly blown across my body, to his touch.
It was as though each of his fingers contained a tiny electric
shock, making me soften and then slightly recoil to the pressure.
It was a heavenly seduction. I could feel my pussy welling up with
juice, even to this gentle effleurage, these foothills before a
mountain of foreplay.

The kissing continued. More
insistent now, almost animal like. His fingers now stroking my
thighs, along the long muscles on the top of my leg, and round to
my inner thigh. Involuntarily I pushed my legs apart slightly, my
unconscious body proclaiming that my shaved pussy was his for the
taking, his to eat and suck and then fuck with all of the might he
could muster. His hand began its journey up in between my thighs,
stroking my sex flesh. He felt the form and the shape, my tiny slit
opening for him with each twist and turn. Fuck this guy was good. I
so wanted him. As he stroked me gently, teasing my clit and my
blood-engorged lips, I reached out my hand to explore some
forbidden genitals of my own.

His legs were equally as
warm as mine, with droplets of sweat forming on the hairs of his
manly limbs. I stroked up and down, bidding him to come a little
closer so that I could connect with my real prize, the cock that
was currently springing to life in his pants.

I squeezed the bulge in his
crotch, appreciating the size and form of his member. I caught
myself thinking about the fact that this would soon be the second
hard cock, the second stiff stalk that I would have in my mouth in
a mere fifteen minutes. Well, life is all about having adventure
isn’t it? Especially when you are young, free and single like
me.

I wrapped my long fingers
around his stalk, and began to pull on his meat. He breathed
heavily, showing his appreciation and the extent to which he was
turned on. This was moving up a gear now, and as if in responding
to my heavy petting, he slipped his finger up inside my naked
pussy. Fuck he felt so good, his rough finger connecting with the
juicy lips. He wound his digit around so that I was coating him
with my quim. Then he lubed my clit, slipping the end of his finger
carefully around that bud, coaxing it from its little hood, sending
shocks of orgasm flying up to my brain. I shook as he worked on me,
and every stroke of his hand resulted in more intense pulling from
mine. I felt his cock start to bulge between my fingers, as though
trying to escape my grasp.

The next thing that I felt
gave me such an orgasmic shock that I almost passed out. His strong
finger started to explore my hole. He pushed his thick wet digit
into the tight walls of my slit, so that I felt penetrated almost
by a cock. He started to push right up inside me, exploring my
innards with his finger. I felt weak at the knees, winding my hips
around so that he could get the angle he needed inside my tight wet
cunt. Fuck me, he felt so good. I jerked on his cock, gripping it
tightly, pulling hard, and then releasing my grasp to play with the
shiny bulbous end, slipping the swollen glans between my fingers,
exploring the eye, weeping with his pre cum. Still kissing. Our
mouths still locked together. Breath hotter still on our bodies.
Eyes still closed, and the sun still beating down on our bodies. He
began to curl his finger up, as though pulling the trigger on a
rusty shotgun, curling it around so that the pad connected with the
bundle of joy-giving nerves inside my cunt. Shit! How the fuck did
you do that! He rubbed and stroked my g-spot, and I almost melted
with joy unbounded. I felt the juice gushing from me. I opened up
my eyes, wide, to stare into his face as he worked me. My nails
scratched his back, not caring now whether it would leave a mark on
him. My whole pubic area shook with orgasmic delight. I was truly
in heaven. Cumming all over his hand as he finger banged my
g-spot.

But the treats didn’t stop
there. He stopped kissing my lips, almost as though he were giving
me a chance to breath again, and turned his attention to my neck.
He nuzzled into my ear, licking the lobe, sucking the sensitive
flesh, my every nerve ending tingling to him. He pulled his cock
away from me, moving down my body now, and I clawed at his back.
This was such heavenly attention. Why don’t more men understand
that you don’t turn a woman on just by going for the obvious
erogenous zones? His kissing synchronized with the stroking inside
me, gentle puckering on my chest, my neck, down my defined
shoulders to my stomach, cold lips on hot flesh, and his finger
kept up the pressure on my g-spot. Down and down he kissed, so that
his lips started to join his hand on my pussy. Up and down he
worked my sex flesh, my lips hard and super sensitive, clit firing
off its messages to the rest of my body, cunt begging to be filled
with his enormous cock.

He became more urgent now,
stroking harder again, finger fucking me, his tongue all over my
slit now. He wrapped it around my clit, tasting my open flower. His
fingers now started to slip in and out of my wet trench, so much
more easily now that he had gotten me so incredibly wet. I looked
down, the heavenly God between my legs, his tousled and slightly
greying hair gently moving back and forth between my thighs. Fuck
he was relishing it down there. Getting a good taste of my shaved
cunt. I pushed my hips up towards him, giving him the purchase he
needed to explore between my legs.

Then a
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