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It should be easy for a woman like me to find
sex. After all, when you have long, blonde hair. When you are slim
and toned, and when you are wearing your best MILF clothes, clingy
without being too revealing, then you notice the guys checking you
out.

But when you are given a challenge by your
man. When he says to you ‘tie me up tight, then go out and find a
big black guy. The best looking you can find. All muscle, a real
animal. Then take him back here and ride him in front of me’ –
well, that was a tall order.

Still, I was up to the challenge. I loved my
husband’s quests. They turned me on.

And sure enough, as I left our luxury hotel
room, through the lobby and out onto the street, I knew that if I
put my hands between my legs that I would be as wet as a rain
shower. My nipples tingled and stood out like bullets through my
dress, and my whole body shook with excitement.

It didn’t take me long to find him. He was
standing outside a store. A tall black dude, maybe 26 or 27, at
least 20 years younger than me. He had on his joggers and a
sleeveless T, despite the relative cool of the afternoon, and his
bulging black skin glistened as though he had just been on a
workout. The gym bag over his shoulder was a clue. He was laughing
to a buddy, or maybe a girlfriend, on his cell. I didn’t care who
it was. Didn’t even want to know his name. It was of no consequence
to me. I just wanted him all over me, inside me, with my husband
watching, getting off on it, powerless to intervene.

I walked straight up to him. My heart was in
my mouth, but I was filled with courage, and horny as hell.

“Hey there” I said, bold as you like, looking
this bull straight in the eye

“What do you want?” he said back,
aggressively. Although I noticed him checking me out. As well he
might, I didn’t spend all this time in the gym for nothing. “Lady I
don’t have any drugs, if that’s what your after”

He must get that all the time, I thought.
White people tapping him up for weed or a line

“I don’t want drugs. I want you” I
replied

A broad smile broke over his face

“You want me? Like, WANT me?”

“Yes” I replied, enjoying the exchange. “I
want you to fuck me. I want to take you back to my hotel, and I
want you to undress me, and feel my toned white body, then I want
you to rip off my panties and fuck me hard. Can you do that for me?
Big boy?”

He nodded

I took him by the hand, back through the same
hotel lobby and up into the bedroom.

My husband’s eyes widened as he saw my prize.
The bull did too, clearly wondering what the hell he had gotten
into.

“What’s your name?” I asked my bull

“It’s Jackson” he replied, a little more
sheepishly than his previous street confidence

“Well Jackson. Don’t worry about him. He
likes to watch me fuck, to see me stretch and hear me cry out. Is
that ok for you, Jackson”

Jackson nodded.

It was all I needed to say. I felt his hands
on my ass cheeks. I interlocked my fingers with his on my butt, and
we slow danced a little as I drew my body closer to his. I felt his
warmth, the touch of his body, firm yet yielding. His hands were
firmer on my ass now, working the cheeks like bread, squeezing them
between his hands. I clasped my fingers behind his neck, feeling
the hairs stand up, knowing that I was tingling just as much. I
lifted myself up onto my tip-toes, and parted my lips. I breathed
in his scent, the expensive, lemony scent of his cologne, the musk,
and closed my eyes.

There was a slight pause, as though he were
still weighing up the rights and wrongs of what he was about to do.
Then just as I was starting to doubt whether this was the right
thing to do, his soft lips planted on mine, and I melted into his
arms.

Our kiss was soft at first, gently teasing me
with his lips, brushing them against mine. His arms wrapped me up,
embracing me, enveloping me. He kissed me deeper, eyes closed, his
hot breath on my cheek. I could feel how turned on he was, even
from that kiss. His tongue in my mouth now, feeling the inside, our
tongues together, and I wished that he was inside my soft, tight
pussy with his tongue. I knew I was wet, even opening my legs as we
stood there, pushing his bulge against me as we French kissed. Now
he was more urgent, showering his kisses on me, soft and hard in
equal measure, the sound of wet lips on flesh.

I bade him to break away from me, just for a
second.

“Do you like what he’s doing to me honey?” I
asked my husband, his eyes transfixed on us

He nodded

Jackson’s tongue darted in and out of my
mouth now, so that in effect he was tongue fucking me. His hands
still on my ass, I pushed my pussy into his bulge, feeling how hard
he was becoming, his silk pants bulging in a satisfying way. I
moved my hand around so that as we kissed, my fingers were brushing
against his hard cock, the fabric slipping on my fingertips. I
teased him as we embraced, and felt his breathing deepen.

Then his big black hands started to explore
my tight body in turn. He moved around from my ass to my thighs,
feeling the tight flesh, making my body tingle as he explored me. I
gasped as he brushed my pussy lips gently on his way around to the
front of my body. My tight stomach shuddered as he lifted up the
tight white cotton of my blouse, teasing my navel, rolling the tip
of his finger around it, and then moving up to my nipples, brushing
them in a similar teasing action. I melted to his touch, heavy
breathing, wanting him, feeling warm against him, so turned on.

As I pulled his shirt out of his pants, and
returned the favor, rolling my hands around his stomach and up to
his chest muscles, exploring the ridges of his six pack, feeling
him twitch, hot sweat between the definition of his muscular body.
We both breathed, little gasps now, knowing what was coming and
yet, like an expertly cooked meal, wanting to savor each course as
it was served up to us.

We started to move backwards, or forwards in
Jackson’s case, closing in on the big, soft white sofa that was to
become our bed for our love making. I wanted him to fuck me so
much. As we moved, clothes back to the big hotel bed, were removed
and strewn back along our journey, like Hansel and Gretel leaving a
trail to find their way home in the woods. My blouse was up and
over my head in a twinkle of an eye, and my bra-less titties, firm
and pert, were his. His eyes widened as he saw them, I knew they
were quite a sight. A perfect pair. They should be they had cost a
fortune! He lowered his head and standing there, started to suck on
my nipples, each in turn. It turned me on so much feeling his warm
lips on them. I ran my fingers through the tight curly black hair
on the back of his scalp, his hot skin beneath my fingers, hair wet
with sweat and lust.

I knew I was welling up with juice as he
nuzzled into my breasts. I was so turned on now, so ready for him.
I took his hand in mine, and as he suckled on me I pulled his hand
down and between my legs. My panties were sodden. I let him start
to explore down there, softly rubbing my clit up and down, pulling
the flimsy cotton to one side and connecting with my pussy,
slipping his finger in an out of me as easily as anything, feeling
how wet I was and how much I wanted him!

We collapsed backwards, the soft folds of
leather taking our combined weight easily. My head sank back and he
was on top of me, his hard cock pushing into me and his muscular
arms around me. He kissed me again. I gasped from the urgency of
his embrace, pulling him towards me, my hands on his cheeks, eating
him all up. Then I stroked the front of his body, his chest,
drinking him in, feeling his contours, taking a handful of ass
cheek and grasping him tightly. Then he pulled back slightly so
that I could see the tent that had formed in his pants. I had to
get a sight of that cock!

I started to unbuckle his belt. My fingers
fumbled a little, I knew that I was nervous. This was all uncharted
territory for me. Sure, I had held a guy’s cock in my hand, but
never such a big black bull as this one.

His joggers came down and my fingers were
around his jockeys. His cock has soaked them, clearly he was as
excited as me. I let my fingers grasp the throbbing gristle of his
cock. I wasn’t going to keep him like that for long. I put my hands
around his waistband, and in one swift movement his boxers were
around his knees and his erection bounced in front of my
stomach.

And what a beautiful cock it was! It was
dark, hard, rock hard, and throbbed with the lines and veins around
it. A good eight inches long and thick too, a perfect example of an
exquisite penis. I ached to have it inside me, to feel it stretch
my cunt until I was fit to burst. The dark pink end seemed to
shine, coated as it was in slippy pre cum. I wanted to taste it,
more than anything, so I wrapped my fingers around it and pulled it
towards my lips, making a kiss face and tasting the end, my eyes
closed, letting the sweet pre cum coat my lips.

He wriggled his legs, so that his trousers
and underwear were on the floor and his naked body was on top of
me. He was merciless with my clothes, ripping my remaining garments
from me so that I too was liberated, naked, wriggling underneath
him, his sweat dripping from his body and landing on mine. We were
both so turned on, so ready to fuck each other senseless!

His started to kiss my neck, showering my
body in his passionate embrace, soft warm lips all over my skin,
the nape of my neck, my shoulders, my breasts, my stomach, and then
he began to tease my pussy. He landed his wet lips all over the
flesh, kissing and licking my inner thighs, underneath my ass
cheeks, teasing my ass hole, licking around the hole and gently
brushing my clit and lips with his tongue. He put his hands on the
very top of my thighs, so that his thumbs could work my opening,
getting them wet with my slippy juices, pushing them into me and
then out in turn, and licking my slit, taking big long strokes of
my cunt with his snake-like tongue. I
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