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I was feeling really horny!

I ran my fingers over my naked body, dipping
them into myself, feeling how wet I was, how open. I really needed
a black man’s cock inside me!

My husband was in the shower, whistling like
some pathetic schoolboy, while I drew the big black dildo over my
tight cougar’s body, savouring the feeling, the size and the girth
of it.

It turned me on. It really did. Most days I
could get by with just my fertile imagination, and my big, dark
rubber cock. But today I needed more.

The sounds of the city waking up blew through
the open first floor window of our uptown apartment. We were
successful. Rich. White. We had it all. My husband was a ‘someone’
in the markets.

But not this morning. Not on a Saturday.
Today he was mine. He was going to go out there and find me a black
stranger. A dark lover who didn’t mind being taken up to a strange
woman’s place to fuck her. Hard and long and fast.

While her husband was made to watch!

I could hardly wait to tell him. In fact, I
didn’t. I put the dildo to one side. Maybe I would peg my husband
with it, if he had been a really good boy, and found me a really
BIG guy. Perhaps I would get my new black lover to use it on me,
and then make my husband lick my juices from it?

No. Better than that. I would make my husband
lick my juices from my new lover’s still hard cock! Oh yes, that
would really do it for me!

I jumped up, and skipped into the bathroom.
My husband was still in the shower, the steam condensing on the
glass, partially hiding him. He was in pretty good shape, for a
businessman in his late forties. I was better though. Years of
looking after myself, the gym, massages, health farms and crash
diets. I was slim and blonde, with the right curves in the right
places.

A black man’s dream!

I slid open the door and threw my arms around
my husband. Immediately I felt his cock harden against me. I loved
that. When he was hard, and when he wasn’t too, he was completely
in my power. I gripped the shaft, feeling it’s not unimpressive
size fill my fingers. I dropped to my knees, and as the warm water
splashed off the top of my head, I kissed and sucked his cock.

I could tell he was almost cumming. He didn’t
usually last too long, and he was starting to twitch. Sometimes I
let him cum in my mouth, swallowing his load. Well not today.

I sprang up, and squeezed his shaft hard.

“You ain’t cumming baby. Oh no. I have a job
for you. And you don’t get this (I emphasised that word, bringing
his hand towards my wet pussy, letting him feel my splayed lips),
until you have gone outside and found me a big black man to fuck.
Ok?”

He nodded at me, speechless.

I knew he would do as he was told.

He dressed quickly as I lay in the bed, still
naked and still turned on. He knew better than to plead with me.
This was my day. My Saturday. The day I got whatever I wanted.

He took a photo of me with him when he went
out. A good photo, bikini shot, when my body was at its tightest. I
knew he wouldn’t take long…

 


 


 


I barely had time to masturbate myself to two
orgasms when I heard two sets of footsteps climb the stairway
outside the apartment, and the door click.

I heard the characteristic deep voice of a
large, heavy set black male, whistle through his teeth and exclaim
“Hoowie, this is one hell of a nice apartment man!”

“Thanks I am glad you like it bro” I heard my
husband reply. It turned me on that this whole situation clearly
made him so uncomfortable. When he tried to talk street like that,
it was so pathetic. I loved it!Loved hearing the fear in his
voice.

Well this was my situation. He had done his
part now. All he had to do was watch!

I heard footsteps come to my bedroom door,
and the handle turn. This was sometimes my favourite bit of the
whole experience. Not yet knowing what he would look like, what he
would make of me. I shivered in anticipation, my pussy instantly
moist and ready for whatever walked through that door.

The large, white gloss painted door swung
open, and two shadows lengthened in the doorway. My husband’s a
slight man, and the broad shoulders of my dark stranger. My fuck
for the day.Mine to do whatever I wanted.

They walked in. I was lying on the bed,
spread-eagled, totally naked of course, with my pink pussy open,
shining with dew and ready, proudly proclaiming that it was ready
to get fucked.

The black man’s eyes widened. He whistled
through his teeth again “Woah! You weren’t kidding man!” he cried
out, turning slightly towards my husband, addressing his comments
that way.

I interrupted him. “He doesn’t speak now. He
is my slave. He is nothing. He will watch, and he will clean up
after us. He will get you anything you want. He is your slave
too”

The black man stroked his chin and nodded, a
broad grin spreading across his face, showing his pearl-white
teeth, contrast to the darkness of his skin.

“Well in that case, get me a beer slave” he
said, confidently.

My husband did as he was told. His head down,
he moped out of the room and into the kitchen, where I heard the
sound of a bottle top opening and a tall cool one being poured into
a chilled glass. While we were alone I took the opportunity to get
to know my new man.

“Do you like what you see?” I asked him

“Fuck yeah” he replied, simply and
effectively

“And do you want to fuck me?” I asked,
pulling apart the petals of my pink flower, porn star style. He
just nodded at that one, and I noticed a bulge in his pants where
none was before.

A big bulge!

I wanted to see it so much, but I didn’t ask
him. It would be my husband’s job to take that cock from his pants
and to compare it with his. Before stuffing it into my pussy.

My husband entered the room again. He looked
at the floor, rather than at the two of us. He knew that he would
soon have to go into the corner, to take up position, watching
rather than participating, doing as he was told, completely
subservient to my wishes.

“You. Come over here now!” I ordered him. He
did as he was told, filling the space between myself and my soon to
be dark lover.

“Take his cock out so I can look at it”

I didn’t even ask this big black guy if that
would be ok. I wasn’t too interested in what he wanted. This was
entirely my fantasy, and I was the one who would get off on it. My
husband swiftly undid the guy’s pants, and dipped his hand into the
gap, returning with a huge dark sausage as his prize.

This black guy’s massive cock just took my
breath away! My husband’s fingers could barely reach around it, and
looked white and puny against the dark purple flesh. It had to be
at least ten inches of thick, almost rubber-like blackness. My
husband held it up, for me to view, as though it were a fish he had
just caught and played, and was holding it up for a camera. For
posterity.

This was going to be a really, really good
Saturday!

“Give it a little suck, honey” I teased
him

“Hey. Come one!” said my soon to be lover “I
ain’t no gay boy”

“You will do as you are told too young man” I
told him

My husband bent over to take that guy in his
mouth. I loved making him do this. I knew he didn’t like it. That
it made him uncomfortable.

As he sucked on that big black pudding, I
asked my lover’s name

“It’s Earl, Maam” he replied. His sudden
civility made me blush

“Well Earl. Is my husband sucking you good?”
I asked him

He nodded back at me, closing his eyes. It
seemed he really was enjoying it.

I walked over to them and dropped to my
haunches. I watched close up for a moment, my husband trying as
hard as he could to deep throat it, but the size was beating
him.

“I’ll take it from here” I said

 


 


 


Earl was a big guy. I already knew that. But
my, this was an absolutely perfect specimen. He was so hard, the
big purple end so shiny, glistening with his slippy pre cum, and he
seemed to throb and twitch. I dove onto him, gorging on the shaft,
licking up and down, to the tip, savouring the juices that flowed
freely from him, and then down to his soft plums, where I sucked
each one in turn, to his delighted moans.

As my husband moved over to his corner, where
he would have to watch, noiselessly and powerless to intervene, I
started to bring the bulbous head of his cock into my mouth. I held
his shaft tightly, lest it might escape my grasp, and closed my
eyes. He seemed to fill my mouth, even though just the tip was
inside. I breathed through my nose, catching the scent of him as I
slowly bobbed my head back and forth, wanking his shaft, and
feeling him twitch in my mouth with every movement. I cupped his
balls as I sucked, with my free hand.

I bobbed my head a little further with each
suck, gradually drawing him to the back of my throat, and then down
my gullet. I relaxed my throat, knowing that I could take him all
in, wanting to give him a full experience. I closed my eyes, and
pushed my head forwards. The shaft slipped down my throat, and I
took him in, right to the hilt. His big, soft balls rested on my
chin, his long rod fully in my throat, even though he was such a
big, long guy. I let him rest there for a moment, looking up at his
face, a kind of serene joy spreading across him. He opened his
eyes, in a kind of sleepy half- open look, and grinned at me. I
almost smiled back, but my mouth was just too full to make any kind
of expression. Instead I just concentrated on the job in hand.

As it were

I pushed slightly, so that even more of his
hard cock was at the back of my throat, and then pulled away from
him a little, so that his shaft started to leave my mouth, and pull
out of my throat. His cock glistened with my saliva, some of it
dripping from him and onto the floor below. I took him out to the
mushroom-shaped head, and then pushed back in once again. This was
a faster push now. Out and in, I let him face fuck me. We picked up
the rhythm, back and forth, and I made slight choking noises as he
face fucked me. I spat him out, catching my breath, jerking his
stiff cock as I recovered, and then stuffing him back in my mouth
once again. This was faster now, face fucking hard, like some kind
of demented hooker. I could smell him. Taste his pre cum. Feel him
twitch and throb in my mouth. I wondered to myself what I would do
if he came. I knew I would swallow it, even though I had never done
that before, but I felt so dirty and wanted to experience all of
him. I knew I would love the taste, adore the smell of it. Perhaps
I would let it out of my mouth once I had tasted a little of it,
and pull him off so that he shot it all over my face and tits. Men
loved that. My husband would have to lick it off me. I loved that
idea, that he would taste his cum too! I

I pulled his cock from my mouth once more,
and squashed it between my tits, pushing them together. I started
to tit wank him, drawing his shaft up and down between my firm
flesh. He slipped up and down, his shaft lubricated by my saliva
and his copious pre cum.

I stood up, letting his long thick black
shaft draw a line down my body as I stood against him. I pushed
against his lips with mine. I felt his hot, soft embrace. I heard
him breath in, relieved to be temporarily cut off, his words
ringing in my ears. The warmth of the room seemed to wrap my up
like a soft duvet. I opened my mouth, letting his tongue into mine,
and reciprocating in turn, soft flesh against flesh. Our kissing
became deeper, and as we French kissed, my body started to turn on,
coming to life like a car with its ignition turned, lighting up. My
nipples hardened and my skin tingled. He hadn’t even touched me
yet, and I was burning with desire for him. I moved towards him, so
that our bodies, while not touching yet, seemed to radiate an
energy which bound them together. I put my fingers on the side of
his face, feeling the stubble, as he opened and closed his mouth,
kissing me hard and long. Desire welled up in me, beginning to
control my body, taking over my senses.

I felt his touch now, stroking the skin on my
back and then around my shoulders, all over my neck, soft and yet
firm at the same time, fully in control. I ran my fingers through
his tightly tousled hair, the heat from his scalp and a slight
wetness, perspiring as though he were working out. I allowed myself
a peek at him. His eyes were closed, lost in the moment. The
firelight danced and my vision blurred as I shut my eyelids again,
wanting to concentrate on his touch, he embrace, to let my senses
take over.

My nipples were so hard, and tingled
uncontrollably. It was almost not being touched in those places, at
least not yet, that made me so horny. Do you know what I mean?

He started to kiss around my face, alighting
soft brushes of his lips on my cheeks, softly nuzzling my chin, the
top of my neck and my forehead. My eyes were tight shut as his
attentions rained down on me, and I savoured each and every kiss
from his soft red lips. I wasn’t just taking it, I allowed my hands
to drift over his hard body, feeling the shape and form of his
muscles, his darkly chiselled chest under his silk shirt, and his
bulging thighs which spoke of a powerful black man who ran as well
as pumping weights.

I turned him around, and pushed him onto the
bed. I closed in on him, opening up my thighs and pulling my body
on top of his, so that I was in a cowgirl position, my thighs now
fully exposed and his massive hard cock warm between my legs. He
held my waist in each hand, in a firm yet gentle grip, and lifted
my up slightly, so that his face could nestle between my tits. I
stroked his head as he kissed the soft skin of my cups. The kissing
continued, each one bringing a new sensation of arousal, each
bringing my nipples seemingly harder, and making me want him even
more!

I brought my hands down his muscular arms,
feeling the definition of his triceps as I moved. My fingers
interlocked with his, and we held hands tightly as he kissed and
nuzzled into my breasts. Then I drew my fingers onto the front of
his shirt, and started to lift the cool silk from out of his
pants.

His shirt slipped out from under his belt
with ease, and I went to work on each of his buttons. He leant back
slightly, enabling me to work on divesting him of his clothing. The
second shirt button, then a third, then a fourth all gave way to
me. I final button and his shirt was open, and his hard and
slightly tanned torso was mine. I allowed myself a glimpse at his
amazing upper body, before I dived on it, covering him in kisses
once more. He had incredible tone, an amazing strong but not pumped
physique. It was everything that a man would want after years and
thousands of pounds of personal training.

And it was all mine!

At least for the moment.

I kissed his upper arms, his shoulders,
showering him in loving kisses the way he had done with me. Our
mouths locked once more. This time our breathing was more
pronounced, the tastes between us more lustful. Sweat. Lust. Then I
moved down his upper body to each nipple, sucking and biting them
in turn, feeling him shake slightly as I worked him, and loving it
that I could turn him on so much.

He pushed me back slightly, taking in the
sight of my firm, cougar’s breasts, shining with my perspiration in
the soft, computer-controlled lighting of our house. He smiled, a
huge warm grin, and stroked each of my naked cups in turn. Then he
grabbed hold of each tit, squeezing them, and I interlocked my
fingers with his once more, feeling the same resistance to my firm
flesh, squeezing them tighter, taking the same thrill that he did.
He pulled forwards and pushed my cups together, kissing between
them, and then licked each nipple in turn, as I had done with him.
He bit and sucked on my nips, coaxing them to full erection, and
sending electric shocks of ecstasy whizzing around my body,
lighting up my brain and sending my already-wet pussy into
overdrive.

I could feel the hardness of his cock pushing
against my sex flesh. I felt down between my legs, knowing how wet
I was but turning myself on even more. Then I moved my fingers down
a little more, so that they were on his shaft. Even though he was
clothed from the waist down, I could still tell that this was a
really big cock. Despite my inexperience, I wanted to feel it
between my legs, to experience my first ever fuck with this
amazing, sexy billionaire. As he kissed my tits, I started to work
on his massive black cock.

I wanted to taste him. To feel his flesh. To
suck on his balls once more.

His cock twanged back against his six pack
stomach when I pulled on it, and little drops of his clear pre cum
hit his flesh. I took a long, grateful look at his amazing
penis.

He pulled away from me, and with a swift
movement rolled me over so that now I was the one lying with my
back to the bed. He kissed my neck, my breasts, scraping the end of
his cock down my body as he worked me. I felt his shaft once more,
pulling it to my pussy lips, winding it between them on the cotton
of my soaking panties. I was using him as my big black dildo and
loving it. My nipples were like bullets, and my whole body shook
with each action we undertook. He kissed my stomach, his tongue
inside my belly button, then onto my upper thighs, all around the
firm flesh. And still my panties held firm.

Now he nuzzled into them, his nose between my
sex lips, then his tongue. I could barely stand it. I needed him to
get inside me, to open me up properly. I lifted up my ass, and as
he kissed me, I took matters into my own hands, and pulled the
cotton down to my knees. Cold air hit my shaved pussy, and he
pulled down the fabric to my feet and off, and then pushed my
thighs apart, so that I could feel myself open, like a flower in
springtime.

I heard him sigh a moment, as if going
through the same ‘am I dreaming’ process that I had been doing when
I had his cock in my hand. Then his kisses resumed, my thighs, my
knees, my stomach. He started to softly peck me between my legs,
his tongue slipping up and around my sex flesh. He drew shapes
around my clit, licking around my pussy, not yet pushing his tongue
inside me, warming me up with his attentions. His fingers joined
his tongue, gradually opening me up as he licked me. He lapped
against my petals now, opening them, lubricating them, and then
pushing his middle finger slightly inside me, up to the first
knuckle.

I knew that I was wet, but when he started to
enter me, it were as though a floodgate had opened. I cried out in
joy as he pushed still further inside me. One finger, and then two,
and all the while his tongue lapped at me like a Labrador at a
water bowl. He started to finger bang me, pushing it in and out,
pumping me with it.

“Oh God yes!” was my cliché porn actress
response. And yet I felt it utterly and completely. He was finger
fucking me to heaven and I was loving it.

Then a new sensation. He slowed down, but
carried on the lapping. Then he pulled his fingers out of me and
pushed my thighs right apart, so that my ankles went almost past my
ears. I was fully open for him. He dove down onto me, and I felt
his wriggling tongue start to dip inside me. He was eating me out
now, lapping around my swollen sex flesh, sending mini waves of
orgasm shooting around my body. I felt my tits as he worked,
coaxing my nipples to erection, so that they could join in the
action.

He then started to lick around my clit again,
and once more pushed his finger up inside me, this time at a
reverse angle, so that he could form a trigger shape. He began to
stroke the front wall of my pussy, and as he did so, my knees
started to shake, then my whole body, and I came.

It was an amazing, new kind of orgasm that I
had never experienced before. It seemed to start deep inside my
pussy and well up with such force and intensity that I felt as
though I might black out. The g-spot was something I had heard
about but never quite believed in. Perhaps women had made it up in
order to sell books and videos about sex? Well, I had experienced
it now! I believed in it whole heartedly, because he had found it.
And nothing would ever be the same again!

Of course, it made sense that he would be
amazing at this. After all, he was one of the richest men in
America, and you don’t become such an expert in anything without a
single-minded devotion to whatever you turn your mind to.

Like sex!

There was only one thing now that would top
this off. The icing on the cake, as it were. I just had to feel him
inside me. To have him fuck me. To experience that huge cock inside
me, for the first ever time. Yes, I had never felt that sensation,
and yet I knew more than anything that I wanted him to fuck me, to
break me.

Maybe even to plant his seed in me.

And all the while, my husband would have to
watch!

I lifted him up to my face, and planted
another huge kiss on his lips. This time it was I who could taste
myself, drink in the musk of my pussy. And I tasted so good! I
gripped his shaft in my fingers, and closing my eyes I whispered in
his ear.

“You need to fuck me now Earl. I am ready for
you”

As I said it, I pulled him towards my
dripping hole. I wound his purple bell end on my slit, pushing it
onto me, opening him up. Our juices started to mingle together. I
pushed my thighs apart, letting him begin to slip into me. I was so
wet for him, and yet this was the biggest cock I had ever had - so
I didn’t know how much it might hurt me. I was so turned on, that I
might even enjoy the pain.

He held his cock against my hole for a
moment. I could feel his ass cheeks clench, knowing that he was
getting ready for the push that would take him inside me. It felt
so right, so real.

“Do it. Fuck me!” I said to him, the urgency
in my voice betraying just how turned on I was for him. He looked
at me deep into my eyes, seeming to read all of my thoughts, and to
bore his gaze right into the very depths of my soul.

And then he pushed

It took my breath away, despite how turned on
I was, how much I needed to feel him inside me. I felt the big head
go into me, felt the resistance at first of my unbroken pussy, and
then I felt myself give way to him. His shaft started to bore into
me, the long, veiny stalk impaling me. He stabbed his huge sword
into my tight pussy and I loved it! I felt as though I was filling
with cock, the hard rod pushing out the walls of my pussy. Then he
pushed it for the final few inches, and I gasped again. I dug my
nails into his ass cheeks, scratching the tight muscular flesh. I
felt his soft balls against my own ass, and I knew that he was
inside me, right up to the hilt.

He held it there. I felt him twitch, seeming
to throb inside me, pushing out the walls of my pussy. He was in up
to the hilt, right up to his big, soft balls. I grabbed hold of his
ass cheeks and held him close. We kissed again, passion overflowing
from both of us, finding it’s outlet in our embrace.

I felt his buns clench again as he prepared
for the thrusting. He pulled his sword out of me, to the very tip.
I looked at the space between us. His body was glowing with sweat,
his six pack tensed, and his huge shaft was covered in my juices. I
reached under him and held his balls in my hand, cupping them like
a frightened bird. Then he thrust it into me once more.

This time was much harder. He pushed it deep
into me. I felt every ridge on his huge weapon, every undulation.
It rippled against my clit, bringing me near orgasm once more. Then
he pulled out. He started to pick up his rhythm, and I synchronised
with him, pushing my hips upwards to get more purchase on his cock,
to get the stimulation I craved. He kissed my neck as he fucked me,
licking my nipples and sucking on my flesh, adding to the
kaleidoscope of sensations coursing through my body.

He was fucking me hard now. His big cock was
thrusting into me, picking up speed, and bringing me to an
inevitable huge orgasm. And yet I needed to experience even more of
him, to have him deeper, and another angle. He looked like he was
thinking the same thing.

He pulled out of me. Drips of pussy juice and
pre cum fell onto me like an evening rain shower. My lips were
splayed apart, and my body heaved and shivered with lust.

He kissed down my stomach to my flower once
more. I felt his tongue inside me, his nose rubbing onto my clit,
then kissing my inner thighs. I felt his fingers drive inside me
again, pushing up to the knuckle, curling under to give me another
pounding g-spot sensation. Then, when he had warmed me up, he
gently and expertly turned me onto my front.

The cool sheets pressed against my stomach
and my tits. He lifted me upwards by the hips, so that I was on all
fours for him, leather peeling away once more from my hot, sweaty
body. I felt him open my ass cheeks up, just a little, and the
insistent push of the end of his erection. Then he entered me once
more.

This time there was no holding back. No
waiting for the dam to break. I was already broken, already a woman
in every sense of the word. It thrust into me from behind, and took
my breath away.

“Fuck! Jesus fuck that’s deep!”

Another porn star cliché, but no less meant,
no less heartfelt. I felt like I was being ripped in two. The
feeling was incredible. This was a real fucking now, his cock
banging in and out of me, his balls slapping against my cheeks. I
fell onto the couch, my body once again against the white leather,
and he moved up and over the top of me, so that the angle of his
cock was now much more straight down. He thrust again, and wound
his hips around, so that his bell end was now doing the work his
fingers were completing a few minute beforehand. He had found my
g-spot with the end of his cock, and I was in heaven!

He reached under me, squeezing his hand into
the sweaty space between the couch and my body. His fingers
connected with my sex lips, and gently stroking them as he fucked
me from behind, we came together.

I felt him unload his cargo of hot white milk
deep inside me. He shook and he bit the back of my neck, thrusting
and twitching, and I came with him. It was the hardest, the
strongest, the most all engulfing orgasm I had ever experienced. I
was almost passed out with pleasure. We were so tight together. The
cream inside me, filling me, seeding me.

We held that pose for a good many minutes, as
I felt him start to soften slightly up in my worn-out pussy. As we
gradually drifted away, he continually kissed the back of my neck,
and his cock continued it’s vigil in me.

I have a good husband. Sure, when I make him
watch me fuck I humiliate him, but he always comes back for
more.

He even cleaned up after us as we slept,
carefully wiping the cum from both of us.

He will be rewarded. Next week we are going
to find him a woman!

 


 


 


WATCH ME

 CHEAT ON YOU!

 


An Amanda Cummings Original Publication
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WATCH ME - YOUR BEAUTIFUL WHITE WIFE, CHEAT
ON YOU WITH A BIG BLACK GUY!

 


He is sooo much bigger than you honey!

Can you see it? Can you see how big and hard
and dark he is?

He is fucking enormous!

Go on, tell him big he is. Tell him how much
I love big black cock. Tell him that he is bigger than you!

Now watch me fuck him! Watch him stuff it in
me from behind!

Hear me scream

Hear me cum!

Smell his hot cum as it shoots all over my
back!

Now, let me open up your mouth. Open wide

Wider!

Now take his huge black rod right to the back
of your throat!

 


Then clean up this fucking mess!

 


****

 


Out of the corner of my eye I could see my
husband.

He was chained up to the cross that hung
against the wall of the ‘red room’. It was actually a dungeon, with
the aforementioned cross, complete with restraints, hanging from
one of the padded red walls. On the floor was a fuck horse, various
whips and paddles, and of course the swing.

As my husband watched, and a dozen other
pairs of eyes peered through the one-way mirror at the scene, I
swung, legs wide apart and pussy gaping, towards the huge
hard-as-rock black cock.

Tears streamed down my husband’s face, but I
didn’t care. I got off on it, watching me give everything to a
stranger. The biggest, darkest stranger I could find in that
swinger’s club. A guy who would use me, not even asking my name or
caring about me. I didn’t want to be loved or taken care of.

I had a husband for that!

I crashed against my new anonymous bull.
Black flesh on white skin. He seemed so huge. So confident compared
to my husband. It was like he was a human sex toy. A big black
dildo made flesh. The gap closed between us. I waited for his
massive black cock to ram into me, wondering how it would feel, if
my husband would feel every ridge and vein as I would.

He stopped me, holding me back so that my
pink pussy lips just grazed the very tip of his cock.

This black guy loved to tease too!

He leaned forward, for his kiss.

This would be the final humiliation for my
husband. I thought that he could handle me being stuffed full of
cock, but seeing me take a passionate kiss from this black Adonis.
Well, that could be the last straw!

I fucking hoped so!

 


His big full lips pressed against my own. Our
mouths opened and shut like two feeding fish. The saliva swapped
between us, our tongues darting in and out of our mouths. I felt my
nipples harden, my pussy welling up with juices. We were both
complete strangers, and this was the sexiest thing I had even
known.

From the corner of my eye I caught sight of
my husband. He was naked but for his underpants. I had toyed with
the idea of blindfolding him as I tied him up, so that his hearing
sensations would be heightened, and the sound of my ecstasy would
make him wonder what was going on, his imagination being the
biggest humiliation of all. On balance though, I decided that
seeing his eyes widen as the woman he loves and adores gets stuffed
full of a black cock bigger than he has ever seen would get me off
much more. Sure enough, his pupils were dark and full, and he
couldn’t take his eyes off the two of us.

My new dark lover drew a finger around each
of my breasts, my pips gloriously rising to his touch, erect and
ready for him. The softness of his touch contrasted with his hard,
aggressive body. Electric shocks of lust raced around my body,
making my pussy juicy with desire. I opened my legs, as though
bidding him to explore me further.

He kissed me harder now, cupping my breast,
squeezing it through my black peep-hole bra. He had a good handful
of my perfect pert globe. I wanted him to rip the remaining
clothing from my body. My suspenders and fishnets, the crotchless
panties, the attire that I had dressed myself in that evening, as I
made my husband watch. Sexy and revealing clothes not for him, but
for some new stranger who would turn me on and fuck me hard, with
zero love, just pure animal lust.

As if climbing up a gear I grabbed at his
cock, feeling the hard shaft in my hand, feeling his stiffness and
his girth. It was warm and animal like. It throbbed slightly, and
with each jerking motion he let out a little sigh.

My flat stomach seemed to shine in the dim
lighting. He moved his head down, so that his tousled black hair
was on my lap. I felt his firm kisses, urgently exploring my
midriff, lips all over me now. It was so sensual, seeing him there
like that. I ran my fingers through his hair, feeling the heat
radiating from his scalp.

His warm kisses connected with every part of
my stomach. His tongue darted in and around my belly button, as
though giving me a foretaste of his expertise.

Expertise that I was sure he would use later,
on a much more private part of my young body.

I moaned, showing him that he was turning me
on, even with these kisses. My nipples stood out through the white
lace of my bra like bullets. As he kissed me, I unclasped it, so
that my breasts were free.

Pert and proud for him, hard nipples crowning
each like some kind of prize cupcake.

He cupped each in turn, raising up so that he
could take my nipples in his mouth, warm lips wrapped around them.
Fuck he was so sensual. I couldn’t wait, literally could not wait a
second longer, for him to open me up with his fingers.

And his tongue

So toned. So beautiful. He was God made human
form. His arms bulged, twitching with every movement. His pec
muscles toned and highly visible beneath perfect dark iridescent
skin. Not so big that he looked like a body builder. A much more
subtle tone of someone who clearly takes very good care of himself.
His chest was perfectly buff, and his stomach, even as we were
seated, rippled with muscular form and beauty.

Despite my somewhat restrained position in
the swing I was able to bend over and twist so that his huge hard
cock was now directly in front of my face. I leaned back against
the straps of the swing.

I wanted to taste him

To feel him grow in my mouth

But there was something else that I wanted
even more;

“Do you see him honey? Do you see how big he
is?”

I looked over at my husband. His eyes were
glued to me, to my every action. I looked down at his briefs. Was
he getting a hard on? His pathetic cock certainly seemed to be
getting stiffer.

I pulled myself out of my sex swing and
walked slowly over to him. A dozen faceless eyes, staring at me
through the one-way mirror, no doubt followed my actions. I stood
to the side of my husband. I stroked slowly from his lips, brushing
against them with the tip of my finger, down his flabby stomach to
his boxers. I felt the cock within. He was definitely stiffening
up.

“Are you enjoying this honey? Are you loving
watching me, seeing how wet I am?”

He looked at me, a mixture of love and fear
in his eyes. He was fully restrained, mine for the taking. I could
do anything I wanted with him. I pulled his boxers down, so his
half-hard cock stuck out. I grabbed the shaft and pulled it, just a
few times, not enough to get him fully hard. Mind you, he usually
came after a few tugs, so I would have to be careful.

“Your cock is so pathetic! I bet it’s not
even half the size of this guy”

He nodded, agreeing with me, out of love and
lust for me. I was in complete control. I loved this

“But why are you getting hard honey? Is it
for me? Do you want to see me get fucked?”

His eyes widened

“Or maybe not? Maybe it’s my new lover? Is
that it? Do you like his body? His cock? Do you want to taste
it?”

He didn’t move.

I beckoned my new dark bull to come over. His
massive cock sticking out in front of him. Sexual tension filled
the heavy hot air in the room. Other swingers walked past, some
peering in through the open doorway, others moving to different
rooms, to try an orgy here, or a private threesome there. There was
something for everyone in this exclusive club.

I grabbed my black lover’s cock and pulled it
towards my husband. I made a show of comparing them, putting them
alongside each other so that they touched.

“Do you see that honey? Do you see how much
bigger and thicker he is? Fuck, it will split me in two when he
puts it in me wont it? After so many years of your tiny, puny
little worm”

I drew my finger lightly up my husband’s
body, finishing at his raised and restrained right hand. I pulled
on the X shape, and the whole cross turned on its axis, so that he
was now sideways, the perfect height for what I had planned.

Pulling my new lover by the cock, I drew him
close to my husband’s mouth.

“Now open wide like a good boy!” I said to
him

At first he didn’t. This was taking it too
far, even for a humiliation like this. But this was my fantasy. He
would do what I fucking well told him.

“Open your fucking mouth and swallow this big
black cock” I shouted at him, slapping him across the face.

As a tear rolled down his cheek, he opened
wide, and my lover thrust his huge weapon to the back of my
husband’s throat. He made a choking sound, but took the length.

I felt my lover’s hard cheeks, tensing as he
thrusted, and watched him face fuck my husband.

“That’s enough for you, you fucking closet
twink” I said to him, after a dozen or so thrusts. I really wanted
that cock all to myself.

I flipped my husband’s cross back to the
upright position, and pulled my bull over to me, walking backwards
as I did so that I was perched on the end of one of the plastic
cushions that adorned the red room.

This guy had such a huge, veiny stalk of a
cock. Perfect in every detail. The biggest one I had ever seen!

Probably eight inches I guessed, with girth
to match the length. He would take some swallowing , I knew that! I
wanted him so much to fuck me with it, but I also knew that the
anticipation is the thing that really makes these things special. I
wasn’t going to waste this chance!

I put my fingers around it, feeling the
thickness, the warmth of the flesh, the weight of it almost! I put
my head down, lips puckered, to taste him, to smell his meat. His
eye wept with some clear pre cum. I popped out the tip of my
tongue, just the tip, so that I could taste him. He was sweet and
slippy and amazingly good! Greedily I squeezed the end of his cock,
milking some more of that ambrosia from the end of his cock,
letting it roll around my tongue.

Fuck he tasted so good! I opened up my mouth
and closed my eyes. His hard cock slipped into my open mouth as
though it were the most natural thing in the world!

I pushed my head downwards, as more of that
huge meaty sausage pushed into me. It filled me up, like a meal I
could never finish. He sighed, and I felt him twitch a little in my
mouth. I bobbed my head, rocking it back and forth on top of him,
letting more of him inside me with each forward motion of my head.
More and more of his pre cum leaked into my mouth, running down my
throat like so much melted ice cream. I let the end of his cock,
the huge bulbous bell, slip down my gullet. I hardly gagged, even
on such a huge length, showing him what a slut I could be. I wanted
this to be the most amazing, dirty experience he had ever had.

He thrust upwards slightly with his hips. I
face fucked him. Pushing that huge cock deep into my gullet,
breathing through my nose, moaning as I worked, loving it.

I could feel my pussy getting wetter and
wetter. I wanted him to slip his fingers inside me as I worked.
Nothing would make me feel more alive! He was stroking my ass
softly, through the fishnets and panties that I was wearing. I
lifted my ass cheek gently, his cock still deep inside my mouth. He
roughly pulled off the fishnets so that there was just my flimsy
crotchless panties between him and his prize. I felt him slip his
fingers inside the material, one then two on the elastic, and then
up onto the warm flesh of my ass. He stroked the crack of my ass,
slipping his hand around, until he had located my moist slit. His
fingers began to open me up. I bobbed harder on his cock, showing
him how much I loved that sensation. His fingers negan to dig
deeper inside me, getting covered in my quim. I pulled his cock out
of my mouth, and squeezed it tightly in my grip. Jerking him up and
down as I whispered to my husband.

“Fuck yes! Open me up. Stick your fingers
deep inside my pussy! Can you see how wet I am? Can you feel how
tight I am? That’s for him, not for you. I want his hard cock
inside me!”

His eyes were closed, and he pushed his
fingers deep inside me. A perfect fit. Deep in my tight trench.

I pulled myself up from him, letting his cock
fall from my mouth so that I stood in front of him. His stiff cock
was wet with my saliva. I shot a quick glance at my cuckold
husband, some kind of instinct telling me that I knew the
seriousness of what we were doing. It was stupid, because we had
gone past the point of no return a long time ago.

I was dripping! Literally running with
juices. I needed this so much. Wanted him so much!

I rubbed the end of his cock on my warm pussy
lips. My petals parted for the end of him, and our liquids mingled,
his pre cum and my pussy juice.

I used him, as I kissed him, like a dildo. I
wound him around my lips, and stroked him against my sex flesh. All
the while I pushed my hips down a little further, so that now the
end of his cock was up inside my pussy. I would tease him. Let him
think that I was going to sit down on him, and then pull away
slightly so that that cold air his the end of his cock. He had his
hands on either side of my ass now, almost willing me to sit on his
hard cock. I wasn’t going to let that happen too quickly! I wanted
him to almost beg me with his body language. It’s the anticipation
that makes it so special! So electric

And after all, I wanted him to be all
mine!

But fuck I wanted him too. I sat down some
more, so that now about half of the shaft also found its way inside
my tight slit.

Fuck he felt so so good! So right! I could
barely take my body up so that again, the tip was just inside
me.

He moaned and sighed

I took a dark wide nipple and tweaked it,
hard

He let out another sigh, enjoying the pain,
his eyes closed, hands still stroking the top of my thighs.

I pushed my body downwards, more of his shaft
inside me now. Fuck this was so good! He was such a big big dark
man! It was filing me up now! To the brim

I sat down on top of him. As much of his cock
as could possibly fit in me now pushed right up inside me

I was his and he was mine

I held it there, feeling the hard flesh
pushing out the walls of my pussy. It was such a tight fit!

I felt like I was so full of cock

He spoke at last

“Fuck! That feels so amazing!”

Fuck yes! It really did feel amazing. I
squeezed him with my pussy. I flopped forwards, covering his neck
with my kisses, our bodies squashed together. Hot skin on hot skin,
and huge hot cock deep inside me.

I wound my hips around, feeling his shaft in
me. I pulled up my body and then down, so that we were properly
fucking now. Slow and steady, deep shafting, rising up and down.
The juices started to make a sound as I picked up speed. I knew
that this wouldn’t last long. I was so close to cumming, and I was
sure that he was too. Deep kisses again, tongues entwined, as I
rose and fell on his huge member.

“Do you like that? Do you want this every
day?”

“Fuck yes” he whispered, the urgency in his
voice betraying that he was close now

“Then cum inside me, ok?”

He nodded. He was close

I rose and fell. Harder and harder. Fuck
fuck

FUCK!

His cock shot in and out of me. I was close
now. Pulling myself up and crashing down on him. My tits were in
his face, my nipples hard. He licked each of them in turn, sending
shocks to my already hard clit, as though I could even be any more
stimulated than I was already!

“I am going to cum” he whispered

I closed my eyes

I could feel the waves starting to rise in
me. It was going to be a big one. I knew I would make some noise
and I didn’t care

Our mouths locked together as the orgasms
crashed over both of us

I felt his cock twitch and throb. He jerked,
his cum rising up inside him. I put my hand behind my back and down
to his ball sack. I wanted to show him a trick that I knew, to show
him that I was an experienced MILF with the moves to match. I
grabbed his ball sack, tender plums, and squeezed.

Fuck!

He came inside me

His whole body shook and jerked. I felt his
hot cum shoot up deep inside me

I came too. The cries leaving my body as
though I were some trapped animal. I could hardly speak. I blacked
out. It was an intense sensation. A perfect joining of two people
in stranger sex

Our sweaty bodies joined. My arms around him
and he around me, we held that statuesque pose, as my pussy milked
every last drop of that hot cum from him.

I didn’t want it to ever end

And neither did he!

“Do you see? Do you see how I want to be
fucked now?”

My husband nodded

I lay back, with this big chocolate cock deep
inside me and stared into my husband’s eyes.

Now he knew!
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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 around my cunt, getting them wetter, making
me weak at the knees.

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 opened up my mouth, and took the head of
his penis into my mouth. He tasted meaty and manly. It filled my
mouth. His ass was tight, I grabbed it and held it tight, as though
if I didn’t, he might run away. Then I put one hand on his shaft,
and started to gently tug his cock as I took it fully in my mouth.
He filled out my cheeks, so that my warm mouth was full now of his
hard cock. I lowered down onto his shaft ready to deep throat him.
His hands were on my scalp, his strong fingers in my hair. Making
me shudder in a beautifully erotic way. I cupped his balls in my
hand, feeling them warm, moving in a way which pleased and made me
curious. Why do they do that? Rotating slowly, like two planets in
close orbit. I gave them a squeeze, as far as I dared, wondering
with a naughty curiosity whether he enjoyed the pain. He seemed to.
He certainly didn’t complain. I loved a bit of pain too, and
seemingly instinctively he gave my hair a pull. I responded by
deep-throating him more, increasing the erotic charge, he pulled,
real pain this time. I loved it!

I let him slip further down my gullet. He
was starting to choke me now, even though barely half of his long
thick shaft was inside my throat. I swallowed his sword and fought
the gag reflex, wanting to take him all in, to show him what a
filthy whore slut I was. His cock was stabbing me now, my throat
making slushing, gagging noises as I let him face fuck me. He
thrust his hips in and out of me, aided and encouraged by my hand,
grasping the hard flesh of his ass cheek, pulling him into me. His
balls swung underneath his cock, and I heard his sighs, letting me
know that he was loving every second of this, his older MILF taking
his full load.

How I would have loved to have him cum in my
mouth, to swallow his load, to let him shoot into me. I would have
covered my tits it, played the porn star, letting him splash hot
cum all over me. But I wanted more. So much more.

I spat him out. A dribble of spittle caught
the sunlight as it formed a brief string between my lips and the
end of his cock, held in place by the elastic mix of pre cum and
saliva, before breaking away and adorning the upright shaft like so
much Christmas decoration. I watched him pull away from me slightly
as I pulled myself up onto my elbows on the leather sofa, and
pulled myself back so that my back was against the soft couch, and
I opened up my legs. I wanted him to get an eyeful of my tight,
pink pussy. His eyes widened, on cue.

“Why don’t you get in there, see how I
taste?” I smiled as I whispered those words.

He dropped to his knees, and began to kiss
my inner thighs. He was taking his time. He knew how to tease me,
this guy. He was inching towards my swollen lips. Closer and
closer. Then his mouth was upon me. I could feel him, softly
opening me up, exploring my hole with his probing tongue. This was
where things were getting really serious! I could feel him inside
me now, his long tongue opening me. I gasped with each lick. He
stroked up and down my slit, wetting me, then kissed shapes around
my cunt. Then he moved down and began to circle my rim, his finger
now teasing my clit, soft and slow rhythmic motions, getting me so
wet that I needed to have something in me, and right now! My hands
were on my nipples, tweaking and stimulating them and his finger
now half inside my cunt, licking up and down my trench and down and
around my dirty hole, new sensations crashing into already familiar
ones. Then his finger further inside me, turning into a trigger
shape to stroke that bundle of secret nerves inside me. He worked
my g-spot expertly and suckled on my clit, and I felt a wave of
orgasm crash over me. My eyesight blurred and my head swam. I
didn’t know whether I should laugh or cry, so I did both, the
emotions overtaking me in a very real and tangible way. I shook,
and grasped his head with my thighs, squashing his ears and pushing
down on his head, his close, tousled hair was hot and wet with both
of our sweat.

His tongue inside me now, my legs pushed
right back by his strong arms, so that they were almost behind my
ears. He was folding me up, eating me out, and I loved it. This was
how I wanted to be used and abused by this big, animal like black
man.

He pulled back, his cock shining, rock hard,
and his face covered in my juices. He was grinning broadly,
literally like the cat who had got the cream. He looked so cute. I
leaned forward and wiped my juices off his face, looking him
straight in the eye as I brought my hand to my mouth and tasted
myself. Then I put myself back into position where he could fuck me
again. Hard and long. My legs were behind my ears once more as I
opened up my pussy lips with my fingers, like the dirty bitch that
I was.

“Fuck me now” was all I could say

He moved into position over me, and pushed
his cock down onto my folded body, the tip on my lips. He was going
to thrust it into me, to push it in. To break me. I wondered if it
might hurt, would he be gentle? Part of me hoped that he wouldn’t,
so that I could feel the erotic pain of being fucked hard by a man
who really knows what he’s doing. I felt it start to part my lips,
and then open them up a little. This was it. Now or never.

Then it broke. His cock pushed down into me
and I squealed as it broke through my lips and into my hole. Then I
moaned as it started to drive deeper in me. The shaft was veiny,
and I felt every ridge as it drove past the bell end and down the
stalk. It felt as though I were filling with cock, like I was
breaking, that I could barely take any more inside me.

He held it there, once he had pushed it
inside me as far as he would go. I felt so complete, so full. I
looked up for a moment, his body tight against mine, and beheld the
sight of the living room, clothes on the floor, ceiling fan
whirring.

Then he began to pull out of me. The shaft
was glowing, throbbing and covered in our combined juices. He
grinned at me, and planted a huge kiss on my lips, tasting himself
and me. Then he pushed again. Harder this time. I felt his cock
ripple against my lips and clit, this time taking the sensations,
feeling less tight and more like the filthy whore that I was. He
pushed it in, banging against me this time, deeper and harder, his
balls swinging against my ass cheeks. Then he pulled out, I noticed
beads of sweat forming on his forehead. This time he teased me with
the tip. Pushing a tiny amount of himself in me and just fucking me
with that, pushing it in deep after a while then pulling out to the
tip again. Such technique! Such control! Then he pulled out and
dove onto me, eating me out, gorging on my swollen pussy. Then back
inside me again. No hesitation. Fucking me hard. Harder.

Now he was jack hammering into me. I could
feel the orgasm welling up inside my filthy body. My tits bounced
and my stomach heaved as I couldn’t contain myself, screaming at
the top of my lungs, so that anyone walking by the house couldn’t
fail to hear us through the open patio doors.

Then he pulled out and took my slender hips.
He pulled on my body, and turned me around so that I was now on my
front, me stomach on the seat of the sofa, doggy but supported, my
knees on the floor. He pulled my cheeks apart, so that he could see
my rim and my open pussy. I heard him sigh in desire and then his
nose pushing into my ass hole, tongue inside my cunt, a really deep
eating out that filled me with such desire. I let him face fuck me
like that for a few moments. Then he pushed me apart again and I
felt his cock on my cunt once more. And then he thrust it




















































































The Hotwife And The Big Black Bull































































Watch Me With
This Big Stiff Black Shaft, Then Try It For Yourself!
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