
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


The Big Dark Stranger
Humiliated My Husband With His BBC!

 


An Amanda Cummings Erotic
Novel

 


© Amanda Cummings 2022

 


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 18 and enjoying
mutual, consensual sex.

 


 


“Oh honey, this guy is
perfect! I’m going to suck him, do you want to watch me? Do you?
Well nod your head you pathetic worm!”

My husband nodded weakly. He was tied
up hard. He could barely move. Sweat dripped from him. It was quite
a sight. A normally powerful businessman powerless to intervene. I
would fuck this huge, muscular black man, who I had found online
with a false name, and lured to our house with the promise of sex
with a rich white woman. It wasn’t hard!

Unlike his growing cock. Swelling in
his pants. Ready to pump me with it’s huge, hard length!

 


I held my dark stranger’s scalp in my
fingers as he kissed and nuzzled into my neck. The pushing and
nibbling was getting more urgent now, and I felt my nipples harden
to his touch. They were large and rounded and pulled to a point,
clearly visible through my top and waiting for his attentions. His
hand moved further up my leg now, until I could feel the little
finger just brush the fabric of my panties. My cunt seemed to sigh
in anticipation of his touch, and I nearly melted with it. Then he
moved inside them and began to explore my opening. His fingers
winding around my panties and then dipping into my splayed pussy
lips, wetting him. I knew he was getting hard. I could see it as I
looked down at the space between us, his hard body, deep breathing
from us both. I moved my hand down, so that I could feel the
ripples on his six pack through his silk shirt, and then down to
his hard crotch, my fingers resting on it and feeling the hardness,
the straight up angle and the girth and length of him. I held the
shape, torpedo like in my fingers, and felt it’s warmth, throbbing
in my grasp like a trapped animal.

His finger was inside me now. He was
pushing it into me, curling it to rub my g-spot, harder and then
soft, and winding around my clit. It was a perfect tension, perfect
hardness on my lips. I could feel the waves of ecstasy beginning to
crash over me, the tsunami of pleasure that would soon overtake me
was a mere ripple now, but I knew that it was coming and that it
would be amazing when it did. His other hand on my back now,
ripping my top upwards, some of the cotton giving way with a
telltale sound of stretching and ripping. It flew apart with a
shower of buttons and thread, and the fabric was on the floor and
my naked torso was his to enjoy. I saw him take a look at my pert
titties, drinking in the sight of me, and then his face on my
nipple, he slurped the flesh and licked around the shape of me,
teasing the tip of my tit so that my eyes rolled to the back of my
head, and the sensations joined with those being whipped up by his
urgent finger banging to enable a huge upswelling of orgasm which
shook my tiny body, making the hairs stand up on the back of my
neck and gushing the water from me and all over his
hand.

I wanted, no needed him to be naked for
me too. I was more than a match for his attentions, and ripped his
shirt apart in the same way that he had done for me. More buttons
pinging off the walls and more ripping cotton and silk, and his too
was on the floor with mine. The fabric entwined as we would soon
be.

 


I looked down at his muscular chest,
dark curled hairs, sweat forming and muscles twitching. He was
perfectly defined, with broad shoulders and a square shape to his
breasts which showed a man who worked out well and regularly. His
stomach was ripped, the clear six boxes of his muscles that would
make a twenty year old weep. He looked at me straight in the eyes,
and seemed to be looking right into me. Then we kissed again and
our tongues wrestled, and my hands were on his upper body, feeling
the hot flesh and the sweat beneath my fingers and loving it. I
felt the tops of his shoulders, then the boulders that were his
arms, and then down again and onto his cock. I could feel that
shape even more now, and I needed to see for real what he had in
there. His finger was still inside me, still soaking from my
wetness, and I toyed with his belt buckle until he came apart and
his fly followed suit. Then I was inside the cool of his silk, or
was that cotton, boxer shorts and I could feel the hot flesh
against my skin. I pulled on him, feeling the wetness of his
weeping pre cum on them, and let him lift up his ass cheeks so that
his cock could make it’s way out and into freedom, like an
astronaut on a space walk. I held it tight, as though I couldn’t
let it go, and started to stroke him. I felt him throb in my hand,
and his body heaved as I worked him. All the while he was showering
kisses on my tight naked body, and the finger inside me was working
me into a frenzy!

I wanted my husband to know, to feel
how much this was revving me up. I cried out, so that he shuddered
when the sound went through him, knowing I was wetter than I ever
had been, ever could be, with him!

Then I pulled away from him slightly,
so that he wasn’t inside me anymore, and began to kiss down his
body. I started at his neck, puckering the soft flesh, feeling the
pleasing rasp of his stubble on my cheek. Then I moved down to his
chest. Naughty nipples flicked by my probing tongue, one hand still
grasping his cock, the other feeling his stomach as I slurped on
his nips. Then down to his cock. It was a huge, wonderful specimen
of manhood. My mouth was a few inches from him, the big dark purple
shining end of his penis, rounded and shining, a perfect helmet
with a weeping eye. He was cut. The skin perfectly removed from the
tip. Hard black shaft running with veins, a good eight inches, soft
and trimmed hairs around the base and soft balls, rounded and
welcoming. Full of that vital, life giving cum that I needed to
fill me.

 


I held it for a moment, beholding the
sight. Then I puckered up my lips and lowered my head, kissing the
end of it, giving it a little taste, savoring the meat. I let my
tongue wind around the base of his helmet, circling the
circumference, and then up and down his long shaft. It rippled
against the ridges and veins of his long member, and I heard him
heave. His fingers were in my hair and he pulled it slightly as he
controlled my head movements. Then I pulled myself up and dove down
onto the top of his cock, so that my mouth was now filled with his
meat. I let it slurp down, beginning to deep throat him, and I
heard him sigh out a little ‘fuck me that’s amazing’ as I swallowed
his shaft. Now I have never done this before, although I had seen
clips and of course talked to my girlfriends about deep throating.
I didn’t know I could do it, but I fought the gagging reflex and
his cock filled my throat, lubricated by my spit and his copious
pre cum. I let him right down in there, and my eyes teared up, but
I fought and won and soon I was bobbing down on him with gusto, his
cock filling my gullet as I took him all in, my hand on the shaft
and then when it disappeared into me, cupping his soft and round
balls. Then I had my hand on his lower back, and his fingers were
pulling my hair now and I just loved the pain. Loved it. Relished
it! He face fucked me. Used me like some glory hole and I relished
every single thrust.

Then I felt him pull out of me. Strings
of spit and pre cum from my lips to his tip, breaking and falling
as we parted, and I kissed him hard, so that he could taste himself
on my breath. My
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