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I walked
quickly to the swinger’s club, lest I change my mind. I pulled my
husband along by the hand, occasionally turning back and glaring at
him for not being fast enough. I was hot and wet, and needed to
feel a strange black cock inside me, soon!

And when
I walked up the staircase and into the bar area, I wasn’t
disappointed at all! It was like an identity parade of eligible
black muscular men!

Everyone
rose and stared at us as we walked in. A stunning white MILF that I
was, long blonde hair and expensive make up, dressed in a leather
mini skirt and simple, almost see-through, mesh blouse. My husband
looked so out of place that I almost had to laugh at
him.

I spent
about ten seconds looking each man up and down, enjoying the
tension, and then led the first one, a huge and muscular lover, by
the hand into the nearest spare room. My husband followed dutifully
behind.

The door
closed behind us.

“So you want to fuck a white woman do you?” I asked my new
lover.

He
nodded. A man of very, very few words

“Well, first you gotta help me tie him up” I indicated to my
husband.

We both
led him to the chair beside the four poster bed. We held his hands
down as he was placed into the restraints, his ankles following
suit. I debated whether to gag him, but decided against it. I
wanted to hear him whimper and cry, that would turn me
on.

I
shivered in anticipation, wondering what on earth it would feel
like to be fucked to within an inch of my life by this huge black
stallion.

I closed
the space between us. He closed his eyes, and puckered up his huge
dark lips. Our mouths locked. Out of the corner of my eye I saw my
husband. He was crying.


Good!

He
opened his mouth, so that I could now taste him, and explore his
mouth with my tongue. I felt his teeth, his cheeks, as he probed
mine. Our tongues entwined, a perfect union, an erotic embrace for
both of us. He moved his body closer to mine, so that my chest was
against his, and my hips pressed gently against his midriff. I
could feel the bulge in the front of his boxers. It was starting to
push out, so that I could feel the sensation of that big black cock
starting to ripen, flooding with blood, hardening as it pressed
against me.

I wasn’t
sure yet, but it felt like a really big one!

The
passion started to flood through us. Our bodies coming to life,
electricity rushing around, making every nerve ending sensitive to
touch, amplifying every single movement as an erotic treat. I put
my hand up to his cheek, my mouth gulping him in now, his tongue
fighting for space with mine. I could feel his warm breath from his
mouth, cold air through his nose hitting my face. My eyes were
screwed shut, silence in the room, any noise eaten by the PVC and
deep carpet.

He
pulled me towards him, so that we were as tight together as two
clothed beings can be. His hands on my ass cheeks now, squeezing my
tight, pert body.

I moved
my hand from his cheek, down the front of his shirt. I could feel
the definition of his torso, his strong chest muscles, his rounded
shoulders, and then downwards to his stomach. The washboard pecs
rippled my fingers as I stroked him up and down, then up to his
nipples, giving them a tweak, hoping that he felt as much of a
shiver as I did.

His
heavy breathing told me that yes, he definitely did.

Our
bodies seemed to move in unison now. Swaying and lurching with the
power of our embrace. I could feel the tension rising within me,
knowing what I wanted now, hoping that he felt the same, that the
evidence of his hardening cock was the green light that I needed
for us to go all the way.

Right
there, in front of my husband.

He took
a step closer, letting his crotch come within stroking distance. I
moved my hand gently up and down his thigh, moving higher and
higher with each gentle stroke. He stole another half step, closing
the distance between us, and increasing the sexual tension by a
factor of ten.

I looked
up at his groin. His pants were misshapen, a bulge was appearing
where normally there was none. Well, not for my eyes anyway. I
reached up, gently stroking the hard on, coaxing it with the backs
of my fingers.

“Do you see what you have done to me, you white bitch?” he
whispered.

I loved
this. He was playing his part to a T.

A
playful smile crossed my lips.

“No. Why don’t you tell me. I am so innocent, and untouched, I
have no idea what that might be”

He
looked at me with his deep dark eyes. This was going to be the
fucking of our lives!

“What about him?” he gestured towards my cowering
husband.

“Make him watch” I replied. “Show him everything. Show him how
big you are. Make him swallow your cock. Splash your cum all over
him. Humiliate him!”

I
slipped off my tight leather dress in one easy movement. My black
lace panties followed swiftly after, so that I was fully naked in
front of him, the dim lighting reflecting from my white skin. My
shaved and perfectly formed body was his to behold.

He
stared at my tits, pert and round, ripe and ready. Almost
imperceptivity he licked his lips. I moved slightly towards him and
moved my fingers down to his zipper. The bulge was definitely
growing! Staring him directly in the eyes I went to work on his
pants. I pulled them down, so that his big black fleshy cock
started to become free. I put my hand inside, feeling the soft
cotton of his shorts, and the harder, warmer flesh of the beast
inside. Another movement of my fingers and I was in there, his hard
cock now in my grip. It felt so right, there in my fingers,
throbbing and twitching, its great bulbous shape alive in my
grip.

“Fuck!” he whispered, as I moved his cock from the safety of
its nest and out into the open air. I licked my lips, porn star
style, showing him that I was going to suck it, to pleasure him in
the way men love so much.

He put
his hands on my shoulders, pressing down ever so slightly, showing
me that it was ok, that he wanted me to as much as I did. I moved
slowly down his torso, pulling down his shirt as I moved. He was
hard and chiselled, a magnificent specimen.I could tell he worked
out. Maybe he was a stripper, fucking dozens of women a week. I was
sure that I wasn’t the first middle class housewife he had fucked.
I didn’t care. I wanted him. Now!

As I
moved down his stomach I kissed. His shirt was now off, and his
pants half off, just the waistband between my lips and their prize.
His six-pack heaved and shivered, and the sweat forming on the
ridges between his muscles tasted salty on my tongue.

I teased
him around his cock, making him hard and tense with anticipation. A
swift movement of my fingers allowed his tailored pants to fall
around his ankles, and his cock was mine. I held it in my hand,
gently tugging at the engorged meat. It was so animal-like. I
looked into its eye, the mushroom-shaped head twitching, and
weeping ever so slightly his sweet pre cum. I had to have a taste
of that, so sticking the tip of my tongue out I let some of the
clear liquid fall onto it. He was so sweet, so forbidden. A
wonderful taste of a black man’s juice.

I
puckered up my full red lips and closed my eyes, pulling him
towards me a little by grabbing a handful of his ass cheek and
bringing him in. I kissed up and down his hard stalk, working the
flesh. He quivered and shook, and his hands took up position on my
golden hair, gently moving my head.

“Yes, that’s it you white bitch” he encouraged, my lips now on
his ball sack, working his soft balls, sucking each one in turn,
then kissing around his meat once more.

“Suck it bitch” he whispered, knowing that I was going to, but
getting off on ordering me what to do.

I opened
up and took him inside my hot mouth. He audibly groaned in
satisfaction. His stalk throbbed inside me and I savored the flesh
that filled my mouth. I started to bob my head back and forth a
little, giving him the fucking sensation. To and fro he face fucked
me, each time his cock reaching further and further to the back of
my throat. I began to gag a little, his cock now right at the back
of me, his balls swinging against my chin. It felt as though I
couldn’t breath. I fought the reflex, wanting to give him a full,
dirty bitch experience. Then, just as suddenly as the choking
sensation had come, I relaxed and it left me. I took in the air I
needed through my nose, and let his cock throat fuck me. He pushed
it into me, harder now and more insistent, his balls slapping
against my chin as he thrust. I closed my eyes, savoring the
sensation of his great cock.

I
wondered if he might cum in my mouth, shooting his load down my
throat. It was certainly a thrilling prospect. I had never tasted a
black man’s cum before, let alone swallowed. It turned me on to
think of it, but not as much as the idea of having his thick cock
in my pussy. That was what I wanted, what I needed. I craved his
big thick rod. I decided that I would make it happen.

I
interlocked my fingers with his, cock still in my mouth. I brought
his hand down between my legs, spitting his member out so that I
could utter the words.

“See how wet I am for you, you black stud?”

I moved
back to the black leather sofa in the corner, where my husband was
sitting.

He would
get a grandstand view!

I lay
back, opening my legs like some porn show as I did. I dipped my
finger into my juicy slit, stirring it around so that I could cover
it with my sweet dew. It was a mere starter for the main course. I
wound it around and back out and over my sex lips, feeling how my
sex-lips were engorged, full of blood and super sensitive, wide
awake and ready to be stimulated, pulsating from the licking that
they had been given. His eyes widened as he watched me pleasure
myself. I saw his cock twitch and throb, thrusting out into the
air, hard and proud and ready to fuck me. He was a very, very big
guy. I mean, of course he was. He was perfect. Everything about him
was perfect, so why shouldn’t his cock be as well? I rubbed my
pussy lips, my fingers either side of them, slipping easily between
my moist digits. The hole gaped, my trench widening with each
stroke, so that my finger dipped in and out of my slit with every
stroke. I could hear his breathing, deep sounds from his manly
chest. I closed my eyes, but knew that he was watching me, staring
at me, fixated like a moth in its fatal attraction to a
flame.

My whole
body shuddered, and I gripped the soft leather of the sofa tightly
in my fists, hardly able to contain myself, keeping myself from
screaming out in joy.

He
lowered himself over onto me, moved his cock onto my body, kneeling
over me on his haunches, massaging my stomach with the hard stalk
of his warm, throbbing cock. He moved it up and down, as an expert
masseuse might work a back. His balls squashed against me, his
whole sack, his hard swollen genitals making a journey up and down
my stomach, to my tits and then down again, slipping onto my slit,
teasing the clit, letting our juices mingle a little, pre cum on
pussy juice, and then tracing a trail of slippy clear liquid up and
down my body. His end now traced gentle shapes on my chin, softly
writing little shapes, brushing my pouting lips, my cheeks and my
eyebrows. I caught the musk of him. His manly odour, deep and
meaty. I made a slight kissing shape with my lips, letting his end
onto my pouting mouth. I opened it slightly, wanting to take him
in, to swallow him. He teased me with it, as he had done all
afternoon, enjoying the chase, letting me sample him without
enjoying the full meal. That was the way to treat a woman – not
fumbling and insisting, like so many of my one night fucks had done
before. I was in the hands of a real expert here, and I was very
willing to let him go to work on me.

His big
purple balls were on my face now, squashy balls, pushing into my
flesh. I wrapped my fingers around his stalk, fingers that shone
with my pussy juices, so that they slipped around his veiny stalk
like the lubricant I didn’t need, and I started to gently jerk him
back and forth. His six pack heaved and his breathing deepened. He
moved down my body with his hand, tracing soft circles on my
stomach, spiraling in and out of my belly button, making me shudder
and shiver. His cock seemed to grow in my hand, if that were even
possible, and the eye wept a little with silky pre cum. I stuck out
my tongue and tasted him. It was like a sweet wine in my mouth. His
hand now slipped up and down my inner thigh. Light fingers tracing
a route to my pussy from my knee, teasing me, passing close but
never into my forbidden honey pot. Around and around
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