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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 the
age of consent and enjoying mutual, consensual sex.

 


 


“You know what to do
honey. I’ve told you twice. Go out there now and don’t come back
until you’ve found me a big black guy to fuck”

 


It wasn’t a question. It
was an order. And one that Giles, my pathetic, albeit rich and
successful husband would obey to the letter, if he knew what was
good for him!

 


I loved this. Loved to
treat him like my personal slave. My gofer. He would do as he was
told. Or there would be more trouble! And he wouldn’t want what
happened to him last time to repeat itself. Oh now, two days tied
up, without food or water, while I brought back a succession of
bulls I had met online to fuck me, while he watched through tear
stained eyes, the sores on his back from my abuse welling up with
blood, no he would do as I asked this time.

 


I was wearing lingerie. The
sexy stuff he bought me for valentines. I bent over as he started
to walk out of the bedroom, already wet from my behavior, and
pulled the panties to one side, so he could get a good view of my
cunt. The butt-plug was fully up inside me, and it winked at him as
he took in the sight.

 


“Honey!” I called after
him. “Find me a sexy one ok. You know the kind I like. A sexy black
guy with a big cock. And if he’s really good, I’ll let you clean up
afterwards ok?”

 


He nodded. Was he enjoying
this just a little too much?

 


I lay on the bed, hearing
him leave, and began to play with myself. My fingers were soaking
wet as I dipped them into and out of my tight, MILF pussy. My long
blonde hair fell around my shoulders. I could see myself in the
ceiling mirror. Hopefully my husband would be able to watch the
whole show too. I wanted that. Needed him to feel every thrust. Man
it turned me on thinking about him watching me get stretched by a
huge black cock. Perfect!

 


I was in good shape. Great
shape in fact. The gym sessions and personal trainers, some of whom
I fucked, obviously, were all part of this lavish billionaire’s
lifestyle. All Giles’ money of course. SO why did I humiliate him?
Why did I get off on that? I knew I owed him everything, and yet
maybe I wanted to push it this far, so that he would break maybe?
Set me free? Sometimes I was just SO BORED!

 


Well no time to think about
that now. I would soon be broken by a huge black bull. Pounded
even. He may not know how to please me in bed, but Giles knew the
kind of man I loved to fuck, and he would have no trouble finding
him. One thing I knew about the kind of rough trade he was going
looking for, they all loved a white cougar to fuck!

 


It wasn’t long! I heard the
door open and the footsteps on the stairs. I was dripping with
anticipation. Then the bedroom door opened and my husband came in,
followed by a guy at least twice as wide as he was. He was a
perfect specimen. Muscular, brooding, disdainful. I didn’t know if
he was going to fuck me or rob me! Perfect in every way! He had
training shorts on, running shoes and a vest, and his dark rounded
shoulders shone with sweat. Had he been working out? Boxing maybe?
I hoped so!

 


“Honey he’s perfect” I
said to my husband. He had indeed pleased me. Giles smiled back and
took up position on his chair facing the bed. He would not move,
not speak until he was spoken to. That was our game.

 


I moved over to the
stranger. His muscles twitched, and I could see his groin growing,
beholding the size 8 MILF in bewitching lingerie who was striding
confidently towards him.

 


 


I lifted myself up and put
my arms around his neck. On my tip toes I puckered up, and planted
a firm kiss on his lips. He pulled away for a second. Then he
matched my move, kissing me on the lips, and opened them up.
Suddenly we were both French kissing. I felt his tongue inside my
mouth as mine in turn danced in his I could taste his wonderful,
musky scent. My head swooned as the enormity of what we were doing
dawned on me, but I just really didn’t want it to end. Not for one
second. He started to kiss me more urgently, so that our mouths
pushed onto each other. My eyes were closed and we swapped saliva.
Then his body pushed more against mine and his arms wrapped around
me, holding me tight, his hands on the small of my back just above
my ass. I lifted myself up and let him feel the firmness of my
cheeks, wanting his hands on there. My tits pushed into his body
and we swooned together. Then I felt his hard groin against me. It
felt huge, growing, primed and ready. There was no hesitation in my
mind, I wanted him. I wanted that cock inside me. Wanted to feel
what it was like to be broken by this chocolate lover!

 


His hands started to caress
my shoulders. I felt the lace bra slip off my shoulders and his
strong fingers on my bare neck now, striking up and down on my
rounded flesh. Then my basque was ripped from me with an easy
motion, the lace giving way to his attentions and I was naked from
the waist up. His hands exploring my back and then cupping my
breasts in turn.

 


I wanted him to explore the
pert flesh. My nipples poked through the gaps in his fingers so
that with every movement more sensations piled into my already
overcrowded brain. I could feel it warming me up, getting me wet.
And how I wanted to let him explore inside me! That would be the
heaven I craved! I put one hand around the waistband of my flimsy
panties and ripped them off, so that it fell around my feet. He was
still working my nipples, tweaking them now between finger and
thumb, while I put my hand inside the front of my briefs and felt
my own swollen lips. I was wet to the touch and ready for his
attentions. How I wanted him to taste my juices. How I needed him
to finger fuck me. To slip his tongue around my clit and then up
and inside my tight MILF cunt.

 


I looked over at my
husband. He was drinking in the sight of both of us. I knew he
wanted me to be happy, and right now being happy meant getting
fucked by this huge guy.

 


I took his hand and
interlocked my fingers with his, so that we were both now on my
pert and erect nipple. I could feel his warm skin on mine. I
dragged him off my tit and down the front of my body, enabling his
strong touches, feeling the soft tight skin of my stomach and down
to the top of my cunt. There he explored the bulge in my abdomen,
before slipping downwards. I let my legs open a touch as I stood
there, so that his middle finger could work it’s way to my wet
opening. I wound my body onto his stiff finger and let him slip up
inside me. Then he pulled out and started to tease the open lips,
feeling his way around me, slipping it in and out of my hole, and
all the while I breathed deeply, kissing him hard and long as we
embraced, my body close to his and my fingers still interlocked as
we jointly finger fucked me to heaven. I could feel myself getting
closer to orgasm, wetter and wetter, the noise of liquid on flesh,
slapping and squirting as he banged me harder and harder. I nearly
dropped to my knees there and then, to pull out his cock and start
gagging on it, but relished the attention he was paying me. My
hairless cunt was wet and open, he was rubbing my g-spot with his
trigger finger, slipping it out and back around my clit, then
dipping further between my legs to explore my forbidden hole, all
the while his kisses rained down on my mouth and my neck, and his
fingers on his other hand, busy with my hard nipple, not giving
ground for a second.

 


Now my hand was on his
crotch. I could feel the obvious hardness of his cock, springing to
life and misshaping the jogger he clearly wore all the time. It
felt like a trapped animal in there, snake like and solid, clearly
a man with length and girth to spare. I thought for a moment how I
would manage to fit him all inside me, tight as I was. I was sure
that I would relish that challenge, take the pain and let him screw
me hard, the way I wanted.

 


He pulled away from me, and
swiftly whisked me around by the hips, so that now I was backing
into him, with my pert little ass bumping against his hardness. His
hands wrapped around my stomach, and his right middle finger
slipped inside me. The fingers of his left hand stroking and
teasing my nipple as he finger fucked me from behind, getting
deeper inside me, wet and wetter with each stroke of that naughty
digit, he dove on the back of my neck, kissing me hard, so that I
moaned and sighed from his attentions.

 


I put my hands behind my
back and slipped my fingers once more to his groin. He was
thrusting his around, teasing me from behind with his masculine
form. I pulled out his waistband and then pulled down his pants.
His pants were around his ankles, kicked away and sliding on the
hard marble floor like a dead animal, and I was a mere pair of silk
briefs from my forbidden prize. I pushed my probing fingers onto
them and immediately connected with the warm hard flesh of his
erection. I grasped it as though trapping a fleeing bird, holding
it tight as though it might escape my grip. I could feel the pre
cum weeping over my fingers, onto my knuckles. Still the kisses
rained down on the back of my neck, getting me hotter, wetter, more
ready for him to fuck me hard. I opened my eyes and looked at the
bedroom. Plush. Elegantly decorated. Drapes flowing from large,
clean windows, the sunlight streaming through. Photos of Giles and
I, seemingly perfect, but for the kink that absorbed us both. I
closed my eyes once more, lest the reality of the situation flood
my brain.

 


But man I was turned on!
More so than I have ever been in my entire life. I needed this
black man to be inside me. But first I had to taste him!

 


I wheeled around on my
heels, so that I was in front of him. Up on my tip toes, I kissed
him again, the musk on our breath intermingled, tasting each other,
our desire and our passion. I kissed his neck and felt his strong
arms on my back, under my T-shirt, his fingers on my back, feeling
the warmth of him. Then I slut-dropped to my haunches and his hard
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