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This wasn’t my usual challenge.

My husband was tied up at home. Literally. I
had made sure that his bonds were tight, his gag was in place. He
had no idea what I was going to do. That was the whole point. He
would be powerless to stop me. He just had to take what was
coming!

But I knew! I had been speaking online to a
very very sexy, muscular black bull.

From the photos he had sent me, and from what
he had been saying to me online, I was going to get the fucking of
my life!

And my husband would have to hear it. Hear me
screaming. And love me just the same!

That was the deal. That’s what happens when
you cheat on your wife, you piece of shit!

I met him in a bar. It was supposed to be so
that I could call out or run away if there was any sense of danger.
But there was no hint of it. He was charming. Polite. Smiling away
in his suit.

But there was immediate sexual tension
between us. I didn’t even wait to finish my drink. We left the bar
straight away and we were home in five minutes.

I opened the door, seeing my husband in the
living room, his eyes wide with, well, fear and excitement I
guessed.

“You see who I have brought home honey? He is
an angel. He is going to fuck me hard, and you are going to hear
it. Ok?”

My husband nodded. I didn’t care at all, if
he liked it or not. This was to be MY fuck, not his. If he was
lucky, I might let him clean up…

My bull and I moved into the living room,
where my husband was tied to the chair in the corner. We stood next
to the leather couch. My bull moved towards me, I closed my eyes.
And we kissed.

It wasn’t a tentative kiss, the kind that
someone who wasn’t sure of himself might make. No, this was from a
man who was used to taking control, to having people bend to his
persuasive will. He pushed his soft lips onto mine and I didn’t
resist at all. Couldn’t. didn’t want to.

I melted into his arms as his mouth opened
and our tongues began to dance in our mouths, intertwining, tasting
him, his saliva, his juices. I felt his hands around my waist as he
pulled me closer, closer, so that my firm breasts were against his
muscular body. I felt the very tip of his thumb on my nipple,
immediately as hard as a bullet, tingling to the lightest of his
touches. I could feel myself welling up with quim, my pussy wet,
anticipating. Anticipating what? I didn’t know where this was
going. I more than half expected him to pull away, to apologise, to
say ‘I’m so sorry, let’s forget this. It’s too weird’ and I would
nod quietly and agree not to say anything, even though I wanted him
more than anything. But none of that happened. I put my hands on
his cheek, feeling his perfect, one day stubble, rough beneath my
soft fingertips.

I wasn’t expecting it at all, but I was
loving it. He was so strong, as his hands began to explore me,
stroking my back, all over my ass, pushing me up against the wall
of the summer house with a clatter of painting easels and brushes.
I let out a little gasp, the power of his body, his muscular form
and his obvious intentions taking my breath away. He took a firmer
hold of my tit now, squeezing gently, my bullet nipple poking
through the soft white cotton of my dress, between his fingers. How
I wanted him to put his lips around it, to taste me, then to go
down on me and taste my juices!

I opened my legs and took his other hand. I
pushed it up between my thighs so that he got a liquid stroke of my
sodden pussy, soaking the cotton between my legs. His turn to gasp
now, breathing in, hard and manly, loving what he found, my shaved
pussy but for a landing strip of short, soft hairs, his own warm
and deep kingdom for him to plunge into. He began to work my pussy
lips through the fabric of my now sodden dress. He opened me up and
I felt him on my clit, expertly flicking and teasing me to a soft
orgasm right there as we stood and petted, not caring who could see
us. I felt his back, his strong, conditioned muscles through his
silk shirt. He was hot, sweating, beads of moisture forming at the
nape of his neck and on his collar. I stroked him, digging my nails
in as he stroked me to my climax, my knees giving a little so that
my weight was on the same hand that was finger fucking me. He took
my lithe body easily, supporting me as I ground down on his digit,
pushing him up inside me, so that he could feel just how wet and
tight I was, and how much I needed his cock inside me!

I could feel the hardness of him through the
soft linen of his pants, as we kissed and stroked each other. I
took his length in my grasp and stroked him up and down, the fabric
clinging to his shaft within my fingers. He moaned as he kissed me,
and I knew that I had him, that he would take me, completely, there
in the living room in front of my PATHETIC HUSBAND!

I had my back to the arm of one of the sofa
now, so that my butt could hop up onto it if I moved slightly. I
did, opening my legs again and letting my light dress fall open at
the slit, pulling his forearm so that he could reconnect with my
clit, stroking and teasing it, softly circling my lips and clit so
that I gushed with sweet juices, covering his hand. Again he pushed
into me, insistent kisses, his tongue in my mouth and then his lips
showering the nape of my neck. His attentions turned to my tits
now, unhooking my dress at the back as he worked down my body, so
that my pert and bra-less titties stood firm and pert, my nipples
so hard, tingling and waiting for his mouth. He pushed his middle
finger up inside me, stroking my g-spot, as he circled my nipples
in turn with his tongue, and then lapping on the flesh as though
eating an ice cream. And this ice cream was melting to his
touch!

He pushed the shoulders of my dress over my
body, so that it fell down to my hips. I lifted up my butt, his
finger still inside me, and wriggled out of the summer frock so
that I was now completely naked, ready to be his slave, for him to
do what he wanted to me. That was how much I wanted to be with this
muscular dark guy, this perfect man.

I kicked the dress so that it lay next to us,
he a fully clothed black man, and me the hotwife, completely turned
on, revved up and ready. I felt the back of his head once more, hot
and sweaty with passion and desire, droplets collecting around the
slight stubble at the nape of his neck. He worked my nipples in
turn, and finger banged me, harder now, so that I could really feel
that I was being fucked by his hard digit.

I felt another wave of orgasm crash over me.
This was a big one, and there was nothing I could do to stop myself
from crying out. My leg shook and my ass clenched, and I bit his
neck to prevent any further unwanted noises. I needn’t have
worried, the grounds of his estate were so huge, I could have let a
shotgun off and no one would have heard anything!

But I wanted more. I needed to show him how I
was able to match him, move for move. I may be a virgin, but I
wanted to explore, to go all the way. And I was very much a dirty
MILF too!

I moved around and pushed him up against the
arm of the chair, where I had been positioned previously. Then I
gave him a firm shove with both of my hands. So that he collapsed
playfully backwards, to be enveloped by the soft white leather of
the sofa. I giggled, my laughter filling the room, and jumped on
him. My legs were astride him, my stomach and tits pushed into him,
feeling the soft silk of his shirt against me, slightly cold to the
touch and perfect antidote to the hot weather outside. He gripped
my ass with his hands as we slow kissed once more. I loved that
feeling, his hands on my cheeks, wanting me, needing me and
kneading me!

Then I felt his fingers slide around to my
hole, slipping in and out of my wet cunt, working me up into a
frenzy once again. My legs apart, fingering me from behind like the
expert he was.

But it was my turn. I wanted to experience
him. All of him. I kissed his neck. Showering him, my hands all
over his firm body. One shirt button was undone. I made short work
of the others, so that he was soon unbuttoned. I pulled on his
tails, getting that fabric free, and beheld the sight of his manly
chest.

He was a perfect specimen. Toned and perfect.
Athletic. That was what his dating profile would say, and unlike
ninety percent of other men, his would be accurate. His nipples
were pert and enticing, the definition of his pectoral muscles
perfect, like a GI Joe, a hint of a six pack, and a few downy hairs
on his chest and stomach, a midriff which heaved from the
excitement, out of breath but in control.

I had to tease my husband.

“DO you see his body? Do you? My god he is so
perfect. So much fitter than you”

I played with his nipples in turn, letting my
fingers take a long languid walk on his chest, down his stomach and
then back up to each nipple, winding around them as he had done
with me, watching him shiver with the anticipation and the light
touch. As I played with one, I licked and sucked on the other. I
felt him tense as I did so, and his hands squeezed my ass cheeks
even more, then I opened my legs as I played with him and rubbed my
wet and horny cunt lips on his strong shaft, working myself up into
a lather, ready for him. Now I allowed my hands to work down his
stomach, further down, further down, and all the while giving his
naughty nipples the attention they truly deserved. I blew on his
chest now, making him shiver and his nips stand up proud. I worked
my fingers to the waistband of his tailored linen pants, letting
them tease the button, making him think I was about to take him out
and then stopping at the last moment. Maybe it was because I knew
that once I had his naked cock in my hand that there would be no
going back, that I was in it for the long haul and that we would be
going all the way! Yes, despite the passion in me, and how my body
ached to have him inside me, I was still a little























cover.jpg





