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I had been planning this for weeks.
Ever since I had first met my husband’s new boss.

A muscular, black bull by the name of
Lincoln. A young black man who clearly took what he wanted. That
was why he was already three places higher than John in the
company, despite being ten years his junior.

Well, I would make John watch while
Lincoln took his wife as well as his promotion. I would tie him up
and gag him, and then watch his eyes widen as I seduce Lincoln, up
in our marital bedroom!

I would take all of that huge black
cock in my mouth, gagging on his girth and his length! I will
swallow his cum, like the dirty white bitch I am. I will let him
slap me, spank me, turn me over and fuck me in the ass. I will
scream out his name, and look John directly in the eyes as I get
the kind of fucking he could never give me.

And when I cum, over and over again, I
will tell John that he could never do this. That his cock is just
too small. That he is just too loving and gentle, and that I need
to be fucked hard like this.

By a real man!

 


*

 


In my mind, I had been planning this
ever since I had first met Lincoln.

John had invited him over to dinner,
that first time, asking me if I wouldn’t mind making my speciality
dish, coq au vin, for his ‘new boss’. I remember that I had looked
heavenwards, agreeing under duress, thinking that it would be
another boring night, making small talk and trying to impress some
faceless fifty something while he talked about sales figures and
performance, and complemented me on my wifely cooking
skills.

Yawn!

But when the door had opened, and in
had walked a huge, muscular, Adonis of a man, long dreadlocks
cascading down his back, over his gleaming white shirt, and bright
white eyes fixing me with an inescapable stare, I knew that I had
judged the situation entirely wrong!

As the casserole bubbled on the stove,
and the red wine breathing on the credenza, I ran up the stairs as
fast as would seem proper, to change out of my dowdy housewifely
dress to put on something altogether more revealing.

As we sat at the table, John at one
end, making those idiotic slurping sounds as he ate, and droning on
about how much he loved the company, I pushed my ample tits
together, giving Lincoln an eyeful of my impressive cleavage
through my bright red, low cut dress. Lincoln responded politely to
John’s verbal resume, and made small talk with me, and all the
while my stockinged toes squeezed his crotch under the table, an
explicit game of footsie.

I think he was probably still hard when
the taxi picked him up to go home. I had certainly worked his cock
like a pro, showing him what a dirty bitch his new employee’s wife
really was. As he had left the house, I put my hand on his
shoulder, in a friendly manner, and casually said.

“You must come again soon.
For dinner”

 


*

 


Well, it took at least three weeks of
pestering John before the invitation to dinner was made. John knew
what was coming. I had made him watch me fuck other guys before. He
loved me too much to protest, which kind of made me want to
humiliate him even more. Sometimes I thought “if you could just be
more of a man, say no to me a few times, then maybe I wouldn’t do
this to you”.

But I really, really wanted to fuck
Lincoln.

Dinner played out as it had done that
first night, inane conversation, stolen glances, sexual tension,
and a cock massage under the table. As we cleared the plates away,
I finally managed to have two minutes alone with him. I took my
chance.

“Lincoln, if I go up to my
bedroom, will you come up in about ten minutes?”

His eyes widened. He knew what was
going on, but here? In the house? He looked at me and licked his
lips. I saw the muscles under his shirt twitch. I was so wet. I
could barely wait to feel him inside me, stretching me out with
that massive long cock of his.

He nodded, slowly and very
deliberately.

I called out to John

“Honey, come and help me
upstairs will you?”

John did as he was told. I heard his
footsteps, and followed him into our bedroom. He started to speak
to me as we walked in, maybe protesting about what was about to
happen. I admonished him with a hard slap across the
face.

“You don’t fucking speak ok?
You just watch. You watch me fuck your boss!”

I pushed him backwards, to a large
wicker chair in the corner of the bedroom, almost invisible in the
shadows cast by the furniture. He would sit there, in the dim light
– contrasting the double bed that was illuminated by two bedside
lamps, and watch the stage show unfold in front of him.

He sat down with a bump, and I walked
slowly over to him. My red silk dress, the one I knew he loved,
slipped over my thighs. He couldn’t take his eyes from my body. I
put my hands on his shoulders and then moved over him, so that one
leg was either side of his, straddling him.

“Lift up my skirt” I ordered
him.

He did as he was told, slowly pulling
up the smooth fabric over my thighs. He moved further up, so that
he could see that I wasn’t wearing any panties. My pussy was
specially shaved, something that I never did for him. I could feel
how wet I was.

“Can you see my tight little
pussy?” I said to him. He nodded.

“Do you like it? Do you want
to taste?”

He closed his eyes. I pulled his head
forwards, so that his lips were on mine. I felt his tongue lightly
on my sex flesh

I pulled him away sharply.

“That’s all you’re getting.
You don’t get to tongue fuck me ok? That’s for Lincoln. He is going
to taste me, and I am going to swallow his cock. By the time he is
finished you won’t be able to touch the sides with your pathetic
white man’s cock”

I slapped him across the face one more.
He cheek reddened, and his eyes watered. I took a couple of neck
ties from the closet next to him, and tied his wrists to the arms
of the chair. Then I did the same thing on his mouth, so that he
was gagged. Then I moved my face down to his crotch, kissing his
cock. He was hard already. That was good! I unzipped him and pulled
out his cock, kissing the shaft until it was fully erect. I walked
backwards away from him, all the while looking him in the eye, so
that I was now sitting on the bed facing him. I was pleased with
the tableau in front of me. It was perfect!

Just in time too. I heard footstep on
the stairs. The heavy tread of a muscular bull. I lay back against
the pillows, and the room darkened as Lincoln’s silhouette blocked
the light in the doorway. He came over to me, without a word, and
sat next to me. He started to stroke my bare arm, not yet fully
committing to fucking me. I could understand that. I wasn’t sure if
he had seen John, bound and gagged in the corner of the room,
watching our every move, but it was still something of an unusual
situation, even for someone as obviously sexual as him.

I lifted myself up, and closed on his
lips. I puckered my full lips and licked them slightly, then gently
brushed his lips with mine. I could feel my pussy starting to well
up with juice, and the wonderful manly aroma of his aftershave
filled my nostrils.

Our lips barely touched, and yet the
electricity that seemed to jump between them seemed almost
physical.

“Kathy, I…” he started to
say

I headed him off at the pass. Whatever
he was going to say, something like “this isn’t appropriate”, I
didn’t want to hear it. He was mine now. I could see that he was
crumbling, trying to resist my charms. I pushed my lips onto his
before he could utter another syllable.

I felt him breath in. I gasp of desire
and relief, as though it had been so long since he had kissed
another woman. A kind of an ending to the anguish that he had been
feeling.

I opened my mouth, my tongue on his
lips. I didn’t want him, even at this late stage, to feel that this
wasn’t right, that he was going too far with an employee’s
wife.

I wanted him, all of him. I wanted to
fuck him, and for him to fuck me. To use me. To fuck me in the ass
and in the pussy. To do things that had never been done before. And
all in front of John’s eyes.

His warm lips parted to my probing
tongue. I entered his mouth, our tongues entwined, warm faces
pushed together. His eyes were closed, and his mouth opened wider,
the desire now rising in him.

He put his hands on my shoulders, firm
grip and warm fingers. I melted to his touch, wanting him to place
those same fingers all over me, inside me!

I pushed my body towards him, so that
my tits almost touched his chest. He stroked the form of my
shoulders, feeling the skin beneath my silk dress. I wanted to be
naked for him, but I knew that he was in control, taking it at his
own pace.

I let my hand move down the front of
his body as our kisses became more urgent. I felt the definition of
his torso, even under the silken folds of his work attire. He had
such a body, tight and firm, even for an black guy. I knew that he
had a gym where he worked, and that he kept great care of himself,
eating the right foods, not smoking, keeping hydrated. A stark
contrast to the way I sometimes drank and smoked when I was out at
the weekend. Even so, with each undulating ripple of muscle on his
six pack as I drew my fingers downwards I couldn’t help but let out
a little inward gasp.

His kisses pressed into me, and his
hands now mirrored mine, drawing his fingers gently over my
nipples, feeling them grow and harden under his thumb. As he
brushed each one, I felt the fission, the electric moment in my
brain, and my tight, juicy pussy.

I dropped my hand down to the bottom of
his stomach. I felt his belt, the top of his pants. I was sure that
I felt something pushing the back of my hand as I worked the
buckle. His cock was definitely hard. As though underlining that
very clear point, he pushed his hips upwards, so that I felt the
bulbous end of his big black cock against the back of my
hand.

Was he a very, very big guy, or was my
wild imagination getting the better of me?

There was only one way to find
out.

I worked more feverishly now at his
belt. It slipped out of its hole, and parted. I made similarly
short work of his zipper. His massive dark cock pushed up and out
of the parted cloth, covered only lightly in the cotton of his
boxers.

Fuck, he really was a big
guy!

I dared to look downwards, glancing at
his crotch between mouthfuls of his tongue, our lips still locked
together. His cock stood out in the half light, a white rod
sticking up in the cotton of his boxers. I wanted so much now to
get that cock in my mouth, to taste him, to smell him. To suck his
ball sack, to taste his cum!

I pulled away from Lincoln’s lips,
kissing down the front of his stomach, getting the fabric wet with
my saliva. As I moved downwards I felt his fingers trace gentle
lines over my body, slipping up under my T-shirt, connecting with
my smooth tight skin. I shivered involuntarily from his touch,
anticipating the closeness to come.

He fell back onto the bed, so that his
muscular back was now in the pillow, in the dent where my head had
just been. I looked up into his eyes, flicking my long blonde hair
backwards so that he could see my baby blues. I reached down to the
cock that was still merrily bobbing out of his pants, peeking over
the waistband like some chad peering over a wall. I let my fingers
slowly wrap around it, feeling the size, the considerable girth. I
kissed down his stomach again, soft pecks on cool cotton, until my
lips now joined my hand, wrapped around his length. I could feel
him letting out little sighs of joy as I worked my way down him,
and his stroking now on my back, seemed to match my movements
exactly.

I looked down at my prize. He seemed to
be throbbing, twitching, even wrapped up in that cotton fabric. I
needed to set him free, to see exactly what I was getting
into.

I put my hands on the waistband of his
pants, and started to pull downwards. As I did so, Lincoln lifted
his ass cheeks upwards, letting me get his pants off. I slid the
fabric down his legs, appreciating how his muscle tone and
definition extended to his lower half as well as his chest. All the
while I could feel his fingers on my scalp, and stroking my
shoulders, soft caresses on my body.

I turned around to look back at him, up
his body, past his cock and onto his smiling face. He was looking
straight at me, as though transfixed. His cock, still under wraps
behind those white boxers, twitched in my fore vision.

I moved back up, so that once again I
was able to stroke his hard member through the fabric. I pushed
harder, up and down on the fabric. His toes curled, and he let out
tiny gasps, as though I was the first woman ever to touch him. I
let my hand move longer, further, feeling his soft ball sack,
squeezing his ripe plums, and then up and around his shaft, to the
very tip.

Fuck it! I wanted to see his naked
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