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My husband is pathetic

He really is the most useless, tiny-dicked,
chubby, pale white man you have ever met. He never makes me cum. He
never even fucks me, except when he is drunk or when I threaten to
leave him. And even then, I am lucky if I get two minutes of
over-optimistic missionary before he rolls over, his cock already
flacid, and his pathetic squirt leaking out of me, and immediately
snores a deep and contented sleep.

In fact, there is just one reason why I stay
with him. Albeit a very big reason indeed.

He is a rich man. He keeps me in the
lifestyle to which I have definitely grown accustomed!

I never lift a finger to work. I spend a
leisurely breakfast every morning. While he is at least three hours
into his morning of stocks and shares, hiring and firing, a life
which I don’t even pretend to understand, much less be interested
in, I will have a hard time getting ready for my lunch appointment
with the girls. The dishes are cleaned by the maid, my wardrobe
picked out by my dresser, even the meals I don’t even bother to
claim to have cooked are pre prepared ready for me to throw in the
oven by an army of household helpers.

Oh yes, life is certainly tough for white
trash made rich like me!

Of course, this lifestyle isn’t entirely
without it’s hassles and annoyances. For example, only yesterday I
had to pick from maybe ten guys who had messaged me that day. Guys
who all shared a common characteristic. One which, to my mind
anyway, was one that was very much in demand.

You see, all these guys were big, Very big. I
stipulated that I must see who big they were. You see I love to be
stretched. I mean, really really stretched.

Stretched by a big black man!

No, not just a black man. A black bull. The
polar opposite of my husband. A dark lover who would ripple with
muscles, the darkness of his skin only serving to emphasise his
God-like form and physique. A man who was all man. A guy who’s
power I couldn’t even hope to control. A chocolate fuck buddy who
would take me, roughly and powerfully, giving me no relief from his
fervent, powerful thrusts until I had cum, over and over again.

Only when he had used me, fully and
completely, would I be satisfied. Only then could I possibly return
to my life of un-encumbered luxury, and unbridled marital
boredom!

It truth, it really wasn’t hard to find guys
to fuck me. Even with my special tastes, my very specific
requirements, there was always an inbox full of willing candidates.
It was all I could do to whittle them down to a short list, before
I called each one up in turn to try to deduce whether the man was
all bluster, or if he really knew how to please a woman like
me.

My profile on the website, ‘richmilf.com’ was
completely truthful. I saw no point in leaving out any detail, no
reason not to put my real genuine photograph up. I am a great
looking woman, I knew that. Despite my forty-five years, I had the
body that women half my age would kill for. Endless gym sessions,
massage, pilates and other classes at my exclusive gym kept me in
great shape, and what I couldn’t manage through honest hard sweat
my plastic surgeon more than managed the rest. In the ten years
since I had moved up a social class and several income brackets, my
fine features and tight body, flat stomach, pert ass cheeks and
unrealistically pert breasts were everything a woman like me, and a
man like them, could wish for. Long brunette hair tumbled in long,
healthy curls over my toned shoulders, and my deep brown eyes
smouldered beneath immaculate long eyelashes. Bright white pearly
teeth, a fortieth birthday present from Jed, my pathetic husband,
topped off my look. Oh yes, I knew by the way both men in the mall,
and women in the gym looked at me, that I was the envy of everyone.
“how does she keep that body looking so good?” I could almost hear
them say, and I would smile to myself. “It’s all the fucking I do”
would be my silent reply.

The message against my description and
profile pictures was simple enough.

“Are you man enough to fuck me?”

It was the kind of message that would get men
panting, beating a path to my door. And I didn’t need that. So the
next part of the text hopefully served to put most men off save for
the most self-confident and bullish.

“Are you REALLY man enough? I can have any
man I want, so why the fuck would I want you? You have to be big. I
mean really big! You gotta send me a photo, you gotta be hard, and
you gotta show the whole of your body and your face. Don’t even
think about pasting a picture from the internet. You gotta have a
body to die for. I want muscles and lots of them. You need to be
clean. You need to be intelligent, and you absolutely HAVE to be
black. Yes that’s right guys, I need to fuck a big black man. If
that has attracted you then let me give you the best part ok? MY
HUSBAND HAS TO WATCH US. I don’t want him to join in, he might
enjoy that too much. I just need him to watch, see you fuck me
hard, see you stretch me, and then make him feel weak and
humiliated, comparing his pathetic manhood to your huge black cock.
Can you do that for me? If you can then contact me and we can fix
it up. If you can’t, then thanks for reading. But now fuck off. I
need a real man”

I added some of my sexiest pictures to that,
nothing too erotic, certainly not a legs apart image that so many
women, and nearly every man, thinks is de-rigour. Oh no, I am a
classy woman, a rich woman, rich white trash. My pictures showed my
blond hair and my pale, flawless skin, eyes that danced blue and a
body that was tight and trim.

Then I just sat back and awaited the
responses.

Generally speaking I trawled my inbox after
lunch with the girls, in that kind of relaxing downtime that you
get post white wine pre-husband coming home. It was one of those
slices of me time that I enjoyed the most.

Today was no exception. After a light salad,
which I insisted on paying for with my three girlfriends, each of
home had whiter teeth and a more surgeon perfect body than the
last, and which cost me more than an average worker’s monthly wage,
I sat down at my laptop and opened up the secret email account.

About twenty guys had dared to respond to me.
20 was about average. Some days I had up to fifty. Of course, that
might scare many women, but not me. I had my process down to a fine
art now.

Of course, my biggest ally in the whole
process is the delete button. Three of the guys went that way
within five seconds of me looking at their photos. I mean, what’s
so hard to understand about me wanting a BLACK guy? So that was
three whiteys, chancing their arm with me, into the trash.

There was also the usual smattering of black
guys who just didn’t make the grade. It was standard stuff. They
were too frail, too willing, too small. They had to understand that
I wanted to be taken, hard. It was no use having a guy who looked
like he would lose out in a fight with my husband

After about half an hour of whittling I was
down to three. It was the just a case of hitting reply, and seeing
which one answered first.

I didn’t care. I would fuck any one of them.
I considered asking all three of them over, having a gangbang. Now
that would REALLY humiliate my husband. But no, that could wait, I
decided, for another day. I wanted to be concentrated on by one
guy, and in turn have only him in my sights.

It took about fifteen minutes for the winner
to contact me. It was just what I wanted, a simple yes to the
simple question “can you fuck me tonight”

I sent him the address, and the time, and
then felt the shiver of excitement all over me. My pre-fuck routine
could now kick in.

The room I used had been cleaned by the maids
earlier in the day, and it was far enough from the rest of the
house to keep him away from my ‘other life’. I went there now,
checking that everything was just as I liked it. The upright
mirrors that ringed the bed were clean and bright, so that wherever
he looked, my husband couldn’t help but see what was happening to
me, from all angles. I lay on the bed, knowing that I would soon be
writhing in ecstasy with the bounding I would be getting. I let the
soft sheets envelope me. Then I checked the chair in the corner of
the room. The ropes. Making sure they were strong and would hold a
fully grown man.

No matter how much he struggled.

As the hours passed I got ready, silk
underwear, the best, which I knew would be ripped from me and
ruined. A robe over the top. My heart was pounding in my chest by
the time that my husband returned home from work.

He seemed agitated. Clearly a hard day at the
office. No doubt the financial fate of thousands was held in his
hands. I didn’t care. He no doubt wanted a relaxing night in front
of the TV with a glass of single malt. Well I had other plans!

I heard his keys hit the bowl in the hallway,
and was on him in a shot. He looked at me with a kind of “really?”
look on his face. I nodded and took his hand.

“Follow me, you worm. Get into the bedroom, I
need fucking, and not from your tiny pathetic cock”

He went straight into cuckold mode, silently
doing as he was bid. I thought to myself that he was perhaps a
little too compliant, that maybe he got off on this. I didn’t want
that. I wanted him to feel inadequate, pathetic, like he had no
control over me. Perhaps I would have to take things onto a more
extreme place tonight.

I was just tightening up his bonds, checking
he could hardly even turn his head, his eyes wide, fixated on me,
when the doorbell rang.

My heart jumped, my head swooned. This was
it. I was going to be stretched beyond my wildest dreams, taken to
heaven by a big black bull, chosen from a list of twenty. And my
husband, tied up in the room and helpless to intervene, would have
to watch.

The staff were all given the night off. I
didn’t want any witnesses to my extreme actions. This of course
meant I had to answer the front door myself. As the big white oak
portal swung silently open, I greeted my night’s fuck with a
beaming smile, and he winked back at me. This was exactly what I
wanted. Clearly he had some cheek, some arrogance, as well as what
was clearly a body to die for.

He wore a simple white T-shirt. His muscular
arms seemed to burst out from under his tight sleeves. He had a
kind of hardness that was more than a black guy who worked out.
Clearly he was from the mean side of town, and was muscular because
it showed how aggressive he was, how much he needed to fight for
what he wanted.

I liked that.

His eyes were a deep brooding blackness,
although his facial features were somewhat finer than I had
remembered from his photo. He was almost beautiful, it it was only
the glowering look, the taut muscularity on his shoulders and arms,
the chain, cross and pistol tattoos that festooned his body, that
gave him the air of the brutal black stud I craved.

He started to speak, something polite like
“Hi there, my name is Gideon”. I took his hand and put it on my
breast, I didn’t care about his name. I put it there to turn him
on, to shut him up. I didn’t need his life story, I just wanted him
to fuck me. I took half a step into him and grabbed his crotch. His
cock was hardening already and felt huge and alive in my fingers,
even under the thick rough weave of his Levis.

“I don’t want to know your name. I just need
you to fuck me while my husband watches. Is that ok with you,
stranger?” I said. It was a line I had used before.

It never failed

He licked his lips and nodded. This was going
to be good.

I led him across the marble floor, trying to
fix his eyes, knowing that they would be staring around the rooms
on our walk to the far end of the house, taking in the opulence of
room after designer room. I thought my typical white woman
thoughts. Would he be looking for stuff to steal? I didn’t care
anyway, my husband had so much money, I could replace everything in
the house five times over, he wouldn’t even notice.

As I led him into the spare room, Gabrielle’s
eyes widened as he took in the site of my trussed-up and immobile
husband, who was already starting to sweat, moisture dripping into
the folds of his middle aged paunch, darkening the under arms of
his Gucchi shirt.

I stopped us, just in front of the bed, so
that my husband could get a good look at my prize.

“Do you see what I found for myself? Do you
see the guy who is going to fuck me? Do you?” I asked. It was a
rhetorical question of course, the gag in my husband’s mouth made
it impossible for him to answer.

I pulled my black hunk towards me, making
sure all the while that my prisoner could get the best view of the
action. My dark lover was so close to him that I saw his nostrils
twitch, smelling his scent.

He went to kiss me. I closed my eyes, wanting
to feel his urgent embrace. Our lips pressed together. Instantly I
felt the manliness of his body against mine. I breathed in. taking
in the heady scent of his musk, my senses immediately heightened
and my body instantly turning on. Revving me up. Getting ready to
feel him inside me, knowing it was coming and yet savouring the
build-up.

My mouth opened and closed in unison with his
own. He pressed against me. Now his torso against mine, and my
nipples hard against him. Poking through the flimsy lace of my
expensive silk brassier. His tongue wrestled with mine, fighting
for space in my mouth and in his. I could taste him, his musk. I
felt him breath, turning on, his hot air om my cheek. His hands
began to play all over my body. I melted into him, feeling the
urgency of his actions, as his cock began to fully stiffen and push
against me. My pussy moistened at the thought of what he would
shortly be doing to me.

And who would soon be watching.

I felt his fingers begin to play over my
torso, stroking up and down my back, then under my blouse so that
he connected with my bare flesh. That felt so good. So right. Even
though we didn’t know each other. I let my fingers snake down the
front of his body, mimicking his actions, letting him know that he
was on the right track, that I definitely approved of what he was
doing. I opened up a button, then another, on the bottom of his
shirt where it was tucked into his jeans. I let it fall open, and
my fingers played upon the hard, hot flesh beneath. Even with that
small amount of contact, I could tell that he was very well
defined, that he definitely had a six-pack hidden in there. So much
more of a man than I was used to!

I let myself explore downwards, as his kisses
covered me, my face, my neck, my eyelids. I could feel his huge
snake in his pants, straining to be released. I played around the
top button of his fly, teasing him a little. He knew what I wanted.
I could feel him straining to be released, knowing that with each
undone button I would be closer to my prize. I pinged another
button open. His crotch came apart a little more. His hands now
worked my bare back, one on the clasp of my bra, and expertly he
undid me, so that the support fell away from my pert breasts, and
my nipples hardened even more.

Another button. He was almost apart now.
Ready for me. I could feel the cool cotton of his underwear, feel
the hard snake that dwelled within. A final button, and his pants
stayed in mid-air, supported by the form of his hard cock inside.
Our kisses deepened, hotter and much more urgent, and his cock
remained as hard as it was possible to be.

I drew my hand around the hard tube of his
shaft, feeling the girth, the impressive bulbous shape, clearly
defined beneath his boxers, of his rounded end. The white cotton
was wet, his pre cum already leaking out of him. I wanted to climb
on top of him, there and then, I was already wet and desperate for
his cock. But I also wanted to wait, to relish every moment, every
movement, knowing that he couldn’t even know my name, couldn’t see
me again. This would be a one off.

And my husband will watch it all!

His fingers too became more urgent, more
searching. He pulled the sides of my robe apart, the flimsy silk no
match for his manly grip. I felt his breath on my neck, then down
my shoulders and upper chest as he explored my body. I closed my
eyes and put my nose down onto his hair, breathing in the heady
note of sweat. Honest hard work. I loved it. I put my hands on the
top of his neck, running it through his hair, already hot from the
excitement of the situation.

His kisses showered my body. My nipples stuck
out like bullets, through the flimsy lace of my negilge underwear.
I was desperate for him to undress me fully, for me to feel his
hard cock deep inside me. But I wanted this to be perfect.

And for my husband to watch his every
move.

My robe dropped to the floor in a silent
waterfall of white silk. A little cold air hit me, my tight size 8
body, and I shivered a little. Gabrielle put his arms tighter
around me, as though in response to my cold. He pushed his body
against mine, and I felt his hard cock push against me. The heady
aroma and the proximity of his body almost made me cum there and
then.

I turned my head around a little, in order to
catch a glimpse of my husband. He was watching, transfixed, not
taking his eyes from me. Good. I wanted that. Wanted him to feel
every move.

His hands started to play around the dark,
round skin of my nipples. My knees turned to jelly as he softly
played with my hard pips, the pad of his thumb tracing circles over
the skin and then over and around the areole. I could feel myself
now, my wet cunt welling up with juice from his touch. My stomach
shivered and my breasts heaved from his touch. I drew my hand down
the front of his stomach once more, feeling the hardness of his
chiselled form. Down and down to where his cock was still eagerly
erect, covered as always by the flimsy cotton of his boxers.

I pushed the cotton down and around his stiff
rod, so that with a little shuffle his flimsy briefs were first
around his muscular thighs, and then around his ankles. I wrapped
my fingers eagerly around the newly exposed flesh. His cock was so
hard, so thick. It was warm to my touch, and I felt the ridges and
veins popping as new blood flooded through them, bringing even more
girth to the already so impressive shaft. I pulled his foreskin
pack a little, exposing the huge dark purple end. I slipped my
thumb around the eye, feeling the satisfactory lubrication of his
pre cum. He was so turned on, that was obvious. His mighty pole
twitched and throbbed in my grip. And I wasn’t letting it go! I
drew my fingers down the long rod, to where it widened out slightly
and the feel of tightly curled and course hairs brushed against my
fingers. I turned my hand over, so that my fungers fell underneath
his cock, and I copped the large, warm ball sack. I rolled his
balls around, like a tennis player before a serve, all the while
kissing him hard, his tongue playing with mine, and his fingers all
over my erect nipples. How I wanted him to be inside me!

I pulled on his shaft now. Harder this time,
pulling his foreskin back and forth, jerking him. His breathing
deepened as he turned on. More of that delicious pre cum coated my
fingers as I pulled on him, harder and harder. His ass clenched,
and he pushed his hard body into me. His fingers now exploring my
stomach. My panties were soaked through.

I thought to myself that I would rub my
husband’s face in them when we had finished, as a final humiliation
for him. He would know that he could never get me that wet.

He started to tug at my panties now. Slipping
his fingers easily inside them, opening up my flower and coating
himself with my juices. Then I felt a sharp tug, and the highly
expensive Luis Vuiton silk and lace briefs were ripped from me. It
was such a rush, such a turn on.

“Do you see what a man he is? Do you honey?
He ripped off my panties and do you know what, he is going to fuck
me! Fuck me hard! Fuck me harder than you ever have or ever
could”

I opened my legs for him as I stood there.
His fingers started to explore my hole. Rolling around the engorged
flesh, every touch and every stroke bringing me closer to a huge
orgasm. He was such an expert, such a magician with his fingers.
Then a digit slipped inside me. It went in so easily, slipping
inside my wet cunt. He pushed it up, his thumb working my clit as
he dug deeper inside me. I was jerking him all the time, working
that big black sausage back and forth, and he started to finger
bacg me. I almost melted. He pushed it up and down, inside me, and
I heard the sound of my wet juices slapping and squelching. I held
his strong forearm as he worked me. Then he turned his finger into
a trigger grip and began to rub on the front wall of my cunt.
Working my g-spot like he had some kind of satnav. He was such an
expert at this. I could feel it welling up inside me. An
unstoppable force. I knew what was coming.

I squirted. Pale white juices flowing out of
me and covering his strong forearm. My knees gave way so that I was
just supported by his strength alone. I held onto his neck and
shook as the waves of ecstasy crashed over me. This was the heaven
I craved. My vision blurred as my orgasms subsided a little. He
still kept up the rubbing on me, so that again and again the waves
crashed over me.

When he was still inside me, but more still,
so that I was finally able to talk, I bit his earlobe and
whispered.

“Very impressive. Now let’s see what you can
do with that cock of yours”

I dropped to my knees, so that his mighty
hard on was directly in front of me. UP that close, it seemed even
bigger than I had realised. I kissed the end of it, and up and down
the shaft. His clear sweet pre cum started to coat my lips, the
taste of it turning me on even more. I felt between my legs as I
squatted there in front of his shaft. I was so wet, so ready for
him. I wanted my husband to taste me on the end of this black guy’s
cock. That would be so sweet!

I let my tongue roll around the length of his
shaft, lapping up the hard flesh, turning it over with my tongue,
slurping him like a popsicle. I felt the veins beneath my wet
tongue, thinking about how it would feel in my cunt, in my tight
ass, and knowing I would love it.

I closed my eyes, wanting to take his length
right to the back of my throat. I held onto his shaft and opened up
my mouth, a warm receptacle for his length. I felt his throbbing
meat inside my mouth, filling out my cheeks. I breathed through my
nose, letting him fill me. My fingers rolled around his ball sack,
feeling those two wonderful warm plums. His meaty musk filled my
nostrils. I heard him gasp as I began to push and pull my head
towards him and back again, face fucking me now. I picked up a
little speed, so that he could really start to thrust into me. I
wanted him to be rough. To take me. To use me. To treat me
rough!

I wanted more of him still. I wanted him to
see that despite my posh surroundings, the wealth and opulence of
my lifestyle, that I was still a low down slut at heart. I took a
deep breath, opened up my throat, and thrust him right to the back.
I fought the reflex to gag, calmly taking him all the way to the
back of my throat and letting him start to throat fuck me. I
swallowed him all the way down, his huge cock fucking me, using me
hard and thrusting. His balls banged against my chin, and his
strong thighs tensed as he face fucked me. I made a kind of glack
sound as he thrust into me. He was using me, just as I wanted him
to.

I caught sight of my husband in the corner of
my eye. He was fixated on me, staring hard at what I was doing.
Transfixed. I couldn’t tell if he was disgusted or turned on. Maybe
a bit of both. I had all the power here, the situation was entirely
of my doing and I loved it. He would simply have to sit there and
watch.

I wanted my black stud to fuck me now. It was
all I wanted. I needed to feel that huge hard cock deep inside me.
And I wanted to feel full, full to the brim of his hard shaft

We kissed again. His mouth open and his
tongue wrestling with mine. I could feel him breathing, his hard
body against mine. His hands all over me, fingers on my nipples, on
my neck, plunging into my pussy, wet and warm. He opened my up, my
cunt so ready for him, ready to ride him.

Right in front of my husband!

I grabbed the back of his neck, feeling the
warmth and wetness of his sweat running through his hair. I ran my
fingers down his back, following the run off of the sweat down his
back. I could feel the muscles on his back rippling, as though a
thousand snakes were trapped in a back and bursting to be free. I
ran my fingers further down, to his very tight, muscular ass
cheeks. I wanted him in me now. I wanted to tell him, so that he
would be overcome with passion and do me.

But I also needed him to eat me out, to taste
me, to taste how full of sweet clear juices I was.

I kissed down the front of his body, opening
up his shirt as I moved downwards, more slowly this time than when
I dropped to my knees to suck his cock. I lingered on his nipples,
wrapping my tongue around them in turn, relishing how turned on he
became with each contact. Then ran the tight chest hairs around
with my fingers.

I pulled myself back up to his face. More
kissing, my hands on his face, running through his hair as he did
with mine, drinking him in. I walked us backwards to the bed, the
backs of my knees against the cool sheets. I dropped backwards, his
full body entering my field of vision as I lay back onto the bed,
and gazed at him with what I thought was my sexiest smile. I opened
up my legs, feeling the cold erotic rush of air between them,
wafting over my cool wet lips and I splayed myself apart. It was
obvious what I wanted, I didn’t need to say that I wanted him to
eat me out, but I did anyway.

He grinned at me, and shooting a brief glance
to his right at our silent witness, put a hand on each of my knees,
pushing them apart so that the petals of my flower opened up and
pouted towards him. I knew what was coming, wondering how he would
treat me. Would he plunge his tongue deep inside me, gorging on my
sweet pussy like a pig nosing for truffles, or would he be gentle
at first? Kissing me all around my most sensitive areas? Switching
me on in order, as though I were some piece of complex and
sensitive electronics.

He kissed me on the sides of my knees, up
into my inner thighs, all the while bringing his body closer to
mine, his cock almost brushing my pussy lips before taking a route
down between my lower legs and onto the sheets, where it dug into
the cool cotton, and his mouth started to connect with my lips. I
felt his tongue start to circle my clit, teasing it, gently
lighting it up. Then it seemed to unfurl as it began to dig inside
me. It pushed up into me. He took his finger and wound it around my
clit as he tasted my inner juices. Then he licked around me and
down, to my ass hole. My rim had the same treatment, his tongue
deep inside me, and this time his tongue up inside me, rubbing the
front of my cunt, connecting with the tangle of sensitive nerves up
there, gently and then more firmly stimulating my g-spot. Fuck this
guy was good! A real expert! A real swordsman! I couldn’t wait for
him to fuck me now!

I came hard. Like a train. I squirted,
something I never do with my husband. Clear juices shot out of me,
falling on his muscular back like warm rain. I cried out, running
my fingers hard through his now sodden hair, scratching his scalp
with my expensively manicured nails. I squeezed his head between my
thighs and held him there tight, like some kind of James Bond
villainess, killing my lovers with a bizarre head-squeeze
trick.

I pulled his face up to mine. I wanted to
taste myself on him. I grabbed his face, one hand on each cheek,
and thrust my tongue into his mouth, gorging on the forbidden taste
of myself on his breath.

I wanted more. I needed him to fuck me. It
would be the most amazing feeling and I didn’t want to miss it any
more. I felt empty.

I grabbed his ass cheeks. Pulling him towards
me I opened my legs as wide as they would go. I looked at the gap
closing between us, his cock seeming to fill the space between us
entirely. It bobbed slightly as though about to burst due to the
blood coursing through it’s dark meat. Drips of pre cum glistened
on the shiny purple end of his mighty black sword. It rested on my
lips just needing him to push and it would break me. I wondered if
it might break me, make me feel like a virgin again. It was by some
distance the biggest, and the widest cock I had ever had. I let him
rest there for a moment, waiting for him, teasing myself and him. I
stroked his chest, running my fingers through his hairs in
anticipation.

Then I let my fingers trace a line down his
stomach, undulating onto his six pack, and then down onto his
mighty penis. I wrapped my fingers around it, and pulled it into
me.

I gasped as his length drove into my tight
cunt. I really did feel just like a virgin, just like Madonna said
I would.

His powerful body clenched, and the sweat
poured from him as he pushed powerfully into me. I could feel every
single ridge, every vein of his mighty cock. As he pushed I felt
like I was filled up with meat, like I could almost burst. And then
just when I thought I couldn’t get any fuller, he rammed up into
me, his balls slamming against the wet flesh of my open pussy, and
he drove it home.

We lay like that for a moment. I had his ass
in my grasp, making sure he couldn’t get away, not that he would
have wanted to! I held him inside me as deep as I could. Deeper
than anyone had ever been before.

“Do you see this honey? He is soo much bigger
than you! He is so deep inside me! I think I am going to cum from
his size! Watch us fuck now!”

He started to draw himself out of me. The
fucking in reverse. His muscles tensed and his abs popped as he
pulled out of me. I looked down at the growing space between us.
His cock shone, dripping with my juices, which leaked from me and
covered us both. I steadied myself, waiting for the inevitable next
thrust, knowing it would be harder, rougher and loving it even
more.

It took my breath away nonetheless! Fuck this
guy knew how to use his cock! He rammed it into me, closing his
eyes as he thrust into me. I cried out this time, unable to help
myself.

“Fuck yes! Oh GOD yes!” the words came out of
me, knowing already how corny that sounded and not even caring. He
started to pick up speed. Fucking me hard. I had all kinds of ideas
that I wanted loads of positions, but this was perfect. He was
jackhammering into me. Thrusting harder and harder. I felt the
ridge around the tip of his cock. It rippled my clit, making me
cum. Harder and harder!

I was climaxing now. It was welling up inside
me, and I wanted him to cum in me now. I scratched his back, hard.
He cried out, passion and pain mingled together. I slapped his
arse. Harder still!

“Fuck!” I shouted. “Fuck, fuck!”

The orgasm ripped through me. And as it did,
I felt him unload inside me. The hot cum shot into me, up inside my
tight cunt, and I loved it!

He bellowed like a wolf, like the animal he
was.

I shook. My knees quivered and my whole body
tingled all over.

It was the finest, most complete climax I had
ever known.

As the orgasm subsided, and his cum started
to leak out of me, I looked over at my husband.

“Lick the cum out of me” I ordered
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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 he moved, closer all the time, until he
started to linger on my sex flesh. I ached to have him inside me.
To feel him.To finally feel a wonderful cock deep in my slit. I was
tight for him. I knew that I would give him everything he
wanted.

I kept the jerking going, faster then slower.
So that his breaths became deeper and more animal like. Old
boyfriends, so young and inexperienced, would have shot their load
by now, drops of sticky cum covering my face and messing my hair.
But not this guy. He was made of much stronger stuff, my chocolate
lover. He wouldn’t cum until I was exhausted with cumming. I was
his white bitch. He would do that for me.

I opened up my legs, and parted my pussy lips
for him. I felt so wet, so juicy and moist for him.

He stared at me for a moment, his face right
up to my lips. Then he dove down onto my slit.

He swirled his snake-like tongue around my
pussy. He traced little shapes over my clit. I felt the waves of
heaven wash over me. I gripped his back, still clothed in his white
cotton shirt, and started to scratch him with my nails as he ate
out my pussy.

I lifted my legs up, resting my feet upon his
shoulders now, my slit fully in his face, exposing my lips even
more to him. He nuzzled down in there. His tongue did so much work
on me. It darted in and out of my naughty, tight little slit. Then
he lapped it up my lips, like a puppy lapping up milk from the
floor. I squealed in joy. Then he pushed his middle finger up
inside me. One knuckle, then two, journeyed its way into me. I
closed in around him, clenching his finger, showing him how tight I
was.

I turned his finger around, my juices coating
him completely as he worked. I heard the little squelching noises
of flesh on quim. He stroked the front wall of my slit with the tip
of his finger. Light pressure at first, and then more and more. I
exploded, a wave of orgasmic delight ripping through me!

I felt as though I was about to cum. I
wondered if this time, he would let me. I was in his control, his
to do whatever he wanted with me. I needed to cum, but it would be
his decision whether I did or not.

His licking became more urgent now. He pushed
his tongue between my lips, sliding them back and forth, so that I
melted with the attention. He expertly drew circles around my clit,
before another long lap of his tongue, like a Labrador at his water
bowl on a hot day. I pushed his head down, showing him how I loved
him to eat me out, and sucked my cheeks in around his cock, so that
his thrusting once more picked up speed and I was able to have him
face fuck me some more. Then I felt his finger moving around my
slit. He stroked my lips, squeezing them together a little, then
slipping his digit inside my slit. His finger started to dip into
me, to penetrate me. He pushed it up into me, all the while keeping
up the licking on my pussy flesh. He wound it around inside me, so
that I felt changes in pressure and attention up in my slit. He was
so good at this. So expert. Then he curled his finger up, so that
he made contact with the front wall. He began to apply gentle
rubbing pressure. A brand new sensation started to crash into me. I
could feel myself starting to gush. What magic was this? He rubbed
more insistently now, pushing and circling my slit wall with a
purpose. The tight bundle of nerve endings known as a g-spot sang
and danced to his beckon call. I screamed out as a wave of orgasm
crashed into me.

I shuddered as the ripples came and went
through my body. I pulled myself up a little, noticing the
thrusting motions as he ate me out. He clearly wanted to get inside
me.

I didn’t want to disappoint him. I wanted to
show him everything that I could do.

I pulled him upwards with a stroking motion.
He kissed me, hard. A deep embrace. I tasted my slit on his breath.
I tasted so good. So forbidden.So ripe.

I pushed him over onto his back. Now it was
time for me to eat him. I dropped down in front of him. My hands
moved swiftly to undo his pant button. I put my fingers under the
waistband and pulled his pants down to his ankles. He kicked them
off. They skidded along the floor a little way, his belt making a
slight scraping noise, and finished up right where my husband’s
feet were. His big black cock and huge ball sack were free and
ready for me.

I kissed up and down his ball sack. Then I
licked his stalk. A long lick, as though eating an ice pop sickle.
Then up and down, further under him. I connected with the coarser,
stronger hairs under his balls, and then further. I licked the skin
between his ball sack and his ass hole. He moaned and squirmed his
hips around. I held his cock in my hand, tugging it gently as I
licked. Then I pushed my tongue around his rim. I circled it
around. Then into his ass hole. Right up inside him. He moaned and
his cock twitched. He gripped my shoulders as he explored these new
sensations.

Then I pulled out and licked up and down his
member again. His stalk became coated with my saliva. I reached the
top. The summit of his mighty peak. I kissed the end of his cock,
the weeping eye. It felt sweet and silky, lubed up with his
glorious pre cum. I kissed it with big full pouting lips. More
tugging on his stalk, my mouth opened, ready to take him inside
it.

I let his cock slide into my warm and willing
mouth. Inside it went. I felt the ridges and the veins of cock.
Further back I took him. My lips closed on him. He moaned and
squirmed as I took the big fat cock to the back of my throat.

I held him there for a moment, fighting the
gagging reflex. No, I am a good girl. I can sword swallow like a
prostitute. I let him fill my mouth completely.

Then I began to bob my head back and forth.
My mouth filled with him, then emptied, then back to full again. I
bobbed, and he thrust his hips back and forth. He face fucked me
and it felt amazing.

I felt between my legs as his balls banged
against my chin. I was so wet. So ready for him to give me the
fucking of my life.

He was feeling the same way. His cock
throbbed in my mouth. I spat him out, the saliva making a gossamer
string between my mouth and the end of his wonderful penis.

He pulled back, and pushed my legs part on
the sofa. Sliding in between them.His huge cock ready to impale me.
His cock now rested on my slit lips. I opened my legs wider, ready
to take him. I could feel my hole widening, fully juiced up, empty
for a moment but so in need of a good fucking. I took his cock and
I circled it around my slit, coating it in my juices, letting it
become my dildo. I teased myself with the end of his mighty member.
He closed his eyes, experiencing every soft undulation, the shape
and form of my sex-flesh, the lips, wide and inviting, and my warm
hole. I honey dipped his cock into me, teasing myself with the end.
His balls swung underneath him, and his whole body shook. Beads of
sweat dripped from him and onto my body. We held our pose for a
moment, the anticipation rising within us, almost as rewarding as
the sex to come. He looked at me, deep into my eyes, the steel-blue
boring into my consciousness, he seemed to be asking permission. It
were as though, in his unspoken actions, he had gone too far. As
though we could, somehow, stop at this point, with him hard as a
rock on top of me, my legs wide apart, shaved slit gaping and
ready, desperate for him to break me. It was almost absurd, and yet
I felt that he needed me to say it. I didn’t want to leave him in
any doubt that he was doing exactly what I wanted.

“Go on. Fuck me! Please! Fuck me now! Stick
your hard black cock in my slit! I need you!”

He smiled, and as he did he started to push
his hips forwards. I felt my slit start to open up to take him. I
was so well juiced, so lubricated, that I expected him to slip in
with ease. And yet he was such a very, very big man, and with my
untouched slit it was going to be a tight squeeze. It held on my
pussy lips, my legs wide, my body willing, and started to slip
through into me. He pushed. Harder.Harder. It would go in, I just
knew it. I wanted this so much. I grabbed a big handful of ass
cheek, and pulled him towards me. As I did the dam broke and the
waters parted. My lips opened for him and his cock dived into
me!

Rapture! Heaven! His massive thick stalk bore
into my tight hole. It was a heavenly, warm, honey drip sensation.
Flesh on flesh. Black rod digging deep into pussy. I felt so full
up. His thick sword impaling me on with its meaty blade. My eyes
opened in shock, staring into his face, as the stalk kept filling
me. I felt it tap my cervix and then push against it. I wasn’t sure
if I could even take him anymore. It was so big, so wide, so thick.
Every single vein. Each undulation of the gnarly stalk was another
ripple against my sensitive clit. I felt my juice form around his
cock, sucking him into me, making him mine.

He pushed until his balls stopped him from
shafting me any further. We held together, his body close against
mine, his stick deep in me. I felt more contented than I ever have
in my life. I was a white woman, with a wonderful dark man inside
me. I wrapped my legs around him so that we made a strange kind of
sculpture, a ‘beast with two backs’, our toned and tight bodies
glowing with our sweat. He pulled away from me slightly, so that he
could start to fuck me properly. He pulled out of my slit, the
impaling working in reverse, more ripples against my engorged clit.
My body felt alive as his skin peeled away from mine. I looked at
the space between us, seeing my skin shiver, the goose bumps
sticking up. I wasn’t cold, so it was obviously the excitement that
had given me these symptoms. I looked down, seeing his stalk
lengthen as it appeared from my slit like a rabbit from a hat. It
was dripping with our juices. A ripe, wet stalk that needed licking
and sucking and locking away so that no other woman could ever
touch it. His balls swung back and forth slightly, and his stomach
tensed ready for the next thrust that I knew was coming. He pushed
and rammed it inside me again. I felt each contour just as before,
only this time he went in harder, fucking me so that the breath was
forced from my body. He started to pick up a little rhythm now,
back and forwards, long and deep strokes of his mighty cock. I was
in awe of his prowess, his skill with his cock. He kept up the
jackhammering, picking up speed, matching with my own erotic
motions. I pulled my hips up and down so that I was able to
stimulate myself against him.

“Fuck yes! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!” I
whispered, as loudly as I wanted, knowing that my pathetic husband
was powerless to do anything about it. He started to twitch and
throb, I knew that he may be close to cumming, and I wanted to feel
that white hot milk spurt inside me, but I didn’t want this to end.
I pulled his ear close to mine, making him stop his thrusting, and
whispered in his ear.

“Let me ride you”

I loved the idea of being in charge. Of
controlling the angle and the depth of his thrust. I was pretty
sure that he would love it too, that I could ride him just as well
as any of the other bitches he fucked on a daily basis.

I rolled him over so that he was on his back.
I could feel the angle change now, as I subtly squirmed my hips
down onto him. He was deep now. So deep! I started to thrust, back
and forth, down and up. He looked up at me through half closed and
dreamy eyes, a huge smile on his face.

I pulled him out of me, and greedily dove
down onto his cock, tasting my juices on him. Then I spat him out,
strings of saliva making little rope bridges to the end of his
cock, and turned over onto my knees, the cold leather of the sofa
on my shins. I turned my head and looked back at him, my big blue
eyes beholding the sight of him closing on my ass, his cock in his
hand. He pulled my cheeks apart, and pushed it into me. No warming
up, there was just no need. He thrust up inside me. Back and forth
we fucked, doggy style. I fell forwards onto the leather sofa, my
face in the soft calf skin, and screamed out in joy, my face now
right up against my husband’s.

“Do you see this? Do you see how he is
fucking me? You aren’t half as much of a man as he is! Watch him do
me, you fucking worm!”

He reached underneath me, and started to wind
his finger around my clit. He worked my button in synchronization
with his thrusting. I was in the hands of an expert here. He was
close, I could feel it. I knew my final orgasm too was on its way.
I could feel the tension building up in my young body. He leant
forwards, so that we were both lying flat on the couch. He bit my
neck, and nibbled my ear lobe, the thrusting continuing. The words,
when they came, filled me with joy.

“Let me cum inside you” he breathed

His thrusting picked up some speed. I put my
hand underneath myself, feeling his cock and my slit, working my
clit hard as he fucked me. We were so hot, our bodies sweating,
locked together in a forbidden tryst.

“Fuck! Fuck!” he shouted, and his cock began
twitching. Then I felt it. Hot white milk deep inside me, coating
my insides. He was seeding me with his juice. He thrust, the
deepest, hardest fuck yet. It took my breath away. I came with him,
waves of sweet orgasm hitting me as he unloaded his juices into
me.

That wasn’t the best part though. The best
part was making my husband clean up the mess we had made, while I
swallowed his cum two more times!

 


 


 DOMINATED!

An Amanda Cummings Original Publication

 


© Amanda Cummings 2020

THIS PUBLICATION REMAINS COPYRIGHT AMANDA
CUMMINGS 2020. NOT TO BE REPRODUCED IN ANY FORM WITHOUT PRIOR
CONSENT

ALL CHARACTERS ARE OVER 18

 


They had been chatting online for a few
months.  “Do you feel brave enough to meet me now my little ?”
He asked on their nightly phone call. She felt a shiver of
excitement and nervous butterflies. What if there was no chemistry
in the flesh, he was already an important part of her life. She
hesitated. “It’ll be fine, my little, I promise.” His voice always
soothed her. “Ok”, she said. 

“Thursday night then, we will meet at the pub
I know, it’s halfway between us. I’ll be wearing a cream coat. If
you like the look of me, walk up to me at the bar and squeeze my
bottom. If you see me and don’t like the look of me, just walk
away. “ “I will like you,” she said forcefully. “Be sure though,”
he sounded like he was smiling.

Before she knew it, Thursday night had
arrived. She was dressed in her figure hugging black number. Down
the stairs to the bar, she felt trepidation. Through the door she
peaked, saw the cream coat and there he was, looking hot. Slowly,
she walked up behind him and grabbed his bottom. He turned and
smiled, put his arm round her shoulders. “What you having to drink
tonight darling.” “Gin and slimline tonic with a slice.” He got the
drinks and they found a table.

They chatted generally about their day. “Why
don’t you put your hand on my crotch?” He said. She looked around,
everyone was engrossed in conversation. She placed her hand as he’d
asked and could feel he was hard. “Like the feel of that?”

“Now go into the toilets and take off your
panties, I want you to bring them back and put them in my hand. “
She was taken aback, surely he didn’t expect her to do that in a
pub. He smiled at her.  She got up and went into the ladies
bathroom. Checked her reflection in the mirror, she looked slightly
flushed. 

She went into a cubicle, took her black
undies off and put them in her pocket. She felt slightly anxious as
she went back into the bar. Took them out of her pocket and put
them into his hand under the table.

“Now darling, shall we go outside ?” he said.
She nodded. He took hold of her hand and led her up the stairs out
into the car park. It was dry outside and he lead her to the corner
near a small van which obscured them from view. 

“Turn around and lean against the van”. 
She did as he asked. “ he lifted her dress up and her naked bottom
was revealed”. He rubbed his hand over her buttocks. Spank! His
hand came into contact with her skin. “Do you like that, my
little?” He whispered in her ear. 

It hurt but it was so exhilarating at the
same time. He continued to spank alternate cheeks.

”So you’re outside in a public car park with
your bottom half exposed, that’s tarty isn’t it my little?” In her
head she knew it was and that added to the excitement mixed with
nerves. 

Ouch! He was using something across her
bottom. It took her a few seconds to work out what it was. It was a
small crop and it hurt. She couldn’t cry out, someone might hear
her and she knew if she did, he wouldn’t be happy.

The crop had to be leaving marks on her,
she’d look at them later in the mirror. She stifled the moans she
wanted to make. Her nerve endings were tingling and she knew her
nipples had hardened. 

It had started to rain, the water was
dripping down her face and she knew she was feeling wet between her
legs too. “How many shall I do, my little?” She knew whatever she
answered wouldn’t be the right answer. “10” she whispered. “I think
12 seems fair, I saw you online last night, I expect you were
chatting to other men.” 

She’d counted to 9 already. She braced
herself for the final 3. Her buttocks were stinging a little now,
made worse by the rain. He finished the 12. She thought she heard
footsteps, she hoped not, as she was feeling rather exposed.

“Come here my little” he said. She turned to
face him. He stroked her cheek gently.

 “Do you deserve a reward?” She nodded
and looked down at the ground. “Kneel down.” She struggles a little
as her dress was tight and her heels high. Once she was knelt, she
looked up at him, her red lipstick glimmering. Her knees were
hurting on the gravel, she knew better than to complain. 

He began to undo his belt. She loved the
sound of the buckle. He unbuttoned his jeans and she could see that
his penis was rock hard under his boxers. 

He looked down at her, “I’m not sure you’ve
earned touching that yet.” She said “that’s not fair.” “fair? My
little” he murmured. “Who said I had to be fair.” He put his hand
on his belt. Pulled it out of his jeans.

“Stand back up.” She leant on the car and
stood up. She was very wet now, the rain was still coming down and
her clothes were sticking to her. “Lift up your dress.” She pulled
it up. “ lean against the van”. She put her hands against the van
and braced herself. She felt the edge of the belt make contact with
her skin. “Now, remember your indiscretion last week, when you sent
a photo to that guy.” She nodded. She tried not to cry out. He had
used the buckle part of the belt and she knew she would have welts.
“I

































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
JAmandalcimmingsiand\BellalClckold|





