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Additional Content
Warning

 


This book contains the following acts
that may not be suitable for all readers.

 


Interracial sexual
intercourse

Anal objects (golf ball)

Cold play (ice phallus, cold
loving)

Anal sex

Ball draining (no further semen
available, dry shots)

Mild semen play

Outdoor sex

Near public sex

Descriptive threesomes

Teacher-student (of age) relations

Very large cock oral and intercourse

Implied bisexuality
(female-female)

Brief lesbian play

Unprotected sex

A brief double penetration

A very short interracial
orgy

An aggressive, experienced older female main character

Some mild profanity (use of the f-word,
goddamn, cunt, etc.)

Overwhelming big dick energy

Female submissiveness

Kinky play acting

 


Please consider carefully if these acts
are suitable to your tastes before reading. Thank you.
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 THREE COURSE
MEAL

 


Toronto can get really cold in winter. Of course, most living south of
the border don’t believe us Canadians when we tell them that, but
an hour out on a wide, snow covered, stately, steel railed balcony
like the one affixed to the second floor of my rented two story red
brick home in Wychwood near the downtown area would set those
Yankee naysayers straight real quick because from here they too
could witness - just like I am between light lusty moans of wanting
- the windows of the students and teachers’ cars across the road
popping and crackling on the verge of making a glassy frost on the
interior seats in the parking lot of the squat aging junior high
school where I work as an advanced maths teacher.

That said, it being cold is not always
a bad thing and for some people (aka. me) being rump red and skin
ticklishly chilled is pretty fucking sexy and especially if one is
as wet-warm ready inside to properly ‘welcome’ a man home as I am
right now.

“Stick it in deeper,” I command in my
huskiest student-teacher voice to the Mexican big boned, hard
muscled laborer sort that I believe may (and don’t quote me on
this) have introduced himself as ‘Manwell’, although this is
probably not right because of how lost in admiring his flat
six-pack, bulging arms and undoubtedly strong big dick energy I was
when we met and, also, the fact that I have a terrible memory for
well-hung men’s names.

Manwell (?) The Mex-i-can, whom I met while strolling my purebred puffy
haired poodle, Bradwell The Second, in the snow covered family home
lined street of Rowden & Cane, is now noticeably sweating
despite us being half naked on the aforementioned balcony and this
right here is a far cry from the cool persona he advertised while
perched against his delivery vehicle in the snow with a map in hand
and confusion on his features before then - on seeing white booty
heaven swaying his way - spitting forth a hot low wolf whistle that
he, next, followed with some undoubtedly scandalously erotic remark
on the topic of my wide hips - based on where his horny brown eyes
were centered at the time - in a slang-laden Mexican vehicular that
sealed the deal for me.

“Stop teasing me,” I beg, partly
afraid that he’s not man enough - or perhaps kinky enough - to do
what is needed here. “I want it inside me now.”

42 years have passed since that day in the massive freshly
minted maternity ward of Toronto’s brand new (at the time)
Jean-Paul Hospital when Carla Adams and Brett Adams - proudly
beaming and most likely not knowing what they’d bought upon the men
of the world - birthed Alexia Joan Adams into the crisp cool of a
wintry afternoon in November and since then I’ve been a hot potato
in the hands of any man (or men, woman or women) crazy enough to
step over the boundary line between the lovely, cheerful, kind
world of regular folks into the abode of that “sex maniac”, to use
the exact term that I applied to frame this situation as probably
(?) normal to Manwell The Mexican earlier. Having said that, I
don’t think my play partner today would have ever imagined that
he’d have his plain brown work trousers hanging midway down his
very fine ass in the cold while wearing his work gloves and
grasping a slowly melting dildo made of ice that I flippantly drew
forth like Excalibur from the stone from my freezer 20 minutes
earlier and which he has posed about a quarter way into my steaming
hot cunt as if fearful that any more - as foolish as this is going
to sound - will break me.

The well put together Latino gent
grunts in reply to my insistence that he’s being ice dick shy,
almost as if indicating that my personal safety might be of concern
to him, and so I twist at the lower back enough to grasp him by his
rolled up gray colored t-shirt and yank him forwards enough into me
to make it fully known by my hard sultry look that dear Ms. Adams -
flirty 40s freak, school teacher to the young, busty brunette vixen
to all men everywhere, and living her best single life - wants her
ice dildo so deep within her snatch that her womb will shiver when
the icy tip connects with her baby making gates.

With a great masculine sigh - as if to
say “What the fuck have I got myself into?” - Manwell, man of many
moral concerns and perhaps wondering how to explain this at the
emergency room if things go wrong, grips the frozen cocksicle and
slides it home like he’s looking to score a field goal.

“Jesus, you wonderful fucking bastard,
YEESsss------!” I squeal delightfully with both hands clasped
firmly over my wide open ecstatic lips so that the young, old and
boring stumbling tiredly by through the blinding modest snowfall
obscuring the view of our second floor fuck-play can’t hear and,
more importantly, begin seeking the source of my poorly stifled
horny cry through the foliage of the several tall trees positioned
at the boundary fence of my front yard and which are currently the
only thing blocking a clear view of me and my light brown skinned
playmate getting truly wild.

“Are you going to touch my womb?” I
query between lusty in-breaths.

I can see that he doesn’t have the
testicular fortitude to really open up on me, so I force my wide
derrière back and give a shiver when new ground is
broken.

“Faster,” mumbles from my lips as
Manwell works up an even more potent sweat, “fuck me
faster.”

The poor man hasn’t even had his dick
touched yet - as I was too busy fantasizing and masterminding the
events of now - and so must have his doubts after seeing my hole
stretched so brutally that the skin suckles the ice dick like my
mouth might his full balls, but, like many a Mexican I have fucked,
he doesn’t let that stop him from making the glistening interior of
my ripe snatch gape with how he screws me silly. Hence, as those
lightly muscled, heavily tattooed forearms of his do God’s work on
this snowy Sunday in December (just a few days from Christmas), I
start to whine “yes, yes, yes” like a hung hard cocked stallion
racing towards the finish line of a wild carefree orgasm in the
sloppy cunt of an expensive virgin mare.

“Motherfucker!” I cry in shock when he
makes me cum.

Some women - and I’ve witnessed my
fair share up close and personal do this - cum like fire hoses.
They cry out in shocked ecstasy and then belt out liquids like a
burst pipe spraying water out through an American paper-thin wall
and, afterwards, spend a good half hour nervously helping their one
night stand clean girl juice from his or her sex rumpled hair.
Other woman, by contrast, don’t get off at all - even if the dick
is as scrumptiously huge as Manwell’s man toy is. However, between
these two feminine extremes there exists ladies like myself:
She-devils who can alternate all day between feeling great then
good then great again and very rarely get over the ledge to a womb
breaking orgasm that leaves them sated. Naturally, though, such an
arrangement works well for me because, honestly, I love how great I
feel right now - even if it wasn’t quite the Big-O - and feeling
this way makes me want to feel more, do more, and that is good for
my Mexican boy toy as the ice dick is thinning out and it is high
time for my main meal to start.

Knowing via considerable experience
that it is unlikely that any further joy will be extracted from a
mere cold pussy fucking when the ice dick is this done, I spin
around on him and push out the girl juice slick homemade dildo with
my cunt muscles just to flex on the guy before purring, “You made
me feel so good, boy-o,” as I grab a hold of his t-shirt and pull
him in so that he can see in my crystal clear blue eyes that man
meat is back on the menu tonight, “and now it is my turn to return
the favor.”

In his eyes I can see a weak
uncertainty on seeing the sheer volume of need in me and this
capitulates - as it has with many a man before - in him asking,
“Um, lady, are you okay? You look scary...”

I grab his dick and yank him to
me.

“What makes you think I’m not okay?” I
ask.

“Your eyes... ah, they look
loco.”

“Maybe I’m dick crazy,” I purr in his
ear. “Do you think I’m dick crazy, senor?”

“Shittt---” he groans as I stroke him
so expertly that his balls contract up to and come in contact with
my knuckles and I have to slow down before he cums.

“What’s wrong? Aren’t you going to
jizz in me like you told me you would on the stroll here? Or, is
that too much for you, big boy?”

Very few men will ever experience having their power as a
male stolen from them in the bedroom and for most the first time is
always somewhat bewildering. Hence, it wouldn’t be too small a
thing to say that, right now, deep in his ‘man brain’, Manwell
knows that he should grab me, twist me around so I’m ass-to-tip and
pound my pussy like any real man would on getting a gander at its
glisten. However, the way I twist, turn and stroke his large slong
is too insistent: It tells him that I - the female - am the one in control and not him.
Hence, he is stuck in submissive mode - not wanting me to stop, yet
not wanting to be made ‘the lady’ in our kinky sex play - and part
of me, the
super horny part, would like nothing more than to feel his sultry white
seed spray fervently out into the winter world beyond my bedroom’s
double doors. BUT, I don’t. I don’t because - for his betterment
and mine - I want to ride this gorgeous man’s eight inch Mexi-cock
until he’s good and fucking done with me.

“Those work trousers need to
go.”

I release then catch him again after
he kicks them off and tries to get at me with those gloved hands of
his.

“NO,” I tell him firmly. “You sit on the bed now.”

My left hand takes his dick and I make hard eye contact as
I work it like a piston does a well-greased engine chamber and he
understands that he does what I tell him and not the other way around.

“Be nice, ma’am,” he begs as I spit on
his long lightly browned dick and turn to widen my cunt with two
fingers so he can confirm I’m still virgin pink inside.

“Shut up,” I whisper as I lean back
with my eyes closed and concentrate on holding my big buxom butt
just over his tip as I stare at his dick jerking violently in its
state of need in the standing mirror fixed to the wall about 3
meters from where I’m bent back towards Mexican Manwell on the edge
of the tidily made bed.

”You are getting a three course meal
today,” I tell him.

“What is the three course meal,
miss?”

I smirk at him and sit my cunt lips on
his cock and widen my buttocks so he can see my rear
hole.

“One in the front, one in the back and
desert in the mouth.”

“Holy shit,” he whispers in
awe.

I giggle and sit straight down on him
to the base.

“Time for course one.”

Many men have told me that my ass is
something straight out of a porno. It’s big and round and shapely
and leads to hips that taper and a back that’s lean and feminine.
Many men have also told me that when I sit on them and just bounce
- barely any effort required - at the lowest point that they can
almost feel my womb (despite it being way off where these men can
reach with their average to above average dicks) and Manwell, for
his part, seems to agree.

“OH MA’AM!” the sexy hunk cries as he
cums deep inside - not in the least bit disgraced by this foul play
of his - and slumps jelly-like into the bed as if silly enough to
believe that our fun is done.

“Don’t give up yet,” I whine as I come
off, observe that he’s slick enough to go, and leap on top with him
flat on his back and me sliding his dick into my ass so I can squat
down to the base.

“It’s not meant for there. That’s
dirty!” he groans.

“Shut up, boy,” I purr. “You’ll take
my dirty butt and like it.”

This
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