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 Chapter
One

I anxiously returned to the arms of who would
later become my permanent lover, ready to please him and be pleased
by this stranger, this young man, a forbidden boy who barely speaks
my language. A forbidden young man in a forbidden place.

Outside the room, the obnoxiously noise of
loud music, screaming people, drunk people, naughty people, nasty
people. It’s what my world had turned out to be.

But not inside this little hot locked room.
Inside was pure sex and passion, no bullshit.

 


Using my lips and the lessons he taught me
with his gestures, I sucked him off, just like the petite whores
did in the portal where I waited for Tzia that night. I licked,
sucked, kissed. I made his cock grow even harder, more demanding,
more challenging for my pussy. Jacques let me roll the condom
around his thick black cock, stretching it so thin I thought it
might break. Oh, I didn't even care at the time. I started to ride
him at that moment, slowly, moving his cock, inserting it with my
hand, feeling it slides inside, slowly burying it in my body, my
moisture covering the condom. Until I completely lowered my body
onto his cock, slowly stretching my inner sex, carefully taking his
deep into mine. I felt absolutely impaled by Jacques' cock. Not
just my pussy, but my whole body, everything I can call mine. Will
he split me in two with his mighty cock? The whole time he just
watched me, his dark face smiling at me as I, a widow, a mother of
three, a white mature woman with an ancient honorable last name,
labored hard with my sweated body to fill my pussy with this
stranger's black cock, to give pleasure to him and to myself.

 


 


 


 



 Chapter
Two

My friend Tzia insisted so much for going into the
party. And, in truth, it has been a long time since I went out to
party. So, after telling the babysitters, and saying goodbye to the
kids, (my mother-in-law was sleeping) I put on my black clothes and
went out. I waited for Tzia in a corner where the streetlight is
bright enough to see the professional prostitutes pounce on the
upcoming car to offer their services -indeed some hookers were
already crouched, kneeling at their customers who were standing
enjoying these women's services: sucking, eating cock, giving head-
I mean: they were doing fellatio. They were just to be disappointed
to see Tzia's eastern face were dismissing them with an insulting
middle finger. I alone got into the car.

 


Tzia and I laugh inside the car.

 


The photo did not go well [pictures not in
this edition]. I just closed my eyes when she took it out with the
phone's camera. But my friend sent it to me later, with a note that
said: "you're so funny!" And I just closed my eyes when Tzia's
occasional friend immortalized the moment. I seem serious and
enchanting, in such a shabby and casual place. The idea of putting
stars on my nipples as my only underwear was my friend's. So
ordinary and funny at the same time!

I agreed to come here. Perhaps with a little
reluctance but I accepted. It's just that I haven't done this for a
while. In any case, it was not the first time that I showed my tits
in bars like this. This time the black transparency of my blouse
revealed the two colored stars that covered my nipples - a small
concession to modesty and all those traditional middle-class family
values-. Previously, on other "excursions" with Tzia, I didn't wear
anything. No stars, transparencies, or bras. I let the men, of all
ages who come to this club, bask in looking at my big breasts. It
is that I liked to show myself. I adored that they saw me, that I
gave them the curiosity and the desire to fuck me. It makes me feel
like a younger and desirable woman.

 


I look serious in the photo but the truth is
that it was a coincidence of the moment. I had already had two
strong drinks (whiskey) and I was laughing like a fool. I was
getting in the mood for a good night, one I haven't had in months.
"You deserve it, Maga, you're young, you can't stay locked in your
house," Tzia said, praising me. We both liked the "whore" style, I
mean to look like a whore without really being hookers
(understood?). On the contrary, we are married women, mothers with
families and husbands. Or almost.

 


It is that I am a widow, I lost my husband a
couple of months ago. That's why I didn't come to the bar up to
now. But that doesn't matter either, my husband didn't care that I
came. He was not jealous. He had no problem coming alone or with
Tzia or another friend to this kind of place.

For several years my late husband knew that I
used to have sex with other men, in places like this. Unknown men.
Casual sex, for pleasure. Cock is so easy for a well-disposed
pussy! Indeed, outside our home I was only looking for cocks that
were indistinguishable, one from each other, that was all. I did
not want anything with the man who owned the cock, only sex,
without deeper meanings. Sex that would never intrude on our
"husband and wife" relationship.

When I got back home, I got rid of all the
foreign sperm and the phone numbers that these men usually write
down after fucking me, in their hope of starting a relationship (to
fuck me several times for free). They wrote things on my body, with
a pen, on the palm of my hand, on my breasts, or even on my back.
More usually in the ass: in a buttock. Men love that, and I let
them do it. In any case, nothing that warm water and soap cannot
remove (at home I have a special shower that removes the sperm from
deep inside pussy and womb).

Well, at home I was always my husband's wife.
I was late but before dawn, that is, before the party in our own
house was over. Mishee, my husband, always asked me when I arrived
like this, he asked about my affairs, "How did it all go?" And I
would reply, "Excellent! Very good! But I missed you so I came back
..."

Afterward in bed, later or another night,
Mishee would ask me for details of the cock that I took and I
"ate". He liked dirty details to jerk off or try to unsuccessfully
fuck me.

 


And after taking a bath and getting decent, I
would take a bit of coke or Ice at me to eliminate sleep. So I
could continue at the party that Mishee had organized with his
other musician friends and their wives (Tzia is one of them) until
dawn.

After seeing that the children, our children,
were still sleeping soundly in their rooms, I went to the party in
the living room or in the interior garden. We had a great time
then, we laughed with our friends, we sang, we smoked some weed, we
drank sparkling wine. We played music: I sang, our friends on
guitar and Mishee played the flute. He was a national character, an
award-winning musician. He released records (the ones that continue
to be sold), went on tour, received awards, etc. These parties were
important for public relations as well as entertaining our old and
new friends. I helped him in all that stuff, I was his manager. I
helped him to organize, to think, I helped him with everything. In
addition to giving birth to his children and giving him (almost)
exclusive sexual services. I gave to him the complete package. I
think I made him happy while we were together.

 


Then dawn would come, our friends would
leave, and, Mishee and I, would go to sleep in the hangover. I
would wake up at 2 or 3 in the afternoon, with Mishee asking "what
are these numbers that are written in pen on your buttocks?" And
we’d laugh. Without answering because it wasn't necessary, but I
would be jerking him off: he’d have earn it. The nannies would have
already given breakfast to the children and they’d left the house
according to their contract. Then I usually would have to run
quickly to make lunch for everyone and help the kids with their
homework. This is how our weekends used to be. From hotwife to
soccer mom is my transformation.

 


Why am I a woman looking for other cocks? The
truth is that because I like cocks. I like men to fuck me. I can't
conceive of sex as another thing as a good fuck. It is not enough
for me that they suck my cunt well. Mishee sucked me off. He did it
very well, but it was not enough: Mishee did not get hard with me
anymore. The thing is that for years he preferred to fuck young
transvestites, that is, young women with cock. And I did not like
that, but I respected my husband's wishes. That didn't mean that
Mishee and I didn't have sex. Our favorite was that he sucked my
pussy while I masturbated him and put a finger in his ass, it was
the way Mishee liked to come with me. I am a sexual woman and the
truth is that at the time when Mishee still tried hard to fuck me,
I used to frequent bars to have intercourse unknown men. I like the
dirty sex. I'm not perfect.

 


(Likewise, once, despite my precautions with
my night outings, I got pregnant. It couldn't be from Mishee,
because of what I have just narrated. I had no idea who was the man
who impregnated me, they must have fucked me about 8 o 12 different
men. I had to have an abortion. Fortunately for me, I realized
about all, after a month of pregnancy. Mishee never found out, only
Tzia, my confidant and companion in adventures, knew about it.)

 


I am not a perfect mom, I am not a perfect
wife, you see. Nor have I been faithful as a mother to my husband,
but Mishee has forgiven me. We have three kids, one, the first, I
don't think it's from Mishee. I mean, oh! I am sure it's from the
sperm of his best friend. I will tell that story in the future, but
I never dared to do the paternity test for fear of being caught,
but our firstborn looks a lot like his biological father. And
Mishee, if he suspected it, he didn't care. He was in love with me.
And
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