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It was not Helen’s first filthy challenge
that she had been given.

Her husband had told her what to do. Go out,
pretend to break down. Then stand by her car looking pathetic and
in need of help. Then, when the first young black man she see pulls
up to help her, tell him you need to fuck him, then get him to
drive back to their house, go upstairs and fuck him, while her
husband listens in the next room.

 


And so that was how come she found herself in
the passenger seat of a beat up old Chevvy in the rough end of
town.

The guy who stopped was actually a nice one.
Muscular and kind, with big deep eyes, he was just Helen’s type.
Lucky really, because wearing that clinging white dress, in a
rainstorm that made it practically see through, and with her long
shapely legs and exquisite blonde hair, she really was a target for
anything.

And of course, that was half of the thrill of
it!

He had stopped, like a knight in shining
armour, and taken the obligatory look under the hood. Of course, he
couldn’t get it started. They had made sure of that by taking a few
leads out. Helen had fixed him from under her long lashes, and with
the rain covering her from head to toe, had shrugged at Leroy, her
savior, and said

“Well, you had better take me home then!”

She was that bold! That obvious. At least,
she hoped she had been.

Leroy was nothing if not a gentleman. And
besides, he had a thing for skinny rich white women. I mean, what
guy didn’t? And this cougar was quite a catch! Oh yes, he hoped
that this was more than just a simple breakdown!

The drive back to Helen’s place was fairly
uneventful. They talked about life, work and missed opportunities.
They had much in common, despite their very different incomes and
outlooks. None of that mattered. They were comfortable in their own
skins and with each other, and so by the time they drew up outside
Helen’s parents’ house, they were laughing and chatting, neither of
them really wanting the journey to end.

“Well, this is me” said Helen

“It sure is” replied Leroy. “You got
everything?”

“Almost everything” Helen whispered, taking
her life in her hands now, heart in her mouth, chest pounding and
her nipples hard. It was now or never

“Almost?”

“Yes. I forgot to do this”

She leaned over to Leroy and kissed him.
Planted a big one, right on his lips. It wasn’t just affection,
although at this stage it could have been easily passed off as such
if the next few seconds didn’t work out as she had planned.

“Helen, what...” Leroy began, slightly taken
aback, but not exactly pushing her away

She put her finger on his lips, chiding him,
making him shush. She leaned over again and kissed him, again. This
time there was definitely no protest. His mouth opened and they
melted together in the tanned leather luxury of his car. His hands
started to explore her body, as their tongues intertwined. In that
moment Helen was more turned on, more alive than she thought
possible. She pushed into him, her breasts brushing his strong dark
chest, his hand on her ass, feeling the firm flesh in her panties.
Her nipples were hard, her pussy wet through. She broke off from
his lips, showering his neck with kisses, taking his hand and
pushing it onto her tit, showing him that despite the age
difference, and the forbidden nature of what they were doing, that
it was ok, that they could go all the way. She wanted him. She
wanted to feel him grow, to harden in her hand, to taste his glans
and have him fuck her mouth, to open for him and be stretched by
his big cock, riding him. Helen knew exactly what she wanted!

She allowed herself to move back slightly
from Leroy. She wanted him so much, but needed to say this

“Leroy. If you don’t want to go all the way,
I understand”

Leroy didn’t hesitate before replying

“I want you Helen. More than anything I have
ever wanted in my life”

Fire burned in his eyes, and he was totally
revved up. Helen could see that. She could see the conviction as
surely as she could see the massive erection straining against the
fabric of his hand tailored silk pants

“Ok then. Let’s go inside. There’s just one
thing. My husband is in there. It’s ok. He likes hearing me get
fucked. Is that ok?”

Leroy nodded. It turned him on

They walked into the modest house and went
upstairs.

Double bed. Wedding photos. The trappings of
married life. He almost hesitated, but Helen could see the flash of
doubt in his eyes and was on top of him, pinning him down on his
back, deep into her duvet, showering kissed over his now naked
chest. She licked and toyed with his nipples, and Leroy shuddered
with her touch. She licked his face, stopping to plant deep, hard
French kisses on his soft lips. As she kissed him, she felt the
tight skin on his chest, his stomach, and then down to his pants.
She fought for a while with his belt buckle, until finally it was
apart. Then she pulled down his zipper so that only the crisp while
cotton of his jockeys was between her and her prize. She kissed
down his body, following the direction of her hands, until she
arrived at his groin at the exact moment his boxers were down and
his huge, hard cock was out and proud and in her hand.

It was a magnificent specimen. Large without
being deformed, perfectly in proportion, dark and veiny with a
shining purple end. His balls were darker, and she cupped their
soft flesh as she took his shaft in the other hand and began to
gently work his flesh up and down. He shuddered as she held his
cock, like a frightened bird that she daren’t let go. She lowered
her head, so that the big black cock filled her field of vision,
and puckered up a big wet kiss on the end of his erection. Leroy
gasped, as though this new sensation was a step too far. It wasn’t.
He wanted more. They both knew that nothing could now stop them.
She opened her mouth, ready to take all of him in. She opened wide.
It would be stretch, just like the later one would be, breaking her
white pussy to his huge hard on. She let the shaft start to fill
her mouth, taking him in. She bobbed her head, so that his cock
slipped in and out of her. Leroy began to thrust with his hips, and
they synchronized, so that he was face fucking her now, making her
gag. She loved the sensation, even though her eyes watered and she
found it hard to breath. She relaxed, as she had practiced, letting
his huge hard cock push down her gullet, sword swallowing him. She
gripped the shaft tightly now, pushing her face into him, his balls
on her chin, she wanked and pulled on his cock as he thrust into
her mouth, loving the sensation.

Leroy’s nimble fingers were all over Helen’s
body, feeling the warm, tight skin of her back, her ass cheeks,
slipping his hands into her panties and all over her butt as she
worked his cock. Her top half, blouse and bra, had long since been
abandoned on the ascent up the stairway and into her bedroom. Her
nipples tingled, hard and erect, his fingers tweaking and teasing
them as she sucked on his stiff cock. He cupped her breasts,
feeling a firmness that was testimony to Helen’s junior years
compared to his, admittedly shapely, wife. He felt down her
stomach, the ripples of her six pack, and then to her head, her
long blonde hair, the warmth of her scalp, as she bobbed back and
forth on his cock.

“Can you see this honey? Can you see what I’m
doing? He is so much bigger than you. Do you want me to fuck him?
Do you?”

Helen’s husband was standing in the doorway.
Eyes wide. Not making a noise. But Helen knew he was there, and it
turned her on so much. It was all part of their game.

They both wanted it inside her. Nothing would
make them more complete. Helen spat him out, pulling his cock up
and down with gusto as she kissed up his body and to his mouth
again. This time Leroy could taste his musk as he kissed her. It
turned both of them on even more!

He flipped her over on the simple, single
bed, so that she could look up at his kind face, and he down on her
topless, tight and willing body. He lifted up her ass, gently, so
that her skirt and panties could easily be pulled down and thrown
aside. They were both naked now, his cock, proud and hard out in
front of him, her pussy lips, sodden with desire.

He kissed down her stomach, the journey
taking him down to her upper thighs and then to the wet lips of her
cunt. He teased them, gently at first, rolling his tongue around
her clit, coaxing it out so that it could play. He lapped up her
slit, coating his tongue with her taste, and then down to her ass
hole and back up again. Now he pushed it inside of her, splaying
her legs apart so that he could get the purchase he needed on her
waxed pussy. He gorged on her, burrowing down into her cunt and
around her lips again. Helen squirmed, experiencing sensations
alien to her until now. She came. Hard. Gushing all over his
face.

They were both ready. Both unable to stop
what was about to happen. He pushed her legs apart, resting the end
of his cock on her lips. He pushed himself forwards, smiling at her
all the time, filling her with the warmth of his love and desire.
She held his ass cheeks, feeling them become tense and ready, ready
to thrust it into her, to break her, to take her to heaven.

He held it for a moment, the end of his cock
slippy and wet with her juices and his pre cum. She wondered if he
would stop, if this was too much, even now. He kissed her lips, her
neck, and then readied himself. She felt his ass tense and then he
pushed.

At first it felt as though it wouldn’t
penetrate her, as though she was too tight, that he was too big to
fuck her. Then it broke through. Helen gasped the air being pushed
from her body. She felt the ridges and veins ripple against her
flesh as it began to mine into her cunt. She screamed out, not
caring if her adjoining neighbors might hear her. It was the most
perfect sensation she had ever known. She felt as though this was
what she had been waiting for all of this time, as though she were
now a fully formed adult woman.

He held it there for a moment, balls deep
inside her. She squeezed his cock, pelvic floor control, and he
gasped in turn, experiencing her tightness. She felt as though she
were full of cock, that she couldn’t feel any more full if she
tried. Then she gasped again as he began to pull out of her. He
started to thrust now, slowly at first with deliberate strokes of
his mighty cock. He started to fuck her. Pushing it in and out of
her. She looked at the gap between their bodies. Both of them hard,
tight, glowing with perspiration, heaving, breathing, and the huge
shaft pushing up inside her, and out again. They fucked like there
was no tomorrow.

He was jackhammering into her now. So hard.
Long strokes and then shorter, teasing thrusts with the tip. Leroy
really knew how to pleasure a woman like her.

But she wanted to be in control. To let him
be teased. To take him and ride him. She pushed up and over, so
that he lay temporarily alongside her, barely fitting on the bed,
huge cock up at a right angle to his body, covered in her quim. She
leaned over and lapped the juices, tasting herself. Then he
squirmed to the middle of the bed and she took his huge shaft in
her hand and mounted him, lifting one leg over as though saddling
up a horse, and rubbed the end of his cock against her lips. Then
she sat down on him, letting it slide up inside her cunt, easier
now, but just as intense. She rose and fell, her hands on his manly
chest. She could see that Leroy’s eyes were closed, a huge smile on
his face. She felt complete. Full of his throbbing cock.

She, in turn, began to rise and fall, pushing
her tight body down onto his hard cock and back up again. They
synchronized once more, so that each down thrust was met with an
upwards reaction by his hips. They fucked, hard and long. Leroy
felt Helen’s firm tits, squeezing them in each hand, and now
propping himself up on the pillows he was abale to connect with her
big dark nipples, licking and sucking each in turn as though they
were ice creams, making her body tingle and her clit sing, teasing
the nipples as she fucked him.

They were both so close to cumming. Nothing
was going to stop them now. It was going to be big. Perfect.

Leroy’s toes curled and he felt the triggers
start to fire, felt the sensations deep in his scrotum that meant
he was going to cum and there was nothing he could do to stop it.
Helen too could feel it welling up inside her, like a tidal wave.
Their cries filled the room. They both shouted it. Unbidden and
perfectly in tune. Telapathic.

“I’m cumming!!!”

Helen gasped as Leroy shook and jerked,
filling her dripping cunt with hot white cum. Her vision blurred
and her body and mind shook, as though temporarily unwired. He
orgasm was deep and intense, and finished by the sensation of being
completely filled by his hot ejaculate. She panted. Gasped. Sweat
poured from her forehead and down onto Leroy, who was undergoing
his own form of rapture. They clung to each other, Helen bent over
and onto Leroy’s hot body, wet flesh together, embracing like two
long lost overs, closer than any two people can ever be. The final
squirts of Leroy’s cum filled Helen and coated her insides. They
held that embrace as the sensation came and went.

Leroy was still in the bed, still hard, as
Helen played with his cock, covering their bodies and the sheets
with his cum. Her husband came in. He knew what he had to do
now

“Clean this mess up” Helen ordered

And he did
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The club was
almost full by the time my pathetic husband and I pulled up to the
non-descript hotel entrance and signed in. They knew us well there,
we were regulars, just about every man who was also a regular had
fucked me hard and long, while my husband had whimpered in the
corner, being made to watch us both, while I abused him.

I loved that.
Telling him how much better this other guy was.

Even if he
wasn’t at all.

Screaming as I
came. Faking it. Telling this other mystery man that his cock was
huge, that my pussy was wet for him, that I loved being fucked by
other men.

I often made my
husband come up close to us, made him get a full view of the
proceedings, smell the other guy’s cock, see him plunging in and
out of me.

Once I made him
pull out the other guy and start to jerk him off. Now that really
turned me on! Seeing my husband, who as far as I knew didn’t have a
gay bone in his body, with his hand around another man’s shaft, his
fingers wet with my juices, pulling the guy while I fingered
myself.

Then I made him
stuff it back in me!

And take up
position at the side of the bed, or in his chair, like the weeping
nobody that he was!

Of course, the
humiliation was never complete until he cleaned up the mess we
made. Scrubbing my quim, and the other guy’s copious cum from the
plastic cushions of this provincial sex club, the one I had found
online, literally the nastiest place I could imagine, a world away
from our millionaire’s lifestyle of yachts and parties and polite
introductions.

In the real
world he was a captain of industry, with career-inducing power over
thousands. Here, with me, he was just a middle aged man who
couldn’t fuck his wife, and who was made to watch her fuck other
men.

I loved
that!

*

Tonight I had a
surprise for him.

I had met this
other guy, a huge and muscular bull by the name of Barry (I was
sure that wasn’t his real name, just as mine wasn’t Belinda),
online in the chat room for the sex club. He gave me all the right
clues about what he wanted. He had shown me his huge cock on
webcam, and when we had chatted about fantasies, and I had opened
up about loving it when my husband watched me fuck other men, he
had confessed that he had something of a bisexual side.

Perfect!

My fantasy was
to watch my husband get fucked by another man.

The final
humiliation for him.Making him go where he had never gone before.
Watching him take a huge black man’s cock in the ass, seeing him
taste my juices, slurping them from this chocolate lover’s shaft,
that would be the best thing ever.

As we climbed
the stairs to the bar, a kind of ‘holding area’ for couples and
singles to get to know each other before breaking off into one of
the dozen or so rooms, each named exotically; the four poster, the
dungeon, the red room, the cinema, waterworks and so on – you get
the idea, I held my husband’s hand and turned to him.

“I have a
surprise for you. I want you to go along with it. Do this for me
ok?”

He nodded
gently. He would do anything for me, I knew that.

My online fuck
buddy was standing at the bar. His shoulders were wider than I had
seen on webcam, and as he turned to face me, he was much more
handsome as well. He grinned, recognising me instantly.

“Hey Belinda!
You came!

“Oh yes” I
replied. “And soon so will you!”

I took both of
my men by the hand, and led them to our usual room, a kind of
plastic covered hotel room, big bed in the middle, with restraints
protruding from the walls, for those of us who like a bit of
bondage, and a chair in the corner.

My husband
assumed the position, seated in the chair, while I closed in on
“Barry”.

“fucking sit
there and watch us fuck” I said to my husband. “You wait. His cock
will be way bigger than yours!”

The next thing
I felt was the pressure of his warm lips on mine. My eyes closed
instantly, and our mouths locked together. Our bodies pressed
against each other. His hands started to run up and down my back,
down low to my ass, all over the short denim skirt. Squeezing my
tight butt cheeks, and then back up the tight flesh.My tongue
darted in and out of his mouth, tasting him, saliva mixing. I felt
his hot breath on my cheeks. I pushed my pussy into him, knowing
that he was hard, that our brief conversation had aroused him. He
felt hard, solid against my sex flesh.

He moved his
head around, so that he was covering my face in kisses. My closed
eyelids, my cheeks, chin, down to my neck. He nuzzled into me,
pushing those perfect warm lips onto me, the pressure of his
kissing sending an electric shock of joy whizzing around my body. I
felt his warmth, his manliness as he pushed into me. My pussy
seemed to gush, despite the fact that he hadn’t touched it, and I
hadn’t even taken any clothes off. I knew that I wanted him, that I
would have him, that I would show him exactly how horny I could
be.

I reciprocated
in my turn, letting my mouth and my tongue play with the soft and
stubbly skin around his chin. I too kissed his closed eyelids, more
soft pecks on his lips, and then around his neck and shoulders. He
held me tightly in his arms, as though if he let me go for just one
second I would run away from him, this desirable chocolate lover
man.

As if I
would!

His kissing
became more languorous now, kissing down and around my shoulders.
My leather bodice was no match for his manly passions. I wanted him
to rip it off me, to show me exactly how much he needed to be
inside me, and yet I held back from taking it off myself. This was
something he would lead, as he no doubt did his business affairs. I
looked down at his left hand, the one currently caressing and
fondling my pert little breast through the black PVC. It made me
melt in his arms.I just wanted this sexy black man to take me and
make me his! To fill me with his obviously huge cock!

I could not
realise just how full I was about to become!

He bent his
head over, kissing down my front now, so that his lips would soon
meet his hands, coming up from underneath, through and under the
heavy fabric of my bodice.

I had an
idea

“Come over
here” I shouted to my husband, whose eyes were transfixed on us
both “Come and help him with the laces of my basque”

As they both
unlaced me, I could feel my nipples hardening to his touch,
anticipating his lips. I breathed in and sighed.

“Take it off” I
shouted to my husband. Let Barry see what a great rack I have
got.

He did as he
was told, pushing me back slightly as he lifted my bodice and over
my arms, so that I now had my bare back up against the slight cold
of the PVC bed. I reached behind myself and held onto the
headboard. I opened up my thighs, bidding him to come towards me,
to fit there inside the creamy bare skin, right between my thighs,
where even fully clothed I could feel his hard cock straining to
push up against my pussy lips.

I was so wet
for him. That was obvious. I needed him to fuck me so much.

I kissed around
his face again, holding his cheeks between my hands. Huge,
languorous, luxurious kisses, all over his willing lips. His hands
were on my breasts how, cupping them, with one thumb on each
nipple. He expertly teased each into a fully erect state, soft
touches and brushes against my hard pips. It sent a shiver down my
spine with each gentle caress. My free boobs, pert and perfect,
filled his hands perfectly. My pussy was perfectly exposed to him,
the pink of my lips peeking through the wet lace of my underwear,
no protection now, almost useless as a pair of panties. He moved
down to that he was kissing my breasts now, my hands still on his
back, scratching him and feeling the definition and form of his
muscles. He wound his tongue expertly around my pips, one by one,
new sensations. A firmer touch now, turning me on, getting me so
wet with each movement of his slurping, snake-like tongue.

I wanted him to
eat me out while my husband watched. It was all I wanted. A perfect
sensation from his tongue all over my breasts, eating me like you
might eat an ice cream. I loved that sensation, a warm mouth all
over my warm skin, my nipples hardening in his mouth.

But I wanted
more. So much more!

How could I
imagine what was coming next!

I pulled my
hands down the front of his shirt, loosening him up by popping
first one, then a second button. The silk fabric, a shimmering
iridescent grey and blue, came free from his waistband, and I felt
the skin around his hips, appreciating the tightness of his body.
Even for a black manman, he was in amazing shape. I felt him move
up a gear, putting his strong hands on my upper thighs and stroking
me as he kissed and nuzzled into my breasts.

I implored him
to go down on me. To eat me out like the naughty sitter I was. I
wanted this now. I needed him. The agony of waiting was putting me
on the edge of a pulsating orgasm. I could feel it welling up
inside me, making me shiver, making each and every touch of his
fingers, from his soft and warm lips amplify times ten.

I pushed down
on his shoulders, so that he descended slowly down my body, on his
way to my pulsating pussy. As he moved down, kissing every part of
my skin on the way, I held his shirt and pulled it up over his
head. It slipped from his body easily, and fell to the floor with
barely a whisper.

He pulled back
for a moment, and I got a full look at this perfect male specimen
in front of me. His manly and defined chest shone out in front of
me, perfectly formed and muscular, a little bead of sweat dripping
down in between his pec muscles. His half-undone pants bulged at
the front, betraying the rock hard cock within. I cock that I so
desperately needed to taste.

“Wow. That’s
some body you got there, you know that?” I said to him, with mock
surprise, giving him my best coquettish voice, and my baby doll
eyes.

He grinned.
“You aren’t so bad yourself, you know that?”

“Do you see
this?” I questioned my husband. I love d this part “do you see how
amazing his body is? Why can’t you look like this you pathetic
excuse for a man?”

I smiled back
at Barry, and squeezed my tits together, porn star style.

“Do you like
what you see then, big boy?” I asked him, knowing full well that he
did.

“Fuck yes” was
all he could say. “I just love that white woman’s body of yours.
Those tits. So perfect”

I smiled a big,
broad grin. “Will you cum all over them? Will you shoot over my
tits?”

He nodded, and
licked his lips

I opened up my
legs, and pulled my sodden panties to one side

“And how do you
like my pussy?” I asked him, giving him the tiniest, porn-star
wink.

His eyes
widened, and I swear his cock practically burst out of his pants
and fucked me all on its own.

“You like that,
don’t you?” I said to him. He barely nodded. He was transfixed by
my perfect, tight and hairless pussy. My pink lips.My budding
flower.

“Well, why
don’t you come over here and see how I taste?”

It was all the
encouragement he needed. He walked over to me, giving me a huge wet
kiss on my trembling lips. As he kissed, I felt his fingers around
my hole. He stroked up and down my inner thighs, and then along my
sex flesh, pushing the lips together and apart, getting his fingers
wet through the sodden fabric of my panties. I gasped with each of
his touches, letting him open me up. I let my hips rise and fall on
his long middle digit. I felt it enter me, all the while his lips
on mine, huge passionate kissing while he started to explore up
inside me. He wound around me, fingers in me, one then two, then
three. He was fully inside me now. I grabbed his arm, pulling it so
that he could finger bang me hard. I was gushing now. Throbbing
with the attention. I pulled at his forearm, so that his long
fingers left my pussy and made their way up my body to my lips. We
both licked my juices from his fingers, tasting the banquet of my
quim. I tasted so sweet!

He wanted to
lick me out now, that was obvious. He dropped down to his knees,
there in front of me. My pussy was in front of his face, open and
ready for all of his attentions. He started to gently pull my
panties from me, and then with a display of animal lust, ripped
them from my ass, the whip-like elastic making my buttocks
smart.

I liked it! I
liked the pain. It turned me on!

I was his now.
My naked and hairless pussy was his for the taking. He kissed
around my upper thighs, taking his time, his soft lips connecting
with the flesh around my lips. I felt his stubble on my legs. His
hands reached around so that they squeezed my buttock cheeks. He
pulled me in towards him. His tongue protruded, and he began to
lick gently up and down my sex flesh. My lips were pursed together
for him, but with each of those firm laps of his tongue they opened
up, as a flower giving precious nectar to a humming bird, and I
felt his tongue working the groove deeper and deeper inside me. I
felt it now, flicking and probing around my hole. It went further,
a long tongue slurping my juices and licking me out, deep inside my
glorious pussy. I widened my legs further, so that he could get all
of the purchase he needed for his banquet, and I pushed myself
forwards on my hands, so that I was practically sitting on his
face.

His fingers now
joined his tongue on my pussy. His fingers parted around my lips,
and then squeezed them together gently. He pushed the flesh,
rubbing it back and forth, putting exactly the right amount of
force into it to make me cum. I felt it well up inside me. My
juices started running, clear and full, a stream for the Niagara
that was surely about to come. His tongue joined them, flicking
around my protruding clitoris, winding around it, his fingers
continuously maintaining that pressure on me.

“Fuck!” I
barely managed to breathlessly cry “What the fuck are you doing?
How the hell did you get so good at this?”

He paused for a
second, just long enough to look up from between my legs and grin
at me, his chin shining from the pussy juices that covered it

“You could
learn something from him, do you know that?” I asked my husband.
His eyes were wide and he was watching us both. I could see that
his cock was hard too.

“It’s a tantric
sex move. Women have their erection internally. I am just teasing
one out of you”

I put my head
back, knowing that I was safe in his hands, that he would take care
of me, that he would bring me to orgasm over and over again, like I
was some kind of personal, record breaking challenge.

A new sensation
now. He pushed my thighs apart with his hands, and his tongue once
again darted up inside me. I felt it wriggling, like a darting
snake, up in my juicy hole. Then he pulled it out, and began to
lick downwards, exploring the darker meat, the forbidden gap
between my pussy and my ass hole. Then again, another new feeling
as he started to probe my sphincter with his tongue.

Fuck, this felt
so amazing! His fingers now came back to my wet trench. He pulled
them up and inside my slit, while he rimmed my ass hole. Middle
finger curled up and around, so that he made a trigger shape inside
me. He connected with the front wall of my pussy, rubbing and
coaxing that bundle of nerve endings, firing them into life as he
tasted my ass.

He rubbed and
stroked, and I came like a steam train.

“Fuck don’t
stop! Don’t stop! I am cumming! I am cummmminggggg!”

It was so
corny. A real porn film dialogue, and yet it was absolutely all
that I could say. I screamed and I ran my fingers through his curly
hair, and I came all over his face, the juices gushing from me. I
beat his back with my feet, and I banged on the PVC sheets as I
came, over and over again, to the incessant, perfect beat of his
tongue fucking!

I looked up at
the ceiling as I came, the red spot lights in my eyes, , and let
the whole sensation wash over me. I squeezed his head with my
thighs, his ears warm on the flesh, and wound his head around so
that he was trapped between my legs. His tongue only intensified on
my pussy, milking the final jerks and twitches of my everlasting
multiple.

I finally felt
him leave my throbbing slit and start to kiss up my stomach once
more. Soft pecks now replacing the animal eating that devoured my
pussy. As he pulled his face up to mine, I made a show of wiping
his chops, as though he had pigged out on a piece of cake and it
was all over his face.

“Who’s been a
naughty boy?” I chided, playfully.

He grinned at
me. He planted another huge French kiss on my lips, this time his
breath tasting of my meaty scent, the juices from my pussy. I
opened my mouth as wide as I could to drink in that heady brew. My
hands started their journey down the front of his body, to his
half-undone pants. It was time that I got to see the beast that lay
in his boxers, the rising cobra that would soon be filling me with
his hot meaty weapon. His belt was now undone, so it was just a
case of putting my hands on his waistband and pushing downwards.
His pants ruffled on the floor, quickly followed by his silken
boxer shorts. His cock was mine!

Fuck, he really
was a very big boy!

His wonderful
dark cock seemed to defy both gravity and biology, looking for all
the world like it belonged to a giant. I had never seen anything so
magnificent. The veins protruded all along its length. The bulbous
end shone in the red hew of the porn cinema style lighting. His
huge ball sack dangled below. He was trimmed, rather than shaved,
which I much prefer on a man. I just knew that I had to have it in
me.

I leaned over
to him once more and gave him a huge, appreciative kiss. As I did,
I wrapped my fingers around his cock. They were hardly able to meet
around it. He filled my hand. He throbbed between my fingers, and
as I started to slowly pull my hand back and forth, squeezing and
jerking his massive member, I felt his hot breath on my cheek as he
sighed.

I hopped from
the bed next to my husband, and dropping to my haunches I put his
huge cock right in front of my face. It filled my field of vision.
It was a wonderful specimen. I looked up at his face. He stared at
me with a kindly expression, that was full of passion and delight.
I bobbed my head forwards, so that I could start to kiss his bell.
A little dew drop of pre cum began to weep from his eye. I squeezed
his shaft, milking a little more of that sweet clear liquid from
him. Then I put out my tongue and tasted him.

I kissed up and
down the length of his penis, long slow slurps and soft pecks with
my warm soft lips. He tasted so amazing. I wanted to eat him all
up. To take his cock deep in my mouth. I cupped his balls as I drew
my tongue up and down his shaft, up and around his end, my tongue
flicking in and out of his eye, back down around the ridge of his
bell-shaped end, and then down his shaft again. I sucked each of
his balls in turn, getting them in my mouth and jerking his stiff
cock as I worked him. I heard him moan, felt him twitch and throb
in my grasp.

I opened up my
mouth. Nothing was going to stop me from tasting his huge dark
meaty member. My lips on the end of his cock now, tasting more of
that sweet clear pre cum. Perfect liquid, just for me. I felt
between my legs. I was so wet! Ready for him.My open lips pouting.
I let his cock into my mouth. His huge mushroom shaped end filled
my mouth. I closed my eyes and breathed in, letting that whole
fleshy stalk start to close on the back of my throat. Further and
further in a drew him, so that his shaft now started to plummet
down my gullet. I was sword swallowing him. His massive cock deep
down the back. I held him there for a moment, over half of his long
shaft in my warm wet mouth, his balls close to my chin. I breathed
through my nose as I relaxed, fighting the gagging reflex and
succeeding. Then I began to draw my head back and forth, letting
him face fuck me. Slowly at first, my hands on his clenched
buttocks, controlling the depth and the rate. We picked up speed.
He was really going for it now. He was using me, fucking me in the
mouth and I loved it. Fuck it felt so good to pleasure him in this
way!

But I wanted
more. We both did. I wanted, no I needed, to go all the way with
him.

I pulled myself
up, wrapping my arms around his neck, and kissed him again. We both
gasped audibly, our heady tastes, his cock and my pussy, mingling
in our mouth. I moved my hand down and grabbed his hard cock, and
in the same motion hopped up onto the bar, the cold marble again
shocking my tight little ass cheeks. I kissed him once more, and
pulled his cock towards my pussy, opening my legs as I moved. My
pussy was so wet, open and ready for him. And yet he was such a
gentleman, even at this late stage – way past the point of no
return.

I looked at my
husband as I said these words

“I want you to
fuck me ok? Fuck me hard and long. Nothing else will do!”

With that he
took his cock in his hand and pushed my legs apart. His end rested
on my lips for a moment, as though even my slutty pussy would be
too tight for him. I wrapped my arms around his body, pulling
myself towards him, and as I did the dam broke, and his huge hard
erection drove into my tight little pussy.

Fuck I felt so
full of cock! I could barely stand it! The pain! The joy! It pushed
out the walls of my pussy. He pushed it deep inside me. Inch after
inch I was impaled by his enormous length. I saw his stomach
muscles contract, felt the droplets of sweat on his dark body as we
crashed together. A perfect fit! An amazing hard cock so deep in me
that it almost took my breath clean away! We held it there for a
moment, his meat sausage deep in my tight little slit. I kissed him
all over his neck, as I felt his hard on throb in me.

Then he pulled
himself out, slowly and deliberately. I looked down, seeing his
member shine with my lubricating juices. So perfect! Then he pushed
again, once more knocking the breath from my lungs. He started to
pick up speed. Thrusting now. I wrapped my legs around him, my bare
feet on his ass cheeks, letting him drive it into me. We were so
deep in that position. Such an angle to ram that hard cock deep
into me.

“Fuck yes! Do
it! I am cumming!” I shouted, not caring now, abandoning myself to
the huge orgasm welling up inside me!

I felt his cock
twitch. This was it! He was going to shoot his load in me.

“Wait”

I said it
again, and stopped him from jerking so that he was held, with his
cock about to ejaculate

“I want you to
fuck my husband too”

My husband got
up on cue

He walked over
to us, so that he was standing right next to us both. He held up
his hand, and started to run his finger down my back.

“Wow. You are
one sexy woman aren’t you?” he said to me. “You have an amazing
body”

“Shut the fuck
up! I replied “Who told you to talk. Now be a good boy and suck
Barry’s cock for him!”

Barry looked at
me, and then at my husband. Then very slowly and deliberately, he
pulled his cock out of me, dripping with my juices, and turned to
face him.

“Yeah, come on.
Why don’t you see how your wife tastes on my cock?”

My husband
looked down at what he was being offered.

“I may just do
that” he said, a huge smile playing on his lips. He grabbed hold of
Barry’s cock. Barry hopped backwards next to me, so that he was
sitting on top of the bed too. Now it was my husband’s turn to get
a mouthful of his cock. I watched as he deep-throated him, his
cheeks bulging as the huge stiff cock filled his mouth. This was
such a turn on, watching two men going at it like that. I looked
down at my husband’s pants, seeing the bulge in the front of them.
I knew what I wanted to do, to suck my husband as he was sucking
Barry. I dropped down to my knees, and made short work of undoing
his belt. His pants joined Barry’s on the floor, and my husband’s
erection filled my mouth. The two of us now worked cocks, sucking
and suckling on hard cocks. Heaven.

“Why don’t both
of you fuck me?” I said, after a few minutes of cock sucking.

Barry lay flat
on the bed, his great penis sticking up in front of him. I turned
around, reverse cowgirl position, and lowered myself onto him. This
time it was my ass hole that was going to get stretched. I pulled
my cheeks apart, while my husband licked around my pussy,
lubricating me. Then he spat on my ass hole, and took Barry’s cock
in his hand. Slowly and carefully he guided it into my ass. I
relaxed, letting myself drop onto his cock. It filled me so
completely, so fully. It was a new, forbidden sensation. Then my
husband hopped up in turn onto the surface. His cock was out in
front of him. As I rose and fell on Barry’s huge dick, my husband
guided himself into my pussy.

Fuck! This had
never happened before. They were double fucking me, a cock in each
hole. I felt as though I would burst at any minute. I could barely
take it, but I loved it so much. My husband picked up some speed,
his cock banging in and out of me. He kissed me fully on the lips,
giving me a taste of my juices, and Barry’s cock on his breath.
Then he gave Barry the same treatment, kissing him hard as he
fucked me.

Then my husband
pulled out of me, moved downwards and started to lick me,
alternately licking my clit and then rolling his tongue around so
that he was slurping on Barry’s dick as it pulled out of my ass
hole.

I pulled up and
away from Barry, so that his cock fell out of me.

“Why don’t you
try getting fucked by his amazing cock” I said to my husband.

My husband
nodded and grinned, then he assumed the same position that I had,
reversed and with Barry’s cock fully up inside his ass hole. He
cried out in his joy. I was so turned on watching that cock inside
my boss’s ass hole. But I wanted to join in. I moved on all fours
over to them both, and held the spare cock in my hand. Then I
straddled my husband, holding him tightly, and fell onto his cock
so that it filled me completely.

We held that
statue-like position a while. The three of us fucking each other.
Then the thrusting started. In and out we all fucked and kissed, as
the orgasms grew in us all.

“I am cumming!”
shouted my husband

“Come all over
me, both of you!” I ordered. I pulled away and lay on the counter
top. The two horny men stood next to each other and aimed their
cocks over my face. Each held the other’s shaft, and they jerked
each other in front of me. I lay out, waiting for their load, my
husband’s fingers all over my wet pussy, Barry tweaking my
nipples.

We all came
together in an avalanche of white cum. I squirted my quim all over
the bed, as the orgasm shook me. As I did so, two white bullets of
hot cum showered over my face. They jerked each other hard, pulling
at their cocks, with great drops of ejaculate covering my face and
my tits. I greedily lapped up the milk that hit my mouth

Then I sat up,
and the three of us embraced, tongues in each other’s mouths, and
the taste of their combined cum shared between us all.

 


*

 


It was my first
ever threesome, let alone a bisexual one. The biggest thrill of my
life, and I suspect of my husband too.

These things
are so much better when they are spontaneous. Barry never fucked
either of us again, as far as I know.

But he was the
best man when my husband and I renewed our vows.

And now, only
sometimes, I let him dominate me!
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This wasn’t my usual challenge.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I had to tease my husband.

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

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

I popped that first one, his waistband
button, and his hard cock strained against the fabric. Then
another. I moved my face down, so that I was just three inches or
so from his pants, kissing him, licking his navel, working him up
as he had done with me moments before. I slid to the side a little,
so that his arm was around me and down between my butt cheeks,
finger just slightly inside my warm wet cunt. Another button, then
the final one, and his cock was nearly free. No boxers, no briefs,
this guy had been going commando, just like me! Had he anticipated
what we were doing? Did he have his moves all planned? I loved him
for that. He was used to getting what he wanted, and I was a
pushover. I didn’t mind. We both knew the tension that was between
us!

I pushed my hand between the two halves of
his pants and slid my fingers around the huge shaft that was
within. It felt so big, so hard, so alive that I didn’t know how I
would ever fit it inside my tight and untouched cunt. I gave him a
squeeze, letting some of that pre cum leak out and over my fingers.
He quivered, the goosebunps rising on his flesh, and his toes
turning up a little. I pushed the fabric down with my other hand,
and he wriggles so that he was soon divested of his clothes and as
naked as I was, his pants on the floor with my dress like the
sinful couple they were.

I kissed down his stomach again, gently
pulling on his erection as I worked my lips to join my hand. Then I
allowed myself a brief moment to take in the sight of his cock,
just inches from my face.

He had a big one, that was clear. Not so big
that it would tear me in two. More like a perfect example of what a
huge dark hard cock should look like. Bulbous deep red end,
perfectly clean and beautiful, seeming to shine in the sunlight,
enhanced by the slippy pre cum that covered it. His shaft was veiny
and impossibly stiff, maybe eight inches long and perfect in every
way. All I wanted to do was take it deep into my mouth.

I closed my eyes and opened up, and let him
slip all the way into me.

I closed my lips around him and held him
there for a moment. It felt perfect, pushing out my cheeks. I began
to slip my head back and forth, so that he was moving in and out of
my warm mouth, moaning as he did. His hips thrust up and down, not
in an aggressive way, just enough to coordinate together. I could
taste him, musky and adult and manly. I could taste the sweet pre
cum as it slipped down my throat. It felt good! So good.

I started to bob. Letting him face fuck me.
It hit the back of my throat, so that a lesser woman may have
gagged on it. But not me. I was prepared. I had practiced for this
moment, on bananas and cucumbers, I could fight my gag reflex, even
though this was the first time I had ever had to do this for real.
I let myself relax, opened up my throat, and breathed slowly
through my nose. Then I let all of him right inside me. I sword
swallowed him, and he gasped with the sensation. Then I bobbed
again, getting my lips almost down to where his ball sack joined. I
cupped those warm balls in my hand and gave him a little squeeze.
Then I let him out and he slapped back, with a kind of choking
sound. Then another deep insertion into my throat. And out again. I
knew how men liked it, and there was no way I was going to
disappoint my man!

I bobbed my head back and forth hard now, and
he matched me move for move. He was face fucking me, harder and
harder. His finger was working its way deep into my cunt again, and
he stroked and banged my g-spot as his cock filled me. I felt as
though we were both about to cum. He was tensing as I swallowed
him. I wanted to taste his semen, I really did, but I also really
wanted him to seed me. To fill me with his hot cum.

I spat him out, impatient now, wanting him
inside me, more than anything in the world. I literally ached for
him. Strings of saliva from his huge cock to my mouth and back
again, like a rope bridge. I kissed his stomach, not letting his
cock slip out of my grasp as I moved back up to his face, and once
again our mouths opened, tongues intertwined, and I felt him breath
in as he took in the taste of his own cock.

I pulled on his cock, working it up, if it
were possible, to an even harder state. He seemed to be bursting
out of his skin, twitching, pushing my fingers apart as I tried to
contain him. I moved my hand over so that it was bent back a little
and pushed his cock under my body as I slid over the top of him,
our bare stomachs again touching and my legs apart, so that the
glans of his penis was now resting on my pussy lips. This was a
fucking that I was going to control. I smiled at him and covered
his face in kisses, holding his cheek in one hand and staring deep
into his eyes.

“I want him to fuck me honey. You watch
us”

He couldn’t refuse. How could he? Why would
he even want to? I slipped my lithe body down his, so that the tip
of his cock was now pushed further in between my lips. Our mutual
lube was going to make this much easier than I had imagined.
Nonetheless I was nervous. This was my very first time. Would it
fit? Would it hurt? Would he fuck me too hard? Genuine and real
questions for a white woman like me. He had his hands on my ass
cheeks, squeezing them and pulling them apart so that my hole was a
wide as it could get.

I wanted him now. All of him. It was now or
never.

I let myself start to slip down his body, so
that now it was more than the tip, the rest of his thick shaft
started to inch its way inside me. At first it held, as though it
were too big for me, like I would never manage to swallow it into
my body. I pushed myself down on it, a little more, a little more,
and then with a slight squelch of the pre cum and pussy juice, it
slipped up inside me.

The feeling was intense, incredible. I felt
as though I were filling with cock. Like I would never feel fuller
again. He was only half way in, and yet I couldn’t imagine having
any more of that meat inside me. And yet it drove up into my tight
cunt, pushing the sides out, making me gasp and scream out from the
shear size of him. I collapsed my face onto his and his hands
stroked my ass cheeks and my back, and I continued to slowly push
him up inside me using my body as a fulcrum.

Finally I finished, and felt his ball sack
against my ass cheeks, and I knew that I was full of him. I let him
stay that way for more than a moment, feeling the throbbing gristle
deep inside me, twitching slightly as I clenched him. I looked up,
my vision slightly blurred, taking in the sight of the sunlight
streaming in through the many windows, the gardens outside, water
glistening from the pool, casting white light picture shows on the
white painted walls of the room. Then I looked deep into his eyes,
and kissed him again. A deep, passionate, ‘fuck me now’ kiss

I pushed myself up, so that I was now astride
him, my hands on his powerful chest, cowgirl style. I looked down
on him. His cock was still perfectly hard, and pushing up, deep
inside me. I started to rise up, so that the shaft began to pull
out. The ridges of his cock, the veiny shaft, began to stimulate my
clit as I rose. My clit rippled against his huge cock and with each
contact sent a shiver through my spine and directly into my brain.
Such a heavenly sensation. I felt empty now, just the tip inside
me. And then pushed down. Thrusting harder. Into the hole that it
had just made. I pulled up again. More electric shocks. The
sensation deepening as my g-spot joined the party. I leaned back a
little so that the tip of his cock could rub me there and I felt
totally complete. I started to push and pull my body, so that I was
riding him now, fucking him like a pro, just as all men love! His
hands all over my tits, squeezing them, scarcely able to believe
how young and firm and pert they were, my nipples slipping in and
between his fingers. Heavenly sensations, mingling together in my
brain, sending electric shocks back to my clit in a chain reaction
of pleasure.

I could feel that he was getting close now.
As I rode him. But I wanted more. Wanted to be a bad girl. A dirty
girl. I dismounted him, his cock now on his belly, wet and shining
with our juices. I turned myself around so that I was sitting on
his face. I squelched down on him, my lips aside his, his tongue
now probing my naughty cunt, licking around my clit like a puppy. I
bent over and took his cock in my mouth, deepthroating him again,
tasting both of us, lapping up our juices like the filthy porn star
I was.I sat up on his face, his cock twitching, straight up in
front of him, and began to pull it. I wanted to see him orgasm, to
feel that hot cum all over us. I pulled, faster and faster, wanting
him to cum, for me to experience that. I tugged on his huge stiff
member, and sat down further on him, so his tongue was fully inside
me now, eating me out, getting a good meal!

He jerked. His whole body stiffened. And as
he did, I put my face to his cock and felt him start to twitch. His
feet curled and his legs shook, and I took the first hot drop of
his thick cum directly on my face. It splashed my cheek and I loved
it. The next one was in my mouth. Down my throat. Just the way I
always wanted it. And as he came, I came. I covered his face. I
squirted all over him. We both cried out,, both overcome. The most
perfect orgasm either of us had ever had

I milked him dry
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It should be easy for a woman like me to find
sex. After all, when you have long, blonde hair. When you are slim
and toned, and when you are wearing your best MILF clothes, clingy
without being too revealing, then you notice the guys checking you
out.

But when you are given a challenge by your
man. When he says to you ‘tie me up tight, then go out and find a
big black guy. The best looking you can find. All muscle, a real
animal. Then take him back here and ride him in front of me’ –
well, that was a tall order.

Still, I was up to the challenge. I loved my
husband’s quests. They turned me on.

And sure enough, as I left our luxury hotel
room, through the lobby and out onto the street, I knew that if I
put my hands between my legs that I would be as wet as a rain
shower. My nipples tingled and stood out like bullets through my
dress, and my whole body shook with excitement.

It didn’t take me long to find him. He was
standing outside a store. A tall black dude, maybe 26 or 27, at
least 20 years younger than me. He had on his joggers and a
sleeveless T, despite the relative cool of the afternoon, and his
bulging black skin
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