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Nancy’s Very First Ride On A Bull
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If my husband wants to watch me with a man a lot more well-endowed than him, I’ll give him a show...

I was nervous.

I mean my rectum had slammed close about as tight a ten-day drinking spree.

Speaking of which, I really wanted a drink right now.

“Nancy, honey,” my husband Darrel said. “We talked about this. You said you wanted to do this.”

All right.

So nervous just isn’t big enough of a word.

I was scared shitless.

“What if he doesn’t like the look of me?” I asked. “What if he laughs at me?”

Only he didn’t laugh at me.

His name was Hank and when he unzipped his pants and drew his cock out for me to see I just couldn’t believe how thick that big marvelous piece of meat was. I’d asked Darrel to find somebody with a really big cock, and Darrel had come through for me.

And a part of me was thinking about Hank coming through me.

I mean his cock was huge.

I know some people say that size isn’t everything, but as far as I was concerned, the bigger the better.

I think I was getting over my case of nerves.

“Go ahead and touch it,” Darrel said. “I know you want to. I know you’re a little scared but I also know how much you’ve wanted this opportunity.”

Darrel was right, but I was still hesitant. Just the same, I reached out and I touched Hank’s huge cock.

Oh my god.

My mouth ran dry.

“You’re hung like a fucking bull,” I said.

“Mother Nature was good to me, wasn’t she?” Hank said.

Mother Nature?

What the fuck? Was this guy for real?

Was I fucking a fucking forest ranger?

“Do you think that you can handle something this big?” Hank asked me.

“Oh you can’t back out now,” Darrel said.

I looked at my husband.

He was practically shaking with eagerness.

A part of me didn’t get it. I mean, he just couldn’t wait to see me fuck this guy. What kind of a husband was he?

I’d never seen this side of him before.

“I said do you think you can handle...”

Hank started to back up.

I reached out and wrapped my hand around Hank’s huge, thick cock before he had a chance to back up any further.

Darrel gasped. I think he might even have cum a little in his pants.

Good for him.

His pants were the only thing that I was going to let him cum in tonight. If he wanted to see me fuck this man, well that was exactly what I made up my mind to do.

I rubbed Hank’s dick, warming him up, reveling in how his cock was hardening and growing larger.

I knelt down in front of him.

I threw a glance over at Darrel.

I hoped he was ready for what I was set to do.

“Get those pants all the way off,” I ordered Hank. “I want to see you naked. I want to feel what that big dick of yours feels like inside of my mouth.”

Hank growled a little in anticipation, as he hastily unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down. Jesus, but he was built like a god. Thick powerful legs with a hard solid ass that promised an awful lot of fucking power. He looked like one of those powerlifters. Not a pretty muscled bodybuilder. No, he wasn’t one of those vanity musclemen.

Hank was built like a fucking bull, and I was all set to ride him, while my husband watched.

I suddenly realized that I was going to enjoy myself.

I pulled him closer and opened my mouth as wide as I could manage and I did my best to swallow his cock.

Truth was, I only got about half of his big love-stick down my throat, but I kept on working on that cock of his, bobbing my head up and down like I had a yo-yo string for a spinal column.

Then Hank wrapped his big powerful hands around the back of my head and I knew what he was about to do. I willed myself to just relax and let him push that gigantic dick down into my throat. I might have gagged just a little, but I liked the way it felt, him pushing his dick into my eager mouth, taking me while my husband stood there watching.

I threw a glance over at Darrel and he had pulled up a chair and was jacking himself off, slowly and leisurely. He wasn’t in any kind of a hurry as far as I could tell. He was enjoying watching me swallow this fucking huge dick.

“Get the rest of your clothes off,” I ordered Hank, as I began to strip. “I want you to fuck me in the ass.”

I heard Darrel moan a bit.

I knew what he was moaning about.

“I’ve never let him fuck my ass,” I told Hank, staring up into his eyes and sucking his gaze into mine like I’d just sucked his cock. “He always asks me to, but I’m not going to let it happen.”

I threw another glance at Darrel, a hard gaze as if I was throwing a rock at him, and then I turned my eyes back to Hank.

“I want you to fuck me in my ass, Hank,” I begged my bull-lover. “I want you to ram that long, hard, fucking dick of yours up my asshole until I cum.”

I bent over the mattress and Hank knelt behind me.

“I’m going to get you wet first,” Hank said. “Then we’ll get to the fucking.”

He caught hold of my ass cheeks and parted them and started licking at my cunt, even though I’d asked him to fuck my ass.

I knew he was just working up to it and I decided that I wasn’t going to fight it. I let him tongue my pussy from behind, pushing his long wet tongue into my cunt and working his fingers in around his tongue and I felt something building within my body like I was running the fifth mile of a five-mile gallop and I started to pant and moan and then all at once an orgasm just rolled out of me and a part of me was all, “Oh my god, that was so fucking good,” and another part of me — the mean, greedy bitch part of me, was all, “Oh my god, was that all you’ve got for me?”

I should have known better.

After that earth-shattering orgasm had galloped through my cunt, Hank began moving his tongue upwards towards my asshole.

Now there is something very strange and powerful about feeling someone else licking at your asshole like Hank was. It was a whole lot hotter than licking my pussy. I don’t know if there are more nerve endings up there or if there was just something about the whole dirty, nasty taboo of receiving a well-delivered rim job.

Hank ran his tongue around the pucker of my little leather cheerio, pushing the tip of his fucking talented, well-educated tongue deeper into my asshole. Like before, he began to work his fingers into my ass, but he was so goddamn gentle and careful that I thought I was about to come my brains out with this wild pleasure trip this man was taking me on.

He was moaning and I could tell that he was enjoying himself.

I was enjoying myself as well.

Then I felt the tip of his cock nudging slowly into my asshole. He’d had me all slicked up but a part of me was still a little worried that big shaft of his was going to split me right in two. But he just patiently started nudging it, an eighth of an inch in at a time, and I started getting into the motion of it, rolling with the fuck and pushing my ass back onto his fuck-stick, wanting him deeper and deeper inside of me.

“Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god...” I kept moaning, and each time I moaned Hank pushed that big monster cock of his deeper into my asshole. It felt as if my hips were shifting apart and making room.

Meanwhile, Hank reached around me and alternated between squeezing my tits and fingering my pussy, all the while whaling away at my ass, using nothing but the power of his steely legs and his massive core strength.

“Oh, my FUCK!” I shouted, and I’m pretty sure the neighbors six blocks over could hear me shouting. “Oh my god FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK MY ASS!!!”

I think I came once or twice, or maybe thirteen times.

Fucked if knew how many orgasms Hank pumped out of me.

Finally, he finished up and let me roll over on my back and just pant for a little while.

“Bring that cock over,” I said. “And let me lick it clean.”

Darrel stood up hopefully and took a step towards me with his sticky spunk-stained cock.

“Not you,” I said. “I was talking to Hank. You wanted to watch, so that’s all you get to do from now on. If you understand me, say yes, mistress.”

Darrel sat back down dutifully.

“Yes, mistress,” he whispered, with a sneaky little smile, like he enjoyed me mistreating him like that.

Fuck it.

He asked for it.

“Hank,” I said. “I want you over here next weekend. I want to do this all over again, while my cuckold husband watches.”

Hank smiled and nodded with immense satisfaction.

“And Hank?” I added. “See if you bring somebody along with you. See if you can find somebody with an even bigger cock than yours. Someone who likes to soundly fuck happily married women.”

“That won’t be easy,” he said.

“I’m sure you’ll think of something,” I said. “Something, or someone.”

Hank smiled.

“Yes mistress,” he said.

d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Cuckold
Crows At Midnight

Six Sexy Stories

)’lf '
4 q |
N .

\\

GINGER BANGS





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





