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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






















cover.jpg
Amanda,@ummings





