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            Desire is like a drug. Only feeding it more and more can its thirst be slaked
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Female Appetite
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Now that Nicole had departed and returned to her husband, Pam and I rekindled our passion and spent time together. Not every night nor every day because we valued our personal time, but still we cooked, ate, shopped and fucked. 

Two weeks after the cruise Pam seduced me by presenting herself in a new outfit. The woman had shopped. Handcuffs, a mask and a blindfold. Add in a bright pink vibrator, a strap on harness and an anal plug she now seemed ready for anything. But the winner proved to be an outfit of body hugging black lace and crotchless lingerie. Pam modelled the outfit like the sexy vixen she had become. No longer shy or reserved Pam paraded like on a catwalk. Cheeks flushed and eyes shining I realised her feminine shape befitted a woman years younger. It proved easy to fall for this sexy woman, and within minutes took me in her favourite position.

Pam loved to ride ... cowboy or reverse cowboy it didn’t matter. Today, she added a masquerade mask and personal filming. This wasn’t just a soft core collection of images or video ... oh no she went the full Monty. 

Pam filmed herself sucking my cock and balls. Closeups of an engorged mouth shortened her breathing to desperate pants. Pam passed the camera to me, and she gazed into the lens while her tongue licked and flicked. Eyes studied mine while her face appeared split on either side of my cock. The tongue licked balls while the shaft sat upon her nose. Where her brain existed right now, I dared not wonder. Pam had awakened her sexual fantasies and was now determined to fulfil each one. 

She smiled at my grimace before her sucking lips enveloped me. Pam spotted my eyes glancing over her shoulder to the mirrored reflection. A round set of cheeks, with a dark crack separating them and the butthole presented itself. Pam smiled and spread her legs. The cock pulsed, and I fought the edge. The faint outline of her slit added itself to the picture of a wanton butt.

A tongue and lips slurped over my cockhead until with a tempting smile she slid up and remounted me. I filmed and then she filmed. Boobs bounced, Pam gasped and sighed while I moaned and tried to ravish her. Lips crashed. The sights and sounds of glorious sex bounced around the room while we continued our horizontal dance. 

Perhaps Pam became bored with the same images and position because a gleam crossed her eyes. She dismounted with a pop of an expelled cock and crawled alongside me. Side by side we lay until I rolled her onto the back. Fingers explored and brought soft sounds from deep sighs chasing a trail of caresses. Lips on lips, then shoulders and nipples. Pam surrendered, closed her eyes and travelled to a dreamland full of soft touches. 

A whiff of female pheromones energised the nerves and produced a primal urge for dominance and control. Lips traced a trail of warm wetness over mounds and crevices of soft flesh. Gaps in the lingerie provided places for the tongue and lips to explore. Soon I reached her bare thighs. Female scent rose to conquer and guide my wanton lust. Energy surged down the spine and evolution drew my lips and tongue to her vaginal lips. The tongue moved from above her butthole up between her pussy lips to end at the pubic bone. Hands fondled breasts and nipples while I repeated the slow, deliberate parting of her outer lips. The neglected nub stood hard, but not for long.

Like waking from a long sleep, Pam’s forehead creased at the sudden attention given down there. She stretched and uttered soft, high-pitched noises. Another long, slow lick, but this time the nose rubbed over the tiny jewel. Tenseness and a whimper came from the sudden intrusion in her wonderland. 

Pam tasted of woman and man. A mixture of flavours, primal and unsubtle, drew the tongue to circle and tease the tiny, proud nub. The clit swelled and hardened while Pam mewled in glorious agony. Like the sudden rush of an approaching express train, silence exploded into noise on top of a writhing body. This time Pam did not lose fluid but instead she swore like a trooper from the old days. The F word mixed with an S word and C word. Then she became personal.


“Fuck me! How could you do this to me, you prick? Jesus fucking Christ I cannot stop shaking. Stop it and leave me alone.”


Pam’s violent body reaction forced her to turn aside for ten seconds before she turned, smiled and spread her legs.

“C’mon you prick! Take the pussy! Give Pammy a good fucking.”

No one has ever given a man a greater invitation. Pam studied my eyes as I raised her ankles and placed the feet on my shoulders. Mouth agape, she waited for the satisfaction about to come. Restless, she flushed and uttered those beautiful feminine sounds. My cock brushed her groin area.

“Wait.”

Pam passed the camera.

“Film it. I want to watch you fuck me.”

Pam surrendered with a mewl, a furrowed brow and hands above her head. A quiver shook her when my cock brushed against the opening. The first push met resistance until her muscles relaxed, but as the head vanished, I sensed every nerve fibre coalescing on my cockhead. The balls gripped in mini orgasm. Another push and I slipped into my length. Oh glory the first thrust is indescribable. Dictated by instinct, I began the breeding process. Slow and steady until a slight increase in tempo brought her first boob rotation. Magnificent female flesh began its slow dance. Nipples, pink and hard, gazed back at me in accusation, asking why aren’t you pleasing me every moment of every day?

Faster I thrust while watching myself slide in and out via the viewfinder. Pam grimaced, boobs bounced and thighs slapped. The edge neared, but Pam stopped. 

“Doggy and a spank!”

Like a twenty-year-old, Pam flipped and rose on all fours. Oh god, a female ass presented itself for mating. A spank made her sigh, and a grip of a cheek made her whimper and cry out. Pam turned and watched me inspect the prize. Butthole and pussy.

“Use a plug! Use a plug!”

Lube dripped onto her butthole, and I inserted the anal plug. Pam gave a high-pitched moan but settled to emit soft sighs. Mmmm I must try this myself. A spank to the cheek and I lined up the pussy. The edge had retreated, and I felt confident of another five minutes of spanking, pulling and thrusting, but how wrong was I.

Perhaps my penetration coupled with the butt plug proved too much for Pam. One thrust and then two created silence until she gripped. Genetics made me rush and thrust faster, which made her grip harder. I didn’t see the edge. The build came so fast I lost control and fell out spraying cum up her ass crack.

Pam mewled in disappointment, and I cursed at the loss of control. I pushed inside again, and she wriggled her hips straightaway, gripping again. By now, a softening had started, and powerful female pelvic muscles took no prisoners. Her pussy squeezed out every sperm like the wringing of a wet rag.

Exhausted and spent, I collapsed while Pam remained unsatisfied on all fours. The butt plug remained
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