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I stood on the doorstep, my golden
blonde hair dripping from the sub-tropical torrent of rain that had
just hit me on the walk from the bus stop to the house. I was
finding it a little harder to get about now that I was over five
months gone. I still had a great body, and I had grown about three
bra sizes.

 


My white T-shirt was almost completely
see-through, and my long, lithe thighs were glistening from the
droplets. I shivered as I stood there, illuminated by the porch
light of this impressive mansion.

 


The door opened and I immediately felt
a warm glow, not so much from the heat and soft illuminations from
inside, but from the hearty, kind smile that greeted me. It was
Philip. The man who would soon be taking my to heaven and back, his
thick cock deep inside my tight, shaved pussy, thrusting into me as
I try not to scream and moan in unspeakable ecstasy.

 


He was a really, really good looking
man! I think it’s called a DILF. A d@d-I-would-like-to-fuck.
Whatever is was, he certainly brought out all of my most base,
feminine desires.

 


He was a shade taller than average,
maybe five foot 10 or so. Not a giant but no midget either. And he
oozed presence that made him seem ten foot tall. His steely grey
eyes sparkled, and his smile never left the corners of his mouth.
He had that designer stubble look, the kind that made you wonder if
he worked on it, using a special razor, special moisturisers, or
did he just get up in the morning and already look perfect? His
white shirt seemed to cling to the muscles in his arms, and when he
turned to walk me through to the kitchen, where the smell of fresh
coffee fought for the attention of my senses with the busy noises
of a household, I stole a long look at his perfect buns and sighed
in desire to myself!

 


The woman who was lucky enough to be
married to this hunk of a man stood at the oak and granite range in
the middle of a kitchen that was bigger than my apartment and
smiled at me.

“Oh, I am sure you smile like that
every day, you lucky bitch!” I thought to myself, as I smiled
insincerely back at her.

 


“Hi there!” she said to me, with an
urban MILF housewife voice that was just two shades removed from
New York street girl, betraying her roots and the new found wealth
in which she found herself. “Welcome to our home. Susie, isn’t
it?”

 


“That’s right Ma’am” I replied, over
emphasizing my servility. I almost wanted to put the word ‘boss’ in
there, like I had just come off the cotton fields, but I didn’t.
Besides, they were being so nice to me, and it wasn’t her fault
that I wanted to fuck her husband, now was it?

 


“Well why don’t you come on in, make
yourself at home?”

 


I mumbled my appreciation, as she
looked down at my bump

 


“My, you are really starting to get
big, aren’t you?” she said, kindly

“Yes I am. I am due in two months now”
I replied, happy to be questioned about my bump.

“And are you going to be breast
feeding?” she continued. I looked over at her hubby, who was trying
to look busy, but clearly more interested in me and the
conversation that we were having. He couldn’t take his eyes of my
huge breasts.

“Yes, I think I will be” I
answered

“Well, I feed our baby, don’t I?” she
addressed the question at her husband. There was a kind of wink
that happened between them, a sort of knowing silence. I would soon
find out what that was…

“Well, good luck with that” she went
on. “It can be real hard at first, your nipples get so sore, but
you get used to it after a while”

I nodded

“Here” she said, “take a look at
mine”

Before I could say anything to her, she
had opened up her blouse and had my hand on her ample
breast.

“Do you feel that?” she asked. “my
nipple is still chapped and sore. Mind you, I get plenty of milk
out of them. More than enough for baby, and then some” she carried
on

She gave her nipple a squeeze, and some
warm fresh milk leaked out onto my fingers. I looked at her,
straight in the eye, and as her husband stared at me, transfixed, I
brought my fingers to my mouth, and tasted her sweet
milk.

It was a moment filled with sexual
tension. As the wife started explaining to me about the
refrigerator, where to find snacks, what to do if baby woke up
(although she never does), and contact numbers for the restaurant,
her husband stared at me with a kind of ‘fuck me now’ smile,
nodding in agreement, and occasionally giving me an imperceptible
secret wink.

Twenty minutes later and the door
closed, and I was alone with my thoughts, a big TV, and a whole
house to explore…

 


Well I just had to look in the big,
marital bedroom now didn’t I?

 


It was a room that would have looked
more at home in a catalogue. Something along the lines of ‘why rich
people have better lives than you’. It was dressed in a way that
made me wonder if they expected me to come snooping around. Not one
of the hand-embroidered cushions was out of place. The walk-in
wardrobe was arranged in an almost military order, with even her
hundred plus pairs of shoes lined out like toy soldiers, in colour
order, matching the couture that hung above it. Either these guys
had an army of cleaners, or they were orderly to the point of
Obsessive Compulsive Disorder.

 


There HAD to be something though didn’t
there? I mean, no one is THAT perfect?

I sat down on the bed, appreciating the
expensive coolness of the fine cotton covers, and opened up the
nightstand drawer.

 


BINGO! There is sat. A huge, black
dildo! It was a big fucker alright! It shone in the lamplight, a
proud bulbous end atop a long, ridged shaft. There is a trend now
for rabbits and wands and bullets, toys designed to titillate and
stimulate, gently rubbing the clit to orgasm. This was definitely
NOT one of those. Here was a woman who clearly liked to be fucked.
Shafted. Polled. Very long and very hard. I could relate, I loved
that too!

 


I looked at the bedside clock. They
weren’t due home for a good two hours, and there was nothing on the
TV. And after all, as she had left the house I had very clearly
heard her say “help yourself to anything you fancy”. Well, right
now I fancied a long hard fucking!

 


I lay back on the pillows for a while,
the drawer open next to me, my new best friend laid out beside me
on the duvet cover. Would I dare do this? I felt so horny. The
forbidden nature, the danger of this situation messing with my
mind. I lifted up my skirt, still a little damp from the soaking I
had earlier on the rainy walk to the house, and opened up my legs.
My panties were damp too, not with rain but from the anticipation.
There was no need to feel between my legs, I was wet and I knew it.
I picked up the dildo, and started to run it up and down my thighs.
The cold, hard plastic made me shiver slightly. I caressed myself,
as one might a massager. Long, slow strokes up and down my body. My
nipples were becoming hard, poking out through the tight white
T-shirt. I wound the hard end around my pips, feeling the energy
shoot from the sensitive bullets up and down my spine, bringing joy
to my brain as well as my clit. I brought the latex cock up to my
face, closing my eyes, breathing in the scent of it, rolling it
around my cheeks, my eyes and then my lips. I licked the end,
rolling my tongue around its shape, up and down the shaft, getting
it slippy with my saliva. I parted my lips a little, so that I was
kissing the shaft on its journey, imagining it was HIS cock that I
was embracing, feeling him throb for me, feeling his hard body
against mine. Letting him take me.

 


I let my hand fall between my legs, so
that my fingers rested on my panties. I was soaked through.
Dripping. My pussy felt alive, tingling. I pulled the soft white
cotton to one side and exploring my hole. My lips were engorged,
puffy with the blood now coursing through my body, awakening my
sexual feelings. My clit was electric to the touch, wanting nothing
more than to feel the hard fucking sensation I was about to bestow
on it. I let my finger trace soft shapes around my wet slit,
drawing it up and down my sex flesh, getting coated in my sweet
silky quim. I pulled up my T-shirt, and pulled on my nipple, hard.
Some milk started to leak out between my fingers, lubricating
them

 


“Oh God yes! That’s it” I whispered to
myself, thinking of that horny husband. “taste my milk you dirty
boy”

 


The sensations filled my body. I need a
fuck so much!

 


Now my lips opened up, and I let the
dildo fall into my mouth. Sucking hard on the huge member, I took
it all in, pulling it to the back of my throat. It slipped in, all
the way, a party piece I had learned with my first boyfriend. I
wondered if HE would like that too. The hard cock was all the way
down my gullet, sword swallowed. Oh yes, he would definitely LOVE
this.

I stuffed my middle finger deep into my
hole. My pussy felt so tight, despite being lubricated by my
desire. I wanted him. I wanted him to taste me, to feel how good I
was, so much tighter than his wife. I finger banged myself, letting
my brain drift away, cock in my mouth, another in my pussy. Was
that something I might try one day?

 


I drew the dildo out of my mouth now,
and back down my stomach, circling my inner thighs for a moment
before winding around my lips. I twisted the base, and it shook to
life. New batteries no doubt, or always on charge perhaps, as
essential to the modern American woman as her iphone. I traced
circles around my clit, the shaking of the dildo firing electric
shocks to my brain. I didn’t need to watch, I knew where this was
going. I closed my eyes, my head swimming with lust. The smell of
her perfume hit my nostrils, and a more manly scent. My senses were
filled, and I turned the dildo around, held it for a moment against
my moist lips, and plunged it inside me.

 


Fuck! This felt so good. OK so it
wasn’t my first. I had had cock before. Well ok, one cock, my
boyfriend’s. And to be honest he wasn’t that big, or that hard. So
I guess you could say that there was a bit of growing room in
there. What was it Madonna had said? “Touched for the very first
time?” Well that was exactly how I felt! I breathed in,
anticipating the slight pain that came with the hard penetration
that was the key to my joy. Fuck it felt so good as the shaft
journeyed its way inside me. I felt the ridges, the veins, so
realistic. I wondered whether SHE liked it too. I wondered if she
stuffed it inside her when her husband was away, or whether they
played with it together. It was such an intriguing idea! Did she
take it in the ass hole while he fucked her in the pink? Did he
maybe put it up that brown, forbidden sphincter? I could only
imagine.

 


And imagine I indeed did. I lay back,
my eyes closed, images of that couple swimming in my head, thinking
about the ecstasy they might give each other, and my place in that
menage. Perhaps I would be the third invitee? Would she fuck me
with that big black dildo while I sucked his cock?

 


My thrusting became harder, pushing it
back and forth. The sound of my own wet pussy filled my ears. I was
close now. It was like a pounding waterfall. An unstoppable
force.

My thoughts turned once more. Perhaps
he didn’t know about it? Was that possible? It hadn’t been hard to
find, but couples have so many secrets. She may have left it there,
wondering whether I would do exactly what I was doing now.
Discovering it so that I could fuck myself with it. I licked my
lips at the delicious prospect. Perhaps she wanted me?

 


Or…

 


Maybe she wanted a big black man? Maybe
that was why she had a big black dildo? Had she gone black? Did she
have a chocolate lover, unknown to her husband? Did she feed him as
well as fuck him? Let him suck on her titties? Was that why her
nipples were so sore and chapped?

Yes! That was it! She was carrying on
with a huge cocked black stud! She was being fucked whenever she
wanted. A dark ‘friend with benefits’, and when he found out, that
cute husband of hers would seek revenge. A revenge fuck with the
first woman he saw.

 


Me!

 


I squeezed my eyes shut, and my thighs
together, swallowing that whole dildo in my tight hole as I
came.

 


Fuck it was a big one! Big and long. I
shook, trying to keep the noise down, trying to keep the sounds of
my multiple orgasm from waking the sleeping resident next door. I
bit hard on the luxurious pillow and rode the feeling, enjoying the
continuous crescendos of orgasm, slowing the dildo down, letting it
synchronise with my bucking, thrusting body.

It was exhausting!

Lying there in my afterglow, I fell
fast asleep.

 


The next sound I heard was a high
powered, luxury Mercedes coupe pulling in on the crunchy gravel
driveway below my window.

As I leapt up out of the bed,
straightening the covers and putting the contraband plastic cock
back in the drawer, the porch light illuminated and the front door
clicked open. High heels clicked on the wooden floor and a sound of
kissing from downstairs. She had clearly had
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