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My Very Public Ménage: BBC Interracial Group Sex

By

Jennifer Lynne

Once I had come to a hard, shuddering climax - with a scream that I’m sure resounded all the way downstairs and over the loud music - which solicited a polite murmur of appreciation from the upstairs crowd, and before I had the time to come down from the tsunami of pleasure that coursed through my helpless body, the six guys had left their place by Antoine’s side and descended upon my gloriously naked, sweat dampened body that was flushed pink from orgasm and spread wide apart for all the world to see - and they began to play. 

At first I felt a little afraid, despite Antoine’s smiles of reassurance from his place on the couch opposite. I wanted nothing more right then than to be in Antoine’s strong, protective arms and back in the opulent sanctuary of our hotel suite. I was reluctant to be lost in a heaving sea of dark, muscular, musky flesh but when I saw that raw, lustful, wanton look in Antoine’s eyes - the one that was guaranteed to make my knees go weak, my clit tingle and my Bartholin’s gland go into overdrive – and as a dozen massive hands stroked and fondled and explored every inch of my bare, trembling body, my fears melted away in to a warm, incredibly spoiled feeling as their magic fingers peeled away my layers of reticence one by one. 

This, I understood from my lover’s expression, was his treat to me. And although he would enjoy the spectacle, it was all for my gratification.

My line of vision to Antoine was all at once obscured by a pair of enormous, shining heads as two of my new playmates lowered their masked faces down on to my breasts. Taking the tips in each of their mouths they sucked hard until a large amount of my tits disappeared and I felt my nipples scrape against the back of their throats. All the while, they massaged the base of my twin, quivering mounds, sending the most wonderful of sensations radiating out through my chest. 

I felt another mouth settle upon my perfectly tight pussy. Gentle lips kissed the raw, slick flesh around my hole and a playful tongue flicked over the sensitive tip of my clitoris. I wrapped my legs around the man’s broad, solid shoulders, pressing the bald dome of his head down on to me with a wanton urgency – an action which was gratefully rewarded as his tongue slid deep inside my vagina. 
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“You look exquisite, Katherine,” Antoine told me, his deep, brown eyes sparking with raw, animal lust as he watched my fingertips flit over the swollen tip of my clitoris. 

“Why, thank you, kind Sir,” I replied with a soft sigh as the fleshy pad of my index finger nudged my sensitive tip and sent a shockwave of pleasure coursing up through my body. 

Kneeling before me, Antoine studied intently the busy fingers that glistened wet from my arousal. He smiled, and as I masturbated for him he continued to polish the black, latex dress that clung tight to my body like a second skin. Carefully, he applied a spray or two of the special silicone polish and then proceeded to massage it into the front of the dress with firm, circular motions – what there was of the back of the garment he’d already polished to perfection, so much so that he’d declared with sheer pride and delight that he could actually see his face reflected on my ass! – giving great care and attention to my round, voluptuous breasts – 36DD no less - that strained against the hugging material, and my hard, jutting nipples that were so gloriously aroused that they looked as if they were all but ready to poke holes through the front of the dress. 

I stood there before Antoine on the carpet we’d made slippery and a just tad treacherous with the latex polish and I caught my reflection in the vast expanse of the mirrored closet doors. I looked like a most magnificent goddess, with my shimmering chestnut mane of hair that cascaded untamed across my shoulders and down along the curve of my back and my trim, hourglass figure that shone wetly in its taut covering. I could see in the mirror my pussy, bared beneath the slightly lifted hem of my dress, splayed by my own hand and so deliciously pink. And like said goddess, I towered high over my lover, my five-feet-seven stature exaggerated by the vertiginous six inch Louboutin heels that my somewhat puritanical Mother would have called stripper heels - although I much preferred to refer to them as my fuck me shoes.

Forgetting myself as pleasures swept over me like waves from a warm, tropical ocean, I buried the fingers of my hand that was not thrust beneath the indecently short hem of the dress in Antoine’s thick, black hair and pulled him with a not so gentle tug towards my breasts. 

“My, you are impatient this evening, my darling,” Antoine’s resonant voice - complete with that perfectly delicious accent - vibrated through my body. “You really should be saving yourself,” but so saying, he rolled down the low scooped neck of my dress to release my left nipple that pointed angry and accusing at him. You did this to me, squashing me in to this cool, sensual cocoon of latex and polishing far more than I’m sure is necessary, I’m sure it would have said, had it been able to speak. Antoine placed his full, sensual lips around my stiff, pink bud, his touch delicate as his tongue flicked over my nipple’s sensitive tip. 

I groaned out loud and dug my scarlet painted nails into his scalp; Antoine was a grand master at teasing, and I know that he knew precisely the effect he was having upon me. At my urging, Antoine suckled my nipple deep, caressing it gently with his tongue as a goodly amount of my tit filled his mouth. 

“Oh my God,” I moaned, I really couldn’t help myself. My fingers played a furious game with my clit, sliding over and across it in quite a blur, lubricated well by the juices that oozed from my aching pussy.  

Who would have thought that an innocent, throwaway comment to my lover whilst perusing the leather, latex and PVC clothing in one of Amsterdam’s less salubrious fetish clothing stores would have led to me dressed in rubber (well, half-dressed, the dress itself being so short as to expose the bottom curve of my buttocks, scooped so low at the back that the cheeky crack of my ass peeped out, and so low at the front that my pierced navel winked out at the world) in an exclusive and ridiculously expensive penthouse suite in a London hotel?

“I’d love for you to dress me head to toe in latex and take me to a fetish ball,” I’d said to him, only half joking and certainly in the spirit of the moment. I guess I’d not seen the twinkle in Antoine’s eye at the time, and had thought nothing more of my comment as we left the store with empty hands and had made our way to one of those seedy live sex shows that are so popular with the tourists over there. An hour of watching the action from the front row – Antoine had done what he does best and splashed plenty of cash to ensure we had the best seats in the house – as hot guys and girls fucked each other on stage had put me more than in the mood and I’d insisted that Antoine finger me ‘till I came, reveling in the added frisson of the performers watching the show that we were putting on. 

In typical Antoine style, he’d arranged to meet me at the exclusive Central London hotel - this being one of his frequent business trips to the capital - and had surprised me by having our handmade, couture – and obscenely expensive - outfits delivered directly to the suite. They’d been there waiting for me as I exited the private lift to the top floor, along with Antoine who was unsurprisingly naked and grinning like Alice’s Cheshire cat.

This was typical of just how Antoine rolled, with his tall, muscular, olive-skinned frame, achingly handsome features and mysterious accent – which, whilst having a definite European lilt to it, gave nothing away as to the man’s nationality, and that was something that Antoine seemed strangely guarded about - he fit perfectly into his roll of jet setting playboy with aplomb. 

Oh yes, there was also the matter of Antoine’s bulging bank accounts – more than enough money to bank roll a medium-sized country, should he wish to do so, although he was far more interested in bankrolling his crazy, hedonistic lifestyle and living life to the full. And that was something else that my red-hot lover chose to be mysterious about; after three years of knowing the man in the most intimate ways possible, I still had absolutely no idea as to how he’d made his billions. 

Antoine traveled the globe doing whatever business he did, and his was a world of private jets, helicopters, the fastest cars, the most opulent hotel suites and a hot woman in every port – or more to the point, one for every occasion. I was Antoine’s party girl, and when he was in my home town of London, he was mine all mine. 

Having said that, our arrangement wasn’t just limited to London, for sometimes Antoine would fly me out to meet him in some exotic, far flung place to attend a sexy party he’d been invited to on the spur of the moment. I was lucky that Gerald – my husband of a little over seventeen years – didn’t seem to mind (or care) that much when I’d jet off at the drop of a hat with some half-assed excuse of meeting a girlfriend for the weekend. Perhaps he liked his time alone, or perhaps my suspicions of him playing sexy games of his own whilst I was away were not entirely unfounded? I really didn’t give it too much thought, nor did I ever ask – my mother sure as hell didn’t raise a hypocrite. 

All of Antoine’s women were, like me, of a certain age – always between thirty and forty-five (I snuggled comfortably in to that range at thirty-six), as he much preferred the experience and detachment that came with the more mature woman (unlike Gerald, who preferred his girls at times dangerously close to the legal side of young). All of Antoine’s women were intelligent professionals (my work as a highly paid corporate lawyer appeared to arouse him no end) and some were married, some not. He really didn’t seem to care all that much about the latter – as long as we indulged his broad, eclectic sexual tastes and played his erotic games. 

As for my marital status, my husband was a decent enough man. He was incredibly wealthy and was something decidedly dull in the city – could have been a fucking lamp post for all I knew, because - much like Antoine - he didn’t talk much about his career – and it was a dullness that sadly carried over into our sex life. Gerald’s idea of a good time was fucking me from behind whilst we watched some cheesy 80’s porn movie on the ancient VHS player in the purple painted playroom he’d set aside in our four storey St. John’s Wood townhouse. 

We did live well – affluently some may say - Gerald and I, and he always made sure that I wanted for nothing (except that clit-tingling, pussy-wetting excitement in the boudoir) but compared to Antoine’s billions and unashamed, hedonistic enjoyment of said wealth, we might as well have been as poor as church mice. 

As an example; Antoine once bought me a solid gold, studded with diamonds, remote control vibrator that had cost more than mine and Gerald’s house. He’d had me wear it under the silver, shimmering Julien Macdonald that had exposed tantalizing portions of my pale, English Rose skin to some posh corporate dinner in Hong Kong - he’d especially flown me out so that I could hang off of his arm like some high class call girl. And all through that night he’d mischievously toyed with the remote control to send my body into knee-trembling spasms of pleasure that had me running to the restrooms in order to relieve the pressure, so to speak. So much so, in fact, that the restroom attendant – a beautiful young creature with exquisitely ebony skin – had offered to help me out with her luscious lips and incredibly expert tongue, an offer that in my highly aroused state I was more than grateful to accept. I had that wonderfully charitable young lady slurping at my pussy three separate times over the course of that particular banquet. Yes indeed, that had been quite the eventful night, and one that would never have occurred to Gerald in a thousand lifetimes. 

Which is precisely why I had Antoine; I was his plaything and in so many ways, he was mine.

I came hard against my fingers, pressing them knuckle deep inside my sopping sex, amazed at the animal heat that radiated out from between my parted thighs. 

Antoine pulled away from my tit with a wet, smacking sound as my nipple slipped from his between his gorgeous lips. He rested back on his knees, supporting himself with those thick, muscled arms that bulged beneath his suit - a sharp, pinstriped three-piece that would have no doubt have cost a king’s ransom and wouldn’t look out of place in the upper echelons of Wall Street, had it not been crafted entirely of the very best quality rubber. Why, even his meticulously knotted, matching tie was pure latex. 

“I guess you needed that.” Antoine smiled up at me before casting his eyes down to my glistening, hairless pudendum (permanently epilated by laser, paid for by Gerald – I told you he liked ‘em looking young!) upon which rested my weary fingers. 

“I did, thank you,” I replied, still breathless from my exertions and the resulting climax which was still sparking through several of my extremities. I gazed down at Antoine’s beautiful body, my own eyes sneaking a naughty glance at the all too obvious bulge that tented his crotch like a miniature big top and my mouth fair watered at the thought of it. My mind flicked to Antoine’s magnificent cock that hid beneath those latex pants; its long, smooth, thick shaft and fat, perfectly pink head that had parted my pussy lips and filled me fit to bursting on many an occasion - having never once failed to satisfy. 

“I think you had better save yourself for the rest of your evening,” Antoine had a delicious, cryptic tone to his voice that prickled the pleasure center deep within my brain. It sparked thoughts of other fantasies I had divulged that Antoine may also be conspiring to bring to life – why, the very thought made my body tingle from nipples to clit. 
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There was a wedding party in the hotel lobby when we stepped from our private elevator. It was clearly the union of two incredibly well-to-do families – I believe I recognized the Bride’s mother from the society pages of Tatler – and the bride looked absolutely ravishing in a voluminous ivory gown that accentuated her tiny waist and overflowing boobs a treat. The groom wore a slate gray suit and shoes that shone so bright that it fair hurt the eyes, and gazing upon his beautiful bride, he looked like the cat that got the cream. 

All eyes fell upon Antoine and I, and excited conversations about how well the ceremony had gone, how gorgeous the bride looked in her mother’s old dress and didn’t they make just an adorable couple fell silent as we walked by. 

“Good evening,” Antoine, resplendent in his latex suit said to them. “And congratulations.” He smiled at the groom who couldn’t take his eyes away from the deep cleft of my escaping cleavage as I approached, and the curve of my ass cheeks as I walked away. 

“Err-thank you,” the groom stuttered, and received a harsh look from his new wife for his trouble. 

I could practically feel the judging eyes of the champagne-tipsy wedding party crawling across my exposed skin, disapproving yet unavoidably aroused. 

And I have to say that it made me feel so wonderfully alive, and empowered beyond belief. 

Antoine draped a long, protective arm around my bare shoulders and cracked a grin that we both shared long after we’d clambered in to our awaiting, chauffeur-driven Bentley Continental. 

3

We arrived at the ball a little after eleven, and things were just getting under way – it never paid to arrive too early to such things, my lover had advised, as that would entail far too much waiting around waiting for the playtime to begin. We donned our masks – as was required by the ball’s etiquette – both were simple affairs, made from the softest black leather and which clung to the upper parts of our faces to hide our identity from all but each other. 

The location was quite simply breathtaking. The organizers had taken over an intimate underground club for the night; a historic building that spread over two floors and sported myriad nooks, crannies and side rooms that were just perfect for intimate liaisons. The club had marvelously distressed red brick
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