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Irina remained bent over herself, obedient and
offering her spectacular butt to her landlord's heartless, me. I do
not know how long that moment lasted, because it will remain in my
memory as eternal, even today I can remember in detail how
beautiful Irina was in that position otherwise so unairy for a lady
like her, but it did not matter, because she had decided to submit
to that trance to settle her debt, something that for me was in the
background, since the only thing that had led me to that bizarre
situation was my devotion to her who had become a dangerous volcano
of passion that did not let me assess with my usual reasoning the
excessive risks I was assuming: her humiliated and desperate
husband present in the room, my wife who could find out everything
if the scandal broke out ...

 


but as we are all more or less prudent
and rational except in situations like that, it is for this reason
that my slight fears were soon dispelled at the prospect of being able to
explore with my libidinous tongue the recondite locus amoenus that
was hidden in the depths of Irina's buttocks, an enterprise that
alone would dispel all the fears and warnings of the most temperate
of all male saints who have been.

 


I turned imperiously to
Irina, careful with her
indications that at no time could my hesitant or kind attitude make
Caesarius suspect that this was not what it seemed:

 


- You can rejoin. You Caesar, get up
from that chair and
bring her here next to my armchair so that she can recline, then
sit on the bed, but on the edge, do not spoil her, that later we
may have to offer some sacrifice to Venus on her. Well, retreat to
where I told you and just watch and be quiet, let's go! Irina, come
here, lean on the back of the chair, but first take off your bra
and walk around the room a little, I want to admire you.

 


She obeyed without question or
flinching, with her eyes modestly lowered, manipulated the front
brooch of the
garment, which delicately and slowly released two white doves, with
a standing breast, crowned by pink nipples and perfect in their
circumference, which had fought with reasonable success against two
maternities and the passage, always inclement, of time. I
suppressed the impulse to crack her tenderly and admiringly about
everything that her divine tits inspired me, but I owed it to the
pantomime that she had imposed on me to give herself to me, so I
saved my emotions to write them in her day, servitudes imposed by
Eros, I thought.

 


On the other hand, my inner alarm did
not stop tinking, something in the situation did not fit, that
woman so discreet and intelligent, with whom I had been talking for
three years, did not seem to me the same one who
had played her cards in
such a bad way that she was offering her ass a few centimeters from
my face in the presence of her husband, I did not quite understand
it, but I attributed it to the scarce blood supply that my greedy
penis allowed to share with my little irrigated brain at that
moment, so I gave myself to the task that had taken me there,
discarding my preventions again.

 


I sat up on the armchair, advancing my
face until it made contact with Irina's right buttock, which tensed when she felt it,
no doubt unnerved by the sensation of noticing a presence in her
rear while her only possessor to date was in front of her, at the
other end of the room. Corcoveó a little separating his ass from my
face, so I put my arms under his legs, separating them, to grasp
his hips with my hands, thus ensuring the mastery of the distance
at which I wanted to have Irina's butt with respect to my face:
zero millimeters.

 


My cheek shaved with ritual perfection
for the occasion rested delicately on that soft cushion that not even the most
delicate goose feathers could match in comfort, I enjoyed with my
eyes closed the sensation that gave me the silky and still cold
skin of his buttocks on my face, which alternating both sides ran
through that roundness that had been granted to me, several times I
separated my face to contemplate her ass a few centimeters away,
admiring in detail the glimpses of cellulite, her trivial "orange
peel", those details that they hate so much, ignorant that they are
the ones that separate a perfect ass to be worn on the beach of
another glorious, overflowing somewhat from its margins like a
fertile Nile, Sublime tool that Venus grants to her faithful only
at a certain age to make them true and gifted priestesses of
love.

 


Irina breathed agitated, uncomfortable by the
situation and by the posture, although my strong grip did not allow
her to withdraw from my adoration. Satisfied my skin with the gift
given, I gave way to my pituitary gift, neither short nor lazy, I
separated Irina's buttocks with my face and plunged my nose between
them, until I disappeared into that sancta sanctorum, ignoring the
hint of sobbing and ashamed of her, contrary to such an invasion of
her privacy. I inhaled deeply, but without stridency, that woman
was clean, only as far as I could go in her pulquerrimo eagerness,
because her aroma of sublime female, the effluvia of her nearby
vagina, the brownish ring that could no longer be stolen from my
inquisitorial exploration, all of her emanated a delicate natural
perfume of female that Irina had not managed to match in all those
years despite her celebrated fondness for the best
fragrances.

 


Even today I close my eyes and I can
recall with absolute precision the cascade of sensations that its
aroma provoked in
my smell, although that could not last, because my mouth, jealous
and impetuous, claimed its share of the booty, so that my nose
moved swirling along the entire slit of his ass to give way
gallantly to my mouth, who lavished himself in kisses for those two
soft buttocks, lingering in each step through the cleft that
separated them, unsuccessfully investigating the presence of the
slightest hint of hair, conscientiously banished by the discreet
Irina before her economic-carnal sacrifice.

 


My anal devotion to her was causing her deep shame, for
she began to humbly and prudently request that I cease my
humiliating exploration, though her supplications were interspersed
with groans and sighs which did not go unnoticed even to a depraved
man absorbed in his task like me, so that by passing my right hand
under his legs I gave him a resounding whipping, By adopting a
forced dominant position:

 


- Shut up and keep offering me your
ass, don't bother me with more words, didn't you want to settle
your debt to me?
Well, obey and enjoy what you can, to see if you thought I would
throw myself on you like a premature ejaculatory piglet to run fast
and run and that's it. If I hear you protest again I throw this one
out of the room and you are alone with me.

 


- No, please,
not that, Daniel. I need my Caesarius to be with me, I could not
bear it alone, forgive me, it will not happen again. Please
continue, am I okay like this or do you want me to change my
posture?

 


 


- What do you say, Caesarius, do we
change her
position? Of course not! Put your divine butt well and open your
buttocks with your hands, I have not yet tasted you Caesarius, have
you ever eaten your wife's ass?

 


He did not answer, impassively he
looked at the wall, but, although I did not care at that time about the erotic
biography of that carnudo, I did not forget Irina's indications, so
I continued in my rogue role:

 


- Hey, I've
asked you a question, answer me when I talk to you! Have you ever
eaten his ass?

 


- No,
never.

 


 


- I can't believe it, Irina, is that true?

 


- Yes, that's
right.

 


 


- For those who
ignore the pleasures of life do not deserve their enjoyment,
although you can observe how a gourmet like me tastes the delicacy
that you have despised for years.

 


Irina maintained her provocative posture, her hands,
with delicate fingers and refined line, with nails gracefully
painted in passionate red, obediently separated her buttocks,
allowing me to observe how the thread of her thong slightly
eclipsed the orifice of her anus, hindering my tasting. I gently
pushed him away, forcing his position to move him away behind
Irina's left hand, which would not allow her to return to her
natural location and disturb me in my task, to which I applied
myself without delay. The tip of my tongue gave three accurate but
slight lunges to the center of that brownish ring, which crumpled
and throbbed when it received such attention for the first time in
its existence.

 


Then I abandoned the lunges to give a
dozen mandobles from bottom to top, running with the full extension of my tongue
his sphincter, which openly provoked deep sighs from Irina, his
fortunate owner; it seemed that this novel experience was not
entirely unpleasant for her, so abandoning any prevention, so
firmly of her tight thighs to maintain her position and I applied
myself to licking, sucking, nibbling slightly, salivating without
skimping, always focused on attending the vortex of the most
splendid of Irina's anatomy, that she was already sighing and
moaning without dissimulation, pleased with the treatment he gave
her.

 


To finish with this passage, seeing
that his sphincter throbbed decidedly pleased by my attentions, I
decided to finish my ass meal penetrating Irina with my tongue, which I could do
without major difficulties, because the area was very lubricated by
my saliva and its rough ring yielded openly to my lubricious anal
invasion. I fucked her with my tongue for several minutes, watching
Irina twitch her delicate fingers on her buttocks, opening her ass
even wider to offer it unpretentiously to my tongue. He looked
sideways at Caesarius, who went from red to yellow from seeing how
he ate his wife's ass in his presence, doubting whether the moans
and sighs were of pain and shame or began to transform into
pleasurable.

 


Sterile disquisitions of consenting
cuckold, I thought, as I stopped my task and ordered
Irina:

 


- Well, it's okay to eat ass, because
something so good should be enjoyed moderately. I congratulate
you, Irina, I never
thought that in addition to such a beautiful ass you had it so
rich. That ring, he promises, because if it has opened this well
for the tongue, I imagine that my cock will also enter without too
many problems. But do not look at me like that, today I will not
fuck your ass, although you will have to show me other skills,
undress me and eat my cock, although I warn you that I do not want
a blowjob of commitment, you will have to take pains, because if
you do not I will have to think about culling you, because your
butt I have verified that it is quite collaborative.

 


She did not dare to check if my anal
threat was founded or not, but diligently undressed me, taking
advantage of an occasion when I began to kiss her passionately on
the face and neck to warn me between sighs "continue
domineering and
humiliating him, please, I would die if he suspects anything". My
alarm had long since been short-circuited by the high temperatures
of Irina's anus, so, like a deer in heat, I continued in my role as
a rogue king, squatting on the couch, ordering Irina to kneel and
start taking care with the blowjob.

 


Of course my order was obeyed without
consideration, because she settled with her arms on my thighs, she
cast a look that would be worth a full speech to her husband,
mixture of forgive me, I am desperate, look what I am going to do for our family
... But without delay or preamble he swallowed my cock halfway,
praised it with relish while burning the skin of the glans with his
fiery lips.

 


While his right hand fixed the
position of my cock, massaging it synchronized with the vertical movements that
Irina's mouth described. I was killing myself with pleasure that
woman, she suckled spectacularly, which together with the face that
her husband had put, stupefied at the position of contemplating his
wife turned into an accomplished prostitute of the street, giving a
stranger a blowjob that until that moment had been reserved for his
restless and fucking cock ... That had to be stopped, because
Irina's tongue and lips and the curiosity of seeing her husband's
cuckolded face would make me run shortly as if it were an
inexperienced maiden.

 


- Stop, Irina, stop sucking

 


- Why, do I do
it wrong?

 


 


- On the contrary, you suck divinely,
but now I want you to make me a good meal of eggs, your ass has
warmed them for me,
and I want you to cool them down.

 


Obviously that was only a figure of
speech, because that beauty of a woman kneeling before me, only
with her heels and the thong with the thread on her buttock,
sucking my eggs and covering them with that saliva that seemed to come out burning like
lava from that volcano of eroticism, could not but continue with
the painful but sublime boiling of my testicles until they released
their entire load of semen. but as I am naturally suffering, I did
not hesitate to let Irina devour my eggs for a few minutes. She
alternately put each of my joyful eggs inside her mouth, causing
her saliva to slip through the bag that contained them, dripping on
the slit of my anus, feeling that the moisture of my beloved Irina
also invaded my innermost recess. Five or six minutes were all I
decided to "endure" that egg food delight that that unexpected
goddess for rent was lavishing on me.

 


- Stop,
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