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Liz and I
hadn’t been seeing each other for long. We met through an online
swinger’s site. I was recently out of a short-lived marriage and
Liz was a hot young thing, as her profile put it, just out for a
good time. She was stunning though. I would be lying if I told you
that Liz had massive tits, rather they were more of a handful – her
profile revealed she was a size 12 with a C cup, though all I knew
was her body was perfectly my type. And judging by the reactions it
got – most other peoples too. Including a good few women. She had
gorgeous blue eyes and salon-straight long blonde hair. She was the
kind of girl that always looked amazing, whether it was 8am or
10pm. And one look at her friends list on Facebook was all the
confirmation you needed that she was popular with the lads.

I’d introduced
Liz to a few of my close friends, and every single one had said she
was way out of my league. I guess I knew in my heart that they were
right, but I was out for a good time and so was she.

It was
definitely strange knowing all her sexual fantasies and turn-ons
upfront. And she knew all of mine. Well, most of them. Her profile
was detailed, but the emails and texts we had exchanged had filled
me in on the rest. Through the site I could see some of her former
conquests. And they were mainly big black guys, packing defined
muscles and the sort of cock a horse would be proud of. It
certainly made me wonder what she saw in me. Could it be the luxury
sports car, large house and plenty of disposable income? Or was it
my half-hearted attempt at physique and amazing personality?

I didn’t care
honestly. We were having a good time and the sex was fantastic.
Every time we met our bedroom play got kinkier and I enjoyed her
seemingly endless selection of sexy lingerie, costumes and outfits.
From our very first fuck – on the first night we met – the sex was
wilder than anything I had experienced in the past three and a half
years with my ex-wife. Where my ex was into missionary with the
lights off, Liz wanted to be fucked from behind as I called her a
filthy slut, pulling her hair and slapping her pert arse cheeks.
Her idea, not mine. Though I confess, I loved every second of
it.

This night was
different though. For a start off, it was my birthday, for which I
had treated Liz to one of London’s finest restaurant and then on to
one of its most expensive clubs. This was something my wife would
never have wanted, thinking we should save our (my!) money for a
rainy day. I preferred living for the moment. It’s true, Liz was
high maintenance but I liked it. We had been out shopping the day
before on Oxford Street, picking up a new pair of killer heels and
a tight and tiny little black dress. Of course she had to have the
matching bag as well which cost a pretty penny. But she looked
amazing in it. That in itself was enough of a birthday treat for
me. The champagne and lust fuelled blowjob she gave me in return
paid for it all a thousand times over.

Liz certainly
wasn’t new to London’s exclusive club scene. She seemed to know
guys wherever we went. All it took was a flutter of her lashes and
the door staff would wave us in. She always stopped for a quick
flirt, squeezing their muscles and letting them eye her up. I loved
watching her get the attention, it turned me on more knowing other
guys wanted to be with her, but she would be coming home with
me.

As we quaffed
yet another bottle of expensive Champagne, Liz got chatting to an
attractive black lad. He was powerfully built, with a shaven head,
great looks, with a glinting diamond in his left ear. Exactly the
kind of guy Liz’s web site profile had revealed was her type. As he
chatted too her, his wandering hands ran over her silky dress
fabric that barely covered her tight little ass. She smiled back at
whatever he was saying too her, sipping at the straw in her
Champagne glass – a quirk of hers that she had told me got her more
drunk.

His dark hands
were hard to make out in the blackness of the club, but they were
clearly enjoying her rear end. His eyes were drawn to her cleavage,
perfectly exposed by the plunging cowl neck of her new dress. I
couldn’t blame him for eye fucking her. He expertly coaxed her
round into the corner of a nearby booth, away from the casual
glances of the club’s many patrons. There, his big hands became
visible occasionally as they ran up and around her waist, then back
into the darkness and to her arse. Her dress was so short that he
would easily be able to feel the tops of her thighs, but I didn’t
see her move her legs to allow him in further, so she seemed only
interested in the tease.

After a few
more minutes of chat, Liz nodded over towards me and then excused
herself, heading towards the Ladies room. My heart started racing
as the big black guy approached me, and then he extended his large
right paw, introducing himself as Tyrone. I had to shake the warm
hand that had just been enjoying my girlfriend’s backside. As he
came close to me, I could smell his aftershave. It suited him. He
asked how long I had been with Liz, and in return I asked how he
knew her. It turned out he had fucked her about 6 months ago, just
before I had met Liz, and he wasn’t shy about giving me the
details. He seemed to quite enjoy having such intimate knowledge of
her, as though he held some power over me as a result.

As Liz
returned, Tyrone went to greet her, putting his arm around her
waist and whispering something briefly in her ear, then made his
excuses and left. When I probed her for more information, she told
me she hoped I had been nice to him, as he was helping her out with
my proper birthday present. I tried to glean more information from
her but she pulled me onto the dance floor with a wicked grin. The
music was too loud to have any kind of conversation, but my mind
was working overtime, as was the fabric in my pants trying to
contain my growing erection.

After a
selection of dance anthems that were certainly not aimed at my
generation, followed by a few more drinks, I was beginning to tire.
Liz would go all night if I let her, but seeing as it was my
birthday, I felt like I could leave early without her getting into
one of her moods. Before I could raise the subject though, Liz said
she felt tired and was ready to go. I made put up just enough fight
to make it seem like leaving early was all her idea. We had a hotel
nearby, a short taxi drive away. We collected our coats as we left
the club. The queue for taxis was short as the night was still
young for the younger, livelier reveller. Was it coincidence that
Tyrone was there too? I was drunk but this felt like a set up. He
swaggered over to us, a row of at least 10 taxis spread out behind
him.

 

“Care to
share?” He enquired, and before I could answer, Liz had us both in
the back of the first black cab in the queue. It took only a few
minutes and a ten pound note to get us back to the hotel. The
concierge looked at us with mild disgust as we all stumbled through
the pristine glass door. Maybe Tyrone had a room here too? On the
same floor as us. No, we were definitely all going in to our room.
I didn’t even question it, I just went with the flow.

As I fumbled to
get the door open, I found Tyrone’s arms wrapped around Liz’s
waist, smiles on both their faces. Once inside, Liz poured us all a
glass of the expensive wine we had been enjoying before we had left
for our night out. Liz put on the stereo and started gyrating
sexily to the hip hop beats. It was late and the volume would
surely upset the next door neighbours, but if they knocked and were
greeted by Tyrone, I imagined they would beat a hasty retreat.

Tyrone sat in
the bedside chair as I led on the bed, and together we watched
Liz’s ass gyrating, the top of her dress completely riding up to
expose her lacy black knickers. She bent over completely; spreading
her legs just enough so the lighting betrayed her shaven cunny lips
either side of her dainty thong. Straightening up, she turned to
face me and ordered me to strip. When I meekly protested, she
explained that this was all part of my present. I guess the
combination of my alcohol soaked inhibitions and knowing how kinky
Liz can be made me go along with it without further question. I
knew now that my present was going to be to watch her take this
brutes cock in every way possible. I wasn’t sure if I was going to
enjoy it though. I’d never seen another guy fuck a girl before,
except in porn. I’d never even been in the same room as another guy
when I was naked, well, not since swimming lessons at school, and
that was a long time ago.

Not wanting to
ruin the mood, and partly because I found the whole thing an
unexpected turn on, I did as I instructed and undressed. I stopped
at my tight white boxers, but Liz expected me completely naked.
Tyrone watched too, taking everything in and I was sure I saw a
smirk on his face as he stared at my semi erect cock. Tyrone stood
up allowing Liz to sit me down on the bedside chair, no doubt used
by countless business men before me, typing up boring meeting notes
late into the night. She pulled my dressing gown out of the
suitcase, and then used the belt to tie my hands behind the chair.
When she was convinced the knot was tight enough, she strolled back
over towards Tyrone whom she had clearly intended to bring back to
our room all along.

Liz turned to
face me as Tyrone stood behind her, his big hands groping her tits
through the material of her dress. She arched her neck back,
pushing her chest out further. His hands cupped her pert tits as
his fingers pinched both her nipples, pulling them outwards
slightly but not letting go. Liz moaned, clearly appreciating this
rougher touch. He began slowly kissing her neck, but he never took
his eyes off me. He wanted to watch me watching him. Those dark
brown eyes pierced into me, and I saw his gaze venture downwards
towards my growing cock.

“I see you like
watching another man take your woman”

I could only
mumble a weak response. I didn’t want to verbally admit to him how
much I loved this sight but my hard on was giving me away. I wanted
to see his thick ebony cock sliding into her horny little tight
white cunt. She clearly wanted it too, as her hands were gliding up
and down the front of his jeans, stimulating his already sizeable
erection.

He removed his
shirt, exposing a ripped muscly chest. Liz turned away from me, her
head only coming level with his nipples, which she began to nibble
and kiss. His eyes were still on me. By now my cock had reached its
full 6 inch length, the foreskin stretching back slightly over the
plump red end. As much as I wanted too, my restrained hands forbade
me from touch myself. I looked down and watched my dick twitching
between my legs as what felt like all the blood in my body rushed
towards it.

Liz’s dress had
risen up completely, exposing the her tight ass and it’s pert
cheeks. The dark gap between her legs was hypnotising. I watched as
she dropped to her knees, spreading her ass cheeks to reveal the
tiny black strip of fabric that passed for her thong. There was an
unmistakable scent of sex in the air, the nectar of her honey sweet
scent from her hot moist cunt filling the air.

One by one, Liz
began unbuttoning his jeans as one of those big hands cupped her
face upwards
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