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The Soldier In Room 8

A Hotwife Story

By

Gemma Harris

Short extract from this book

I groaned out loud with lust and pure sexual desire and reached out with both hands, gripping it. I stared at my hands, as small and as pale as a porcelain doll’s against the giant black cock I tried to wrap them around. 
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Chapter One

I logged into my account and checked for messages. Six. Wow, six guys wanted to fuck me and my profile had only been live for less than a day. It sure gave a girl an ego boost. 

How had it come to this? A married woman using a dating website that was set up purely for infidelity and sex outside of relationships. It made me a little ashamed. I wasn’t going to have an affair behind Matthews’s back I reassured myself. I was just going to fuck somebody, I thought I deserved that. 

If Matthew had been able to perform a little better in the bedroom then perhaps it wouldn’t have come to this. I wouldn’t change anything about Matthew as a person, and I loved him dearly, but he was unable to provide me with what I needed - real sex, dirty sex, sex that lasted longer than the time it took my nipples to become erect. 

He tried, I knew that, but he got so excited so quickly, and couldn’t control himself, cumming within a few short minutes, sometimes seconds of entering me

- and sometimes before. 

I’d also become a little disillusioned with his size, he wasn’t tiny – he was average, about 6 inches long and with a little bit of girth. I’d been hearing for too long from my best friend about her boyfriend with his 9 inch mammoth cock and how it satisfied her beyond her wildest dreams – it was making me curious, I wanted to try one. I was a 27 year old woman who had never had a big cock. 

Was that normal? 

I read the messages. The guys certainly didn’t sugar coat anything. Well, I had just posted a message saying, happily married woman looking for fun with big man. 

What did I expect, roses and chocolates? 

The messages were brief and simple, along the lines of, would love to meet up and I’ve attached a picture. Simple and concise – wordsmith’s, these men were not. 

The pictures were certainly better than the prose. Photos of huge hard cocks filled my computer screen as I flicked through them. They all put Matthew to shame and made my pussy tingle. I wasn’t going to mess around - the men had all included the measurement of their penises so I would pick the biggest and fuck him. I didn’t care about looks or other trivial matters, it was all about the size. Simple, slutty and what I’d signed up for. 

I messaged the owner of a ten inch monster, telling him I would like to meet. I fingered myself to a sticky orgasm, looking at the picture he had sent and went about my day. 


****

I received a reply within hours and set about arranging to meet. We decided on an out of town coffee shop for the preliminary meet, just to make sure I felt safe with him and then we would go onto a cheap hotel. 

The arrangement was made for a time during the day so Matthew wouldn’t become suspicious, and I wouldn’t have to come up with a preposterous excuse as to why I’d been away for a night. No, this way, I could say I was going to work as normal and then spend the day impaled on ten inches of real man meat. 

Messages sent and arrangements finalized, I looked forward to next Wednesday at 11.00 am in Café Lorenzo. 

Chapter Two

Wednesday dawned and I started the day as normal but paid particular attention to myself as I showered. I shaved my pussy, legs and armpits so not a single hair remained, and moisturised myself with a fragranced oil. 

I applied my make up as normal and dressed in my two piece business suit, a black skirt and matching black jacket with a white shirt underneath. I slipped on a pair of black high heel shoes and looked in the mirror. 

To all intents and purposes I was a run of the mill smart working woman. My long straight blonde hair fell below my shoulders and my suit showed off my slim figure giving me a smart yet sexy look. I was a typical 27 year old woman going to work. 

The only change I had made to my normal attire was adding my smallest pair of panties and matching bra set with a suspender belt and stockings. 

I placed a fresh set of panties in my bag and went downstairs. 

Matthew sat at the kitchen table, newspaper open and a slice of toast hovering in front of his mouth as he read. The smell of fresh brew coffee filled the air and a mug had been placed next to the percolator for me to use. 

“Morning darling,” Matthew said, briefly raising his eyes from the paper, “You

look nice.” 

Matthew always paid me compliments, and seemed like he meant them. I looked at him sitting in the same seat he had every morning for the last five years of our marriage to eat his breakfast, and a wave of guilt washed over me. 

He was dressed in his normal ‘working from home clothes’ – a pair of jogging trousers and a baggy t-shirt. His thick brown hair was still ruffled from his pillow – he always showered and got ready when I had left for work. 

“Thanks!” I chirped, trying to sound as cheerful as I thought I did every morning, “Have you got a busy day?” 

Matthew worked from home, designing websites and was either always too busy or not busy enough. He was yet to find a happy medium. 

“I’ve just got the one to finish,” He murmured, coffee mug at his lips, blowing steam through the air to cool the liquid, “And three in the pipeline.” 

I poured a coffee and sat opposite him, reaching for a banana from the fruit bowl between us. 

He lifted his head from the paper, giving me his attention, “What about you? Got much on?” 

“Normal day,” I lied, “Meetings about nothing, followed by meetings about those meetings.” 

He laughed, a toast crumb shooting from his mouth and landing on his reading material, “Typical day at the office!” 

I worked in an advertising agency, and we both knew I was getting a handsome salary for sitting in rooms all day with lots of other people doing nothing of any value as far as we could work out. I had forgotten what my job description actually entailed. 

I returned his laugh, and stood up, “Yup another day at the office!” 

Matthew lifted his head as I leant down to kiss him, “Have a nice day darling,” 

he said. 

I pulled back from our brief kiss, “You too Matthew, I love you.” 

I left and drove towards café Lorenzo, phoning work on the way to say I wouldn’t be in. 

Chapter Three

My BMW compact purred along smoothly and my pussy got wetter as I neared my destination. My tight little hole sucked open and closed as I imagined holding an erection that measured ten inches long in my hand. I couldn’t wait. 

Guilt still traced a path up and down my spine but I knew I was a slut today and I would put Matthew out of my mind. Perhaps this encounter would give me what I needed, and rid my mind of ill feelings towards Matthews bedtime performances. Whatever - I wanted big dick. 

I pulled up outside the café and looked at my watch, 10.45, fifteen minutes early. 

I checked myself in the mirror, sprayed myself with a spritz of perfume and exited the car, my clit throbbing with anticipation. 

The café was half full. I ordered a coffee and took a seat in the window, wondering if the man was already in here or would be arriving soon. 

Nerves bounced around in the pit of my stomach as I imagined how the conversation with the stranger would begin. I knew I was a confident woman and I hoped I would come across that way to the man with the monster cock. 

I gazed out of the window and saw a familiar car pull up behind mine. Fuck it was Matthew. What the hell was he doing here? Panic rose in my stomach and into my throat. I nearly threw up my coffee as I watched him walking to the door. Excuses flitted through my brain, each one as ridiculous as the one before. 

What could I say? Why was I here? More to the point why was he here? 

He opened the door and looked around. His eyes made contact with me and he waved, a big smile on his face as he made his way to the counter to order a drink. My whole body shook inside and any thought of large penises vanished. 

What the hell had I been thinking? Had I been having some sort of mental crisis? 

I loved Matthew, what the fuck? 

I prayed that the stranger wouldn’t show. If he didn’t I may still be able to salvage the situation. I would tell Matthew I’d come out of town on an errand and stopped off for a coffee before heading back to the office. 

Matthew headed across the café to my table, mug in hand and pulled out the chair opposite me, “Hi Charlotte,” he said, a smile playing over his lips, “Fancy seeing you here!” 

“Hi sweetheart! I’m just on a work errand, what are you doing…” He cut me off mid-sentence. 

My stomach flipped as he spoke, “Charlotte, I know why you’re here. I build websites for God’s sake, I’m on that computer all day. You can’t hide anything on it from me.” 

My hand gripped my coffee mug tight as he continued, “I messaged the man you had arranged to meet, from your account, he’s not coming Charlotte.” 

“Jesus Matthew,” I whispered, “I’m sorry, I’m so, so sorry. I don’t know what came over me.” 

A rush of regret and panic enveloped my body, “You’re leaving me then?” 

Matthew leaned across the table and put his hand on my shaking hand, squeezing it, “No Charlotte, I’m not. I read all your messages and they hurt me, a lot,” he squeezed my hand tighter, “But things haven’t been right in that department have they? In the bedroom I mean. I won’t let you go before I’ve had the chance to make things better. I love you” 

My eyes filled with tears and I choked on my words, “It’s not you Matthew, honestly! My mind has been all over the place these past few months, I’ve been selfish and…” 

He cut me off again, leaning closer, “Charlotte, stop. Listen, let’s start things off on a new footing OK?” 

His hand reached up to my face and stroked my cheek, “Look, I know you were expecting a day of passion in a hotel room,” he grimaced, “A particularly cheap and nasty hotel, but what do you think about you and me spending today and tonight in hotel a little bit more upmarket?” 

I stared at him, amazed at how nice he was being, “I’d like that Matthew.” 

Chapter Four

I drove a couple of cars behind Matthew’s, following him to the hotel he had booked. I was still shaken that I had been caught out, and felt sick knowing that I had almost slept with a stranger purely because he had a big cock, to satisfy my own selfish desires. What the hell had been wrong with me? I was not a slut however much I had thought I was. My brain must have been misfiring I reassured myself. 

There was nothing wrong with Matthew I realised. He tried his best to please me and I had been happy with him for all these years. Why all of a sudden had I been seduced by my friend’s stories of her boyfriend’s big dick? 

I concentrated on the road and promised myself I would begin to try and make it up to Matthew tonight. 


****

I followed Matthew into the hotel parking area and pulled up next to his Mazda. 

I climbed out grabbing my bag, and walked over to him as he was taking a case from his back seat. 

“I packed us a few things for tonight,” he said, looking up We made our way into the hotel and booked in to a large double room. As we climbed the stairs to the first floor, I took Matthews hand and squeezed it, “I’m so sorry,” I said quietly, “I really am.” 

He returned my squeeze, “I know Charlotte.” 

Room number eight was large and airy with a minibar in one corner, a chest of drawers with a mirror against one wall and a sofa opposite the foot of the bed. 

The bed was a super king size and looked soft, clean and inviting. My mind was tired from the events of the last hour and I looked forward to laying on it. 

I opened the door to the ensuite and made my way to the mirror. I gazed at myself and mouthed the word “Bitch” at my reflection. 

Chapter Five

Matthew opened a bottle of red wine he took from the case he had packed. He took two glasses from on top of the minibar and poured us a drink. 

He had changed out of the jeans and shirt he had worn to the café and was dressed in a just a pair of boxer shorts and a t-shirt. I had changed too, into the robe that Matthew had packed for me. I was naked underneath, hoping he would be able to bring himself to make love to me after what had happened. 

He joined me on the bed and passed me my wine, I placed it on my bedside table and reached a hand out, putting it on his thigh and gently moving my fingers. 

“Can you forgive me Matthew,” I asked, “Really forgive me?” 

He placed his wine beside mine and lowered himself, lying next to me, his arm around my waist “Yes,” he said, “I forgive you.” 

He kissed me, hard and passionate, his tongue searching my mouth and his hand moving to the tie that held my robe together. He opened it and began to remove it from my body. I shifted my weight so he could get it over my arms. He dropped it on the floor next to the bed and stared at me, his gaze lingering on my pussy. 

“I see you shaved for him,” he murmured, his pupils dilating and his hand moving to my stomach. 

“Yes,” I whispered, sensing he was excited by it, “I shaved it this morning.” 

I reached for his t-shirt, pulling it up his chest as he lifted his arms, allowing me to remove it. 

My hand traced a line down his chest towards his boxers, “Take those off,” I said, hooking my fingers into the waistband, beginning to pull them down. 

He slipped them over his feet and knelt in front of my face, his erection hard and ready. 

My hand slipped around it, feeling the small throbs of excitement. I squeezed him and he let out a low moan, forcing his cock towards my face. 

I opened my mouth and took him in, just the head, tasting his arousal. He forced himself deeper and his cock throbbed, making small jerks that hit the roof of my mouth. I moved my head from him, “Slow down baby,” I whispered, anticipating his orgasm, early again. 

He forced himself back between my lips and spurts of hot liquid hit the back of my throat as he let go, his body shaking and his hips forcing himself deeper into me. 

Matthew withdrew his dribbling cock from my mouth as I swallowed the last of his load and lay next to me, “I’m sorry,” he murmured, embarrassed. 

“That’s ok,” I lied, stroking his chest, “I like that I excite you so much.” 

He turned to face me, “Were you really looking forward to having a big cock today?” he asked, his eyes on mine. 

His eyes dared me to lie. I replied slowly, “I don’t know Matthew, I think it was just a silly fantasy. It’s passed now though,” 

Had it though? My pussy throbbed and yet again Matthew had cum early. Maybe it wasn’t a big cock I wanted, maybe it was a man who could last that I needed. 

Chapter Six

We lay together on the bed, my arm over Matthews’s chest, tipsy on red wine and listening to a music channel on the TV. 

I jumped in shock as a loud knocking came from the door, nearly spilling wine on the crisp white bedclothes. 

I grabbed a sheet and pulled it over myself, “Who the hell is that?” I asked Matthew, “You didn’t order room service did you?” 

Matthew walked towards the door, still naked, “No Charlotte, I didn’t.” 

“Put something on for god’s sake,” I shouted, throwing his t-shirt across the room. 

He pulled the door handle down, “It’s ok Charlotte, I’ve got this.” 

Matthew swung the door open as I hid under the sheet. My jaw dropped as a large man entered the room. 

“Hey Matt,” he said, his voice deep and thick with confidence. He was at least six foot two, his skin a beautiful deep black, and he wore a desert military combat uniform. A bag was slung over his shoulder and a green beret sat proudly on his head. 

I stared in shock as Matthew shook his hand, “How you doing buddy?” he asked the stranger in a friendly voice, as if he knew him well. 

An old army colleague I realised. Matthew had served in the forces a year or two before I had met him. He never really mentioned his service and he had certainly never mentioned any friends he was in contact with. 

“When are you shipping out?” Matthew asked him, taking his bag from him and placing it on the floor. 

The huge man looked at me and said in a voice that sent shivers through my body, “I’ve got at least two hours to sort her out, then I’m getting a taxi to base.” 

He took a step closer to me and smiled, “I’ve got at least eight months ahead of me with no pussy, so I’m going to enjoy you.” 

“Matthew, what the hell is happening? Who is this?” I said, pulling the sheet further up my body. 

“Don’t worry,” Matthew replied, handing the stranger a beer from the mini bar, 

“He’s an old friend, you don’t need to know his name, you only need to know he’s hung like a horse and he’s going to give you what you need.” 

“But why?” I stammered, “Why would you allow this?” 

Matthew looked at me from the sofa, “Because I love you and I want you to be happy,” he replied, lifting a beer can to his lips, “Plus, I’m looking forward to watching. He’s got quite the reputation you know.” 

I stared at Matthew, was this some sort of test I wondered, was he trying to work out if I was worth forgiving? 

He continued, “I found myself getting really turned on when I saw your online search history and messages, when I knew you were going through with it I contacted my friend here,” he nodded at the huge black soldier, “At least we know he’s clean, and he’s a friend, I can trust him. I was lucky to get hold of him, if you had arranged that meeting in the café for tomorrow, he would have been on his way to Afghan.” 

The soldier looked at Matthew, “Yeah and I would have been shacked up with who knows what lady tonight,” he turned his gaze to me, “Certainly not this hot wife.” 

I smiled at him, “Thank you.” 

I was suddenly aware that I was very wet between my legs and my nipples were straining against the sheet. I wanted this to happen I realised. I really wanted it to happen. 

I lowered the sheet and exposed my breasts, the nipples hard and excited. I looked at Matthew and smiled before turning my gaze to the stranger. I licked my lips and looked him up and down, “I suppose I’d better see what all the fuss is about then, see what you’ve got in those trousers,” I said. 

I slipped the sheet completely off my body and climbed off the bed. The two men’s eyes were on me as I walked across the room and knelt in front of the huge black soldier. 

I placed my hands on his crotch and gave a start as I felt the enormity of the cock that laid against his leg. My hand traced its shape as I looked up at the man, smiling, “This feels promising,” I teased. 

I reached for his belt buckle and opened it quickly, my fingers reaching immediately for the button that fastened his desert combats. I popped it open and continued with the other five, each button that opened giving me a glimpse of his underwear, the shape of a huge cock bulging through them. 

I hooked my fingers into his waistband and pulled his trousers down to his desert boots, relishing the sight of the thick toned legs that were revealed. Muscles rippled on his thighs and his skin shone in the room’s soft lighting. 

I let out a soft moan and looked up at him again and then at Matthew who was still sitting on the sofa. He had his hand on his cock which was fully erect as he watched me kneeling before this black giant of a soldier, ready to please him, and be pleased by him. 

I leaned forward and traced a line with my tongue over a muscled thigh, eliciting a soft groan from the man. I moved my mouth upwards to his crotch and placed my mouth on the huge bulge that the thin fabric struggled to hold in place. 

I felt a jerk under the fabric against my lips as blood began to fill the giant cock. 

I wanted to watch it grow, wanted to experience a big dick becoming hard for me, in front of my face. 

My fingers hooked his waistband and I slipped his underwear down to his boots. 

I gasped as I stared between his legs. 

A huge pair of balls hung low and heavy, covered in a thin layer of neatly trimmed black hairs that led upwards to the most beautiful penis I had ever seen. 

It was thick and long, the head a gorgeous shade of chocolate brown and the huge shaft a deep ebony like the rest of his skin. Thick veins ran its full length, pulsating as blood coursed through them, beginning to make it hard. 

I groaned out loud with lust and pure sexual desire and reached out with both hands, gripping it. I stared at my hands, as small and as pale as a porcelain doll’s against the giant black cock I tried to wrap them around. 

The thickness throbbed in my hands as it grew, twitching and jerking as my hands struggled to hold it still for my mouth which was open and moving slowly towards it, wet with saliva, ready to take this beautiful man deep into my throat. 

A huge hand grasped the back of my head and another forced my hands off the shaft as the soldier took himself in his hand and pulled my head backwards. I stared up at the cock that he began lowering onto my face, huge now, nearly fully engorged and throbbing with masculinity. 

He began rubbing it over my face, my tongue darting in and out, trying to taste him as his length dwarfed me. He pulled my hair so my head was backwards and parallel to the floor and laid the base of his shaft on my chin. I felt his hardness all the way to the top of my head and knew it went even further. 

My mouth opened and closed desperately, trying to find something to fit in it, something to suck. 

I was aware of the sounds I was making, slurping and moaning, as my hands found their way under his combat jacket and shirt, feeling his abdominals toned and shaped under my fingers. 

The cock began sliding back over my face until the head laid on my open mouth. 

I licked and sucked on the underside and moved one hand to his balls, amazed at the weight and size of them as my hand tried to cup them. 

My head was suddenly thrust forwards and upwards by his powerful hand and his cock head was in my mouth, stretching my lips, his saltiness teasing my taste buds. 

I moaned as I felt a hand between my legs from behind, sliding in my wetness. It was Matthew, I realised. 

“She’s wet enough for you,” he said from behind me, three of his fingers slipping into me, exploring me and getting me ready for his friend’s massive dick. I gyrated my hips on his fingers and moved my head further onto the black shaft, tasting pre-cum on my tongue. 

A deep voice boomed from above me, “Let’s get her on the bed, and get her fucked.” 

The cock slipped out of my mouth as the beautiful man took a step backwards, and Matthew lifted me from behind. He ushered me to the bed and I lay on the edge, my feet on the floor, watching the soldier undress himself, his huge black shaft hard and proud in front of him. 

“How long is it?” I whimpered, embarrassed at the fear in my voice. 

He slipped his trousers over his feet and placed them on the boots he had removed, “Eleven inches baby. When you feel these balls slap that tight white ass, you’ve nearly got a foot of big black cock in you.” 

My cunt opened and closed as he spoke and my clit filled with more hot blood, making it painful and needing contact. 

He removed his desert jacket and tossed his beret onto a chair. I stared as he slipped his t-shirt over his head. His torso was huge. Powerful and muscled with the scar of what must have been a bullet hole, high on one shoulder. 

His deep black skin glowed and muscles rippled all over his body as he began moving towards the bed, dressed in just his dog tags which hung on his thick masculine chest, clinking slightly as he got closer, his cock high in the air in front of him, intimidating and angry, ready to take me. 

Matthew stood at the foot of the bed staring down at me, “You ready for this Charlotte? I’ve heard him fucking a woman before and it sounded nasty.” 

“Please,” I gasped as my fingers found my clit, “Let me feel it in me. Make me scream.” 

Matthews’s army buddy stared down at me, his eyes intense and a smile on his full lips, “Better spread those legs wider then.” 

I did as was asked and lifted my legs off the floor, grabbing my ankles and pulling my legs into the air, spreading them wide, my cunt stretched open for him as my ass balanced on the edge of the bed, my slit wet and ready for him. 

He moved closer and grabbed his cock in a big hand, he lifted it towards his stomach and brought it down hard on my stomach, a heavy pain spreading through my muscles and a loud slap filling the room, louder than the music on the TV. 

“Oh yeah,” I groaned, pushing my cunt higher for him, begging him to enter. 

The thick black cock began slowly sliding down my belly as he took a step backwards, needing a lot of space to fit his length between my wet entrance and his body. 

I shook inside as the huge head made contact with my clit, the pulsating of my excitement beating against his, both of us aroused and ready to fuck. 

“Fuck me,” I begged, “Fuck me with that big black cock. Fuck me hard.” 

He reached out with a shapely hand and stroked my stomach, “That’s exactly what I’ve got in mind.” 

His head turned to Matthew, “You ready to see this?” 

Matthew gazed at the huge cock balanced at the entrance to my depths, waiting to spread me open. He stroked his erection, and murmured, “Fuck her hard and deep, let me see her cum and let me hear her scream.” 

My pussy tightened with pure female excitement as the enormous dark head began slowly opening my lips, starting its eleven inch journey to places inside me that begged to be touched, but that no other man had been able to. 

I moaned and bit my bottom lip as my skin stretched around the huge man that began peeling me apart, his cock forcing me open in front of it. I let out a stifled scream as the full roundness of the tip passed into me, my lips closing slightly behind the thick ridge at the base. 

I realised that I was close to an orgasm and turned to Matthew, groaning, “I’m going to cum soon, already.” 

Matthew placed his thumb on my clit, the paleness of his skin made even whiter by the deep black of the cock that split me open, slowly forcing its way deeper into me, making it hard to catch my breath as wave after wave of pleasure flooded me. What would it feel like when I had the full glorious eleven inches in me I wondered, nervous of the length and thickness, but with a deep desire raging in me that all females possess - to be truly fucked by a real specimen of a man. 

I began moving my hips, beginning to savour the feeling of the huge erection inside me, caressing the walls of my cunt with its thick veins and throbbing head. 

Matthew moved his thumb from my clit and placed his hand on my tit, his other hand caressing his erection, his eyes wide open and staring as his friend pushed deeper and deeper into me. 

With a loud grunt and a thrust of his muscular body the soldier thrust himself into me at least three more inches, filling me and causing me to cry out in blissful pain, “Oh fuck yeah! How much is in me Matthew? How much left baby?” 

Matthew pulled my nipple between his finger and thumb and stroked his cock harder, I could see in his eyes he was close to cumming, “Half way, half left, fuck you’re wide open Charlotte, he’s stretching you so fucking wide.” 

Millions of nerve receptors in my pussy fired off at once as another inch found its way inside me, and I screamed in agonizing pleasure as an orgasm rocked my body. My cunt squeezed tight on the beautiful throbbing penis causing the

soldier to groan and push even deeper, faster and harder. My hips shook and gyrated, my pussy becoming so wet that I could feel warm liquid trickling between my thighs, hot and thick. 

I reached between my legs and put my fingers on his cock, feeling it moving into me, “Oh fucking hell,” I shouted, my eyes wild and my hips thrusting at him frantically, “Give me it all! Now!” 

With a last push he rammed it home, touching me so deeply inside that my breath left my mouth in a blast, and I gasped for air. Clutching at my tits I arched my back and pushed myself onto this beautiful length of meat, feeling its power do to me what had never been done before, feeling it change me from a woman to a slut who needed to be used, used by the God that stood between my spread legs. 

“Oh please,” I begged, “Please, I needed this, I needed this so badly, thank you, fucking thank you. Now fuck me hard you bastard! Fuck me hard!” 

He leaned over onto me his cock moving inside me, my stomach muscles making room for it below them as I adjusted myself to accommodate him. 

His black flesh touched mine and I felt the power oozing from him as he moved his face closer to mine. His lips met mine and I kissed him deeply and passionately feeling him twitch inside me as another orgasm wracked my body. 

My teeth found his lips and I dug them into him, softly but deep enough to cause a groan from him that made me cum again, my last orgasm not yet passed. 

He placed his huge arms under my back and pulled his lips from my teeth, “Put

your legs around my back,” he growled, his eyes ferocious with sexual fury. 

I squeezed his body tight between my thighs and hooked my feet over each other. I squealed as he lifted me quickly and with such ease that I felt I weighed nothing to this powerhouse of a man. 

I felt hot liquid hit my thigh and turned to see Matthew cumming on me, hot streams of cum arcing through the air as his legs shook under him and his face tightened with pleasure. 

Big hands went under my buttocks and I felt myself being lifted off the cock that was making me cum over and over, in fast little explosions of pleasure each time it twitched or jerked in me. He lifted me until only his fat head was at my wet entrance, my cunt closing after him, thankful for the respite as he left my body. 

With a scream that shocked even me, I felt myself falling through the air, being ripped apart, a strong orgasm ripping through me as I was dropped eleven inches onto the full length of this black soldier’s immense cock. 

He began lifting and dropping me, shaking the very core of my body as his cock rammed deeply inside me. Time after time he lifted and dropped me, ignoring my screams as he impaled me viciously on eleven inches of pure masculine sex. 

Animal noises left his mouth as he tore apart the last cunt he would be inside for months. 

I felt myself becoming limper in his arms as my orgasms weakened me, and my pussy began to clamp so tight on him that my stomach muscles protested in agony. My screams became defeated whimpers and I knew I had been taken to

my limit. The limit of female orgasmic endurance. 

Suddenly, and with a loud grunt, the man who had done this to me threw me through the air and onto the bed, my pussy gratefully reclaiming the space inside me. I laid back, wasted and sore and watched as he took his place between my legs, standing tall over his victory, and began to stroke his cock in his huge hand. 

His hand moved faster and faster and his legs bent slightly as he roared out in pleasure and his cock began spurting his load high in the air and over my body. 

Beautiful warm droplets hit my face and the sensation continued down my throat and onto my breasts and stomach as he pumped a huge amount of hot cum onto my writhing body. 

I rubbed it into my body with eager hands and begged him to put his cock into me one last time, to let me have the final drops inside me. He bent his legs and rammed his cock home, his balls slapping against my arse as he lowered himself onto me, the last of his seed seeping into my depths as his body shook and his big black balls pulsated on my white ass. 

Chapter Seven

Eight months later Matthew and I loaded the car for a weekend away. The hotel room was booked and so was Matthews’s black soldier friend. 

I still didn’t know his name and I didn’t want to – I was happy just knowing he had eleven inches of throbbing cock waiting for me. 

As Matthew started the engine he looked at me and said, “Let’s see if we can make it even more fun than last time.” 

He began driving and my pussy throbbed on the seat. 

The End
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