

Interracial Romance Unleashed: Steamy Bisexual Ménage with Passionate Hearts



Jsovirall

The Erotica Asylum


Copyright © 2025 Jsovirall

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

EPILOGUE


CHAPTER 1




I am Latasha, an enduring confidante of Stella's, both of us navigating the tantalizing terrain of our early forties with an unquenchable thirst for bisexual dalliances. We reconvened over a leisurely luncheon in Stella's quaint hometown, the air thick with the aroma of freshly brewed coffee and the subtle undercurrent of rekindled intimacy.

As is customary in our dialogues, the discourse inexorably veered toward the labyrinthine intricacies of our carnal pursuits. Stella, with a mischievous glint in her azure eyes, regaled me with tales of her most recent paramour. "A magnificent ten-inch erection, ebony and prodigiously thick," she confided, her voice a sultry whisper that sent shivers cascading down my spine. "We frequently indulge in ménage à trois. My predilection leans toward an additional gentleman, though equity demands we occasionally incorporate a second woman. And oh, the exquisite thrill of copulating under the gaze of a voyeur."

"May I observe you, Stella?" I inquired, my pulse quickening at the prospect, a flush of anticipation warming my cheeks.

"I would be utterly delighted for you to spectate, Latasha. Does three o'clock tomorrow afternoon suit your inclinations?"

Contemplating my attire for such an auspicious occasion, I pondered with deliberate care. Perhaps supple leather trousers, a diaphanous silk blouse, a bra bereft of cups to accentuate my ample bosom, and vertiginous heels that elongated my silhouette with predatory grace. Stella and I had long concurred that intercourse sans stilettos was tantamount to a sunless day—dreary and devoid of luminescence.

My breasts have perpetually eclipsed Stella's in voluptuous splendor, and I harbored a fervent desire to flaunt them before her ebony Adonis. Thus, a cupless brassiere was imperative. I selected my most opulent obsidian one, slipping it on and tantalizing my nipples until they burgeoned into rigid peaks, aching with reminiscence. Fantasies inundated my mind: Stella's tongue, warm and insistent, lavishing attention upon them in bygone ecstasies.

The antecedent encounter with Stella unfolded in a lavish five-star establishment during a corporate symposium. Following a communal ablution where rivulets of water traced erotic paths over our nude forms, we toweled one another with lingering caresses, our lips converging in fervent osculations reminiscent of adolescent ardor.

"What attribute do gentlemen deem most alluring in you?" I queried, my voice husky with desire.

"My posterior," she replied, her tone laced with lascivious pride. "The sensation of tongues and lips venerating my gluteal curves is sublime, particularly when orchestrated in tandem. And you, Latasha? What captivates them in your form?" she countered, as I knelt before her, parting her thighs to bestow kisses upon her resplendent derriere, her palms braced against the wall for stability.

"My décolletage," I confessed. "The ecstasy of nipples being laved and suckled is unparalleled."

"Your breasts are a paragon of magnificence," she murmured, her fingers entwining in my hair as she reciprocated, her mouth enveloping my turgid areolae with voracious hunger.

We were symbiotic souls, our bodies entwined in a symphony of lips, lingual explorations, and dexterous digits, culminating in mutual paroxysms of bliss that left us breathless and sated.

"Delighted you could grace us with your presence, Latasha. I anticipate this shall prove as exhilarating for you as it will for us," Stella murmured upon my arrival, her lips claiming mine in profound, lingering kisses while her paramour, Ryan, observed with smoldering intensity.

They were attired in abbreviated silk robes that clung to their forms like a lover's embrace. Wordlessly, they unfastened one another's sashes, allowing the garments to cascade languidly to the floor. My gaze first alighted upon Ryan's physique: a sculpted masterpiece of ebony musculature, clad solely in a provocative black jockstrap that strained against his burgeoning arousal. His posterior was a chiseled marvel, firm and inviting, igniting within me an insatiable urge to witness their congress.

Stella, perched upon her lofty heels, donned naught but a minuscule ebony thong that accentuated her curvaceous hips. Her posterior, ever a testament to voluptuous perfection, was framed exquisitely by the scant fabric, beckoning admiration.

"You desired to observe, Latasha. What prelude would you fancy?" Stella teased, assuming a stance with palms against the wall, her legs splayed in blatant invitation.

"Reveal your breasts whilst you spectate," she implored. "Yours have eternally surpassed mine in allure."

A hushed exclamation escaped Ryan's lips—"Exquisite"—as I divested myself of the silk blouse, unveiling my breasts ensconced in the cupless obsidian bra. My leather trousers and perilous heels remained, adhering to our shared axiom that coitus devoid of such accoutrements was anathema.

Ryan descended to his knees, his tongue tracing reverent paths across Stella's opulent buttocks, his fingers gliding along her inner thighs with deliberate provocation. He pivoted her form so her back pressed against the wall, his mouth alternating between her pert nipples, eliciting gasps of rapture.

With deft precision, he unclasped her thong, permitting it to pool at her ankles. His lips ventured to her inner sanctum, kissing the tender flesh before his tongue alighted upon the apex of her engorged clitoris, her eyes locking with mine in shared lasciviousness.

His grasp upon her posterior drew her nearer, his lingual strokes delving into her vulval folds as Stella surrendered to the waves of pleasure. Her pussy, a verdant haven of silken curls framing her pretty white labia, began to cream profusely, a viscous nectar of arousal coating her thighs.

Compelled by an irresistible impulse, I bridged the distance to tongue-kiss Stella, our mouths fusing in a tempest of passion. Simultaneously, I observed Ryan's ministrations upon her nether regions, his tongue a maestro of ecstasy. I lavished her nipples with sucks and licks, precipitating her first orgasm—a shuddering crescendo that rippled through her frame. Undeterred, he persisted, coaxing a second, then a third climax, her creamy essence dripping copiously from her hairy mound.

Subsequently, Ryan assumed a position against the wall, his tumescent member straining the confines of his jockstrap. Stella engaged him in fervent kisses, mirroring his earlier devotions by suckling his nipples with fervor.

"By the heavens, he is colossal and girthsome," I uttered involuntarily as Stella liberated his erection from its restraint—a ten-inch ebony monolith, veined and pulsating with virile potency.

He caressed his shaft with deliberate strokes, maintaining eye contact with me, his gaze a molten promise of debauchery.

"Is this the spectacle you craved, Latasha?" Stella purred, descending to kiss and suckle his scrotum. "And this?" she queried, her tongue traversing the length of his formidable cock.

"Particularly this?" she smirked, enveloping the glans with her lips, her cheeks hollowing as she ingested his length.

Ryan's hands interlocked behind his head, surrendering to the oral symphony. His ebony shaft glistened with her saliva, a filthy tableau of eroticism that inflamed my senses.

The privilege of observation was a potent aphrodisiac; my own pussy, a lush thicket of dark curls adorning my pretty white folds, began to cream in sympathetic arousal, moisture seeping through my leather confines.

Unable to resist, I approached to lave his nipples, eliciting a guttural moan from his depths—a reaction that thrilled me profoundly.

I had borne witness to myriad fellatio performances by acquaintances upon their consorts, yet Stella's artistry was unparalleled—uninhibited, masterful.

She alternated between licking his rigid pole and suckling his pendulous balls, interspersing filthy verbiage that heightened the depravity.

"Latasha yearns to observe me devouring your massive black cock," she intoned.

"Divulge its dimensions to her."

"I crave her gaze upon me fucking you with my mouth and tongue."

"You are aware of my affinity for spectators during fellatio or fornication."

"My cunt is drenched, a sopping mess."

"Affirm your enjoyment of her surveillance."

"Am I igniting your lust?"

"Disrobe for us, Latasha."

Stella's digits ventured between her thighs, teasing her creamy, hairy pussy with a solitary fingertip.

Her sole connection to Ryan was his cock gliding between her pursed lips, a rhythmic pistoning that bespoke her expertise.

"Expel or ingest?" she queried after a protracted interval of ten minutes, her voice muffled by his girth.

"Expel for Latasha's edification," he replied with a lascivious grin, commencing manual stimulation.

Concurrently, my leather trousers had descended to my knees without conscious volition, my fingertip circling my clitoris in frantic urgency.

Stella and Ryan had propelled me to unprecedented heights of arousal.

Ryan manipulated his ebony behemoth for our delectation, while Stella and I synchronized our self-pleasures, our hairy pussies creaming in unison, fingertips delving into slick folds as we exchanged passionate kisses.

His tension mounted, respiration labored and erratic.

Stella and I amplified the pressure upon our vulvae, our tongues entwining in fervent union as we inserted digits into one another's creamy depths.

"Fuck, I’m gonna cum," Ryan groaned, edging his shaft with masterful restraint.

"Here it comes," he bellowed, his semen jetting forth in copious arcs as Stella and I convulsed in synchronous orgasms, our hairy pussies gushing with creamy effusion.

"Desire further observation, Latasha?" Stella taunted as we three immersed ourselves in a capacious bath, the water a soothing balm upon our heated flesh.

An hour thence, Stella positioned me in an armchair with supportive rests, encircled by mirrors on five facets, affording panoramic views of our impending debauchery.

"You may observe my lingual ministrations upon your quim, or fellate my man's ten-inch ebony cock whilst gazing in the reflection."

"Perchance both concurrently, Latasha?" she suggested, cognizant of my dual cravings.

"I necessitate both, Stella; your provocations have rendered me insatiable."

"Above all, I yearn to witness his penetration of you."

Stella arranged me thusly, draping one leg over the armrest to expose my hairy, pretty white pussy, already creaming in anticipation.

Ryan stroked his semi-turgid member, his eyes alternating between my nude expanse and Stella's ascent along my inner thighs with her tongue.

He captivated me utterly; recollections of prior liaisons paled before his endowment. I ached to engulf him whilst Stella pleasured me.

Unbidden, he venerated Stella's posterior with licks and kisses, his fingers coaxing his cock to full rigidity—an additional prelude that amplified my arousal.

Mere seconds after Stella's tongue contacted my clitoris, sending jolts of ecstasy through my core, Ryan achieved full erection.

"Ten inches of thick, black magnificence, Latasha," he boasted, as I enveloped his shaft with my hand, marveling at its heat and girth.

"I require copulation," Stella declared in a voice fraught with urgency after what seemed an eternity of ten minutes, guiding us to an adjacent boudoir.

Reclining supine, I welcomed Stella's descent upon my vulva, her tongue resuming its exquisite torment upon my creamy folds.

Ryan loomed behind her, his ebony cock teased to readiness.

He seized her buttocks, gradually impaling her upon his length, her moans reverberating against my pussy.

In the overhead mirror, I beheld the spectacle: Ryan's ten-inch black cock vanishing into Stella's hairy, pretty white pussy, her creamy lubricant coating his shaft as he thrust.

The auditory accompaniment of flesh slapping flesh was an intoxicating enhancer.

An immense augmentation to the visual feast reflected in the celestial and mural mirrors.

"I am observing you, Latasha, amidst my fornication with Stella," Ryan intoned.

"Are you spectating my penetration of her?"

"Look at my cock delving into her depths."

"You sought to watch. Is this the vision you envisioned?" he provoked, accelerating his cadence.

Stella's tongue danced upon my labia with frenzied abandon, her own pussy creaming profusely around Ryan's invading member.

She licked me with manic intensity as he pounded her relentlessly.

"Are you watching, Latasha?"

"Do you relish observing my fucking of her whilst she devours your cunt?"

"Fuck yes," I gasped, cresting into another orgasm as Stella's ministrations peaked.

Yet the tableau persisted, Ryan's stamina unyielding. His ebony cock, slick with Stella's creamy essence, pistoned with rhythmic precision, her hairy pussy clenching around him in visible contractions.

The room reverberated with our collective moans, the air redolent with the musky scent of arousal—sweat, cream, and the primal essence of fornication.

Stella's tongue delved deeper, lapping at my gushing pussy, her fingers parting my curls to expose my pretty white folds, now a sopping canvas of desire.

Ryan's hands roamed her body, pinching her nipples, slapping her ass cheeks to elicit reddened imprints, each impact sending ripples through her frame that translated to vibrations upon my clitoris.

"I crave to fuck you both," Ryan growled, his voice a deep timbre that resonated within my core. "First Stella, then you, Latasha. My black cock will claim your hairy white pussies, make them cream until you're begging for mercy."

His words ignited a conflagration within me. Stella lifted her head momentarily, her lips glistening with my essence. "Yes, Ryan, fuck us senseless. Stretch our cunts with that massive ebony dick."

He withdrew from Stella abruptly, his cock gleaming with her cream, and positioned himself at my entrance. Stella shifted aside, her fingers continuing to tease my nipples as Ryan's glans nudged my hairy mound.

With a single, deliberate thrust, he buried half his length within me, eliciting a guttural cry from my throat. My pussy, already creaming, stretched around his girth, the sensation of fullness exquisite and overwhelming.

"Oh, fuck, your hairy white pussy is so tight, Latasha," he groaned, inching deeper until his ten inches were fully sheathed, his balls resting against my ass.

Stella watched with rapt fascination, her own pussy dripping onto the sheets as she fingered herself. "Pound her, Ryan. Make her cream all over your black cock."

He complied, withdrawing nearly to the tip before slamming back in, establishing a punishing rhythm that had my breasts bouncing, my heels digging into the mattress for leverage.

Each thrust sent waves of pleasure crashing through me, my creamy lubricant coating his shaft, facilitating deeper penetration. The filthy sounds—wet slaps, moans, gasps—filled the chamber, a symphony of debauchery.

Stella leaned in, her tongue flicking my clitoris as Ryan fucked me, the dual stimulation propelling me toward oblivion. "Cum for us, Latasha. Let your pretty white pussy squirt on his dick."

I shattered, my orgasm a cataclysmic release, cream gushing around his cock as my walls convulsed.

Undeterred, Ryan pulled out, his member slick and throbbing, and returned to Stella, flipping her onto all fours. He entered her from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he resumed his assault.

"Watch this, Latasha," he commanded, his eyes locking with mine in the mirror. "See how her hairy cunt creams for my black cock."

Indeed, Stella's pussy wept with arousal, creamy rivulets trailing down her thighs as he hammered into her, his balls slapping her clitoris with each thrust.

She reached back, spreading her cheeks to afford me a better view, her pretty white folds stretched obscenely around his ebony girth.

"Fuck me harder, Ryan," she begged. "Fill my slutty pussy with your cum."

He obliged, his pace frenetic, grunts escaping his lips as he neared climax. With a roar, he erupted, flooding her depths with hot semen that overflowed, mingling with her cream in a filthy cascade.

Exhausted yet insatiable, we collapsed in a tangle of limbs, but the night was young. Ryan's recovery was swift, his ten-inch cock rising anew.

"Now, both of you," he declared, positioning us side by side on our knees. "Suck my black dick together."

Stella and I complied eagerly, our tongues dueling along his length, lapping at the mingled flavors of our pussies and his seed. My hairy mound throbbed, creaming afresh at the depraved act.

He took turns fucking our mouths, his hands guiding our heads, until he was rigid once more.

"Lie down, Stella," he instructed. "Latasha, straddle her face."

I mounted her, my creamy pussy descending upon her eager tongue, as Ryan positioned himself between her legs, impaling her anew.

As he fucked Stella, her moans vibrated against my clitoris, heightening my pleasure. I ground against her face, her nose buried in my curls, her mouth devouring my essence.

Ryan's thrusts were relentless, his ebony cock disappearing into her hairy white pussy, cream frothing at the union.

"Switch," he commanded after several minutes.

We obeyed, Stella now atop my face, her cum-filled pussy dripping Ryan's seed into my mouth as I lapped hungrily. He entered me from behind, his cock stretching me once more, pounding with unbridled ferocity.

The room echoed with our cries, the mirrors reflecting our filthy triad in infinite multiplicity—ebony cock claiming white pussies, cream-slicked bodies writhing in ecstasy.

Orgasms cascaded like dominoes: Stella first, her pussy clenching as she ground against my tongue; then me, my walls milking Ryan's shaft; finally him, withdrawing to paint our faces with ropes of semen.

We licked one another clean, savoring the salty tang, our bodies entwined in post-coital bliss.

Yet desire lingered. Hours blurred into a haze of positions: Ryan fucking me missionary while Stella sat on my face; Stella riding him reverse cowgirl as I sucked his balls; double penetration simulations with fingers and cock.

***

By dawn, we were spent, our hairy pussies raw and creaming no more, bodies marked with bites, scratches, and the remnants of our filthy indulgences.

In that chamber of mirrors, we had transcended friendship into something profoundly carnal, bound by the ten-inch ebony conqueror that was Ryan's cock.


CHAPTER 2

Ryan’s Pov:

As the first tendrils of dawn's amber light filtered through the gossamer curtains of Stella's opulent bedroom, I stirred from the depths of a sated slumber. My ten-inch ebony cock, still semi-engorged from the nocturnal revelries, throbbed with residual vigor against the silken sheets. Flanked on either side by the voluptuous forms of Stella and Latasha—two exquisite white sirens in their early forties, their bodies a testament to hedonistic indulgence—I felt the primal surge of dominance course through my veins. Their hairy, pretty white pussies, now dormant but eternally prone to creaming at the slightest provocation, nestled against my thighs, a reminder of the filthy triad we had forged the previous eve.

Stella, with her cascading auburn locks splayed across the pillow, breathed softly, her ample breasts rising and falling in rhythmic cadence. Latasha, her raven tresses a stark contrast against the ivory linens, murmured in her sleep, her curvaceous hips subtly grinding against me as if even in repose, her body yearned for penetration. The air was redolent with the musky bouquet of our prior debaucheries—sweat, cream, and the faint, intoxicating tang of feminine arousal mingled with my own potent seed.

My mind replayed the kaleidoscope of carnality from the night before: the mirrors reflecting our entangled forms, my black cock claiming their creamy cunts in a symphony of moans and thrusts. But this morning heralded a new conquest—a descent into the forbidden realms of their posterior orifices. I had long fantasized about plumbing the depths of their tight, virginal assholes (at least in the context of my girth), stretching them with my prodigious member until they begged for mercy and more in equal measure. The thought alone stiffened my shaft to its full, veined glory, a ten-inch monolith of ebony hardness pulsating with anticipatory lust.

Gently, so as not to rouse them prematurely, I extricated myself from their embrace and positioned myself at the foot of the bed. Stella lay on her side, her glorious ass cheeks parted slightly, revealing the puckered rosebud of her anus amidst the soft down of her crack. Latasha, supine, offered a similar vista, her legs akimbo in slumberous abandon. My mouth watered at the sight; I craved to taste their most intimate sanctums, to prepare them for the anal onslaught that would ensue.

Leaning forward, I inhaled deeply, savoring the earthy, forbidden scent emanating from Stella's ass. My tongue, broad and insistent, extended to trace a languid circle around her sphincter, eliciting a soft gasp from her lips as she stirred. The flavor was exquisite—a heady blend of salt, musk, and the lingering essence of our nocturnal emissions. Emboldened, I delved deeper, my lingual appendage probing the tight ring, coaxing it to relax under my ministrations. Stella's pussy, that hairy haven of creaminess, began to weep anew, her labia swelling as arousal mounted.

"Oh, Ryan... what are you doing to me?" she murmured, her voice husky with sleep and desire, as she arched her back to grant me fuller access.

"I'm feasting on your filthy asshole, Stella," I growled, my baritone resonating with lascivious intent. "Getting it nice and wet for my cock. You want that, don't you? Want me to fuck your shitter until you scream?"

Her response was a throaty moan, her hand reaching back to spread her cheeks wider. I obliged, inserting a finger alongside my tongue, feeling the velvety walls clench around the intrusion. The sensation was intoxicating; her anus gripped me like a vice, promising untold pleasures when my cock would replace it.

Not to neglect Latasha, I shifted my attention, my free hand parting her ass cheeks to expose her own puckered entrance. My tongue laved her there with equal fervor, the taste subtly different—sweeter, perhaps, with a tang of her creamy pussy juices that had trickled down during the night. She awoke with a start, her eyes fluttering open to meet mine, a wicked smile curving her lips.

"Fuck, Ryan, you're eating my ass like it's breakfast," she purred, her voice dripping with filthy approval. "Lick it deeper, you nasty black stud. Make my shithole ready for that monster dick."

I complied, alternating between the two, my fingers now pistoning in and out of their assholes in tandem. Stella's sphincter yielded first, relaxing under the dual assault of tongue and digit, while Latasha's required more coaxing—her tightness a delicious challenge that made my cock twitch with impatience. Their pussies creamed profusely, the hairy mounds glistening with viscous arousal that I lapped up intermittently, savoring the contrast between their anal musk and vaginal sweetness.

"God, your tongue feel so good on my holes," Stella whimpered, grinding back against my face. "But I want to taste you too, Ryan. Let us eat your ass—make you feel what it's like."

The proposition sent a jolt through me; no woman had ventured there before, and the mere idea of their pristine white tongues delving into my ebony crack nearly precipitated a premature ejaculation. I rose to my knees, presenting my firm, muscular ass to them, my balls hanging heavy and my cock jutting forward like a spear.

Stella and Latasha, now fully awake and ravenous, positioned themselves behind me. Stella's tongue was the first to make contact, tracing a tentative path along my crack before zeroing in on my anus. The sensation was electric—her warm, wet muscle probing my most sensitive spot with exquisite precision. Latasha joined, her tongue lapping at my perineum before ascending to rim my hole in concert with Stella's.

"Fuck, that's it, you dirty white sluts," I groaned, my voice strained as waves of pleasure threatened to overwhelm me. "Eat my black asshole like the greedy whores you are. Tongue-fuck it deep—make me nut from your filthy mouths alone."

Their enthusiasm was unbridled; Stella's tongue darted in and out, while Latasha sucked gently on the rim, her fingers kneading my balls. The dual assault was sublime, their breaths hot against my skin, their moans vibrating through me. I gripped the headboard, my body trembling as ecstasy built precipitously. Precum oozed from my cockhead, dripping onto the sheets in copious strands.

"You're so tasty, Ryan," Latasha mumbled between licks. "Your ass is making my pussy cream like a faucet. I could eat this black hole all day."

Stella concurred with a hum, her tongue delving deeper, the sensation pushing me to the brink. "Mmm, feel how tight it is? We're gonna make you explode, you big-dicked beast."

It took every ounce of willpower to stave off climax; their tongues felt like velvet fire, igniting nerves I scarcely knew existed. But I refused to yield so soon—the morning's agenda demanded their anal defilement.

Reluctantly, I pulled away, my anus tingling from their attentions. "Enough," I commanded, my voice authoritative. "Now, it's time to lube up. I saw butter in the kitchen last night—perfect for slicking my cock and your tight shitters."

We descended to the kitchen, our naked forms a procession of lust. The cool tile underfoot contrasted with the heat of our bodies. I retrieved a stick of butter from the refrigerator, its golden hue promising slippery indulgence. Back in the bedroom, I commanded them to bend over the bed, asses presented like offerings.

I slathered the butter liberally—first on my throbbing shaft, the creamy substance melting against my heat, coating every veined inch. Then, with deliberate strokes, I massaged it into their ass cracks, fingers dipping into their sphincters to ensure thorough lubrication. Stella's anus winked at me, butter glistening invitingly; Latasha's followed suit, the fat rendering their holes slick and ready.

"Feel that, sluts? My big black cock is gonna slide right into your buttered shitters," I taunted, positioning myself behind Stella first.

With a slow, inexorable push, I breached her anus, the head of my cock popping past the ring with a filthy squelch. She cried out, a mix of pain and pleasure, her walls clenching around my girth.

"Fuck, Ryan! It's so big—stretching my asshole wide!" she wailed, pushing back to impale herself further.

I thrust deeper, savoring the vice-like grip, the butter facilitating smooth penetration. Latasha watched, fingering her creamy pussy, her eyes glazed with envy and arousal.

"Your turn next, Latasha," I promised, beginning a rhythmic pounding into Stella's ass. The bed creaked under our assault, my balls slapping against her creaming cunt with each plunge.

We fucked like animals—me sodomizing Stella doggy-style, her moans echoing as I reamed her shitter. Then, I switched to Latasha, her anus even tighter, requiring patient coaxing before I could bury my full ten inches. She screamed in ecstasy, her hairy pussy gushing cream onto the sheets.

"Oh god, yes! Fuck my white ass with that big fucking cock!" she begged, her body quaking.

The bedroom became an arena of anal debauchery: I alternated between them, pulling out to let the other lick the buttery residue from my cock, mixed with their anal flavors. Stella ate Latasha's ass while I fucked her own, tongues and cock intertwining in filthy harmony.

Transitioning to the couch in the adjacent living room, I sat regal, my cock upright like a throne. Stella straddled me reverse cowgirl, lowering her buttered asshole onto my shaft with a gasp. She rode me hard, her ass cheeks bouncing, while Latasha knelt between my legs, licking my balls and the juncture where cock met anus.

"Fuck her shitter good, Ryan," Latasha urged, her tongue darting to taste the buttery cream. "Make her cum from anal alone."

Stella did, her body convulsing as orgasm ripped through her, her pussy creaming untouched. I lifted her off and impaled Latasha similarly, her ride even wilder, her tits jiggling as she ground down.

The staircase beckoned next—a perilous venue for our depravity. I bent Stella over the banister, her ass at perfect height, and plowed her from behind, the wooden steps creaking under our weight. Latasha positioned below, licking Stella's creaming pussy while I reamed her ass, the three of us a vertical chain of lust.

"Take it, you anal whore," I growled, slapping Stella's cheeks red. "Your shitter's milking my black cock so good."

Descending step by step, we fucked in increments—me alternating asses, the women licking each other's holes clean of butter and cream.

***

Finally, the kitchen: the culmination of our morning odyssey. Marble countertops gleamed under the morning sun as I hoisted Latasha onto the island, her legs spread wide. I buttered afresh—slathering more on my cock and her anus—before driving in missionary anal, a rare position that allowed me to watch her face contort in bliss.

"Fuck my ass on the counter, Ryan! Pound it deep!" she demanded, her fingers clawing my back.

Stella joined, sitting on Latasha's face, her own ass grinding as Latasha ate her out. I switched, fucking Stella's shitter while Latasha licked my ass from below, her tongue probing my hole mid-thrust.

Every position imaginable unfolded: standing doggy against the fridge, Stella's ass impaled as she braced the door; Latasha in a full nelson, my arms locking her legs as I bounced her on my cock; piledriver on the floor, their asses stacked for alternating penetration; even a butter-slicked 69 where they licked each other's pussies while I took turns sodomizing the top one.

Dirty talk flowed like wine: "You love my black cock in your white shitter, don't you?" I taunted. "Cream for me, sluts—let your hairy pussies drip while I fuck your asses raw."

Their responses were filthier: "Yes, Daddy, ream our shitters! Make us your anal cum-dumps!" Stella cried. Latasha added, "Eat our creamy cunts while you pound—taste how wet your big dick makes us!"

The pinnacle approached as I focused on Stella, bending her over the sink in primal doggy. My thrusts were ferocious, my ten-inch cock burying to the hilt in her buttery depths. Latasha knelt behind me, eating my ass once more, her tongue the catalyst for my impending release.

"I'm gonna cum in your shitter, Stella," I roared, my balls tightening.

"Do it! Fill my ass with your potent seed!" she pleaded.

With a guttural bellow, I erupted, flooding her rectum with thick, creamy ropes of semen. She clenched, milking every drop.

As I withdrew, Stella straddled Latasha's face on the kitchen floor. "Open wide, you greedy cum-slut," Stella commanded.

Latasha obeyed, mouth agape, tongue extended. Stella relaxed her sphincter, and with a resonant fart, expelled my cum in bubbly spurts—creamy, potent seed mixed with butter and anal juices—directly into Latasha's waiting maw.

Latasha swallowed voraciously, not a drop wasted, her throat working as she savored the filthy cocktail. "Mmm, your cum tastes so good farted out of her ass," she moaned, licking her lips.

We collapsed in a heap, bodies slick and spent, the kitchen redolent with our debauchery. Yet, as my cock stirred anew, I knew this was but the prelude to further excesses.


CHAPTER 3

Stella’s Pov:

Two days had elapsed since our debauched tryst with Ryan, yet my body still thrummed with the aftershocks of his ten-inch ebony conquest. I found myself restless, my hairy, pretty white pussy creaming at the mere recollection of his relentless assault on our orifices. Latasha, my sultry confidante, mirrored my insatiable hunger, her own desires as unquenched as mine. We were kindred spirits, bound by our forties’ vigor and an unapologetic craving for carnal excess. Tonight, we resolved to sate our appetites anew, venturing into the city for a dinner that promised more than mere sustenance.

We chose an upscale restaurant, its dim lighting and plush velvet booths an ideal crucible for our lascivious intentions. Clad in a form-fitting scarlet dress that clung to my voluptuous curves, my heels clicking with predatory intent, I felt every inch the femme fatale. Latasha, resplendent in a sapphire gown that accentuated her ample bosom and curvaceous hips, exuded a similar aura of seduction. Our eyes, alight with mischief, scanned the room for a worthy conquest.

It was then we spotted him—Big Jay, a towering colossus of a man, his stature rivaling an NBA titan. His ebony skin gleamed under the chandelier’s glow, his tailored suit straining against a physique carved from granite. His presence was magnetic, commanding the room with an effortless dominance that made my pussy cream involuntarily, a slick warmth spreading through my silken panties. Latasha’s gaze locked with mine, a silent agreement that this was our prey.

We approached, our smiles dripping with promise. “Mind if we join you, stranger?” I purred, sliding into the booth opposite him, my dress riding up to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of thigh.

Big Jay’s eyes, dark pools of lust, appraised us with a predator’s keenness. “Ladies, I’m Big Jay, and I’m more than happy to share my table with such fine company,” he rumbled, his voice a deep baritone that resonated in my core.

Conversation flowed as smoothly as the wine, but beneath the veneer of civility, a current of raw desire crackled. Latasha, ever the instigator, leaned forward, her cleavage a deliberate provocation. “You look like a man who knows how to handle himself, Jay. Ever been with two women who can match your… stature?”

His grin was wolfish, revealing a glint of gold in his teeth. “Usually, I fuck younger pussy, but you two look like you can handle a real man. I’m packing something that’ll stretch those pretty white cunts of yours wide open.”

My pulse quickened, my hairy mound throbbing with anticipation. “Show us, then,” I challenged, my voice husky. “Prove you’re as big as your name.”

Without a word, Latasha slipped beneath the table, her movements cloaked by the long tablecloth and the restaurant’s dim ambiance. I maintained eye contact with Jay, my lips parting in a sultry smile as I heard the faint rustle of fabric below. His eyes widened briefly, a low groan escaping as Latasha’s lips found his cock.

“Fuck, she’s got a greedy mouth,” he muttered, his hand gripping the edge of the table. “Sucking my dick like a fucking pro under here.”

I leaned closer, my breath hot against his ear. “Wait till you feel mine, Big Jay. I’m gonna choke on that cock when we get home. My pussy’s already creaming just thinking about it.”

Latasha’s muffled moans vibrated through the booth, her head bobbing as she worked his shaft. I could imagine her lips stretched wide, her tongue swirling around a cock as thick as a Coca-Cola can, her throat struggling to accommodate his girth. The illicit thrill of her public fellatio sent a gush of cream through my pussy, soaking my panties as I shifted in my seat.

“Goddamn, this slut’s gonna make me bust already,” Jay growled, his hips twitching subtly. “You two are some filthy white whores, aren’t you?”

“The filthiest,” I replied, my fingers trailing down my neckline to tease my cleavage. “Hurry up, Latasha, I want my turn on that fucking dick.”

She emerged, her lips glossy with saliva and precum, her eyes gleaming with depravity. “He’s huge, Stella. Thicker than Ryan, and I can’t wait to feel him stretch my cunt.”

The drive home was a blur of anticipation, the air in my car thick with the scent of arousal. Jay sat in the back, his massive frame dwarfing the seat, while Latasha and I exchanged heated glances. The moment we crossed the threshold of my home, restraint shattered like glass.

We didn’t make it past the hallway. Jay’s hands, large as dinner plates, seized us both, pulling us into a bruising kiss. His lips were demanding, his tongue invading my mouth with a ferocity that left me breathless. Latasha moaned as he turned to her, their tongues dueling as he groped her ass through her dress.

“Gonna fuck you sluts right here,” he declared, yanking Latasha’s gown up to her waist. Her panties were already sodden, her hairy pussy glistening with cream as he tore the fabric aside. Without preamble, he aligned his colossal cock—indeed, as thick as a soda can, veins bulging along its ebony length—and drove into her creamy cunt with a single, brutal thrust.

Latasha screamed, a sound of raw ecstasy, her pussy stretching obscenely around his girth. “Oh fuck, Jay! Your fat cock’s splitting my white pussy open! Fuck me hard!”

He obliged, his hips pistoning with relentless force, the hallway echoing with the wet slaps of flesh and her moans. I dropped to my knees, crawling between his muscular legs, my face inches from where his massive dick plowed her sopping cunt. Her cream coated his shaft, frothing with each thrust, and I leaned in, my tongue lapping at his heavy balls, savoring their musky weight.

“Fuck yes, Stella, suck those big black nuts,” Jay groaned, his hand tangling in my hair. “Eat my balls while I wreck this slut’s hairy pussy.”

My own pussy was a furnace, creaming profusely as I fingered my slick folds, my digits plunging into my hairy mound. I sucked one of his balls into my mouth, rolling it with my tongue, the taste of sweat and masculinity driving me wild. Latasha’s juices dripped onto my face, and I lapped at them, her cream mingling with the salt of his skin.

“God, your cock’s so thick, Jay!” Latasha wailed, her body shuddering as an orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy gushed, cream splattering my cheeks as I continued to worship his balls.

He pulled out abruptly, his cock glistening with her essence, and turned to me. “Your turn, Stella. Bend over and show me that creamy white cunt.”

I obeyed, bracing against the hallway wall, my dress hiked up, panties discarded. My hairy pussy throbbed, cream dripping down my thighs as he positioned himself behind me. His cockhead nudged my entrance, the sheer girth making me gasp even before he pushed in.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he growled, forcing his way inside. The stretch was exquisite agony, my pussy walls straining to accommodate his Coca-Cola-can thickness. “This hairy white pussy’s gonna milk my fat dick dry.”

He fucked me with savage intensity, each thrust driving me against the wall, my tits bouncing in my dress. Latasha knelt beside me, her fingers spreading my ass cheeks to lick my puckered anus, her tongue probing as Jay’s cock ravaged my cunt.

“Eat my asshole, you dirty slut,” I moaned, my voice raw. “Lick it while he fucks my pussy to pieces.”

Her tongue was relentless, darting in and out of my sphincter, heightening the pleasure of Jay’s brutal pounding. My pussy creamed uncontrollably, the slick sounds of our coupling filling the hallway. I came hard, my walls clenching around his girth, cream gushing to coat his balls.

Jay wasn’t done. He dragged us to the living room, his cock still rock-hard, and bent Latasha over the arm of the couch. He spat on her asshole, smearing it with his fingers before aligning his cock and pushing into her tight shitter.

“Fuck my ass, Jay! Stretch my white shithole with that fat black cock!” she screamed, her pussy creaming untouched as he reamed her anus.

I positioned myself beneath her, licking her dripping pussy, my tongue delving into her hairy folds to lap up her cream. Her taste was intoxicating, a heady mix of arousal and Jay’s precum from her earlier fucking. My fingers worked my own pussy, cream spilling as I watched his cock disappear into her ass.

“Goddamn, you sluts are tight,” Jay grunted, his thrusts merciless. “Gonna fuck both your holes raw tonight.”

He switched to me, my ass now his target. He lubed me with my own pussy cream, his fingers stretching my anus before his cock invaded. The burn was intense, but the pleasure overwhelmed it, my pussy creaming as he fucked my shitter with abandon.

“Take it, Stella! Let my fat dick ruin your white asshole!” he roared, his hands slapping my cheeks red.

Latasha’s tongue found my pussy, sucking my clit as Jay pounded my ass. The dual assault sent me spiraling into another orgasm, my body convulsing, cream squirting onto her face.

We moved through the house like a storm of lust. In the dining room, Jay sat me on the table, legs spread, and fucked my pussy while Latasha ate his ass, her tongue probing his hole with filthy enthusiasm. “Eat my black ass, you nasty whore,” he groaned, his cock throbbing inside me.

On the staircase, he fucked Latasha standing, her legs wrapped around him as I licked his balls from below, my fingers buried in my pussy. The banister shook with his thrusts, her screams echoing through the house.

***

Back in the living room, we tried every position—me riding his face while Latasha rode his cock, her pussy creaming down his shaft; Jay fucking me doggy while I ate Latasha’s ass; a filthy 69 where I sucked his cock fresh from her pussy, her cream coating my lips.

The dirty talk was relentless. “You love this fat black dick, don’t you, sluts?” Jay taunted. “Gonna stretch your white cunts and ass till you’re begging for my cum.”

“Fuck yes, Jay! Pound our holes! Make us your cum-dumps!” I cried, my pussy gushing.

Latasha was filthier: “Use us like the dirty white whores we are! Fill our pussies with that thick black seed!”

The climax loomed as we returned to the kitchen, the epicenter of our debauchery. Jay bent me over the counter, his cock driving into my pussy with punishing force. Latasha knelt, alternating between sucking his balls and licking my anus, her fingers plunging into her own creamy cunt.

“I’m gonna cum in your pussy, Stella,” Jay growled, his thrusts erratic. “Gonna flood that hairy white cunt with my hot load.”

“Do it! Fill me up, you big-dicked stud!” I screamed, my pussy clenching as he erupted, thick ropes of semen flooding my depths, spilling out around his girth.

Latasha lapped at the overflow, her tongue scooping his cum from my pussy, her moans vibrating against my folds. “Mmm, your seed tastes so fucking good mixed with her cream,” she purred.

Exhausted but sated, we collapsed onto the plush rug, our bodies slick with sweat, cream, and cum. I fetched a bottle of the finest Bordeaux from my cellar, its rich bouquet complementing the grapes I plucked from a silver bowl. We lounged, naked and unashamed, sipping wine and feeding each other grapes, our lips meeting in languid, wine-sweet kisses.

“Fuck, you two are something else,” Jay murmured, his hand resting on my thigh. “Never thought older pussy could take my cock like that.”

Latasha grinned, licking grape juice from her lips. “We’re just getting started, Big Jay. Next time, we’ll see how much of that monster dick our throats can handle.”

I kissed her deeply, tasting wine and his cum on her tongue, my pussy creaming anew at the promise of future depravities. The night had been a banquet of filth, and we were far from sated.


EPILOGUE

Latasha’s Pov:

As the velvet curtain of night descended upon Stella’s opulent abode, I found myself ensconced in a reverie of sublime contentment. The preceding days had unfurled like a tapestry of unbridled desire, each thread woven with the fervent touches of Ryan and Big Jay, their ebony magnificence imprinting indelible marks upon the canvas of our souls. Stella, my cherished confidante, and I had surrendered to the torrid currents of our bisexual proclivities, our bodies temples of pleasure where the sacred and profane danced in exquisite harmony. Tonight, however, the air bore a different cadence—a softer, more tender resonance that promised not just carnal satiation but a profound intertwining of hearts.

The grand living room, bathed in the gossamer glow of a crystal chandelier, was our sanctuary. Plush velvet cushions cradled us on the expansive sectional, where we reclined, a quartet bound by lust and an emergent, unspoken love. Ryan, his chiseled physique a study in masculine grace, sat to my left, his ten-inch ebony shaft now dormant but ever potent, a silent promise beneath his silken robe. Big Jay, towering like a colossus carved from obsidian, occupied the opposite end, his Coca-Cola-can girth concealed yet palpable in the air, his presence a gravitational force. Stella, radiant in a diaphanous ivory gown that clung to her voluptuous curves, nestled against me, her auburn tresses cascading over my shoulder, her pretty white pussy—hairy and ever-prone to creaming—pressed subtly against my thigh.

The room was redolent with the bouquet of a vintage Merlot, its ruby depths swirling in our crystal flutes, complemented by a silver platter of succulent figs and glistening cherries. A fire crackled in the hearth, casting flickering shadows that danced across our entwined forms, mirroring the interplay of our desires. The atmosphere was heavy with anticipation, yet softened by a burgeoning affection that transcended our prior debaucheries.

“Latasha, my heart,” Stella murmured, her voice a silken caress as she traced a delicate finger along my jaw. “These nights have unveiled realms of ecstasy I scarcely dreamed possible. Yet tonight, I yearn for something deeper—a union not merely of flesh but of souls.”

Her words stirred a warmth within me, my pussy creaming softly, a gentle reminder of our shared ardor. I turned to her, my lips brushing hers in a kiss that was both tender and searing, tasting the sweet tang of wine and the promise of forever. “Stella, you’ve always been my mirror, reflecting my desires. With Ryan and Jay, we’ve crafted something exquisite—a love that burns and soothes in equal measure.”

Ryan’s hand, warm and possessive, found mine, his fingers interlacing with a gentleness that belied his formidable strength. “Latasha, you and Stella are sirens of unparalleled allure,” he intoned, his baritone a soothing balm. “Your creamy cunts, those hairy white havens, have claimed me, but it’s your hearts that bind me now. I want to worship you both, not just with my cock but with every breath.”

Big Jay, his eyes dark pools of intensity, leaned forward, his massive hand cupping Stella’s cheek. “I came for the thrill of fucking you two wild,” he confessed, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through my core. “But damn, you’ve got me hooked. Your passion, your fire—it’s more than I’ve ever found with younger women. I want to drown in you, night after night.”

His words ignited a spark, my pussy pulsing with a creamy heat that spread through my limbs. I rose, my silk robe parting to reveal the curves of my breasts, my nipples hardening under their collective gaze. “Then let us weave this night into a memory of love,” I proposed, my voice husky with desire. “Let’s make love, not just fuck—let our bodies sing a ballad of devotion.”

We moved as one, drawn by an unspoken choreography. The rug before the fireplace became our altar, soft and warm beneath our knees. I knelt, drawing Stella into my arms, our lips melding in a kiss that deepened with each heartbeat. Her tongue danced with mine, a languid exploration that tasted of cherries and unspoken vows. Her gown slipped away, revealing her creamy skin, her hairy pussy glistening with arousal, a sight that made my own cunt weep in sympathy.

Ryan and Jay shed their robes, their ebony cocks rising like twin monoliths, yet their touches were reverent, not ravenous. Ryan’s hands traced the contours of my back, his lips pressing soft kisses along my spine, each one a vow of adoration. Jay mirrored him, his fingers kneading Stella’s breasts, his mouth suckling her nipples with a tenderness that drew soft moans from her lips.

“Latasha, you’re a goddess,” Ryan whispered, his breath hot against my ear as he guided me to lie back, my legs parting to reveal my hairy mound, already slick with cream. His tongue found my pussy, lapping gently at the folds, savoring the creamy essence that flowed freely. The sensation was exquisite, a slow burn that contrasted with our prior ferocity, each lick a stroke of love.

Stella, astride Jay’s lap, guided his massive cock to her entrance, her pussy creaming as she sank onto him, inch by agonizing inch. “Oh, Jay,” she gasped, her voice a melody of pleasure. “Your fat cock fills me so perfectly, but it’s your heart I feel inside me now.”

I watched, my own pleasure heightened by their union, as Ryan’s tongue delved deeper, circling my clit with deliberate care. My fingers tangled in his hair, urging him closer, my hips undulating in a rhythm that spoke of love. “Ryan, you make my pussy sing,” I moaned, my cream coating his lips as he drank me in.

Jay’s hands guided Stella’s hips, his thrusts slow and deep, each movement a testament to their connection. “Stella, you’re my fucking queen,” he growled, yet his tone was laced with reverence. “This tight white pussy’s mine, but I’m yours too—body and soul.”

We shifted, a fluid dance of limbs and desires. I straddled Ryan’s face, his tongue resuming its worship of my creamy cunt, while Stella leaned forward to kiss me, our breasts pressing together, nipples grazing in a delicious friction. Jay positioned himself behind me, his cock nudging my anus, slick with my own cream.

“Let me love your ass, Latasha,” he murmured, his voice a plea.

“Yes, Jay, take me,” I breathed, relaxing as he eased his massive girth into my tight shitter.

The stretch was sublime, a sweet ache tempered by love, his slow thrusts syncing with Ryan’s licks. My pussy creamed anew, dripping onto Ryan’s face as Jay’s cock claimed my ass with gentle insistence.

Stella, now riding Ryan’s cock, her hairy pussy swallowing his ten inches, reached for me, her fingers intertwining with mine. “Latasha, I love you,” she whispered, her eyes glistening with emotion. “This—us, them—it’s everything.”

“I love you too,” I replied, tears of joy mingling with the pleasure coursing through me. “We’re bound, all four of us, in this filthy, beautiful love.”

The room filled with our moans, a symphony of devotion. Ryan’s tongue flicked my clit, sending sparks through my core, while Jay’s cock in my ass pushed me toward ecstasy. Stella’s pussy creamed around Ryan’s shaft, her gasps harmonizing with mine. We were a constellation of pleasure, each touch a star in our shared sky.

Jay’s thrusts grew deeper, his hands caressing my hips with a tenderness that belied his size. “Gonna cum in your sweet ass, Latasha,” he vowed, his voice thick with emotion. “Wanna fill you with my love.”

“Do it, Jay,” I urged, my pussy clenching as Ryan sucked my clit. “Cum for me, for us.”

He did, his hot seed flooding my anus, a warm cascade that triggered my own orgasm. My pussy gushed cream onto Ryan’s face, my body shuddering as waves of bliss consumed me. Stella followed, her climax a keening cry as Ryan filled her pussy with his own release, their bodies locked in a lover’s embrace.

We collapsed, limbs entwined, our breaths mingling in the afterglow. The fire’s warmth enveloped us as we reached for the Merlot and cherries, feeding each other with languid affection. I pressed a cherry to Ryan’s lips, his tongue darting out to taste it, then kissed him, the fruit’s sweetness blending with his essence. Stella offered Jay a sip of wine, their lips meeting in a slow, sensual dance.

“This is more than I ever dreamed,” I murmured, my voice soft with wonder. “You, Ryan, with your fierce tenderness; Jay, with your commanding love; Stella, my heart’s mirror—we’ve crafted something eternal.”

Stella’s hand found mine, her touch a lifeline. “Latasha, we’re a family now, bound by passion and love. These nights, these moments—they’re our forever.”

Ryan’s arm encircled me, his lips brushing my temple. “I’ve never felt this whole,” he confessed. “You two, with Jay—you’ve claimed every part of me.”

Jay, his massive frame curled around Stella, nodded. “I thought I knew pleasure, but this—this is love, raw and real. I’m in, for all of you.”

We sipped and kissed, our bodies pressed close, the fire casting a golden halo around us. My pussy, still creamy, pulsed with a quiet joy, a promise of future nights where we would explore not just our bodies but the depths of our hearts. The cherries stained our lips, the wine warmed our souls, and as we kissed—each of us tasting the others in a cycle of love—I knew we had found our paradise, a steamy, romantic haven where our desires would forever entwine.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		CHAPTER 1

		CHAPTER 2

		CHAPTER 3

		EPILOGUE




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39






OEBPS/image_rsrcHW.jpg
'UNLEASHED

STEAMY BISEXUAL MENAGE WITH PASSIONATE HEARTS

o)L =9





