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Lick Me Clean!

Gina came back from her personal training appointment sweaty, sticky and red-faced – and her husband Simon was waiting for her.

“Hey, baby,” he wrapped his arms around his petite wife as soon as she came through the front door, pressing his lips against her sweaty neck and kissing her passionately. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

He swept his arm behind him: “Look. The house is empty. The kids are all away for the day.” He kissed her again, wrapping his arms around Gina’s slender waist. “I thought we could make use of the privacy.”

Gina laughed, and awkwardly tried to wriggle out of her enthusiastic husband’s embrace.

“C’mon, honey,” she laughed. “That’s sweet – but I just got back from the gym and I’m all sticky and gross. I need to take a shower.”

“Mmm, no you don’t,” Simon breathed hotly in her ear, groping her toned ass through the material of her yoga pants. “I think you’re sexy when you’re all sweaty.” He took a deep breath of her wet hair. “I think it must be pheromones, or something.”

“Wait, hey!” Gina felt him maneuver her towards the couch. “I thought I told you no.”

But he was kissing her neck now, and that was always a weak spot for Gina. She swooned a little, and that gave her forceful husband the opportunity to push her down onto the couch and then pin her there – kissing her furiously.

“Wait, ‘cmon,” Gina protested, trying to push him off her. “I’m all sweaty and gross. I’m really not in the mood. Derek really worked me out today.”

“Derek? Your personal trainer?” Her husband’s kisses were getting more insistent, and she felt him reach his hand under her sports bra to squeeze her breast. “I bet he did.” Gina groaned as she felt her husband position himself between her legs, and grinding the bulge in his pants into her crotch.

“You filthy pervert,” Gina rolled her eyes.

“No,” Simon pulled away and hung over her, staring into Gina’s eyes. “I mean it. I get turned on knowing you’re getting all sweaty with that big, black trainer of yours.”

Gina bit her lip guiltily. Did her husband know?

“Now, come here,” grabbing the waistband of her yoga pants, Simon yanked them down, half-way over her hips. “It’s been days since we had the house to ourselves.” Grabbing her wrist, he pulled her hand over and pressed it against the bulge in his pants. “Feel that? I’ve had that all morning and there’s no way you’re wriggling out of satisfying me today.”

“Okay,” Gina gasped, trying to prevent Simon from pulling her pants off completely. “Give me a second and maybe I can… hey!” Simon had managed to pull her yoga pants half way down her thighs, and hooked his foot into them to pull them down further.

“Wait!” Gina cried, as she felt her husband kneel on the floor in front of the couch. “I’m all sweaty and gross. I don’t want you to go down on me…”

But that wasn’t the real reason – and Simon was about the find out the truth.

Pulling off her sweat pants, Simon wrenched apart Gina’s thighs and opened his mouth – ready to feast on her delicious pussy – and then he paused.

Gina’s neatly waxed little pussy was exposed to him; but it didn’t look like it had when he’d glimpsed her getting dressed that morning.

Her cunt was puffy, pink and glistening. A dribble of pearlescent white fluid was running down the crack of her ass.

Simon looked up, into Gina’s shame-filled eyes.

“Why, you little slut,” he grinned. “That’s why you didn’t want me going down on you.” Gina groaned as Simon’s fingers spread her pussy lips. “That’s a freshly-fucked pussy if ever I saw one.”

Gina’s face turned red.

“Oh, you delicious little whore,” Simon pressed two fingers against Gina’s pussy-lips and felt her cunt open up and swallow them whole. “I know I’ve been going on about how sexy it would be for you to fuck your trainer…” He pulled his fingers out, and they came away glistening with cum. “…but I didn’t think you’d actually go ahead and do it.”

Gina whimpered.

“I don’t know how it happened,” she moaned, as Simon began to rub his fingers against her wet clit. “I was just joking with Derek about it and…” She squirmed on the couch. “One thing led to another.”

Simon leaned forward and kissed Gina wetly on the mouth.

“I bet it did, you little whore.”

And then he started tracing a path of kisses down Gina’s belly, until she could feel his hot breath on her pussy.

“No, don’t,” she tried to pull his head away. “That’s gross.”

“Gross?” Simon batted her hands away. “I think you look fucking sexy, my dear.” And then he leaned forward and Gina felt his mouth on her pussy.

“Oh, fuuuck,” she groaned, sinking into the couch. “Oh, God, Simon… No…”

Simon lifted his mouth from her wetness. His lips and chin were glistening.

“I can taste him inside you, you sexy slut,” he purred. “Now tell me what happened.” And then his face sunk between her thighs again, and Gina’s eyes rolled upwards into her head.

“I-it all started like normal,” Gina moaned, sliding her fingers into her husband’s hair as he began licking her clit. “I went to see Derek this morning, and we did some squats and kettle bell exercises. And then…. Ooooooh, God….”

She lost focus as Simon penetrated her with two fingers.

“….I was joking with him about how many wives and soccer moms must hit on him, being a hot young guy and all – and he told me a lot.” Gina was panting now, her hips grinding against Simon’s face. “And then, I don’t know why, I told him how you’d fantasized about me with black guys before… And he started to get really into that.”

Lifting her hands from Simon’s head, Gina pulled off her sweaty sports bra and threw it in the corner of the room. Now naked, she cupped her full, sweaty breasts and squeezed her hard nipples.

“I’I was on my knees, and he said he was going to help me with my form. He got up behind me and put his hand into the small of my back,” Gina gasped and groaned. “And when I pushed back, my ass pressed against his hips.” She pinched one of her nipples, hard. “And I felt it.”

Simon lifted his face from between her legs.

“It?”

Gina nodded.

“It was big, and hard, and long, and it was throbbing as he pressed it against my ass.” Her breath was ragged now. “I looked over my shoulder and said to him: “Are you just pleased to see me?” And he said: “Yes.””

“And then what?” Simon demanded, before he got back to licking.

“And then I started grinding my ass back against him, and he started grinding it against me, and I was getting so turned on.” She squirmed and wriggled on the couch. “I didn’t want to cheat on you, baby,” she moaned, “but I was literally dripping. I had to know what was making that big bulge in his pants.”

“So?”

“So I turned around,” Gina groaned, “and on my knees, I reached over and started rubbing it through his sweat pants.” Gina felt Simon curl his fingers, to rub against her g-spot as he licked her clit. “Oh my God, Simon. It was huge. I could feel it.” She bit her lip. “I know you’re big, honey – but this was… Oh my God, I just had to see it.”

She continued: “I looked into Derek’s eyes and asked him if I could, and he asked me what you’d say about it… And I told him I didn’t care.”

Simon’s licking intensified as Gina told him this.

“And then I hooked my fingers into his sweat pants and started pulling them down… And then – WOW! You should have seen it,” she groaned. “It just came springing up out of there like a Jack-in-the-Box.”

“Mmmmm,” Simon kept sucking her clit. “Tell me more,” he insisted, his voice muffled.

“And it was so big and beautiful, baby. Like this big, foot-long piece of African hardwood. I just had to touch it… So I started stroking it with my fingers and it was so warm and the skin was so soft.”

“And then I looked into Derek’s eyes and I asked him if I could kiss it… And he grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head down… Oh, God, I’m such a slut. I just opened my mouth and started sucking it.”

“Mmmmmm,” Simon started sucking harder and faster on Gina’s clit, and she felt the first waves of orgasm approaching her. “I bet you did, you little whore. Did he like it?”

“Oh, fuck,” Gina groaned. “Yes. Yes he did. He stroked my hair and told me what a sexy slut I was, and he asked me if I sucked your cock like this.”

“And what did you tell him?”

“I told him I don’t normally suck your cock… But then when I saw his, I just had to have it in my mouth. And then he told me to lick his balls…”

“And did you?”

“Oh, fuck, yes. They were so big, and salty.”

“And?”

“And then I kept licking him, and sucking his cock, and then he told me to turn around.”

Simon swirled his tongue around Gina’s clit, and inside of her tight pussy, his fingers massaged her g-spot.

“So I turned around,” Gina groaned, “and he started pulling down my yoga pants… And I asked him: Shouldn’t you be wearing a condom or something?”

“And what did he say?”

“He just asked me if I wanted his dick or not.”

“And what did you say, you little slut?”

“I said I didn’t want to get pregnant… And he just told me if I didn’t want to get fucked, that I should just pull up my pants and go home. So I…”

“So you what?”

“So I lifted my ass and spread my legs and said: “Please give it to me?”

“And then what happened?”

“And then he pressed that big, beautiful black dick of his against my pussy and pushed.” Gina lifted her hand and balled it into a fist. “And I was so wet…. It just slid right in. Oh, fuuuuck,” she sunk her teeth into her fist. “Oh, God… And then he was stretching me, and filling me, and… and…”

With her other hand, Gina grabbed Simon’s hair and pulled his head between her thighs.

“And then…. Oh, fuck, I’m going to cum!”

And she did.

Hot and wet, Gina exploded on Simon’s lips and tongue; her body writhing and wriggling on the couch. Between her legs, Simon kept licking desperately, as her fluids flooded his mouth.

After several sweet seconds, Gina flopped down onto the couch, gasping for breath.

Simon pulled his mouth away from her pussy, and lifted himself up – sliding his hips between her sweaty, open thighs.

“You were saying, you little whore,” Simon purred, as he positioned his own hardness against Gina’s freshly-fucked pussy.

“Oh, God,” Gina looked up, and opened her mouth as her husband kissed her. Their lips were joined as Simon’s dick slid between the lips of her pussy, and deep inside her.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Gina groaned. “It was like that… Like getting stretched and filled. Only more so.” She gripped Simon’s shoulders hard. “He really filled me, like it was almost going to hurt.”

And then she turned her head, looking into Simon’s eyes deeply and lovingly.

“Only it didn’t hurt.” She wrapped her legs around her husband’s hips. “Oh, fuck me, it felt so good.”

“Oh, yeah?” Simon grinned, peering down into his wife’s eyes. “Tell me about it.”

“I was on my hands and knees,” Gina groaned, “with my yoga pants around my ankles and this big, black cock in my pussy.” She started humping her hips, forcing Simon’s cock deeper inside of her. “I felt like such a fucking slut,” she groaned. “Like such a cheating whore.” And then she bit her bottom lip. “And I was loving it.”

“I can’t believe you let him fuck you without a condom, you slut,” Simon grinned, as he began to thrust. “You haven’t been on the pill since I had my vasectomy.”

“I know,” Gina groaned. “But it felt so good. Because Derek started fucking me deep and slow and it was hitting me just right, y’know?” And then Gina groaned: “And he grabbed my hair and pulled it and, oh fuck, I just melted.”

“I bet you did,” Simon kissed her on the mouth. “Were you as wet as you are now?” As he thrust in and out of his wife, the wet, sucking noise of their bodies pistoning together echoed through the room.

“I was even wetter,” Gina groaned. “It was dripping down my thighs.” She slid her hands down Simon’s back, and cupped his buttocks. “I could feel myself cumming… And then he pulled up my bra and my tits flopped out and he squeezed them and… oh, fuck…” Sinking her teeth into Simon’s shoulder, she admitted: “I came.”

“I just orgasmed right then and there – getting fucked on my hands and knees like some kind of fucking animal.” Gina pulled away and stared deeply into Simon’s eyes. “And I kept thinking about how hot you’d think it would be.”

“You fucking bet I would,” Simon was fucking her harder and faster now. “You know how much it turns me on.”

“So I’d just cum on his cock,” Gina groaned, “and then he asks me where I want it.”

“Where you want what?”

“Where I want him to cum… And I tell him I’m not on the pill, and he threatens to pull out and…” Gina squeezed her legs tightly around Simon’s hips. “And I tell him no. I tell him I want it inside me.” She groaned wetly. “I said I didn’t care if it knocked me up, I wanted him to cum inside me.”

“And then…. Oh, shit,” Gina sunk her teeth into Simon’s shoulder again. “Oh shit, just like that… Yeah. His cock swelled up and I thought it was going to split me in two… And then… Oh, fuck…”

She threw her head back and howled. She came a second time.

“Oh, fuck, and I came as he came in me… I felt it shooting side of me… Oh God, and I just exploded.”

And then Simon exploded too, deep inside Gina’s spasming cunt.

“Oh, shit, it was just like that,” Gina groaned. “I could feel him spurting inside of me… It was so hot, and so wet…” She looked deep into Simon’s eyes. “I felt like such a slut, letting this big, beautiful black man empty his balls in me, like I was nothing but a whore.”

“Mmmmm,” Simon kissed her hotly on the lips. “But you’re my whore.” He licked his lips curiously afterwards. “Mmmm. I could taste his cum in your pussy when I was eating you out.”

She blushed.

As their orgasms subsided, they stayed connected wetly at the crotch; Simon’s cock growing soft inside of her. Eventually, he pulled himself out; and a flood of cum gushed onto the leather couch beneath them.

“Oh, shit,” Gina struggled to wipe it up with her hands. “I’m quite the cum dumpster today.”

“Yes,” Simon kissed her passionately, squeezing her bare ass. “Yes you are.”

She giggled and they hugged.

“Man,” Simon breathed hotly. “It’s so fucking hot when you come home filled with another man’s load.” His lips pressed against her throat. “I could taste it inside you as I ate you out.”

“And I could taste it on you, when you kissed me,” Gina grinned uncertainly. How was it? Eating another man’s cum out of your wife’s pussy.” She kissed him. “You’re a fucking pervert, you know that?”

Simon laughed, so Gina pushed him off him and, naked and dripping, started padding towards the bathroom.

“Well, now you’ve ravished me, I’m off to take that shower I wanted.” She turned to him and smiled. “I hope you’ve had your fill of your perverted fantasies for today.” She felt a bubble of cum pop, and run hotly down her leg. “I’ve certainly been filled.”

She grabbed her bag as she walked off – wiggling her sexy, naked ass at her satisfied husband as she went.

As she stepped into the bathroom, she quickly grabbed her phone and checked her messages.

Her husband was turned on by her fucking her personal trainer, and coming back home with her pussy full of his cum – but it wasn’t exactly an unpleasant experience for her, either. In fact, the line between fantasy and reality was easier to cross than anticipated – and now Gina was living her husband’s dream and loving every second of it.

A message was waiting from her from Derek – a picture of her own, bare ass from a little over an hour ago; cum dripping down her thighs.

“Same time tomorrow, baby?”

She grinned guiltily.

She wished she could let her husband know how much fun it was giving him exactly what he’d asked for.

The End
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