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I thought I would share a story. It is kind of tame compared to many erotic tales, but this one is true. I got married when I was quite a bit younger. We were a great looking couple if I do say so myself. I am southern girl born and bred, a brunette with milky white pale skin and rosy cheeks. At that time I had a 36d chest, small waist, and a 34 inch hips. My groom, Bob, was six foot two inch hunk with wavy red hair. We spent a lot of money on the wedding, catering, flowers, facilities, photographer, limousine, the whole works.
My wedding photographer was a very young athletic black man named Jay who didn't have much more than a camera. He has dropped out of school to pursue his dream. Since that time he has done well and has a studio of his own and has won awards, and also has his pictures published in major magazines.
My husband Bob (now my ex-husband) saw one of his advertisements a year or so ago and saw a chance to have one of his fantasies come true. He contacted Jay and asked him if he would do boudoir shots of me. Jay didn't look for that business but Jay remembered how hot I looked on my wedding day and agreed to do the shoot.
One Tuesday evening my husband Bob announced the photo shoot to me. I acted reluctant but the truth is that I found the idea to be truly exciting. Bob and I had great sex that night because we were so turned on thinking about the photo shoot. My body isn't as tight as it was when I got married, but my chest is much larger. I now have 44DD breasts, and am a little on the chubby side, but completely proportional for a chesty woman. Bob loved to have me on top so he could look up at my tits while we fucked.
The day of the shoot came and everything went according to plan. However, Jay had not just one, but two young male assistants in his studio. They were moving things and adjusting lights, technical stuff. The shoot lasted two hours and I changed into about 6 different outfits. Every outfit was slowly removed and nude shots were taken each time. Jay even had me rub my pussy for the camera which to me seemed a little racy for boudoir photography. Jay was busy with his camera so I didn't see much of his expressions except when he gave me directions. The assistants however looked like their eyes were going to pop out.
When the shoot was over Jay remarked to my husband about how much he liked my big breasts. He apparently sees a lot of fake boob, and he expressed his preference for the real thing. My husband then invited him to go feel them if he wanted. "Yeah right," Jay responded looking at me. I nodded to him that it was ok. So then Jay looked again at my husband for assurance that it was ok and then he stepped toward me. I lifted the embroidered bra I had on and Jay slowly began to touch my breasts. Before the two of us could get too hot together, my husband sent the two assistants over to have their own sample.
Imagine that, three black men standing there massaging and now kissing my breasts. The guys were really getting excited now; the bulge in one of the assistant's pants was visible. Jay began to suck the right nipple, and an assistant began to suck and nibble the left. I was now ready for anything they wanted to do to me. My husband started snapping digital pictures for his own pleasure. Then Bob abruptly announced that we had to get going and all the fun stopped. If it had been left to me I would have taken all three of them right there and then. I can't tell you how hot I was.
When I went to the dressing room to get into my street clothes I found that the panties that I had on were so soaked with pussy juice that you could see the wet spot on the outside.
I've had more experiences with black men since then, but this was an extremely erotic encounter for me, one that I think about often. My ex-husband has the pictures of photo shoot, and of the guys fondling my breasts. He said he posted those shots online but I haven't seen them. So you may run across them online.
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Here is another comparatively tame interracial experience that I thought I would share with you. From these events you can start to see how a white southern wife and mom could end up in an inevitable spiral toward becoming sexually obsessed with black men.
My first sexual experience with black men was letting three black men fondle and kiss my breasts while my husband Bob watched and took pictures. That experience only left both of us wanting more. Bob spent endless hours looking at interracial porn online, and now he had some pictures of his own. He loved to look at the pictures he took of the black men's hands on my large soft milky white breasts. Meanwhile, I fantasized about black men fucking me every time Bob and I had sex.
On the way home from work every day Bob passed a Tattoo studio and piercing shop. This shop was sort of special in that it was in a mostly black part of town and had a mostly black staff and clientele. One day while taking to me on his cell phone while driving home Bob asked me if I wanted to go to this Tattoo studio and piercing shop to see about getting my nipples pierced. I told Bob I wasn't interested in getting my nipples pierced. Then Bob told me the real reason he wanted me to go, he said he the staff there is all black men. Now I knew what Bob was up to, he wanted to have another chance to see and take pictures of a black man handling my white breasts. I still told him I wasn't interested in getting my nipples pierced. Bob pleaded with me "just let the black guy show you what he would do, you don't need to actually have it done, just chicken out at the last minute." That sounded like a reasonable plan to me, one that would allow me to have another black man touch my body, something I now desperately craved.
Saturday morning arrived and I squeezed my body into my size 16 jeans, tucked my somewhat saggy but all-natural 44DD breasts into a white satin under wire bra, I slipped on a tight white t-shirt over that, and I chose a casual pair of brown leather sandals with a medium heel. Bob grabbed his digital camera and we headed into town. When we arrived at the studio I asked Bob if he was sure we should do this, he replied that it was too late to back down now.
When we entered the studio we were greeted by a young black man that didn't look to be more that 18 or 19. Bob explained to him that I was interested in getting my nipples pierced. "Ok" he replied, "I'll take you back to see Ahmed." We followed the young man to the back of the large open room, divided only by four foot high cubicle walls. We got to the back of the room and the young man said "Ahmed, these fine people are interested in nipple piercing today."
"Ahmed is my name" he said as he shook Bob's hand and then mine. Ahmed was about six feet tall, was fit looking, he had a little bit of a beer belly, and he had very dark skin. "Have a seat, so is it both of you or just one of you?"
"No, it's just my wife today." Bob responded.
Ahmed then laughed a little, "That's cool, the price is $90.00 and it includes two barbells, how's that?"
"That sounds great" I then asked Ahmed if he could show me exactly what he was going to do because I still wasn't sure I wanted to go through with it.
"Sure, if you take off your shirt I will show you."
While I was taking my shirt off Bob asked Ahmed if it was ok to take pictures, Ahmed said it would be ok, but he looked a little confused as to why Bob would even want to take pictures. "My bra too" I asked looking at Ahmed, he nodded in the affirmative. Now I was sitting in front of Ahmed bare from the waist up. As the rosy cheeks in the pictures would later reveal, I could feel my face getting red hot. I looked over my shoulder and could see black men starting to gawk over the cubicle walls trying to get a look at my big white tits. There were probably 14 people there, and all of them black except for Bob and me, and about ten of them were men.
Ahmed then spoke, "ok, looks like we have plenty to work with." He gently grabbed my fairly large left nipple with his thumb and index finger and started to explain what he was going to do.
I didn't listen to a word, I was alternately looking down at his black fingers slightly pulling on my nipple, and up at his liquid dark eyes and full lips. Meanwhile Bob was moving all around us snapping picture after picture. Bob looked like a real asshole taking all those pictures, Ahmed even looked up from me a couple of times to give Bob some looks that bordered on disgust. Ahmed the took the full weight of my right breast under his left hand and started gently pulling on the nipple with his right hand, all the while explaining something. Watching those large dark black hands touch my pale white flesh was a turn on I can't express in words. At one point we looked into each others eyes, and at that point I think he knew how turned on I was. Ahmed was mostly professional in demeanor, but he did compliment my tits, calling them "gorgeous." When he finished his explanation Ahmed said "Alright, give me a few moments to get my stuff ready and we will have you finished and out of here in 15 minutes."
"I'm sorry; I don't think I can go through with it. Bob give Ahmed a consultation fee and let me think about this some more." Ahmed looked disappointed as I put my bra and t-shirt back on, Bob gave him some cash and we started to leave.
Ahmed caught us and handed me his card and said "let me know if you want to go ahead with it, or if you need another consultation."
"Absolutely," I said.
When we got in the truck to leave Bob told me to unbutton my jeans. Then he stuck his fingers in my pussy and said "Just as I thought, your pussy is soaked. You wont be happy till you fuck one of them will you?"
"Come on," I replied, "let's just go home."
I think Bob then knew that I wouldn't be satisfied with tit teasing games any longer. The inevitable next step would be to have a black man have his way with every inch of me. That's what Bob wanted to see, it's what I wanted to do.
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Months of contemplating and fantasizing about being ravished by a black man, and teasing black men, had made me ready to consider taking the next step. My husband Bob had got me into this. He had become a fan of interracial pornography and spent a lot of time online. Looking at it online was then not enough for him so he arranged for black men on a couple of occasions to fondle my breasts. Bob took pictures while the black men groped me; I know it turned me on, and I guess it was a big turn on for him too.
All of this got me thinking about actually having sex with a black man; but as a white wife in the suburbs I wasn't quite sure how to make it happen, or if I could go through with it. After all, I was a white southern girl born and bred. Hell, I wasn't even sure that an attractive black man would want me. My body isn't as tight as it once was, but my chest is much larger. Now I have 44DD breasts, I'm not very tall, and I am a little on the chubby side, I am completely proportional for a chesty woman. Large breasts have over men, of that I am quite aware. Bob's favorite sexual position was with me on top, so he could look up at my large swinging tits while we fucked.
My big break in my effort to attract a black lover came when I took a job at a collection agency in town. As a part of the training they were going to send me to classes being held in Columbia, South Carolina. The classes would begin at 10AM on Monday, and end at noon on Thursday; I would have to spend three nights at a hotel there in Columbia.
Early morning the day of my departure Bob took me down to the office where I met the other new hires. We were taking a company car for the trip. When we got there I was a bit surprised, and Bob looked sick to his stomach. The two co-workers that I was going with were both black men! Bob put my bags in the trunk of the Ford Taurus, and asked if I would be alright.
I assured him I would be fine. "Sure honey, I will see you in a couple of days."
He left, and I could tell he was worried. I'm still not sure if he was worried about my safety, or that I might let some of my inner slut out. Admittedly, it was an odd situation, a white mom in her thirties spending the week with two black men in their twenties.
The three of us properly introduced ourselves once we had gotten in the car. "I guess you know my name is Melissa." I went on and told them where I lived, and about my kids, and about my husband and his job.
Terry was tall, in shape, good looking, and probably out of my league. "I'm married too," he said. He then told us about his wife and kids.
Jamel briefly introduced himself last. "Single and no kids that I know about." Terry was not very attractive. He had a broad nose with flared nostrils, very dark skin, razor bumps, and a thin scar on his forehead. He was less than six feet, and weighed about 230 pounds.
Once we had chatted for about 30 minutes they put an urban music station on that played mostly rap music. I cannot tell you how much I hate rap music. I had brought a book along so I tried to get some reading done.
We got to the hotel and didn't even have time to check in. We headed straight for the conference room for our first class. The rest of the day was boring so I can skip the details. I checked in to the hotel at about 4:30, on the way up to the room I passed Terry and Jamel and they invited me to join them for dinner. I agreed.
I decided that I was going to look good, so I spent a lot of time bathing, shaving my legs, pits, and pussy. I put on a light pink tight knit top, and a short straight black skirt. I added black thigh high hose and black sandals with a medium heel. After some attention to my hair and a good dose of make-up I think I looked pretty good for a suburban mom in her 30's.
The hotel had a pretty good restaurant and bar so we just decided to eat there. I had garlic chicken breast, and Jamel had ribs, and Terry had a burger and fries. After he was done eating Jamel took off and Terry asked if I wanted to have a drink at the bar. Terry ordered a beer, and I had my first whiskey sour. We got to talking and I was amazed at how much fun we had talking. I wouldn't have thought we would have anything in common but we talked and talked and had a great time. Of course, the half a dozen whiskey sours may have been a bit of a social lubricant. We talked about all kinds of stuff for hours. Terry said he was an avid fisherman and that he kept a boat at the lake. I asked him if he would take me fishing sometime and he said he would love to.
"It's getting late." Terry said. "Do you want me to walk you back to your room Melissa?"
"Sure"
On the way back to the room Terry asked if I wanted to see a picture of his boat. I agreed, so we stopped at his room. We went into the room, and Terry opened his briefcase to get the picture.
"Wow, Terry that is a nice boat." I don't know the slightest thing about boats but I could tell it was an expensive one.
I handed the picture back to Terry, he laid it down. "Melissa," he gently grasped my hands. "I think you are quite beautiful." I couldn't believe it; this absolute god of black manhood was going to hit on me. While he spoke I looked up into his soulful dark eyes. "Would you be upset if I kissed you?" I didn't respond. He leaned toward me and gently kissed me. I didn't move, his kiss was quite passionate and it had my heartbeat racing. He lifted his head again, placed his hands on my waist and began to kiss me and slide his tongue in my mouth. I didn't move much but Terry could tell I was not rejecting him.
I'm not sure how long the kissing lasted but it seemed like forever. They were the most passion-filled kisses I have ever had. We were both becoming aroused and Terry started to hike up my skirt. He was greeted with a bare white ass because I hadn't put on any panties. His hands were all over my ass, he even rubbed between the cleft and briefly touched my asshole.
"Your tits, your tits," he said. I lifted off my blouse to reveal my pink embroidered demi bra. Terry just buried his black face in the pale freckled cleavage, kissing and nibbling. His hands grabbed at the straps and peeled them down my arms to reveal my large milky-white bosoms. He black face greedily pressed against my breast and began to lick, kiss, and suck my nipples. At this point I literally had wetness running from my pussy down my thigh. I don't remember that ever happening in my life.
Terry pushed me onto the bed and pulled up the front of my skirt. "Ahhh, he said, your have a sweet looking pussy." He then started to rub it with his long thick fingers. Bending over he then kissed my pussy, and then stuck his fingers up in me. "Whoa" he was excited, "your pussy is soaked Melissa. You want me don't you?" I shut my eyes and nodded yes.
He then got off of me and told me to take all my clothes off. While I was removing my clothes Terry removed his. He was build like an Olympic sprinter, no body fat at all. His dick looked very large, not like I've seen in movies before, but still bigger than Bob's little white cock.
Terry climbed on top of me and quickly put his large black cock inside my soaking wet pussy. I probably would have had trouble taking it except that I was so damn wet he slid in fairly easily. He wasted no time and started thrusting like he was keeping time to one of those rap songs they were listening to earlier. He went deeper and deeper inside me, grunting with every thrust. His balls started to slap loudly against my ass. I started to squeal in pleasure. We were making so much noise the neighboring rooms would have had no trouble hearing us.
Laying there beneath his beautiful dark body with him deep inside me was too much for me, I quickly began to orgasm. I screamed and Terry started to jerk and then he let out an indescribable primal moan. He collapsed on top of me.
I was in heaven; I had just been fucked better than I have been fucked in my life. A black man was lying on top of me, and his seed was inside me, just like I had fantasized about for months. I can't describe how much I enjoyed this moment.
After about thirty minutes I slid down the sheet and touched his cock.
"Be careful," he said.
"You don't mind do you?" I didn't wait for an answer. I always wanted to put my mouth around a black mans cock, and this was my chance. I could taste his sperm mingled with my pussy juices. I kissed, licked, and sucked his cock for at least 20 minutes. I could tell he was getting ready to cum again, he grabbed my head with his hands and began to fuck my mouth. He was fucking my mouth so hard it was starting to hurt.
"uurrrrhhhh, shit!" he yelled as he spewed his warm cum against the back of my throat, he was so deep I didn't even get to tasted it. I felt quite proud of myself and I slid back up the bed and snuggled up to my very own black stud.
I woke up at 5am, Terry was in bed beside me, and Jamel was snoring in his bed. I put my clothes on and slipped out of the room. After I got back to my room I took some pain medicine for my hangover and went back to bed for a couple of hours.
I didn't see Terry at breakfast; he entered the class late so I didn't get to talk to him at all that morning. When we broke class for lunch I went to speak to him, but he acted strange. My excitement over finding a dark-skinned lover was now turning to shame as I started to feel he was rejecting me. I hadn't felt like this since college. I sat with some other women at lunch, the only time I saw Terry he seemed to be arguing with Jamel.
When classes were over Terry came over to me and said that I should meet him at his room at five o'clock, I agreed. I just figured he wanted more sex. He was probably ashamed to hang with me but still wanted to use me. I wanted him again so I didn't care if he just wanted to use me. I went back to the room and fixed myself up. I put on tight jeans, and a white button up blouse over my favorite white satin bra.
I arrived at the room right at five and knocked. Jamel opened the door. "Good to see you this afternoon Melissa. Did you sleep good last night?"
"Now Jamel, you know where I slept last night." I said then smiled at Terry sitting in the corner.
"Yes, but the question is, does your husband know where you slept last night?" I was stunned, I couldn't think of a thing to say, I just stared at the floor. "Melissa, you have a choice, you either let Terry and me use you for the rest of this week or I show hubby the pictures I took of you and Terry sleeping in bed together last night. Do you think your husband would mind seeing you in bed with a black man?"
"You took pictures?" I asked with tears coming down my cheek.
"Damn right I took pictures. I want an answer now?" I didn't say anything; I didn't know what to say. Jamel then shouted right into my face "I want a fuckin' answer right now?" I started nodding yes as tears streamed down my face. "Ok, that's better Melissa, you made the right choice. Now here is what is going to go on. I'm going to use you good, I don't give a damn what Terry wants to use you for but he is welcome to join in. You do every damn thing I say. Do you understand?" I again nodded yes.

Now take all of your clothes off. I wiped the tears from my eyes and started to unbutton my shirt. As I took my shirt off and reached around to unhook my bra Jamel started to make comments and laugh. "Damn, look at the size of those tits. Oh, we are gonna have some fun with you mammy." When I let my bra fall Jamel started to jump around he was so excited. "Take your jeans off you thick big-tittied slut." I kicked my shoes off and removed my jeans. Jamel was jumping and shouting more when he saw I wasn't wearing panties. "You didn't tell me she had a shaved pussy Terry."
I was now standing naked in a hotel room with two clothed black men looking on. Tears were still wet on my cheeks. Jamel came over and started to grab my breasts and rubbing all over me. Instead of feeling sensual, I felt degraded and violated. Jamel started biting my nipples and fingering my pussy. The he ordered me onto the bed, on all fours. I complied, he then resumed groping me. It was humiliating, I felt like a bitch being felt up by a judge at a dog show.
"Ok bitch, you're gonna love this." Jamel unzipped his fly and reached into his pants and pulled out the largest cock I have ever seen, it was as big and thick as the ones I had seen in Bob's movies. "Suck it!" he shouted.
I opened my mouth and wrapped it around as much of his ebony cock as I could, there was no way I could put it all in my mouth. He kept pulling his cock out of my mouth and slapping my face with it and saying all sorts of stuff. "You love a big dick don't ya? I'm gonna fuck your white ass good mommy. Does your husband have a dick like this? Terry tells me you like to swallow." He went on and on. Now here is the strange part, I was turned on and was excited that I might get to put that sick man's dick inside me. "Bend over bitch, and get ready to take this big black dick from behind." He laughed "Terry, look at that fat white ass."
Terry had gotten turned on watching all over this. He walked over and sat in front of me with his dick out. "Suck it." He ordered.
I was ready to put Terry's cock in my mouth when Jamel started to put his dick inside me. I have large pink pussy lips so he had to spread my pussy with his fingers. Then he tried to push it in hard but it wouldn't go in fast, he was too big for that. After his dick started to get wet with my pussy juice it finally started to go in deeper. I started to scream in pleasure. Jamel started to push harder and deeper with a steady rhythm. Terry was out of luck because I was writhing from Jamel's special gift. "Terry, she's taking the whole thing." Jamel was balls deep inside me with that huge black snake of his, I guess having kids prepared me for something like this. I came, and then came again before Jamel blew his load deep inside me. Jamel pulled out, and sat in the chair to watch me suck Terry.
I gave Terry a good blow job and let him cum down my throat again. He got up and left the room. Jamel cam over and whispered "Listen here mammy, I want my big black cock licked clean by your pretty pink tongue." I went to work and licked his cock clean. Then he ordered me to lick his balls, he made me lick his balls for a long time. I liked licking his balls, his dick started to get hard again and the musky smell was a turn on. Then he lifted his leg and ordered me to lick his asshole. His asshole smelled of shit, it was totally disgusting. When Terry entered back into the room Jamel had has ass cheeks spread and my tongue was licking his ass.
Terry brought back Pizza for our dinner, I wasn't hungry but they seemed to have a big appetite. I started to get dressed and Jamel shouted and me "who the fuck do you think you are, I told you that you don't do shit without my permission. I'm going to have to punish you." He was quiet for a moment "ok, here is your punishment, you aren't allowed to bathe before class tomorrow."
"You can't do that to me." I said.
"The hell I can't, you're going to smell like my cum all day tomorrow." Jamel laughed again.
After his beer and pizza Jamel fucked me missionary style. This time it hurt taking that big dick. He talked nasty the whole time he was fucking me. He called me names like fatty, slut, whore, saggy tits, on and on he went. With every name he called me he spit in my face. I have to confess that I came over and over, his dick was just so big I don't think he could help but hit the right spot. Finally he pulled out.
"On your knees white mommy, I'm gonna fuck you in the ass." I rolled over but I didn't think he would be able to get it in. Jamel spit on my ass and then started to shove his massive cock in my asshole. I started to howl in pain. He no sooner got it in me than he blew a load of his semen into my asshole. It hurt bad, but at least it was quick.
Terry and Jamel watched a game on TV, while I just lay there naked with cum seeping out of my ass and pussy. It began to get late, Jamel made me sleep in his bed for the night. He said he liked having a white man's wife keep his bed warm.
Wednesday I had to go around all day smelling like his cum, I'm not sure how bad I smelled but I felt like everyone knew. After class he let me bathe, but Wednesday night and Thursday night Jamel did the same things to me. Terry usually just made me give him a blow job. By Thursday noon I had made those black men cum a total of at least 14 times. At one point Jamel told me I was "easier than a two dollar crack whore."
At the end of the week Jamel let me delete the images from his digital camera and we all headed back to Atlanta. Bob picked me up before sunset and we went back to our comfortable suburban home. No sooner were we in the house than Bob started to get frisky. I tried to convince him not to but he insisted on doing a sixty-nine. I know it is a little sick, Lord only knows how much of Jamel's cum Bob tasted that night.
Once we were back to work Terry and Jamel almost never spoke to me, they had used me to their satisfaction and didn't want any more. It took me about two weeks to be able to look in the mirror, I did feel some shame. However, it was the most pleasure I had ever had, and soon I was to go looking for more.
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It was a beautiful spring day and I decided to take advantage of the exhilarating weather by working in my yard. I love flowers and wish I could have my hands in dirt for a living, but alas my time devoted to it is usually relegated to weekends. All of the yard work was now left to me and my oldest son. My husband Bob left me and moved in with another woman. I couldn't blame him too much for leaving. I was enjoying giving my body to black men and he couldn't' take it. In my defense I want you to know that Bob was the one that wanted me to take a black man, but once it happened he couldn't deal with it. That is how I ended up with the entire yard to care for.
I decided to work on the flower beds at the front of the property that day. It was so warm that I put on shorts, and a cute little tank top that had a built in bra which more or less kept my 40d bosoms in check. I had lost some weight after Bob left, and I was now fitting into a size 10. I was still very curvy for a gal about 5 and a half feet tall.
After about an hour of work a large old Buick pulled up beside me. I looked and waved hello. I recognized the car and driver, it was Caesar, an elderly black man that lived three doors down.
He stuck his head out of the window, "Hello Miss Tate."
"Good morning Caesar." I replied as I wiped perspiration from my brow.
"You sure keep pretty flowers."
"Thanks Caesar."
"Tell me Miss Tate, do you think your son would be willing to mow my lawn? I would be willing to pay $30.00 if he would?"
"Ok, well I'm not sure what his practice schedule is. He is at a baseball game right now but I can call him. You want to come inside for some sweet tea while I call him?"
"That would be real nice Miss Tate."
Caesar pulled his car into my driveway and got out. I never realized how tall he was since I usually talked to him while he was in his car. Caesar was about 6 feet 2 inches tall; he had snow white hair and dark black skin. I still don't know how old he is, but he must be near 70 years old.
Caesar came inside and sat at my breakfast bar, and I served him a big glass of iced sweet tea. I made my phone call in the living room and then told Caesar the good news "he said he would be glad to mow your lawn. He asked if Tuesday after school would be ok.
"Tuesday is fine Miss Tate."
"Great."
"You have a nice place here Miss Tate." Caesar said. "If you ever need a man's help around here I sure would be glad to help you out."
"That's mighty nice of you Caesar, but you aren't as young as you once were ya know."
"Well, with what I had in mind Miss Tate I am still pretty good at." He said as he winked.
I couldn't believe it; this old black man was making a pass at me. "Oh I see, well I think you are full of it."
"No m'am, I'm not. I think you are a right attractive woman, I would love to help out if you would be interested. I'm just tryin' to be honest with you, your pretty light skin and long dark hair make me want to do things with you Miss Tate."
Hmmm, now I had been with black men in recent months but not a one of them anywhere near this old.
"Caesar, I really like you but..." Caesar cut me off.
"Miss Tate, why don't you just let me show you what I can do and then you can tell me to get lost if you want."
I didn't respond to him, I didn't have to; he came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my body cupping my large breasts with his huge dark aged hands. I didn't say a word, he just started to massage my big tits though my clothing. I turned around and faced him and he started to lift my top off, out came my pale freckled pendulous 40d tits. He bent over and wrapped his dark mouth around my left nipple. The old man nibbled and suckled with all the eagerness of a nursing infant. I held his head with my hand, running my fingers through his wooly snow white hair.
"To your knees" he ordered. I wasn't sure how he went from begging a few moments ago to ordering me around but I was too turned on to argue. I was clearly in the hands of an experience man. He unzipped his fly and pulled out a beautiful long black uncircumcised cock. "Suck," he ordered again. It was a pleasure to service a cock that beautiful, with every lick and motion his manhood came more and more to life. It was obvious that this man could still perform sexually at his advanced age. His cock grew to 8 or 9 inches at least.
After ten minutes giving his cock loving attention he decided it was time to fuck my white ass. Again he ordered me: "take off your shorts and bend over, you can put your hands on the bench." He seemed to know what he was doing so I did what I was told. I watched Caesar remove his clothes, his long black cock and dark leathery looking scrotum were surrounded by snow white pubic hair, it was one of the sexiest things I have ever seen!
My pussy was so soaked, that's the way it always gets when I am going to be fucked by a big black cock. Caesar had no trouble putting most of it in, the last couple of inches he had to force, but I was still able to accommodate him thanks to plenty of my own natural lubricant. He plunged in and out of me for 20 minutes, after about 15 minutes I came. "
"You like that black cock Miss Tate."
Oh yes, Caesar."
"That wasn't a question Miss Tate." The closer he got to shooting his load he started telling me "push your white ass back to me, push your white ass back to me."
When he was ready to cum he asked me where I wanted it.
"Don't you dare pull that out of me Caesar," I shouted.
"Arrrrrrrrrreeeeeahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!"
The old black man had just filled me up full with his seed, and I and adored it.
We got dressed and he asked when he could come over again. I told him to just stop and talk to me when I'm in the yard. Caesar and I are good friends now, and he comes to see me every so often. I guess his equipment all still works, but it doesn't need to work as often as maybe it once did. It seems that maybe word is starting to get around among the black men in my town that this southern white mom loves to fuck black men.




        