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            Toilet sex in a public restaurant

          

        

      

    

    
      Simon hadn’t noticed it before but the walls were adorned with framed drawings of people having sex, snippets from The Kama Sutra, all kinds of weird and wonderful positions in abundance.

      Did the owner actually want people to be fucking in his toilets?

      Was it an open invitation?

      Simon suddenly realised that the answer might be ‘yes’ and that he might even have secret cameras in place to film people like him, with their slutty girlfriends, in the midst of some good old doggy-fashion toilet shagging.

      Really?

      Were they being filmed?

      No, surely not.

      The toilets of The Mumbai Tandoor restaurant in London were immaculately clean and the smouldering scent of sandalwood filled the air, an exotic and regal aroma, which emanated from a burning candle.

      “We have to be quiet,” said Tanya, eager and ready to be fucked. She loved having sex in public places, especially in restaurant toilets. It thrilled her, got her heart pounding like nothing else. Right there and then, she felt so fucking dirty, like a total slut; because that is what she was. She adored the feeling that she was sexually free, even in the confines of a relationship. She could do anything, with anybody, anywhere; right in front of Simon too. She loved him to watch and he loved watching, because she was the ultimate NYMPHO MANIAC and a self-confessed cuckoldress.

      Her boyfriend eased up her tight-fitted miniskirt and yanked her panties down, hurriedly. He pressed his hand against her lower back and forced her a few inches lower and deeper into the forward-facing wall of the tiny cubicle. He took a brief moment to step back and admire the curvature of her beautifully-shaped ass. She was short, but boy she had all the right curves in all the right places. “Jesus Christ, I love your fucking body, you’re so hot.”

      “Just fuck me Simon,” she said. “I’m so fucking desperate for it, just do it to me now!” she had never been shy when it came to ordering a man to pleasure her and give her what the pussy needed; dick.

      Simon unbuckled before dropping his jeans and boxers to the floor. His cock was long and had good girth. She never got tired of being fucked by his thickness. It stood at half mast, almost hard, a huge penile muscle with veins that bulged out at the sides.

      Her hands were pressed against the forward wall and her legs were spread wide. “Please baby, c’mon, fuck me…”

      Prior to entry, he pumped it a few times with his hand. He took his perfectly circumcised piece and bent it down to her wet pussy lips, guiding the purple helmet down her glistening slit.

      Her cunt was so wet; it was sublime.

      Great globules of pre-cum, seeping and flowing from his cock-head, met with her moist juices; total readiness. It made for a perfect lubricant as he slid himself inside, parting her pink sex with his meaty cock. He thrusted it in and it filled her up, effortlessly, sliding into the tight depths of her vagina.

      She gasped and put a hand to her mouth. “Oh, fuck yeah,” she let out the words in sudden abandonment, frowning with focussed pleasure.

      “Shhh,” he said, his hands pressed on the sides of her fleshy hips, pushing forwards and pulling her back, as he began to fuck her with a good solid rhythm. His movements were slow, deep and smooth. He wanted to go harder and faster, but he kept a reasonably sensual pace; that’s what she liked.

      Someone entered.

      “Shhh,” he continued with a slow pace as the unknown man pissed and disappeared, swiftly, without washing his hands, filthy bugger. They continued to fuck good and hard in the cubicle as the man left and he moved his hands more freely around her curvy hips and the Playboy tattoo that adorned her lower back. His thrusting was more sporadic now as his pelvis slapped against her ass cheeks. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he was whispering as he began to tense up.

      She knew he was going to cum quickly.

      “Yes, baby, do it,” she said, in an hushed yet excited tone, signalling for him to ejaculate in her pussy. She wanted to feel it too. “Come inside me…fill my sweet pussy my darling, c’mon, fill me with that lovely spunk,” her dirty talk came in sultry, hushed whispers; that alone was enough to push him over the edge.

      “Fuck yeah, I’m coming.”

      SLAP!

      SLAP!

      SLAP!

      His pelvis was pounding hard against her soft, fleshy bottom as his cock slid in and out of her sweet, pink tunnel. It sounded with a ‘slapping’, each time. He kept at it, banging away as her hair fluttered from side-to-side with the incessant hammering.

      His orgasm came like a sudden storm, seizing his limbs as he gritted his teeth and tightened his legs, pounding away for dear life as they struggled to stay upright. “I’m cuuuuuuming! Fuuuuuuck!”

      Thankfully nobody else entered as Simon let loose with a full-on, raging orgasm, right there on the premises of The Mumbai Tandoor.

      She covered her mouth as she came too and growled like a street bitch on heat; the one that got used and abused in the alleyways, by all the other big dogs. “Fuck,” she said, dropping her hand and gritting her teeth, “fill me up with spunk, c’mon,” she rasped, short spasms jerking around her lower abdomen, enjoying the warmth of his sperm and the last fluid jerks of his pelvis wall against her well-pounded ass cheeks as he finished the job and they both revelled in the electricity of sudden orgasm.

      This was just the beginning, there would be more full-on slut action that night; much more.

      She was a promiscuous slut, a proper fucking NYMPHO MANIAC, she knew it and she didn’t care. She just loved having sex, feeling cocks in her pussy and her ass and her mouth. She loved being a whore and she wasn’t ashamed to admit it.

      Simon loved it too. He enjoyed every second of their sexual antics, whether he was the doer or the watcher or just sitting in the next room listening to her get fucked by another guy; it didn’t matter.

      They stood and kissed in the cubicle, breathing deeply as the orgasmic haze passed. They smartened themselves up, all smiles and sultry glances of satisfaction. “That was so good honey,” she stated, kissing him again. “I’m so fucking horny tonight, I’m totally gonna’ fuck some other guys, you cool with it?” she asked, out of politeness, but always with eager curiosity.

      “Of course I am, I know the score. Your pussy gets what it needs, I know you’re a NYMPHO MANIAC, that’s why I’m with you.”

      “Thank you so much darling, you know it means so much to me, that you allow me to be such a whore, I do love you.”

      “I love you too,” he replied and they kissed; a loving kiss.

      “By the way, that friend you brought along tonight, you think he’s got a big dick?” she asked, grinning wickedly, clearly interested in being fucked by his buddy.

      Simon just sniggered, not jealous in the slightest. “I don’t know sweetheart, if you’re curious about that then you’ll have to find out for yourself, I’m sure he won’t say no. After all, what man would?” he asked, rhetorically, with nothing but awe and admiration.

      “Thank you darling, I love being your slut,” she kissed him again, on the cheek, and moved up to swirl her tongue in his ear. “Now let’s get back to the table and eat, I’m starving.”

      They discreetly snuck out of the Men’s toilets unnoticed and Simon smacked her ass as she led the way back into the dining area.
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            The waiter that she had to fuck

          

        

      

    

    
      It was an addiction.

      She was a sex addict, essentially.

      A NYMPHO MANIAC.

      She spent half her time daydreaming about sex and being fucked by the men she encountered on a day-to-day basis. And, on most occasions, it went beyond daydreaming. Simon knew this too and wanted to be part of it, by watching her or listening to her recollections of the casually explicit sex she had whenever she damn well felt like it. She loved doing it but she also loved thinking about it and letting her imagination run wild.

      She observed the handsome waiter as he stood by the table, replenishing her glass with a bottle of ice-cold Cobra beer, holding the glass at a slight angle so as to initiate the perfect pour, minimising the formation of head at the top.

      She liked the sound of him.

      He wasn’t English and clearly not Indian. Scottish, by the sounds of it, a Glaswegian perhaps? He was well-spoken and had a deep, baritone voice that suggested natural strength and generous endowment. She glanced down to his trousers and saw the curvature of something long and thick hanging down to the right side. She glanced up again to the waiter, who was smirking; a wry, knowing smirk.

      He knew she was checking him out.

      She smiled too, but the waiter kept his eyes focussed on the beer as he finished the pour.

      She liked the look of him.

      5’9”, a good height for her as she wasn’t the tallest girl in the world. He was well-built too. A natural powerhouse as opposed a gym rat. The type of guy who got all his muscle-building proteins from T-bone steaks at the pub, washed down with pints of beer and doubles of Scotch whisky. He was that type. Naturally strong. A real man. Such men really turned her on and her pussy was getting wet just looking at him. She couldn’t help but think quite vividly about getting his cock out and giving it a good suck.

      She liked the smell of him.

      He wore a luxurious smelling aftershave. It conjured images in her mind of imperial splendours of the old Orient, perhaps a cutthroat shave from the Sultan's barber before sundowners at a colonial club lounge with the Ambassador and his neglected wife. She imagined that she was the neglected wife and the muscled Scot was a secret lover who had come to fuck her in the moonlit shadows of the palace gardens.

      No eyes would see how passionately they kissed as he undressed her or how hungrily he squeezed and caressed her sumptuous bare breasts, voluptuous globes of white flesh that would sway freely in the tropical night air, pale and heavy with luscious pink nips that he would suck on them all night long. He would kiss upon the tapestry of delicate blue veins and her deep cleavage would glisten from the evening’s humidity and the spunk that would spurt between them as her hot Scot came in the night.

      No ears would hear their naughty laughs of adrenalin-fuelled excitement as they enjoyed their secret fun, fucking hard as they moaned and groaned and he made her his secret slut. She imagined the sultry kissing, how she would smile as their wet tongues met at the tips and rolled around in sweet harmony whilst giving each other the lustful eye, that deeply sexual and knowing look that says, I know no boundaries with you, so do with me what you will, just do it, whichever way you want, but do it quickly before somebody catches us...

      She would lay down upon the grass for him and spread her legs as Simon and his boring friends discussed cricket and politics in the club lounge. As they smoked their cigars he would stimulate her vulva with his exploring tongue, spitting on her clit and sucking her moist vagina like a crazy man. As they filled their glasses with port and brandy the Scot would fill her wetness with his huge cock, pressing her buttocks into the grass with each masterful and dominating entry. The climatic release they shared would be a hurried frenzy of physical animalism and uttered sexual profanities, complemented by the familiar sensuality of their holding and kissing and touching.

      “More popadoms, madam?”

      She was still staring at the young man, dreaming of how he would fuck her and basking in his masculine scent of musk, amber and sweet lemon.

      “Madam,” his booming voice echoed around in her dreamy, lust-ridden head.

      Simon poked her, snap out of it.

      “Oh sorry, I was miles away, what?”

      “More popadoms?” he was smiling at her, leering actually, arrogantly. Clearly, he knew that she was up for a fuck.

      “Oh yes, I always want more,” she said in a hush tone, winking at him.

      Simon had invited a mate along, Bart. He looked at Simon from across the table as if to say, what the fuck is going on here mate?

      But Simon was grinning like a Cheshire cat.

      “Oh, and some more of this too,” she dipped her fingertip in an almost empty bowl of cucumber yoghurt, raising the finger to her mouth and rubbing it on her lip and licking her finger like a blatant whore.

      The waiter cleared his throat. “Certainly, madam,” he left the table obligingly and as he turned on his heel she could see that his cock had grown bigger, more visible now, as it grew in his trousers.

      She turned to Simon and whispered in his ear. “God, that Scottish guy is so fucking hot, I’m totally want to fuck him,” she whispered.

      Simon just smiled, knowingly, his heart pounding. The excitement. The adrenalin. That old familiar feeling. And, by God, did it feel amazing. They both got it in the run up to her having a brief sexual encounter with someone new, a complete stranger. It was the sheer thrill of the hot-wife/cuckold lifestyle. After all, this is what he wanted and what he willingly ‘signed up for’. He didn’t need a conventional chick or a sad, boring, lifeless relationship.

      Bart was looking at them, absolutely dumfounded and shocked, not knowing what to think.

      “Enjoy,” he whispered back, “make sure he fills you up with his cock, nice and deep, are you going to do it here?”

      “Sure, why not?” she asked, stroking Simon’s cock beneath the table. “Right here, right now…” she drew the words out slowly, rubbing his face in it.

      Simon continued to smile as she leaned closer and whispered into his ear, loud enough for Bart to hear, “I’ll tell you all about it when we get home and you can have a nice walk. Deal?”

      “Deal,” her boyfriend replied, excitedly, as if he’d just won the lottery.
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            A very private blowjob

          

        

      

    

    
      The restaurant was pretty much empty now. A small gathering of piss-drunk lawyers had just paid the bill and were on their way out the door – perfect.

      The food on the table was delicious – lobster biryani, butter chicken, lamb rogan josh, naan breads and a wide array of sauce bowls. They got what they came for, some of the best Indian cuisine in London.

      But, Tanya was hungry for something else, so focussed on finishing her beer, it was her fourth of the night and they were going right to her head; she got super-slutty when she was drunk.

      Simon was still grinning at Bart, who still looked slightly embarrassed.

      She downed her beer and unbuttoned her blouse, peeking mischievously at the visibility of her soft, deep cleavage. Simon watched approvingly as she excused herself from the table, clearing her throat and straightening her skirt.

      “What’s your name?” she asked the tough-looking Scot as he loitered behind the bar, polishing some oversized, bulbous wine glasses.

      “Gavin, and yours?”

      “Tanya,” she replied.

      “OK, Tanya. So, is there something I can help you with,” he emphasised the word ‘help’, grinning, and giving her curvy little body the once over.

      “Well, you know that cucumber yoghurt?”

      “You mean, the raita?”

      “Yes, the raita. Well, I was wondering how it would taste, drizzled over a succulent kebab of Gavin’s cock?” she smiled at him, glancing down to his crotch and back up to his leering, arrogant eyes. “You see, if it’s on the menu, I would like to have it. Like, now.”

      Gavin started to laugh and looked over to the table where Simon sat smiling, a knowing confirmation that his girlfriend was in fact ‘free game’. The waiter stopped polishing the glass and placed it carefully and professionally upon the bar. “This way, madam,” he guided her through to a private and secluded corridor, by the kitchen at the rear of the restaurant.

      There was a chair in the corridor.

      A plush, wooden, mahogany chair. It was cushioned with luxurious brown leather and patterned with colonial brass studs. She sat comfortably and positioned herself closer to Gavin’s groin area as he stood with his back against the adjacent wall.

      Before unbuckling him, she took a moment to stroke the bulge that pressed against the inside of his trousers, brushing her fingertips lightly over the soft material.

      The girlish curiosity of a life-long slut; the flame that never went out.

      She touched it, with admiration.

      She looked at it, with anticipation.

      She felt the solid crown that lay beneath wondering if the head would be cut, not that it mattered. She unbuckled and unbuttoned his trousers before pulling them down in one fluid downward motion. His cock sprang from the elastic waist of his boxers as they were driven down over his muscles thighs. The dick was long and heavy around the top, so much so, that it bounced around like a trio of snooker balls that had been shoved down to the end of a football sock.

      She pulled the chair closer and began to unbutton his shirt, from the bottom and working up. She caressed his lower stomach, his solid thighs, and round to the firm curvature of his butt. She took a good look at his cock, close up, it was completely shaved.

      This was a nice touch; she liked it.

      It was so smooth that not even a trace of stubble had formed on the pelvis wall, she really liked that and wanted to lean in and kiss upon the musky heat of his most private region.

      Suddenly, she blinked, taken aback.

      Something was falling down from the ceiling.

      A white, creamy fluid.

      She looked up and Gavin was spooning drops of raita down onto the tip of his penis.

      Tanya gasped, laughing excitedly and grasping at her chest. “My God! It is on the menu, well, what a gorgeous kebab this will be. You see, this is the type of meat I really want to eat tonight.”

      He put the yoghurt sauce to the side and stood with his hands on his hips, inching his dick closer to her mouth.

      She licked from the base of his shaft. The sauce was somewhat salty as she ran her tongue across a big shiny vein that was busting out from the underside of his massive penis. His cock was wide and thick in the centre, like a bloody canoe. His top was cut, a bright pink helmet, adorned with a piece of cucumber that sat right inside his cock-eye. She moved her mouth to the top, to the inverted ‘y’. That little scar, unique to the circumcised cock, she knew from experience that ‘cut’ men loved having this part sucked and French kissed; it was extremely sensitive. She blew on it, knowing that the feel of her hot breath would get him going, confirmed as she heard him moan through a deep exhalation of breath; heavy and aroused. She tilted her head to the side and placed her lips and tongue upon the scar, giving it a luscious, wet, sensual kiss. She sucked and kissed, hungrily. So much so that she soon had him gasping and hyperventilating, she could make any man cum in her mouth in a matter of seconds, but she didn’t want that, she wanted something else.

      She stopped, before he got over-excited.

      She held his cock carefully and bent down to tickle his balls with the tip of her wet tongue, before sucking on them. Then, the final lick of the shaft, from the base right up to the top, where she had been sucking on his erogenous scar and tasting all that lovely yoghurt sauce. And, that is when she took it, biting it with her teeth, swallowing it, that tiny little cube of diced cucumber that sat clinging ever-so-slightly to the inside of his cock’s eye.
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            A subtle back-door entrance

          

        

      

    

    
      Simon had said, make sure he fills you up nice and deep, but he hadn’t been specific about which part of her body should be filled.

      Naturally, she assumed that the choice was hers.

      She had sucked him like her life depended on it but stood up now from her knees, from her dick-sucking duties. She stood straight and looked him in the eye whilst squeezing him with her hand, right around the centre of his meaty, well-hung shaft with a closed fist. “You’re not going to cum in my mouth,” she stated, like a naughty school teacher.

      “No?”

      She wriggled from side-to-side and yanked her skirt high above her waist to reveal the juicy curvature of her pale white hips and a tiny little triangle of pubic hair. She had no panties on, they were still in her handbag from the toilet-fuck she’d had with Simon, earlier. She leaned in to whisper in his ear and caress his shaved head. “But,” she whispered, sensually, “you can fuck me from behind and cum in my ass…”

      “He put a hand around her neck and pulled her in for a kiss.”

      She pulled back. “No kissing I’m afraid, I’m a good girl, I have a boyfriend,” she winked at him before turning around to face the wall, splaying her high-heeled legs wide apart as she stood, just enough for him to have good access to her tight little A-hole. She licked a middle finger, coating it in saliva, and reached back to moisten it up, massaging it with a wet finger.

      Gavin stroked at the Playboy tattoo.

      When you see that, you just know the girl is going to be hot and dirty when it get down to fucking…

      He probed the entry point with his big, hard, boat-like dick; ready to sail his canoe up the aft valley.

      His cock-end was pulsing and throbbing to get inside her ass, glistening with a thick layer of slick pre-cum which would make for a natural lubricant as he penetrated the anus. He wedged it in. Pushing, slowly and deliberately, looking down with pride and watching as every inch of his cock disappeared up her backside.

      She gasped. “Yes!” she spat the word out, hushed, but with a tone of eager encouragement. Give me more, it said, push it in deep.

      He did. He pushed further, searching for her unknown depths and the end-point of her sacred little tunnel.

      “God, you’re big,” she gasped again.

      He eased his cock out of her body, with focussed attention, caressing her full waist with his strong palms and getting a good, solid grip as he pushed his dick in again, all the way, right to the back-end.

      Out again, carefully.

      In again, slowly.

      Each time, he re-entered a bit faster and a bit deeper.

      Eventually, he pressed all the way in to her deepest point, really deep inside her.

      It felt so good, his eyes were tightly closed, enjoying the intensity of every movement. He was getting lost in the sensations, unsurpassed, as the inside wall of her tight little butthole clung around his dick like a tailor-made suction tube. The pre-cum had done the job nicely, making it all wet and slick. Everything felt soft and lubricated in that ‘tightest-of-tight’ holes; a thing of beauty. There was no friction and she was in no pain, just pleasure. Each time he went in, he wanted to fully penetrate to an even deeper spot. Holding his manhood deep in her, holding onto that feeling, that sensory pleasure, tensing it up as it throbbed around the inner walls of her anal tract.

      She was soon gasping for air in what sounded like the sudden onset of a chronic asthma attack.

      He wanted to go faster, to lose control, he hadn’t enjoyed the sweet tightness of a woman’s anus for such a long time and it was driving him crazy.

      He worried too that his boss might drop in and see that there was nobody, absolutely nobody, waiting the tables. He could get the sack. Well, he was already being ‘sacked’ by a customer, her beautiful ass was going to drain his ball sack and he couldn’t wait to finish up inside her.

      Fuck it!

      He decided that life was too damn short not to enjoy moments like this, sliding in and out of this amazing woman’s tight ass, it was worth it.

      If you’re going be fired from any job, whether you’re a waiter in an Indian restaurant or a Vice President in an oil company; it’s best to go out ‘in style’.

      He had to stop himself from going faster, though, he didn’t want to hurt her. This should be a gentle operation, but it felt so good, so tight. “Fuck, I want to cum inside you so much,” he told her, massaging her hips as he thrusted his pelvis into her cushioned landing pad, pounding her, in a solid but slow rhythm. A little harder. A little faster, with each and every deliberate motion.

      “Yes, do it. It feels amazing, you’re so big. Cum inside me baby, please, let me feel your spunk…”

      He upped the pace, slamming her ass hard, riding the storm to new heights of anal-sex pleasure. He made an ‘O’ shape with his mouth, taking deep, deliberate and focussed breaths, groaning from the back of his throat as the onset of ejaculation rained down from the skies above. “Oggghhhhhh, fuck…” he tried not to be so loud but couldn’t help it, he groaned so loud that her boyfriend probably heard him, as he sat at the table drinking beer with his friend and Gavin was there with Tanya, ready and poised to shoot his load in his girlfriend’s ass. “Fuck, fuck, fuck…” he swore each time he stabbed into her crevice with that meaty canoe, each time his body slapped against her fleshy ass cheeks, “I…am…coming…” he gritted his teeth as he felt the heated fluids warm her insides. He shut his eyes tightly, banging away, relentlessly until his load was well and truly emptied in her ass. He unloaded so much spunk that it was free-flowing back out of her asshole, dribbling down her ass-cheeks and down onto the floor.

      “Oh fuck, yes, yes!” Tanya was in seventh heaven, she loved guys doing her ass, it was one of her biggest turn-ons, especially if they were well hung like this rough, handsome Scotsman. She liked his cock, and she liked him. He was a tough, sexy, arrogant bastard. Intense with it, too.

      As the waiter finished his orgasm, all the tightness of her back tunnel had suddenly turned incredibly thick with wetness, it was a thing to be savoured. The last few thrusts felt extra good as the bodily juices enhanced the sensitivity around his shaft. He slowed to a gradual finish and fought to control his breathing. “Fucking amazing,” he said, “I didn’t expect this when I started my shift, Jesus H. Christ woman.”

      She giggled, naughtily, as his penis fully slid out from her back door, with a squelch, thickly-coated in glistening cum. She turned to him as his man-juice trickled down from the lower folds of her bottom, down her inner thighs. Her face was beaming with excitement as she felt it tickling on the insides of her legs. She lowered a hand and scooped up some of his salt with her finger tip, putting it to her mouth and licking it; then sucking, seductively. “You know what?” she said to the flustered Scot.

      “What?”

      “That tastes much better than your cucumber yoghurt.”

      “I told you, it’s called raita.”

      He really was an arrogant bastard, but she liked him.
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            Confessions of a promiscuous young slut

          

        

      

    

    
      Tanya returned to the table and sat down, shuffling her chair a few inches closer to her boyfriend, slinging a hand round his neck and drawing him in for a passionate kiss.

      Simon obliged and playfully smacked a hand on her bare thigh, squeezing it as he slipped her the tongue – a deep, sloppy, French kiss. Her lips belonged to him. Him and him only, well, most of the time. He knew how she loved a nice wet ‘tongue’ kiss, especially with watchful eyes in the midst.

      Bart watched awkwardly, drinking his beer and getting hard over Tanya’s blatant sexual confidence.

      They both stopped tonguing at the same time, as if French kissing in public was an endeavour subjected to some kind of universal Oxygen starvation limitation. She put her hand down to his crotch and massaged the boner that lay beneath the buttons of his Levi’s, where a wet patch was already visible.

      He continued to squeeze her thigh as they stared at each other, the silent moment of asking and telling between cuckold and the slut girlfriend, following a spontaneous ‘bull run’.

      Tanya suddenly coughed and giggled before urging Simon to get back to the food and their dinner guest.

      Simon followed suit. “Try the lobster biryani mate, it’s sensational,” Simon encouraged his mate to try the luxurious and tasty dish.

      “Cheers,” Bart didn’t hold back and started to dig in. “Look, I have to ask,” Bart enquired, “you two, you know…well, you’re clearly into, well you know, that…so, if I may ask, how did you get into it?”

      “Into what?” Tanya teased him, liking that he was finally starting to loosen up now after God knows how many bottles of beer.

      “You know, this sexual freedom thing that you guys have going on.”

      Tanya looked at Simon. “Can I share the story?”

      “Sure,” Simon gave his consent.

      “Well, you know that Simon and I were neighbours in our school days?”

      “No, I didn’t know.”

      “Well, we were, we lived on the same street.” She informed him, matter-of-factly. “You see Bart, even back then, I was a very horny young girl. A proper little slut, if you will. I just loved fucking from the very moment that I lost my virginity, I couldn’t get enough of it and wanted every man in the world to put a shot of his cream up in my pussy.”

      Bart listened with fascination, frowning, his mouth agape.

      “Now, back then, I had a dirty little secret.”

      “Oh?” Bart’s dick was getting hard under the table. He wanted to get it out and start having a wank, right there and then.

      “Yes, you see, I was fucking several men on the street and most of them were married,” she looked at Simon, who seemed slightly uncomfortable. “Are you OK with this, honey?”

      “Sure, sure,” he smiled and squeezed her bare thigh, reassuringly.

      “Simon’s older brother was newly married at the time, he was one of them.”

      “Wow,” Bart hadn’t seen that one coming, he frowned at Simon, in surprise.

      Simon just flicked his eyebrows up in the air, as if to say, yup, my big brother is a dirty fucker, and so am I, so deal with it…

      Bart looked back to Tanya, giving her the nod to continue.

      So, she did. “One day, Simon caught us at it. I had been playing volleyball at school and decided to walk home, Simon’s brother had spotted me on the pavement and so stopped to pick me up in his car by the side of the road. My shirt was moist with sweat and my nipples were really visible. I did that often, on purpose, to enjoy the attention of men with their eyes all over my full, young breasts. I was a proper little cock-tease.”

      Nothing has changed, thought Bart, glancing down at her breasts and imagining her pert nipples beneath a dripping wet t-shirt.

      “He told me to hop in and within seconds I could see that his dick was nice and hard, just by the mere sight of me in the flesh. He asked if we should drive out to the usual ‘spot’ to have a nice hard afternoon fuck-session in the back of his car but I told him no. I needed to take a shower and asked if I could go back and get washed up at his parent’s place. I was really into doing kinky stuff back then so told him that I would wear his Mum’s jewellery and her expensive perfume and ride him like a whore on his Mum and Dad’s bed; where they slept and made love.

      “Holy shit, what did he say?” Bart was hanging on her every word.

      “He agreed, obviously. No man would have said no to the chance of a fuck with me. I was a seductive little whore and I loved having sex with new men. I still do,” she winked at Bart.

      Meanwhile, Simon was replenishing her glass with a chilled beer.

      Tanya drank down half the glass, in a thirsty succession of gulps before smacking it down on the table; drunk. “So, we had a wonderful fuck that afternoon. Simon’s brother has a really big cock, you see, and at that age it just filled me up so nicely. We went up to his parent’s bedroom and he joined me in the shower. He washed my entire body, even shampooed my hair. Meanwhile, I was giving him a nice hand-job with his Mum’s best Chanel shower gel, stroking him up and down with both hands as we kissed beneath a powerful stream of hot water. I stopped playing with his dick when he said he was about to cum. I didn’t want that, I wanted to fuck, really hard, so I told him we should relocate to the bed. So, we dried ourselves off a bit and he took me to the bedroom, nobody was due home for some time so we just went for it. He was a big guy, his brother, and I don’t just mean he had a big cock. He was tall, muscular and heavy. He made me wild when he got on top and started pounding me with his solid body. I was so loud that afternoon, I couldn’t hold back, not for a second.”

      “Yeah, you were loud,” Simon intervened with a snigger. “I still remember it, like it was yesterday,” he informed Bart. “I heard her moaning as soon as I opened the door, you see, I wasn’t expected to be home either. Not for another few hours, at least.”

      “What did you do?” Bart asked, inquisitively.

      “I just did what any hot-blooded man would do. I went up to the bedroom and watched them at it. I got my cock out and had a really amazing wank. It was the most beautiful and intense wank ever. I suppose that was the very moment, right there, where my obsession with watching Tanya with other men started.”

      Tanya took over. “When I saw him, standing there, with that big tool in his fist, wanking it up and down,” she explained to Bart, “my heart pounded. It was amazing, his cock was even bigger than his older brothers! No other feeling could compare to it. I fell in love with his cock and the way that he watched me and wanked his cock. From that moment, I suppose it became a mutual obsession. Every time we do it it’s like we are trying to recreate the intensity of that particular moment,” she stopped for a few seconds and drained the rest of her glass of beer. “Anyhow, I positioned his brother back on the bed so that I could ride him hard, on their parent’s bed, in front of his younger sibling. I told him to close his eyes, so he couldn’t see me, or see that I had eye contact with Simon. I wanted Simon to share the moment with me, every moan and every time I said ‘fuck me’ was for Simon, so he could enjoy it and cum for me; like my own private crazed animal. I loved watching him, as he watched me. I started saying things really loudly. ‘Fuck me baby, fuck me hard, I want to taste your spunk,’ it was all directed at Simon, and when I saw that stone-cold look of frozen concentration on his face, I knew he was going to shoot his load. And, he did. It came spurting out in thick, heavy loads, cupped up in his hand as his face twisted and morphed in a silent scream. In that moment, I was riding his brother’s dick like a mental bitch. It was so good, like nothing else. I had the most earth-shattering orgasm as his brother filled me up with a huge fountain of his hot sperm. We all came together, all three of us, it was a real family moment,” she chuckled, crunching into a popadom.

      “Holy fuck…” were the only words Bart could muster, he was almost coming in his pants.
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            A blowjob under the table

          

        

      

    

    
      Tanya moved seats, to the other side of the table, next to their most humble guest. “Is it getting you hard, Bart?” she whispered. “Listening to all this talk about how much I love to be fucked by other men?” she spoke in a soft, seducing voice. “About how I like to touch them and stroke them and get them aroused? Then how I like to suck them off and ride their cocks till they shoot all their warm spunk into my tight little pussy?” she giggled as Bart blushed, awkwardly, clearly getting hot beneath the collar. “Well, does it?”

      Bart looked at Simon, who appeared to be squeezing his crotch and pleasuring himself beneath the table, Jesus Christ, he thought, they really are into this – this is crazy…

      Yes, it was crazy, but Bart was starting to like it.

      “Does it get your dick nice and hard? Answer me, please.”

      He turned to Tanya, he fancied the pants of her. “Yes, it does,” he said. He wanted her so badly, always had, she was so fucking sexy and hot. Now he was finding out, first hand, just how sexy and hot she really was. It was more than that, too, she was a fucking NYMPHO MANIAC!

      “Is your cock hard right now?” she shuffled a little closer and stroked the outline of his steadily growing erection, before giving it a gentle squeeze.

      “Oh my God, yes,” he shivered as she did it. “Fuuuck,” he surrendered to her touch, exhaling with relief and staggered discomfort, evident from his breathing and the wide-eyed sternness of his face, like a rabbit caught in the headlights. But whatever was happening, whatever this was, he wasn’t going to stop it. He felt like a prostitute was forcing him into something, is that what you are Tanya? A slutty little whore? he thought to himself, getting lost in her sultry eyes. She was relentless, shooting an occasional glance back to Simon who enjoyed these little shows that she put on for him.

      She noticed that he had quite reasonably-sized cock. “Simon?”

      “Yes, darling?”

      “His cock is really hard for me honey, I think he might want me to take it in my mouth and suck it,” she said, but continued to look at Bart, opening her eyes and nodding, the way a motherly teacher might urge simple answers from a retarded child. “Is that what you would like me to do, Bart? Give you a nice blowjob and make you cum?”

      “What, here? Right here? You mean, like, underneath the table?”

      “Mmm, yes, what a lovely suggestion, underneath the table…” she was nodding with enthusiasm.

      “No, no, I didn’t mean it like that…”

      “Look Bart, do you want this to happen, or not?”

      “Yes, err, yeah, I mean…” he looked at Simon, like, is this really OK?

      Simon just nodded and smiled reassuringly; he’d seen it all before.

      “Yeah, I mean yes, I want it. So…” he cleared his throat in an attempt to lower his voice and man-up, “…let’s get down to business then, shall we?”

      Tanya chuckled at his half-hearted attempt at being dominant and assertive, but she did appreciate it. She got up from the table and looked around, making sure that the restaurant was still empty, it was. She moved round to the side of the table and kicked off her high heels as Simon lifted up the overhanging table cloth and she got down on her knees, crawling beneath the table.

      She positioned herself between Bart’s legs and unzipped him, allowing his erect member to spring out, amidst a short shrubbery of ginger pubes. As she took it in her hand she realised that he actually had a pretty big piece. Not just that, but it was nice and slippery, sliding about in her hand, helped by the wetness of his pre-cum. It must have been dribbling out the tip of his cock for the last hour or so. As she began to lick up the shaft of his dick she heard him moan from the table-top above.

      Meanwhile, Simon was fully unzipping his jeans, discreetly, to masturbate properly as Tanya sucked his friend, down below. He might want to cum at the exactly same time as Bart. After all, it would be unfair if his friend got to have all the fun.

      Beneath the table, Tanya licked up to the top and squeezed around his meaty centre, coaxing out more pre-cum so she could lick it up and get a good taste. A thick globule appeared, almost instantly, and she took it on the tip of her tongue. It tasted sweet and sugary; not salty and sharp like proper jizz. She enjoyed the sweetness as it slid down the back of her throat. She savoured the taste. She could sip on that sweet juice all night long, she moaned and purred as she prepared to fully fill her mouth with his big dick. She was going to give him a blowjob that he would never forget. From now on, each time that he snuck off to the bathroom for a ‘secret wank’ he would be fantasising about her and how good it would feel to fuck her, or to watch her being fucked by another man; like his good friend Simon had the privilege of doing, so regularly.

      She took it close to her mouth, the head was like a brilliant purple mushroom, throbbing, just begging to be swallowed up into her deliciously warm mouth. She gathered a nice big pool of saliva and slowly allowed it to drip from the tip of her tongue onto his bulbous helmet. As it flowed from her mouth she began to move her tongue around his shiny top, with circular motions. She made sure that he felt the pressure and wetness of her tongue, with each and every motion. After five slow, deliberate circles, she stopped to lick her lips and drink up all the pre-cum that was steadily leaking from the tip, it was too good to waste. She opened her mouth wide and placed the shaft on her magnificent tongue, wide and pink, allowing his large cock to glide across the surface and effortlessly slide all the way into the back. She focussed on breathing through her nose and totally relaxed her throat as his cock began to enter her oesophagus. It went so far down that it changed the shape of her neck; the head of his dick was poking out of her neck like it she had some kind of mutant Adam’s apple or something.

      Up at the table, Bart’s face was a picture.

      Simon was just sitting there, chugging away on his dick as his girlfriend put Bart’s cock, deeply and carefully, down the back of her throat.

      The waiter came to the table with eager curiosity. “Everything OK here?” asked Gavin. “Another round of beers, maybe?”

      “Yes,” said Simon, casual as you like, as he stopped playing with his dick momentarily. “Another round of beers and three doubles of Black Label.”

      “Certainly, err, is he OK?” Gavin pointed to Bart who was staring at the ceiling with wide eyes and a gaping mouth.

      “Oh, yeah, he is good. He doesn’t get out much, that’s all.”

      Gavin laughed, but stopped suddenly when he heard a gargling, gagging sound, like some kind of throaty reflex. He looked down to the table and saw that it was trembling ever-so-slightly. He looked to Simon, then to Bart, then he smiled back to Simon, nodding with a knowing glint in his eye. “I’ll be back with those drinks in a moment,” he flashed a wink to Simon. “I think he’s gonna’ need a few doubles though.”

      Meanwhile, under the table, Tanya was sucking Bart’s balls and wanking his shaft, so slick that her hand slid up and down with perfect ease. Each time she took his balls in her mouth, she sucked on them tightly, to the point that he would feel slight pain; then she would duly release them to tickle his testicles with the tip of her tongue. Time to finish him off, thought Tanya, as she heard Gavin delivering the drinks to the table above.

      She was ready for another beer and a whisky.

      So, she decided to end the blowjob with what she considered to be the ultimate technique in ‘hand-to-mouth cock stimulation’. The cock had to be sufficiently lubricated, with natural juices – saliva and pre-cum – which it was. She held the shaft with a closed fist and guided it into her mouth, once again, putting it in deeply enough that her lips met with her thumbs grip, at the base. She started to bob her head up and down to the motion of her wet lips against his cock, keeping her fist and lips together as ‘one’. It was a classic combo of sucking and fist-pumping that involved a bit of twisting as the upward and downward motions became faster and more deliberate. She was going to suck all the juice out of his balls. She wanted it, that delicious pre-cum had put her in the mood for a mouthful of real sperm, and she knew it was about to arrive. She squeezed harder and sucked more, slurping away on his deliciously hard penis, ready for a mouthful of cum.

      His thighs tensed in a sudden climatic arrival and his cock began to spurt shed-loads of white, gluey spunk into her mouth, right down her throat, as she greedily swallowed the entire load.

      He was shaking and trembling, like a leaf.

      As Gavin had remarked, he would need a few doubles after this.
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            Tanya and Raj in the ‘back room’

          

        

      

    

    
      “Excuse me, gents, nature calls,” Tanya excused herself for a toilet break. She walked past the bar where Gavin was chatting up an extremely attractive MILF that had just dropped in for a take-away. She winked at him and he winked back just as the door chimed and a muscular and athletic man entered the premises.

      “Alright, Raj,” Gavin welcomed the tall Indian who had wide shoulders and a long, well-groomed beard. He kept in shape and had the body of a youthful heavyweight boxer.

      “Not bad, thanks mate, I came straight from the gym. We busy tonight?”

      “Nah, not really, should be a quite one,” Gavin noticed that Tanya had stopped to loiter, as subtly as she could. Of course, there was nothing subtle about her. She had her arms folded and was staring up at the chef, who was famous in London for his popadoms as well as his tandoori marinades and exquisite curry recipes.

      Raj noticed the wry smile on Gavin’s face as he raised his eyebrows and slanted his eyes to the girl. He turned to look at her, as she glared up at him with her sultry eye. He smiled, and his eyes lit up as he noticed how beautiful she was; he was clearly flattered by her interest. “Hello,” he said, “are you dining with us, tonight?”

      “I am.”

      “Good, I hope the food pleases your palate.”

      She smiled, giving his massive body the once-over, allowing her hungry eyes to settle around his jogging pants and the heavy tool that peeked out, visibly, at the left inner thigh. “Yes, I’ve seen a few things that could definitely please me,” she said, wanting to take the man, there and then. She especially wanted a taste of his body and that beautiful big dick that was poking out at the surface of his tracksuit trousers. It looked long, thick and beefy – a perfectly exotic fuck-tool – she was ready to have some fun with it.

      Raj coughed and excused himself; he had to get changed for the shift.

      Tanya looked at Gavin, who smiled mischievously, nodding for her to follow him to the staff changing room. He flashed another wink, it said: don’t worry, it’s quiet back there, I’ll make sure nobody interrupts your little fuck session.

      The room was small and the walls were draped in reams of burgundy velvet, a kind of makeshift wallpaper. It was an unusual feature but added warmth and atmosphere. Tanya stood by the door and watched the popadom maker as he removed his top and bottoms. He stripped down to his y-front underpants and the full shape of an enormous cock was perfectly visible; enticing her. His body looked like it had been carved out of granite, boasting perfect symmetry and muscle definition. He had some body hair, but not too much. He must have worked hard in the gym to keep a body like that.

      As she watched him, all she could think about was how hard he could work on fucking her pussy. How his hard body and long, meaty stick could pin her pussy to the burgundy-draped walls as she clutched her arms around the veins that bulged in his thick neck. How she would wrap her stiletto-clad legs tightly around his hips so that the heels would meet on the cheeks of his tight, sculpted ass. She imagined how easily he would be able to hold her up, fixed against the wall, and just keep on fucking her, banging away at her pussy like a relentless fuck-machine.

      She pressed her thighs together as her imagination ran wild, watching him shuffle around in a wardrobe, looking for his chef’s outfit.

      Her pussy was throbbing.

      Flushed.

      Heated.

      Moist.

      Hungry.

      Fuck it, she thought, peeling up her skirt and reaching down with her right hand, down to her vagina. She started to masturbate, slowly, with slick, precious circling motions around her delicate pink folds and meaty young clit. She couldn’t hold back and suddenly began to flick vigorously at her clitoris with the pressing touch of her middle finger. It was so wet, she imagined her juices gushing all over his cock, squirting all over it as he moaned and groaned in total sexual abandonment.

      She wanted him so badly now.

      Raj heard the shuffling noise and turned to see her standing there. He just stood, in shock, as he realised what she was doing – fingering herself as she watched him get changed.

      They both just looked at each other, not knowing what to say.

      Her face was a picture of desire as she held his gaze, breathing heavily and panting excitedly as she continued to play with her pussy. She looked around, back in the hallway, making sure they were still alone. “Fancy a quick fuck?”

      His eyes widened, staring into hers. Then, his gaze dropped down to her wet sex as she sensually massaged its most delicious parts. It looked so pale and soft and perfectly wet. It was winking at him. Begging to be licked and tasted. Begging to be fucked.

      He nodded his answer: oh yeah, come here now and I’ll fuck you hard, bitch…

      The huge package in his pants was now growing into full-on ‘monster cock’.

      She entered the room fully and shut the door behind her, hurriedly, as the big man peeled off his y-fronts, to reveal a huge fuck-pole that hung heavily between his legs. It was brown, long and veiny, as she knew it would be.

      So, do with me what you will, just do it, whichever way you want, but do it quickly before somebody catches us…

    

  



    
      
        
          
            Chapter Eight

          

          

      

    

    







            A horny cab ride home

          

        

      

    

    
      The taxi ride home was both interesting and unexpected.

      It had been a hell of a night.

      Good beer.

      Good food.

      Good sexual adventures.

      Tanya was quite drunk as she’d knocked back quite a few beers and several double whiskies. She enjoyed the slightly stale aftertaste of the alcohol combined with the salty remnants of Raj’s cum that had laced the inside of her mouth as his muscled legs had trembled and he had shot his load in her mouth. That, of course, had been after he’d fucked her senseless on the carpeted floor of that tiny little room and she’d turned him on his back to ride him before squirting on his dick. She then tasted all her own lady juice as she sucked his dick like it was the best dick in the world; a dick that had been put on God’s earth to be pleasured and sucked. Indeed, he came and she drank him down like it had been her absolute duty to do so. Lashings and lashings of lovely cum; she’d been thirsty for his taste. She’d swallowed him down, moaning eagerly, squeezing all his juice out and pumping him with her fist, right to the very last drop.

      They both lounged comfortably now on the back seat of the cab and enjoyed a deep, wet, French kiss.

      Simon too could taste the cum as he sensually swirled his tongue around the inside of her mouth. It was a sharp taste, somewhat bitter and slightly medicinal. It was addictive. The taste of sex. It was the taste of other men but it didn’t matter, the taste of men who had been ramming their cocks into his lovely Tanya; mouth, pussy and ass. It was his duty to taste it and love it. It thrilled him to do so.

      The night wasn’t over and in Tanya’s mind there were more men to be fucked. One of them, was the driver of the taxi…

      The Hackney cab swayed recklessly from side to side, like a boat steering its way through a storm, creaking and squeaking as it took the corners, the way Hackney cabs do. There was a strong musky scent of cocoa and iris, from a previous customer; or so he guessed. Simon could sense that it was turning her on as she kept stopping to sniff the air and moan in a very specific, sexual way. Most probably, it was reminding her of someone, another man that she’d fucked, once upon a time.

      It was getting Simon turned on too.

      She kept doing it as they kissed in the back seat and he massaged her breasts, strongly and firmly, through her top. He then moved down to place his hand upon the inside of her thigh, to caress with his blunt fingernails, before moving his hand up even further. He put his hand up her skirt to probe around at her pussy (her knickers were long gone). She was wet. It was always a bit of a mystery, precisely what it was that went on in her mind that made her pussy get so wet. The thoughts and memories that got her so painfully and shockingly aroused. He always knew though that she would be switching it up in her head. Even as he fucked her, she would respond differently, on different occasions, all because of the man who she wanted to be fucking her in her mind, at that particular moment. Sometimes she would opt for some dildo action as a ‘side dish’, to slide it deep into her ass and fantasise that he was there with them, in the bed, fucking her ass from behind whilst she was on top of Simon and riding his dick.

      Whatever it was that went on in that perversely wicked mind of hers, it didn’t matter; he loved it. He wanted more and more of it and he prayed to God that there would never be a day for as long as he and Tanya lived that she would never, ever, stop being such a slutty nympho bitch. Because, he would never get tired of being her cuckold.

      As they continued to kiss in the back and Simon had his hand up her skirt, Tanya kept darting her eyes out to the side, catching the gaze of the driver.

      The driver kept looking up to the rearview mirror and enjoying the view, watching as they groped and fondled each other in the back.

      She caught the driver’s eye and flashed him a wink, flirting with him as he struggled to keep his attention on the road.

      Simon was stimulating her now with his middle finger, making swirling motions around her clit and down to the inner-wetness of her pussy lips where he would cradle his finger, ever-so-slightly inside, teasing her. He clearly knew how and where she liked to be touched. Her pussy was hot, wet and slick with multiple layers of bodily fluids. It was his own fluid, from when he’d fucked her doggy-style and shot his load in the toilets of The Mumbai Tandoor. And, it was all the cum of the other men she’d opened her legs for that evening.

      She halted the action, momentarily, and playfully slapped her cuckold boyfriend across the face, smiling at him mischievously, before darting another glance at the driver.

      Simon suddenly caught on as to what she was up to and smiled at her, then at the driver.

      Meanwhile, Tanya pulled her miniskirt up as high as it would go, spreading her legs wide like the exhibitionist slut that she truly was. She gave Simon full access now, to finger-fuck her pussy, as well as giving the driver a full-on view of the private little show that would be just for him, right there in the back of his cab as he drove along and tried not to crash.

      The driver had to focus now on a very delicate balancing act. Safety first, drive the car. Second, enjoy what was happening in the back.

      She waved a hand at him and he lowered the plastic flap that separated them. “Yeah, can I help you love?”

      “Listen, if we get the journey for free, we can go somewhere quiet and you can come back here and fuck me! You interested?”

      There was a sordid adrenalin in his bloodshot eyes as he quickly smiled and nodded his head.

      “Right, drive us to a good ‘spot’ then…”

      The driver hastily obliged, pulled a U-turn and changed the route, onward bound to a quiet area where he could fuck the brains out of this filthy little whore, whoever she was.

      “Get her warmed up honey,” she invited Simon to tease and stimulate her pussy, playfully and seductively, stroking his cheek.

      The flap was still open and the driver could now hear everything she said. He dropped a gear and picked up some speed. His cock was growing hard as he manoeuvred the steering wheel and drove like a bat out of hell.

      Simon slid his finger in and out of her slick cunt as she moaned, loudly and sensually, for the benefit of the driver. She pouted her lips with an open mouth and ran her thick, wet tongue right across the length of her top lip, slowly and provocatively, eyes at a slant. She maintained eye contact in the rearview mirror, so the driver could imagine that it was he who had his finger inside her. “Fuck me!” she said in a desperate hush, clearly directed to the driver. “Oh, fuck yeah,” she purred, teasing him as his eyes grew ever wider in the rearview mirror. “Uhhh, uggghhh, c’mon baby! Fuck me…fuck me…fuck me…” she was talking right at him, teasing him to the fucking moon.

      Simon put all his effort into fingering her, as good as he could, getting her ready for the main event.

      The taxi veered violently around a tight corner and they almost went off the road as Tanya giggled, drunk and horny, as she continued to get finger-blasted on the back seat.

      The driver couldn’t concentrate, he was like a hell-bent man on a mission.

      Tanya laughed, devilishly, and enjoyed the silent anticipation as they finally reached their destination and the driver cut the engine, launching himself out the door.

      It was a secluded rural area, a perfect ‘spot’ indeed.

      He was already unbuckling himself as he opened the back door. “Right mate,” he said to Simon. “I think I can take over from here, eh?”

      Simon looked starey and intense as he enjoyed the sheer adrenalin of the situation; like it was some kind of a drug. He smiled, in a trance, and obeyed the driver’s order. He was breathing heavily, like a dog on heat.
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            Cuckoldry at its finest

          

        

      

    

    
      The driver slammed the door shut as he crouched into the back of his cab.

      Tanya was laid back in the back corner with an arm stretched out across the starboard window. Her legs were spread, wide open, one heel on the floor, the other one up on the worn leather seat, waiting for him to come and abuse her; all for the cost of a taxi ride home (what a slut). Her pelvis was flushed pink and her smile beamed with darkness as the older man got closer and she realised that the scent had been coming form him, it was his cologne. She knew the one: Dior Homme Intense; pure sex in a bottle. “Hmm, you smell nice,” she purred. “Are you gonna’ give it to me nice and hard?” she asked in her youthful, silky, sultry voice.

      She reckoned he was around 50-years-old. He was in good shape, handsome too. He had a ‘macho’ thing going on. He carried a bit of beef and had a slight beer belly, but she liked that, a real man. He removed his shirt to reveal a barrel of a chest, thick with a fuzzy layer of blackish-grey hairs. She noticed that he had a British Army tattoo on his right arm as he perched himself on the edge of the leather seat, to remove his trousers and unleash a long, thick, well-aged cock; a good seven-incher. He sat for a moment and looked down at her pussy before taking a deep breath. “Fucking hell,” he said. “I’m gonna’ enjoy every fucking last second of this,” he was devouring her with his eyes, like a hungry beast.

      “C’mon then, do it! Don’t just look, fuck me,” she said, urging him on.

      Simon stood outside in the chilly evening air, watching at the misty rear side-window of the taxi. His trousers lay at his ankles, in the dirt. His cock was in his hand and he pumped it up and down, enjoying the feel of the chill night air against his purple helmet; wanking himself off with frantic but pleasured aggression. Through the half-steamed window, he watched the man’s heavy body as it laid down upon Tanya, pressing her down against the leather seat as he got himself into a good position on top of her. His pale white arse was soon pumping away at her pussy, in and out; it was a wonderful sight.

      She was loving it too, really stroking and feeling him, all around his entire body.

      This was ‘Classic Gold’ for any cuckold.

      His cock was slick with pure excitement and he slid his hand over and around the shaft, squeezing it and enjoying all of his most sensitive points, applying the right pressure in the right areas as he watched his girlfriend getting shagged by a stranger. The driver was fucking her hard now and the vehicle was rocking ever-so-slightly. He could hear her moaning too and coaxing him along. “Yes! Fuck me, give me your big fucking cock. Yes, oh yes, baby…” she was really going for it and Simon had the impression, as he sometimes did, that none of it was really for his benefit; she just loved getting fucked. After all, she was a NYMPHO MANIAC. It was so good though, better than any porno video in the world, and the fact that it was a ‘live show’ made it so much better. He would cum soon, getting more lost in the action as he watched them.

      Her legs were spread wide on the seat, her plump little ass splayed out, her arms were wrapped around the driver’s neck. She was kissing him, sensually and passionately. Fuck, he thought, she’s not supposed to kiss them, but she has her tongue down his throat? She must be really drunk, and really fucking horny of this guy.

      She was talking dirty to him too.

      He was smiling like a right cheeky cunt and saying things back; returning the filth.

      What are the saying?

      He wanted to know, he wanted to shoot his load, so badly.

      He continued to watch.

      The driver upped the pace as she rubbed her hands over his solid, hairy chest. All the while, he was looking at her, closely, an inch or two from her face. She was licking her lips, moving her tongue around, in a sultry tease. That’s what they were chatting about, he wanted to see her tongue, it would make him cum.

      It was going to make Simon cum too. He watched like a crazed deviant in the night, through the misty window, as they fucked like dogs on that sweaty old leather seat; worn to bits. He watched her tease him some more with her whorish tongue, saying dirty things, as he pounded her cunt. His ass was moving faster. She gripped his neck and looked up to him with her mouth wide open. He pounded her to hell and flooded her pussy with his spunk.

      Simon watched the whole thing. He was trembling and shaking like a leaf as he himself began to ejaculate at the very same time, in perfect synergy. His mouth was wide open and he clutched a hand over the top of the cab, ripping away at his cock.

      He heard a noise, like tyres over gravel, a car was stopping by the main road but he didn’t care.

      Tanya hadn’t even glanced at him from inside the car, not once. It was like he wasn’t even there. It was such a thrill. He touched the end of his cock against the cold metallic door as he shot out thick bullets of sperm. The heavy juice flowed down over the vehicle’s fuselage as he growled with satisfaction.

      He looked in at his beloved Tanya and she looked back now; adoringly and lovingly. Her face was bright red, a picture of sexual satisfaction.

      Simon was so lost, in love and lust and orgasm, that he hadn’t taken notice of the flashing lights and the Police car that now approached…
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      Tinder Slut - The next episode from Simon & Tanya

      Cuckold & Slut Wife (a similar themed cuckold adventure from Charles & Sandra)

      The Office Slut - saucy workplace porn
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