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I met my husband when I was 20. He was 15 years older and had been married twice. He knew I was a virgin and although I was ready for sex and made it clear that I could be had about 3 weeks after we started dating, he refused to fuck me until after we were married.
I was more than ready. Mike could get me hot just kissing the back of my neck. I thought he was going to do the deed the week before our wedding. We had been out on the town and came back to my parent’s house. We did a little fooling around on the couch. It was the touchy-feely stuff we had done before but all of a sudden, his hand was in my panties and he was sliding a finger into me. I fell back on the couch and spread my legs wide, my skirt slid up to my waist. I was giving him total freedom to do what he wanted with my body. He jumped up and left me to my own devices. Frustrated, I masturbated twice that night.
The night before our wedding, I tried to get him to fuck me. I shamelessly threw myself at him, tugging his cock out of his pants while he was driving me home. This time, he allowed me to give him a blow job. It was the first time for me. We pulled into the driveway and he spread my legs wide while he fingered me to an almost orgasm. He stopped just short of getting me off and, once again, he left me to satisfy myself.
My wedding dress had a full skirt and 30 buttons down the bodice. It showed off my cleavage and, at Mike's suggestion, I wore thong bikini panties and thigh high nylons underneath. After the wedding, he reached under my dress to remove my garter. Unseen by the crowd, he also stroked my pussy through my panties.
We left for the hotel, still dressed in our wedding attire. On the drive, he reached inside the bodice of my gown and stroked my hardened nipples. He whispered that he had arranged a special treat at the hotel, one that would take care of my pent up frustration. I couldn't wait for him to finally claim my cherry.
I stroked his cock through his pants to make sure he was as excited as I was. When we got to the room, I fell back on the bed. He kissed me deeply and slowly lifted my dress to my waist. He began massaging my cunt. I was so wet the crotch of my panties had disappeared between my pussy lips. I was moaning with anticipation and desire.
He stopped and looked at me. "Do you trust me?" he said. "Of course, I replied. He reached under the bed and produced two hand cuffs. He used them to cuff my hands to the bed. He tied my legs to the foot of the bed with two scarves and slid a pillow under my ass.
He walked over and opened the door to the adjoining room. I was shocked when two men entered. Bill was a tall, muscular Swede. Joe was even bigger, a black man that could have been a pro football player. Both were very good looking and completely naked. I realized why they were here and began to struggle against my constraints.
My new husband sat next to me and ordered me to remain still. He told me he knew I was a far more sexual human being than he was and these two men could service me all night. I was humiliated, lying there with my legs spread for these strangers. Bill began undoing the buttons to my gown and Joe began kissing the inside of my thighs.
When Bill finished unbuttoning me, he looked at my husband and asked if he should continue. To answer him, he reached over and opened my top, exposing my breasts. They’re fairly large and they sagged slightly to the side. Mike pushed them together and offered them to Bill. My nipples were already hard when Bill took one in his mouth. It felt incredibly hot. In spite of myself, I moaned with desire. Joe drew his tongue across my exposed pussy lips, an unexpected sensation that caused me to buck my hips forward. He laughed and cupped my ass in his hands lifting me higher. "This white bitch is so hot, are you sure she's cherry?" he asked my husband.
Bill began trailing kisses toward my other nipple. To my shame, I found myself turning toward him so he could get my nipple into his mouth. Joe used his tongue to dig the crotch of my panties out of my soaking cunt and, pushing it aside, he sucked my clit into his mouth. He slid a finger deep inside me and whispered that he could feel my cherry.
Bill straddled my face and I opened my mouth to accept only the second cock of my life. I sucked it like the cum hungry slut I knew I had become. I felt Joe's finger, wet from my juices, penetrate my ass as he worked harder and faster on my clit. I came hard and soon tasted Bill's cum.
Joe covered my body with his. "You can call it quits now or ask me to fuck you with my black meat. If you want me to do it to you, your husband will untie your legs so you can put them where they belong."
I could feel his cock rubbing against my belly. It felt huge and wonderfully hot. "Fuck me!" I hissed.
Mike unlocked the hand cuffs and my legs were untied, freeing me to react easily and completely to these wonderful sensations. I wrapped my legs around his waist and asked him to fuck me again. He took my hand and placed it on his cock. "I'm going to do your pussy and your ass," he said. "Put it where you want it first."
We both watched as I hurriedly slid the head of his cock into my pussy. I immediately began pushing up against him. It had been a long and frustrating time and I knew I badly needed a cock deep inside me.
"Your wife is one hot little bitch," he said. Holding my ass still, he thrust forward until his cock met resistance. "Feel that? It's your cherry." He smiled at me as he thrust forward, burying his cock all the way inside my cunt in one quick thrust. "Now it's gone." he said.
I should have felt some pain but I was so cock-crazed that all I could do was cum. I was fucking him as hard as he was fucking me, both of us crying out loud enough for anyone walking down the hallway to know immediately what was going on.
He pulled out abruptly and positioned his wet cock against my butt. In my frenzied state and as wet as I was, it didn't take him long to work himself in. When I felt him finally slide all the way into my ass, I used my finger on my clit as he banged my back door with his cock. I came twice before he emptied himself into my ass.
Bill rolled me over and took me from behind, telling Mike, “I’m going to fuck your bitch like a dog.” His cock was pumping me hard and he reached under me to squeeze my tits. Joe sat on the pillow in front of me and I took him in my mouth, making him hard again. I drained them both that night and asked my husband for more. I had no idea how often I had been fucked but I knew I liked it and these two men would be a part of our lives. It's been five years. We're still married and Joe and Bill still visit whenever they want me.
Sometimes just one will show up. Occasionally both will arrive and take turns. My husband has started videotaping some of our activities including a wild session last summer on the deck of our boat at Lake of the Ozarks.
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Even though we were friends and roommates, Sam and I both dated Sara when we were in college. He knew her first, often talking about the girl with the perfect little bubble butt. "It's like a fresh peach," he used to say. "You just want to bite into it and taste the juices."
About as far as he ever got with her was a mutual masturbation session at a frat party. They got drunk and began a heavy make out session on a couch in a dark corner of the frat house. He reached around to play with her ass as she straddled his lap In the past, she had always stopped him. That night she let him lift the back of her skirt and slide his hand down the back of her panties.
After a few minutes, she raised up and allowed him to move his hand down her ass and between her legs. He knew at least two guys stopped what they were doing to watch. "With her skirt up around her waist and her panties pulled down off her butt, they were getting a great view of a world class ass," he said. "An ass that white in a room that dark was bound to attract attention."
When he penetrated her pussy with his finger tips, she buried her face in his shoulder and raised her ass higher, urging his fingers deeper. Spreading her legs to allow him even greater access, she shamelessly exposed her wet and wide open cunt to anyone in the room as she whimpered through an orgasm. When it came, her legs shook as though an electric jolt had surged through her body. She returned the favor by unzipping his jeans and pulling his cock out, then wrapping her small hand around his cock and pumping until he came all over his shirt.
He introduced us a few weeks later and we soon became a couple. Other than that one time with Sam, she never permitted any public displays of sexuality. It took me six months to talk her into a weekend away from campus. After we began fucking in private, she would allow almost anything. Our sex life was fantastic and I always thanked Sam for his frank appreciation of her ass.
I married her shortly after we graduated from UGA in 1990. Sam married a year later and got divorced a few months ago. Soon after they split, he dropped by and we had a few too many beers. He confessed that one of the reasons for the divorce was he never really got over Sara. He told me he fantasized about her when he was making love to his wife and still wanted a piece of that peachy little ass of hers.
Instead of being angry, I found myself oddly excited about another man, especially a black man, enjoying her body. When she came home I dragged her to bed immediately. As I slid my cock in, I whispered Sam's fantasy to her and suggested she imagine I was him. She protested but I was amazed at how strong her orgasm was. I realized immediately that there was still some unfinished business between them.
We talked about it afterwards and she soon confessed the little mutual session they had enjoyed years ago. She blushed as she said he could have had her that night if he had pressed a little more. She said her first thought when she raised up off his lap was to give him room release his cock. "I could tell it was big and I was drunk and incredibly horny," she said. If he had pulled it out, I would have settled my cunt down on it and fucked him right there in front of everybody. When he started to finger fuck me, I knew he wasn't going to do me so I gave him a hand job."
Sara said she always wondered what it would have been like. I told her I knew the whole story before I ever met her and I was OK if she wanted to explore the fantasy with him. She blushed and rolled over.
Our sex life for the next two weeks was fanfuckingtastic. I tried several times to edge her toward a hot night with Sam but she always refused and changed the subject. Last fall, we planned a labor day weekend at Amelia Island with Sam and his new girl friend and the opportunity came up again. This time, she didn't change the subject.
We settled into adjoining rooms on Saturday afternoon and that night we went to a few local bars. Sam danced with Sara often and, on the slow dances, he pulled her very close. Late at night she buried her face on his chest much like I imagine she did that night in the fraternity when she let him finger fuck her in public. His hand strayed very low on her back, I knew he was itching to squeeze that sweet little ass. I thought she might have welcomed it, too.
When they came back to the table, Sam got into an argument with his girlfriend. She was angry at all the attention he was giving to Sara and they left to continue the discussion in private. I noticed Sara was flushed.
In the car, she leaned against me and placed my hand between her legs. Even through her jeans, I could tell she was wet, She undid her jeans and spread her legs for me. As I worked my hand down her damp panties, she told me what had happened on the dance floor. She could feel his hard on pressing into her tummy. It excited her to know that she still had that effect on him. As they danced, he pressed his thigh between her legs, putting pressure on her pussy.
Rather than pull back, she said she melted against him. In the darkness of the dance floor, she began masturbating by slowly rubbing her cunt on his leg as he gently rubbed his cock across her tummy. His hand movement toward her butt was an attempt to cover her trembling ass as she came. She told me she was sure he came, too.
While she told me the story, I slipped one then two and finally four fingers into her pussy. She grabbed my arm and squeezed hard as she experienced a massive orgasm just when we pulled into the hotel. Rather than stop for the valet, I pulled on through to the other side of the parking lot. She went down on me under a street lamp, almost devouring my cock. It was absolutely the sluttiest thing she had ever done and we both knew she would fuck Sam before the weekend was over.
It happened Sunday afternoon.
When we got to our room, we could hear Sam and his girl friend still arguing through the adjoining door. It got intense as she accused him of not wanting black pussy. "All you want is that white stuff!" she screamed. Sara and I fell into bed and screwed like minks.
We were supposed to meet them for brunch. He was late and alone. He told us he had driven her back to the airport and thought he might check out and return home right after we ate. Sara and I urged him to stay and leave with us on Monday. He agreed.
About half way through our meal, I could sense something between Sara and Sam. Both were fidgeting and looking at each other with barely disguised lust. When Sara's leg bumped mine, I looked down and noticed what was causing her problem. Sam had taken his shoe off and slipped his bare foot under her sun dress. He was stroking her panties with his toes. Later, I found out that he had worked the crotch of her thong aside and was massaging her clit.
She excused herself, saying she was tired and thought a nap might be in order. A few minutes later, still obviously aroused by his under the table activity, he left. I muttered something to him about visiting the gift shop and walking out to the pro shop to see about an afternoon tee time. Subconsciously, I knew what was about to happen and I was arranging to take myself out of the picture.
I returned to my room about a half hour later. It was empty but the adjoining doors were open slightly. I could hear them. She whispered, "Now, Sam. Put it in now!"
I heard them both moan. The next sound was that familiar rhythmic wet sponge sound of a well-prepared cunt being fucked. I nudged the door open just enough to see. They were both completely naked. He was on top and she had her legs wrapped high around his waist. I could easily see his black cock slamming balls deep into her and pulling almost completely out. Her pussy lips extended as he pulled back, almost as if she didn't want to lose any of his dick for even a second. Both had been wanting this for years and they were fucking with the kind of fierceness that a decade of pent up frustration can create.
Her orgasms were coming in bunches. She would scream though a big one and whimper through 3 or 4 small ones. I could tell by his hip action that he came at least once inside her. He slowed down momentarily, then thrust hard and deep, bellowing through his cum. He started fucking again when she seemed to lose consciousness. He legs fell to her side and she stopped thrusting upwards to meet him. He pulled out and gazed down her body with frank appreciation for how great she looked and for what they had just done.
With her thighs apart, I could see her pussy, still almost as wide open as it had been when his cock was still inside her. It was leaking his cum and her juices, a tremendously erotic sight.
He rolled her over and began to caress her ass. She began to respond to his touch as he seemed to almost worship the curves of her ass. I began to appreciate again, the perfect shape of it. I watched as he drew his finger from the top of her crack down towards her ass hole. He lingered there for a minute then continued to the top of her pussy where he began to tease her clit. She moaned as the sensations started to course through her body again, then lifted her ass up, giving him the same free access she had offered him years ago in the frat room.
This time, he wasn't going to let the opportunity pass again. He slipped the head of his cock into her waiting hole, then spreading her ass cheeks wide with his hands, he penetrated her completely in one swift movement. She collapsed to the bed but kept her ass raised and her pussy at just the right angle to allow Sam maximum penetration. She curled her legs back over his and lifted her shoulders as he cupped her breasts with his hands. They began a long, leisurely fuck as he thoroughly enjoyed the coolness of her ass cheeks and the heat coming from her red hot pussy. As they began to build toward a frenzy, he cock moved faster and faster, whipping the cum he had left in her to a froth. It coated his black cock with a white film that made it almost as pale as her sweet ass.
When they collapsed, exhausted from their two hour marathon, I silently closed the door and left them alone.



        Turning Her Out

        Biker husband lets Black friend take his wife.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/turning-her-out

Title: Turning Her Out

Author: User1

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Biker husband lets Black friend take his wife.

Tags: blouse bra, wide open, rising falling, cute ass, deep inside, cock slowly, cock, button blouse, pussy wet, pussy lips




She was a little white chick I had wanted to bone for a long time. She was one of those too damn sexy bitches that make most men drool just by walking into a room but she was married to a biker friend who had placed her strictly off limits. I knew her story, she was one of those teen virgin types that he picked up when she ditched her boyfriend after her high school prom. Three hours later he had her draped over the seat of his scoot while he was popping cherry doggy style in the parking lot of our clubhouse. She followed him around like a puppy after that, fucking him anytime he wanted a little piece but absolutely refusing to do him in public.
The club lost both our party ladies, the snow sniffing bitches that did any of the guys on Saturday night. We had gone several weeks without any and J.D. decided he would turn his wife over. "Anything for the cause," he said, "besides, I need me a little something strange from time to time and she needs some serious fucking while I'm doing somebody else."
"Come on down Saturday," he said. "I'm going to make her pull the train and you're going to be the first in line. She's never had any black dick, anyway."
I walked into the party room about 8 that night. He was sitting on the couch, the one that's reserved for showtime fucking. She was sitting at his feet, wearing one of those school girl wrap skirts and a loose fitting white blouse. "Here's the man who's going to fuck your ass off," he said as I approached.
She turned and slowly looked up at me. Her face was a mixture of nervousness and fright. She knew she was about to become one of the sluts she so often sneered at, a bitch whose every hole was open for fun. "He's so…" her voice trailed off as she went pale, then blushed furiously when I dropped my jeans, standing completely naked in front of her.
"Black?" J.D. said.
"Big," She whispered, staring at my half hard dick.
For the record, I am big. At six feet eight inches tall, I was a foot and a half bigger than she was. At 280 pounds, I was almost 200 pounds heavier. My cock fits the physique. It looks normal on me but I know it's a lot larger than average.
"Show him what you're giving him."
Blushing even more and no longer looking up at me, she raised her knees to her chest, then slowly spread them. The skirt fell to her waist, exposing a perfectly shaved pussy. It was already a little wet. Maybe he was playing with her before I arrived, maybe she was just excited about what was going to happen to her.
I knelt down in front of her. She kept her face buried against his leg to hide her embarrassment. Her chest was rising and falling with her every breath. I could see one of those frilly little bras under her blouse. It did nothing to hide nipples that were already little bullets.
"Shit, man, J.D. really is turning out his bitch," I heard someone say. "Black dude's gonna stretch that pussy way out of shape," said another. Several of the brothers gathered, discussing who would get her cute little ass next.
I rubbed my index finger across her mouth then inserted it, feeling her tongue, thinking my finger was probably as big as his cock. I slowly traced down her throat until I hooked the top button of her blouse. It took just a little tug to pop the button loose. I went to the next button, then the next until her blouse was completely open. I could see the brownness of her nipples just peeking over the top of her bra. I reached for the center clasp and opened it.
The bra was a little too small for her growing breasts. Combined with a quick intake of breath, it popped open, revealing her tits to a crowd of cheering men. I caressed the sides of those tits with my fingertips, then palmed one. For the first time, she reacted, turning her face toward my hand and kissing my wrist. Her mouth felt incredibly hot. I couldn't wait to feel it wrapped around my cock.
My hands slipped down to her ass, Cupping one cheek in each hand, I lifted her pussy up to my mouth. The way her skirt slipped down her thighs slowly exposing her pussy was damn fucking hot! I held her suspended like that for a few seconds as I savored what I was about to eat. Her head and shoulders were on the couch next to her old man. Her ass cheeks were in my hands.
"Fucking A! Look at that little pussy. You ever seen anything that wet and wide open before?" said one of the guys.
I kept my mouth just off that pussy for a minute, letting my breath tickle her cunt and enjoying the aroma. I looked up and marveled at the way her tits looked, rising and falling, framed by the open blouse and bra. Quickly, I moved in, capturing her clit between my lips. She screamed and bucked upwards, trying to bury that little bud in my mouth. She hooked her legs over my shoulders and I reached up with my hands to grab her tits. She was thrashing and bucking her ass, coming hard and suddenly oblivious to the crowd that gathered.
JD quieted her by covering her mouth with his. She devoured his tongue, sucking it in as hard as she could, moaning under the oral assault on both sets of lips. I was pushing my tongue deep inside her, at least as far as white boy husband's little dick had ever reached, I thought. I let her come down a bit then brought her back to an almost orgasm three more times. She was crying in frustration, needing my cock or any cock at that point. She reached down and undid the button at her skirt waist, letting it fall to the floor and leaving her totally exposed from the belly down. If she had any doubts about becoming our new party whore, they went away with that single act. She was already a cock-crazed slut and everyone in the club knew it as well as she did.
I draped her face down across the arm of the couch, her cute little ass spread and waiting. I grabbed her blouse and bra and ripped them off. I took my cock in hand and drew it down the crack of her ass. "Raise it up, bitch, don't make me work for that pussy."
She raised up on her tip toes, desperate for relief. I raked my cock head over her clit and watched as she shivered in anticipation.
"He's going to do it," she whispered to J.D. "He's going to fuck me in front of all your friends. He's getting ready to. . ."
He grabbed her hair, lifting her head off his lap. Freeing his cock form his pants, He lowered her face onto it. As she sank her face around his cock, I slowly penetrated her pussy. When I was half way in, I suddenly thrust forward as hard as I could, burying myself entirely inside her, raking her hard little clit with the last few inches of my cock. She came almost immediately as J.D. thrust upwards into her mouth. She was getting the first double-dicking of her life and loving it.
I picked up the pace, enjoying the little yipping noise that came from her mouth every time I was all the way in and enjoying the way her pussy lips stayed around my dick as I pulled back. "Damn, look at that!" Somebody whispered. "His dick is turning her inside out."
Then I came, flooding her tight little cunt with a couple days worth of cum. J.D. cut loose with his wad a few seconds later, coating her jaws and chin with his juice. I held my cock in place, deep inside her for a few minutes, then withdrew as quickly as I entered the cunt.
I stepped back and one of the guys pointed out that her pussy lips remained wide open. In a few more seconds, my come started to drip out of the hole. Slowly her cunt closed up and she sagged to her knees.
"Can we have her next?" asked the Banyon brothers. They did everything together, even fucking.
"She's warmed up and ready," said her husband. The boys made a bitch sandwich out of her, one sucking on her tits from the front as the other began probing her asshole. She was going to be wasted after tonight, I thought.
I grabbed a beer and my pants and watched them perform a d.p. with her on the floor. An Oreo sandwich never looked that tasty.
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I knew she was interested when she kept glancing at me nervously. She was one of those tall white women with legs up to here and a head full of stories about black sexual prowess. I had been jogging and the sensation of my silk shorts against my cock had stimulated me to full readiness. With nothing between my hard on and the outside world except that thin layer of cloth, it was easy to see my state of mind and how much tool I had to work with.
Yes, she was interested.
I sat down at the little outdoor cafe, taking a table just across from hers. I stretched out so she could see all the way up the inside of my thigh. She wanted to look but was too embarrassed to stare. I began talking with her and she responded slowly at first. When my lunch came, I instructed the waitress to sit the plate on Marie's table. It was a bold move and she remarked on it.
"In Georgia, gentlemen don't invite themselves to a ladies table."
"We're in Boston," I said. "and this gentleman does what pleases him."
She blushed at my boldness but continued with the conversation. While I finished my lunch, I began thinking she was a true submissive, but one who had never been told what to do before. As I sat there with a rock hard cock and nothing to lose, I decided to play it out.
"I'll pick you up tonight for dinner and, of course, you'll be the main course. Where do you live?"
"Oh, I could never give out my address to a strange man," she replied.
"Then don't," I said. I gave her my address and told her to be there no later than 7:00. She looked almost stunned as I threw some cash on the table and walked out.
She was prompt. Right at 7:00 the doorbell rang. She had on a short, black halter top dress. It showed off her bare legs nicely. The accessibility it gave me to her body also showed off her subconscious desire to be fucked by a black man.
I fed her well. I opened a second bottle of wine and sat next to her on the couch as we talked. After a few minutes, I pulled her to me and covered her mouth with mine, my hand going immediately to her breast. Her hand landed on my thigh and nervously fluttered there for a moment before she broke away and stood up. She was flustered and also aroused by my rough approach.
She started to speak. I rose my hand to silence her. "I am the boss here and you will do as I say. Tonight, I will do with you whatever pleases me."
She looked both shocked and excited at my statement. I waited a moment for her to fully realize what would happen if she stayed. She stood there expectantly, nervously shifting from side to side. When we both knew she had passed up the opportunity to leave, I issued my first instruction of the evening.
"Walk over to the dining room table." I instructed. She did as she was told.
"Now lay the top of your body across the table."
She obediently turned around and stretched herself across the table.
The position raised her dress so that I could see all of her fantastic legs and almost to the point where her ass was exposed. It was a delicious sight but I wanted to see more.
"Now lift the back of your dress so I can see that sweet little ass."
Slowly she lifted it to her waist, showing me a well-proportioned ass only marginally covered with white thong panties. The thin strip between her legs only covered her slit, leaving the rest of that sweet gap between her legs uncovered. I wanted to taste it but I had to dominate her first.
"Now reach between your legs and prepare yourself for me," I ordered.
I watched as her trembling fingers touched that moistening spot that I would soon own. She gasped as she began to stroke herself and I watched as her pussy lips began to spread and the thong slip between them.
"Tell me the truth, now. You came over here with that little nothing of a dress on and almost nothing underneath. You were hoping something would happen. You were praying that I would fuck you."
"No. No I wasn't." Her fingers kept working their magic. I noticed that she had quit stroking the length of her cunt and was just concentrating now on her clit. It was time. Now that she was fully open for me, I stood up and walked toward her. Instinctively, she spread her legs wider, anticipating what she knew was coming.
"Pull your panties down so I can get a good look at that little pussy," I said.
She slid them down over her buttocks, just framing those ass cheeks and pointing the way to her fully opened cunt. She gasped when she heard me pull my zipper down and reached for the other side of the table, stretching herself out and preparing for my entry. I dropped my hard cock on top of her ass and slowly drew it down her crack until the head was poised for penetration.
I looked down at what was being offered. Her ass was creamy white, her panties even whiter still. She was ready and waiting, needing desperately to be fucked hard. "Ask me for it." I demanded. "Tell me what you want."
"Fuck me." she whispered. "Do it now." It came out of her mouth almost as a gasp, as though she couldn't believe what she was saying.
I placed my hands on her butt and slammed forward hard, entering her completely in one motion. The force of the penetration caused her to cry out and moved the table several inches forward. As she rose up slightly in reaction to the suddeness of the encounter, my hands reached under her and rudely yanked the front of the dress down to her waist. I palmed both of her breasts, each a perfectly shaped handful and felt her first orgasm build.
I slammed into her harder and harder. The more ferocious the fucking, the more she came. Soon, I exploded deep inside her and pulled out. She slumped backwards, slowly collapsing onto the floor at my feet. The dress was bunched at her waist, the panties a white flag of surrender just below her ass. I knelt at her head and slowly slipped my cock into her mouth. I dipped my fingers into the wetness of her cunt, then began to massage her clit. The action between her legs seemed to encourage her orally. Soon she was sucking me to full hardness again.
This time I rolled her onto her back. quickly yanked her panties off and pressed those long legs against her tits, exposing that freshly fucked cunt to my most intimate inspection. At my instruction, she found my cock with her hands and put it back where it belonged. She came twice more before I emptied again. This time, I left my cock inside her and felt the last tremors or her orgasm die away. I had to share this woman with my friends. I wondered if she would open herself up to two black lovers at the same time?
It would happen.
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Fucking other men's wives, especially white women, is my passion. I've found it to be relatively easy to find neglected ladies and break them in to black loving. It started several years ago with a cute, young blonde who lived down the hall in my apartment complex. We took a walk around the lake one evening and I ended up taking her from behind as she grabbed a tree for support.
I've had several more since but what happened last Saturday was unique. Usually my fuck sessions are without hubbie's consent or knowledge. Seducing women is what makes me feel alive. This time, a husband asked me to do his wife. He worked in my office as a temp for a few months and he had heard of my penchant for white women. A few weeks after he left, he called and asked if I would meet him and his wife at a bar downtown. He said he wanted me to meet her.
When I arrived, I saw a very nice looking, demure woman about 30 years old. She seemed nervous and didn't talk much. Most of the time, she just looked at the tabletop. Occasionally, when she thought I wasn't looking, she would sneak a quick peek at me.
He explained that their sex life had been boring until they had fantasized about a threesome. Until a few days earlier, they had left it as just a bedtime arouser. She agreed that the idea was erotic but I wasn't getting the feeling that she wanted to take it to the next level as much as he did. He explained that this was just a get acquainted meeting to see if the chemistry was there. For me the heat was there, she had a hot little body and those high, round tits that always make my mouth water.
As the evening ended, I walked them to their car. She seemed a million miles away until I opened her door. Uttering a little cry, she grabbed me and gave me a hot-as-hell openmouthed kiss, grinding her cunt on my thigh. I responded my grabbing her ass and marveling at how soft and squeezable it was. I could feel her heart, pounding like a trip hammer on my chest.
As suddenly as it began, it ended. She jumped back and got in the car, closing the door after her. Hubbie, who had been watching with a nervous but hopeful smile, just shrugged and got into the car. They drove off and I thought that was the end of that game.
He called the next weekend and said they had talked about our encounter that night and several more nights. Each time, he said, the sex was as great as it ever had been. Would I be interested in "seeing more of Kendra" he asked, emphasizing the phrase to make sure I got the full meaning. We agreed to meet for dinner. At his suggestion, I took a cab so we could all ride back to their place in one car.
She was very nervous at dinner, but dressed to kill. She was wearing the classic little black dress and it was obvious from the cut of the dress and the little bullets where her nipples were that a bra wasn't part of the uniform. The dinner table conversation skirted the reason I was there. Whenever I started to go that way, she would blush furiously and change the subject.
When we left, hubbie put us in the back seat of the car and started to drive us to their house. I began some innocent foreplay. Nibbling on he neck, stroking her knees, biting her ears, Soon she was kissing me just like that first night. Twice my hand wandered up the inside of her thigh almost to her pussy and twice she clamped her legs shut, whispering, "Not here, not in the car."
I caressed her tit and she covered my hand with hers, mostly to hide the activity from her husband, who was watching us in the mirror. She stopped me from lowering her dress to go "skin-to-skin," though.
When we got to their house, He poured a glass of wine and I began kissing her again. This time I ran my hands down to cup her ass cheeks and discovered only a tiny little thong panty stood between me and her sweet, white pussy. Suddenly, she pulled back and grabbed her wine glass. Downing it in one gulp, she went into the living room and sat in a chair. I took the couch, unsure of what was going to happen. At this point, I was horny as hell and needed relief.
Kendra whispered she had never been with any man other than her husband and the thought of doing something like we were planning, especially with him watching, was more than she could handle. All three of us talked about it for a few minutes before she excused herself. It was just a bathroom trip, she said. "I'll be right back."
She did some back and took her chair. As we talked, she stretched and spread her legs just slightly, aiming the view at me in such a way that her husband couldn't see what was going on. I looked down and noticed that she had taken off her panties, exposing herself completely to me.
I turned to her husband and told him he needed to go buy some beer. He understood immediately and left the room. I waited until I heard his car pull out of the driveway, then told her to come over to me.
As she stood in front of me, I ran my hands up the back of her legs until I had her butt covered. She was trembling with fear and excitement at what was about to happen and she slowly dropped to her knees. Kissing her again, I lifted the front of her dress until I had exposed her pussy.
I ran my fingers through her cunt hairs and down to her clit. She fell backwards, pushing me away. Her dress was all the way up around her waist now and I looked down at her pussy. It was wet and fully open.
The moment was broken when she cried out, "I can't, I can't." She cried as ran from the room.
Angry at this prick teasing bitch, I left the house and walked until I could hail a cab.
Hubbie called Saturday evening and asked me to come back over. I told him I wasn't into any more game playing. He put her on the phone and all she said in a tiny little voice was, "I want you to come over and fuck me."
Hot damn! That was the hottest proposal I had heard in a long time.
I drove over, thinking I must be a complete fool but I had to take one more shot at that pussy. When I got there, he showed me into the bedroom.
She was lying on the bed, her face turned away from us. She was wearing the smallest possible black bra and panties. The contrast with her alabaster white skin was startling. Then I noticed her wrists were handcuffed to the headboard and her feet were tied to the foot of the bed with scarves.
"Man, I don't do this kind of thing," I said and started to leave.
"Please stay." It was that tiny little voice again. She was pleading with me.
He explained. She wants you to fuck her. She just can't relax enough to let it happen. She asked me to tie her up, that way she can fantasize that she has no choice but to let it happen. I agreed but with two rules.
Looking at Kendra, I said slowly, "Any time you want it to stop, all you have to do is say the word. And I won't fuck you until you put it in. Can you handle that?"
I looked at her again. Damn! She had a hell of a body. "Kendra, do you want this?" I asked.
Blushing furiously, she nodded her agreement.
I stripped, then sat at the side of the bed. Hubbie sat in a chair. I began stroking her belly, using wider and wider strokes until I was touching the underside of her breasts. I undid the front clasp and for the first time, saw her perfectly round tits. She took a deep, ragged breath as she realized that the first bridge to her eventual slutdom had been crossed. I used my fingertips to tease her nipples into hard little bullets. Little yips and moans came from her mouth. Her heart was beating so hard, I could see it pumping beneath her breast.
I leaned over and captured a nipple with my lips, gradually sucking most of her small, perfectly shaped tit into my mouth. She was pushing her chest up, enjoying the heat and the sensation. I could hear her husband saying "Oh, Jesus, Oh Jesus," over and over to himself. I was wondering if he could watch the defilement of his wife much longer without stopping us. I wondered what I would do if he did. I wasn't sure about her but I knew was to far gone to stop.
I moved to her other nipple and was pleased that she turned her torso toward me to hurry the sensation.
This time, I slid my hand down her belly and pushed it abruptly under her panties, claiming one of the wettest pussies I've ever felt. She almost came at the touch, I pulled back, teasing her again and again, wanting her to feel the frustration I had felt earlier.
I moved between her legs and slid the thin band of her panties aside so I could see the pussy I was going to claim. I rolled forward and covered her entire slit with my mouth. She cried out, grabbing the headboard with her hands and arching herself up, trying to take my entire face in her sex-crazed cunt.
Hubbie was getting louder. "Shit! Oh, fuckin' shit! I can't believe it!" was all he could say. I looked over at him to see what he might do. His hands were holding onto the arms of the chair so tightly that all the blood had left his fingertips. He wanted so badly to stop this, even more than that, he wanted to see it happen.
I looked back at her. She no longer realized he was still in the room. She had gone off to some sexual nirvana, a bitch in total heat that needed fucking right now.
I asked. "Shall I continue? Do you want my black cock in your lily white pussy? You've got to ask."
Her hips were lifting off the bed, her breath was coming in short little bursts. I could see her cunt, spasming around nothing, needing a cock desperately.
I heard the same little girl voice coming from her. "Fuck me. Fuck me, please."
I reached back and untied the scarves, freeing her legs. She immediately brought them up high and wide giving it up in the classic missionary position. I moved her ass just a bit so hubbie could see what was happening. I started high. moving my cock down across her clit to find that warm, moist hole underneath.
Slowly, ever so slowly so they could both experience the completeness of the act, I pushed down, penetrating her with just the head of my cock. I stopped.
Her eyes had been tightly shut. She opened them in surprise and frustration. I leered at her. "Do it!" I commanded.
She thrust upward, taking all of my cock in one fast movement. I heard hubby cry out again, knowing the deed had been done and it had been done by Kendra. For the next few minutes, the only sounds in the room was the slurping noise of my cock driving in and out of her hungry pussy and her screams as first one orgasm then another shook her body.
When I came, I pushed hard into her and drained myself of weeks of frustration. I pulled out and watched as my cum started leaking from her cunt. She collapsed, thoroughly exhausted. I sat up and looked at hubby. He was as emotionally spent as she was. A wet spot on the front of his jeans told another tale. He, too had cum.
Using my fingers, I gave her another orgasm. enjoying the sight of her little body arching shamelessly as I inserted first one then two and finally four fingers into her. I got dressed and let myself out.
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She looked amazingly sweet to be doing such a nasty act at the Gold Club: tall, blond and very cool. Her name was Ashley and she had blond hair down to the small of her back and phenomenal blue eyes. I decided to blow a few hundred and take her to a private room for something more intimate than a lap dance.
She was totally naked as she slid down my chest, letting her hair cover what was really happening. She was mouthing my cock through my pants and whispered so only I could hear, "If the tip is right, I'll do a local."
I whispered back, "The tip will definitely be right," and sighed as she tugged my zipper down and fished out my rock hard dick. As she began working on it with her tongue, I said, "It will be even better if you tell me about your first time."
This is her story.
"He was one of the bad boys at school. Long hair, motorcycle, he drank. All the things Girls like me were supposed to avoid in a boy. He was kind of cute, though, and I found myself a little excited when I flirted with him.
He would show up at cheerleader practice and make a big thing at looking up my skirt during high kicks. When he caught me eye, he would mouth out the words "no panties" to try to embarrass me. Sometimes he would catch me in the hallway and ask me when I was going to be a very good girl and "do him." At first, I didn't know what he was talking about then a friend told me."
For the first time that evening, she took me deep into her mouth. I fought hard not to cum and end the story. She pulled back and began whispering her story, her breath was tickling the small hairs on my ball sack and driving me crazy.
"One day he caught up to me after practice and asked if I wanted to ride on his bike. It sounded like fun, so I went. We rode around for several hours and he talked real dirty most of the time. He asked me to show him my tits. He told me they felt great pressed against his back while we were riding and he couldn't wait to get his hands on them.
I was shocked and a little scared and excited at the same time. When he dropped me off at home, he said "Show me your tits before you go in." To tease him, I lifted my sweater real quick and showed him my bra."
Once again, she deep throated me. Her lips seemed hotter, almost like the story was getting her off, too. In less than a minute, I pulled her mouth away. I was on the verge of exploding. I asked her to continue as she licked my balls.
"The next day, He showed up at cheerleader practice again. During the break, he came over and told me I should really wear panties during practice. Looking at my pretty little pussy made him hard he said. I blushed and avoided him. I even asked some of the guys on the squad to ask him to leave. I think they were scared of him, though.
Afterwards, as everyone was leaving, he asked if he could help me with my gymnastic moves. He apologized for his comments. He looked so cute and I needed the extra practice so I asked him to help me with some flips.
I over-rotated on one of the flips and landed on my butt. I looked up at him and saw him staring at my crotch. I was leaning on my elbows with my knees up and parted. I didn't know it, then, I was much to innocent. I was in the perfect "fuck me" position. He slowly moved his eyes up to my breasts and then to my eyes. He licked his lips as he sank to his knees.
I didn't know what to expect. He palmed my pubic mound. I felt the heel of his hand press into me. I grabbed his wrist to stop him and said no. It was more of a gasping noise than anything else. He responded by drawing his thumb slowly across my slit. I knew I should stop him but it felt wonderful. I felt myself getting wet as his thumb flicked across my clitoris.
I began to moan and respond to his touch. "Someone might see," I protested. "You can fuck 'em later if you want." he said. "but I'm going to fuck you right here and right now."
Ashley was breathing harder than I was as she continued with her story. She asked me if the bouncer was watching. He's gone downstairs, I said. She started moving upwards, nuzzling my chest and neck. My cock, all of a sudden left unattended, felt chilly as the air conditioning hit it. Now she was almost hissing the story. It was exploding out of her as she stared directly into my eyes. She looked almost frightened as she continued.
"No." I protested. He moved the crotch of my panties aside and sank his thumb into me. The sensation caused me to lose all control and I shoved my hips up into his hand. I was to embarrassed to watch. My eyes were shut tightly as I felt him lift my hips and slide my panties down. I felt her hand reach for my cock and pull it straight up. I was shocked at what happened next. She slowly settled down, letting my hard-on slide directly into her soaking wet pussy. Fucking wasn't allowed in this place and I was balls deep inside her. She began moving up and down, doing all the work for me. He story started to come out in a rush.
"Show me your tits," I heard him say. I hesitated and he barked out the order again. I slowly lifted my sweater and undid the snap on my bra. It fell away, exposing me totally to the only man who had ever seen me naked.
He rolled forward, sliding his arms under my legs and reaching for my breasts, As he began squeezing them, he used his mouth on my vagina, licking me so hard and so deep I had my first orgasm on his tongue."
She came on my cock, a hard, body-shaking orgasm. He clinching pussy pushed me over the edge and I exploded into her, crying out loud enough for anyone nearby to hear. I stayed hard and she kept moving her ass up and down.
"He stood up and began to strip. I had to watch. I had never seen a hard penis before. He knelt down by my head, took my hand and placed it on his cock. I was fascinated by its warmth and texture. He lifted my head with his hand and pressed it against my mouth. "Suck it," he said.
I opened my mouth and let him slide it in. "After I fuck your face, I'm going to do your pussy," he hissed. As he slid in and out of my mouth, he used his hand between my legs to keep me wet. I felt strangely excited and oddly violated at the same time. I knew I was his to do with as he wanted. I had no will of my own.
He pulled out of my mouth and positioned himself between my legs. I felt his cock enter me and I pulled my legs higher. I wanted him to use me. He slid about half way in and began a slow in and out motion. I moaned in frustration.
"Feel that?" he said as he moved into me. That's your cherry. "Ask me to pop it. Tell me to fuck you like a woman."
"Fuck me!" I almost yelled it in frustration. I needed him deep inside me. He smiled as he flexed his hips, driving himself all the way in. It was a quick, sharp pain as he broke my hymen then an incredible orgasm overtook me. I was screaming and bucking against him as I came three times." She came again, burying her head in my chest to keep from screaming loudly enough to summon the bouncer. I was on the verge again.
"It's been a year and I know I'm a slave to his cock. I love fucking him whenever and wherever he wants it. He's even asked me to do his friends and I'm thinking seriously about it but only if he'll watch. It might be exciting. I've become a total slut."

Un-fucking-doubtedly I thought as I came again. This was the hottest fuck I've ever had in my life. My wasted cock slid out, making a popping noise as it fell limp. She rolled off, gasping for breath on the couch next to me..
"He's taken some nude pictures of me and posted them on the net. I haven't seen them there but I've seen the prints and they're hot. If anyone of you sees them, let me know. He said they were posted under my real name. I'm wearing white nylons and heels in the one session. I'm laying on my stomach so you can't see my breasts real well but my ass and pussy show up."
I handed her five hundred-dollar bills. I also found the pictures on the internet the next morning.
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I made sure the room was perfectly set before he rang the doorbell and turned his wife over to me for my personal pleasure. The lights were perfect, the wine was well-chilled and the camera was running.
Just as I closed the mirror that covered the camera, the door bell passersby from seeing inside. With the late afternoon sun shining outside, it was easy to see two figures at the door; one large and very dejected man and his petite little blond wife.
I opened the door. Staring at her tight little body with nothing but lust on my mind, I said "You dressed her just as I instructed. You may leave, now. I'll have someone drive her home after I've finished with her."
I took her by the hand and led her inside, shutting the door and listening to him walk away. I strolled over to the bed and reclined. She stayed at the door, nervous and unsure of herself. I slipped my hand inside my robe to stroke my rock hard cock as I leered at my prize.
I started with her feet, tiny things perched in impossibly high heels. My gaze moved slowly upwards, enjoying her well-shaped legs and enjoying a view of her sweet thighs, which were almost completely exposed. The hem of her bright red lycra sheath was the only thing that kept her shaved pussy from my prying eyes. The dress fit snugly, following every curve and tracing every line of her 19 year old body. The bright sun rendered the thin cloth that stretched between her upper thighs almost transparent, a sexier and more erotic sight than if she had been completely naked.
I concentrated on the spot at the top of her thighs until I was satisfied that she was not wearing panties underneath. With the outline of her extremely large nipples pressing against the tight fabric, it was apparent that she did not wear a bra, either. She was nervously shifting from one leg to another, looking like a young colt that didn't know where to run next. She knew she was trapped; she knew why she was here; she was trying to decide whether to run or stay.
I let my gaze fall back to her crotch before I said, "You know why you're here." It was more of a statement than a question. "Your damn fool husband bet your sweet little ass on a poker hand. He lost. I won. Now your ass is mine to do with as I please for the next 4 hours."
She nodded. I could see fear on her face and a little excitement, too. She was trying to figure out if she could be so daring as to fuck a black man only 3 months after she married Jack. Actually, she had no choice. I was going to do everything I could to turn her out, to make her a complete cock-crazed slut and record it for my future viewing pleasure and Jack's future agony on camera. But whatever was going to happen, I was going to fuck her senseless before I sent her home with a copy of the tape.
I considered Jack to be a complete asshole. He had started dating this little cock tease almost a year ago just after she graduated from high school. It took him 6 months to get some of that stuff. She quickly learned to love sex and she loved to tease the rest of us when we played poker. She flirted constantly, wore tight, revealing clothes and enjoyed watching us squirm as she flashed us from time-to-time.
Jack had gone on a losing streak. He owed me several thousand dollars and tried to weasel out of the debt. I wanted to teach them both a lesson. Two days ago, he lost another thousand and I demanded payment. He said he didn't have that kind of cash. I offered to play a round of draw poker. He wins, I erase the debt. I win, I forget the debt but he has to deliver his wife to my bed.
The fool played and lost. I had to send a couple of brothers over to convince him that he needed to pay up.
Little Miss Becky was about to be drawn out. The way she cock-teased, I suspected she was a potential slut but needed someone to give her permission to be bad. I was going to do that tonight.
"Come here," I said, patting the bed.
Slowly she walked toward me, wanting to run but just as curious about what would happen if she stayed. I ignored her as I poured some wine. She sat down, next to me, rather primly holding her knees together.
I laughed at her attempt at modesty. The dress exposed more of her than she could possibly hide and I intended to have her on her back soon, naked and with her legs wrapped around my waist as I fucked her deep and hard for the camera.
She took the wine down in one long gulp. I poured more and began talking to her about her husband, mentioning what a fool he was for putting such a fine lady on the card table as collateral. She agreed with me, angry with him for his deed. We talked for almost an hour as I fed her more wine.
I took her hand and walked her to the middle of the floor and began a slow dance. She was a little unsteady on her feet from the wine. Nibbling at her neck brought chill bumps to her arms. I pulled her tighter, letting my hands drift downwards until I cupped her ass cheeks. Her face was buried in my shoulder as she snuggled in tighter, her arms wrapped around my neck. I could feel her soft breasts crushing her hardened nipples against my chest.
I smiled. There would be no force required. She would soon and willingly be fucking me like the little slut that she wanted to be. I lifted her face with my fingertips and covered her mouth with mine. It was a long, open-mouthed kiss that sealed the promise. Her knees buckled and her breath was ragged as I broke the kiss.
I carried her to the bed, dropping her so that the dress rode half way up her ass. I lifted her knee to expose her pussy. It was already wet and open. I knew the camera was capturing the sight.
Shyly, she stuck a finger in her mouth and watched as I stripped. When I dropped my pants, my cock sprang up hard and oozing precum. Again with that same shy look on her face, she looked at it. She seemed captivated be her first view of a black cock and watched it curiously as I moved between her legs. Placing my shoulders under her knees, I rolled forward and slid my tongue along her opened pussy lips.
It was an unexpected move that caused her to scream and buck her hips upwards. Quickly, she pressed my face harder into her cunt, cumming and screaming "Oh, god" over and over again.
I reached up and slipped the dress off her shoulders, pulling it to her waist. I looked up to enjoy the view of her little body laid out before me. Her tits were a perfect frame for her face from where I was. Those round globes were a perfect fit for my hands and I enjoyed the sensation of their softness for a few minutes. As she calmed down from her first massive cum, I noticed her finger was still in her mouth and she was watching me eat her pussy in the mirror next to the bed. She ought to be fascinated when I gave her a copy of the tape I was secretly recording/
I moved up and placed my knees on either side of her head. She looked up questioningly at first, and then saw my cock next to her face. I rubbed it across her mouth and she kissed it at first, then let her tongue taste it. Pretty tame for a soon-to-be cock slut I thought. In a moment, though, she opened her mouth wide, accepting the oral intrusion willingly.
I rolled forward again, pinning her to the mattress in a red-hot 69 session. I turned her slightly so the camera could catch our profile and Jack could see my cock sliding in and out of his young wife's eager mouth. I felt my cum rise and began pistoning in and out of her mouth, flooding it when the dam broke.
I pulled out and looked down at my orally fucked prize. Cum was sliding down the side of her mouth and her pussy was quivering with anticipation. She was out of breath from the rough ride and the finger that was in her mouth was now sliding up and down her cunt. My own cock was shiny and wet; a bright, ebony rod that would soon bring her to another screaming orgasm.
I got between her legs again. She instinctively brought them up high and wide, getting into the classic fuck-me-like-a-missionary position. Instead of a cock, I slid a finger into her, then another and another. Soon I had four fingers sawing in and out of her pussy, opening it wider than it had ever been before.
Her hips were jerking, spontaneously fucking my fingers. She grabbed my wrist with her hands and tried to pull more of my hand into her. "Fuck me" she pleaded in a small, little girl voice. I hoped the audio track on the camera was sensitive enough to catch that plea.
Pushing her knees up against her tits, I responded, "Put it in."
She grabbed my cock and placed it at her cunt opening. I watched as the head slowly disappeared. I leaned forward, covered those sweet little tits with my hands and slammed the entire length of my cock into her in one hard stroke. We began fucking each other hard. Catching a furious rhythm, our hips were moving so fast that her juices were being churned into a white cream. Gradually she increased the pace on her own and I lifted up and watched in awe as she fucked me like a demon. Her eyes were shut tight, her face turned to the side and she was moving her ass up and down like a woman possessed. I watched as she pulled back until I almost slipped out of her, then slam upwards until every last inch was buried to the hilt. I never knew a woman could fuck with such frenzy.
I came again, this time leaving half of it inside of her for s split second before pulling out so the camera could catch the last of my cum spurt across her tummy. We collapsed, covered in fuck sweat. I looked at the clock. Fifteen minutes was left on the tape. I rolled her over and began playing with her asshole which was already wet and well-lubricated from the sex we had just had.
I slipped my finger in as she protested quietly. I had nothing left. Her ass would have to wait. But I knew it was mine anytime I wanted it. So did she. I pushed my middle finger slowly up her back door listening to her groan as she accepted this final and most intimate penetration. "You'll come back on your own," I said, "and I'll take you this way."
As I pulled my finger out, her ass rose, trying to keep it inside her rectal opening as long as possible. "Yes," she whispered.
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We got married right out of college. Since Candy and I both had great jobs, we could afford to do it right. The best man, Bobbie, was my best friend in college and the man who introduced us. He was also her old boyfriend from high school where they made quite a scandal. She was the typical blue-eyed blond most of the boys fantasized about; he was the big, bad black dude that just didn't come onto white chicks in Shreveport, Louisiana. He was her first lover, taking her virginity when they got high at a party in their junior year.
We got married in Shreveport and planned on taking a Caribbean cruise for the honeymoon. We were to board the ship in New Orleans the day after we got married. Our first night would be spent in a hotel on the river. Bobbie and his girl friend decided to join us for the evening and see us off the next day.
The four of us had a great night touring Bourbon Street, drinking way too much, of course. On the way back, we decided to take advantage of the hotel sauna and sweat out some of the alcohol before we called it a night. We went to our rooms to put on bathing suits, which was probably our first mistake of the night. The hotel had thoughtfully placed a bottle of champagne in the honeymoon suite which we brought along to share with Bobbie and Stef. Watching my new wife strip stark naked and then put on the tiniest of bikinis got me very horny. We played a little slap and tickle before we reluctantly put on the hotel robes and went down to meet our friends.
Bobbie and Stef were already in the sauna when we arrived. With towels wrapped around them it was impossible to see if they were wearing anything underneath. I made a wisecrack about it and they flashed us for laughs. He had on a Speedo and she must have bought her bikini at the same place Candy found hers. We flashed back, showing them that we were just as thinly dressed as they were.
We popped open the champagne and passed the bottle, each of us taking healthy swigs until it was all gone. Having just a little buzz on when we came into the sauna, the bottle we consumed went straight to our heads. All four of us were ripped by the time it was empty. Stef slumped over, dead to the world, and Bobbie picked her up to carry her back to their room.
"Poor Bobbie goes horny tonight," giggled Candy as she cuddled closer. I slipped my hands under her robe and began exploring her tight little body, secure in the thought that no one would enter the sauna this late at night. I was kicking around the idea of taking her right there on the bench or just getting her good and primed, then dragging her back to the room. After a few minutes of groping, her hand slipped inside my robe and started playing with my hard on. Taking a hint, I slipped my hand over her ass which was almost completely exposed by the thong she was almost wearing. I was inching down the crack of her ass toward the promised land when I sensed the door opening then quickly closing.
I thought someone had just peeked in and left until I heard the door latch slip into place. I looked up and saw Bobbie settle into place on the bench across from us. "Christ, guys, get a room," he whispered. He was alone.
Candy just giggled and continued with a long, wet kiss. Nuzzling my neck she whispered something about being skunk drunk and horny as hell. Her hand, covered by my robe, stayed on my cock. I looked down at her and noticed that the top of her robe had parted and from my point-of-view, those perfect little tits were almost completely exposed. It took me about half a second to forget all about Bobbie.
As I eased my hand down over her back, she rocked her hips up into my hand until my fingers found her dripping wet slit. She eased her hand inside my trunks to caress my dick. Although we were well-covered, it had to be obvious to Bobbie that she was jerking me off and I was finger fucking her right in front of him. As horny as I was, it only took a minute or two for her to get me off. I groaned and relaxed, leaving her high and dry for a moment. She knew she would have to do something to get me back up again.
She stretched out on the bench with her head in my lap. Her robe had ridden up far enough so that about half of her ass was showing. Bobbie was getting an extremely close up and intimate view of a body he hadn’t known in about five years. I looked down and thought that if my robe and trunks weren't in the way, she could give me some great head. Her mouth was perfectly positioned for it. I started to get hard again and she sensed my "growth" through the robe even though she was almost totally bombed. Pressing her face against my crotch, she puffed hot air through the material and used subtle tongue and lip pressure to urge me on.
I had lost track of Bobbie until I heard Candy whisper that she loved the way I was playing with her ass. I looked down the bench and saw that it was Bobbie, gently stroking the exposed part of her ass cheeks. Damn! The sight of his coal black hand on her lily white butt was amazing. If I was sober, I would have punched his lights out. If he had been sober, he wouldn't have been doing it.
Instead, I slipped my hand inside my robe and freed my cock. It slipped easily into Candy's mouth and she began nursing on it like a contented baby. I watched Bobbie work his hand over her ass, enjoying the soft roundness of it. He lifted the thin strap between her cheeks, then realizing where this was going, looked at me for the first time. I nodded, almost breathless at what I had just given him permission to do to my new bride.
With her robe already up around her waist, he flicked the strap aside and his finger trailed down the crack of her ass, drawing nearer and nearer to her pussy already wet and wide open from all the playing we had been doing. In a moment, she gasped and her butt cheeks quivered. I knew he had slipped his fingers into her cunt. He began fingering her and she responded for a few minutes by rocking her butt in a fucking rhythm. My cock was still in her mouth.
I noticed the little shiver she always gives when she comes. Her first orgasm as a married woman was caused by the fingers of another man, I thought. For a second, it caused her to suck harder on my cock. Then, as he palmed the front of her cunt to lift her ass off the bench, she realized that it was Bobbie and not me that had gotten her off. She looked up at me, startled at what had just happened. Bobbie kept lifting her ass upwards. He was on his knees on the bench. Sometime earlier, he had shed his Speedo and his rock hard cock was poised to fuck Candy.
"Go for it." I said.
Just as she glanced back at him, he aimed his meat at her wide open hole and thrust forward, burying himself balls deep inside her in one thrust. She uttered a cry that was a cross between a moan of passion and a cry of protest. It only took two or three thrusts of his cock for her to start fucking back. She was arching her back then pushing down, an action that caused her pussy to move up and down his cock. She had eagerly taken on the responsibility of doing most of the fucking. I pushed her head down on my cock again and watched Bobbie regain control of this incredible sex act as he began power fucking my bride.
Her arms were wrapped tightly around me as I pumped into her mouth and counted her orgasms --- one, two, then three -- before Bobbie roared and emptied himself deep inside her spasming pussy. I came at the same time, filling her mouth. Her legs were quivering as he slid his spent cock out of her depths and she collapsed back down on the bench.
Bobbie and just looked at each other for a minute, realizing what we had all just experienced. Without saying a word, he put on his trunks and left the sauna. Candy had passed out from the alcohol and the massive orgasms she had. I replaced the thong and carried her back to the room. It would be the next night on the boat before I consummated the marriage. From that night on, though, Candy would only be able to get off when she was getting fucked by two men at the same time.
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I didn't know I was meeting my future wife, Kirsten, when I first ran into her. I was a senior in high school and she was a little ol' freshman. Not to bad, I thought, for a kid but I was into older women, at least 17 or 18, at the time. I was also into leaving this hick burg as soon as possible.
So I joined the navy right after high school and spent 4 years having a good time playing around the Pacific. When my hitch was up, it was time to figure out if I was a lifer or not, so I took some time and went back home. It would give me some time to think and I would be there in time for my little bother's high school graduation, too.
It was at Jessie's graduation that I realized who she was. Kirsten, that little ol' freshman, was graduating with him and she was now a major babe; tight little bod from 4 years of gymnastics, the innocent little baby face with the kind of full Angelina Jolie lips that always drives me crazy, a perfect little round ass and high, firm little tits that just beg you to take them out and play. So I went after her, I chased Kirsten hard until I got her. We were married in September, right after I re-upped and just before I shipped out again.
I spent a big part of the summer getting real close to nailing her cute little ass but she always backed out, swearing to me that she was going to be a virgin on our wedding night. She reached her goal. Frustrating, but what the hell. September third came and I went where no man had gone before. She was such a fucking natural. She loved sex so much that I was surprised she'd saved herself until that first night. For the two weeks we had together before I left, she was ready, willing and able anytime and anywhere. We did it two or three times a day and then again at night after we went to bed. We christened the couch, the kitchen table, the apartment balcony and a chaise at the pool. She quickly learned how to move her pussy to give me maximum pleasure while we were fucking and she had an amazing mouth. She seemed to love giving head and kept experimenting, trying to find better ways of getting me off.
Damn, I was going to miss every inch of her tight little bod after I shipped out. But, quite honestly, I needed a few days rest, too.
I was out 6 months and the thought of Kirsten's mouth on my cock was a nightly fantasy that always got me hornier than a two peckered billy goat. When my ship docked in Australia for 2 weeks, I saw some wicked bikinis on one of the beaches – little spots of cloth held in the right places by dental floss. Kirsten's tight butt and firm little tits would look great in one of those, I thought. So I found the joint that made those things, a hole in the wall in Byron Bay called Wicked Weasel. Hot fucking damn stuff came out of that place!
I bought a tiny little yellow thing and wrapped it around the biggest black dildo I could find and shipped it to her. A great gag gift, I thought.
I called her after it arrived and that's when we got into some phone sex for the first time.
"Your gift was NASTY!" She said with just a hint of delight in her voice. "I could never wear that thing in public!"
"Wear it for me, right now. And send me a pic."
"Imagine I'm wearing it and you're here. What would you do?"
I heard her rustling through the package. I heard a zipper being pulled. She was getting out of her street clothes. She was putting it on as we spoke.
"I'd bite it off with my teeth"
"Then you'd lick every inch of my body?"
"You would be SOOO wet. That other thing would slide right in."
"Would you really want your wife to do that? Play with a big, black…?"
I heard her moan. Was she was actually playing with it? "Just wanted you to know what another big dick looked like."
"I've seen a few," she gasped.
"A sweet little virgin like you were?" I sneered, but my heart skipped a beat at the thought.
"Sweet, maybe. But I was only technically a virgin. I've played with couple of them before you…Oh, Oh!"
I swear she was close to getting herself off. Was she actually fucking herself with that dildo or was it my imagination? Sitting in that little phone booth with my back to the door, I was getting some five finger relief myself.
"Tell me about it," I whispered.
"The first was Davie Johnson when I was a junior. He was the first guy I let put his hands under my clothes. He would slide his hand under my bra and play with my boobs for hours while we were in a movie or watching something on TV at his house. He kept trying to get into my pants but I always stopped him until one night,"
She stopped talking and gasped. "Mmmmmmm, God, I never thought I would be doing this. Come home, I need the real thing inside me right now."
She was using the dildo on herself. Damn! I found the idea a fantastic turn-on. "Tell me about that night," I said.
"He usually tried to slide his hand slowly down my tummy but that night he just reached down and grabbed. I was wearing jogging shorts so there wasn't much between my pussy and his hand and I was already wet. I saw stars. I told him I wouldn't do it with him and he said there were other ways. He put my hand on the front of his pants and we just rubbed each other until we both got off." She stopped for a moment and I could hear her breathing heavily then she gasped, "Ohmygod, ohmygod!""
She was coming and it was a big one. She dropped the phone between her legs and I could hear the dildo making a wet, slurping sound as she pumped it in and out of her pussy. She was on the living room couch and I remember thinking about the curtains. If they weren't closed, the neighbors could be seeing a great show. We came at the same time.
Breathless, she got back on the phone. "For the next few months, we went skin to skin. I let him slide his fingers into me while I pulled his cock out and jerked him off. I'll tell you about M.J. next time you call."
She hung up. I went fucking crazy.
M.J. was on her high school's basketball team. He was six foot eight, black and the last person I thought might get his hands on her lily-white ass. I imagined one of his hands was big enough to palm her butt like a basketball. I was going nuts thinking about what she might tell me on our next phone call. I was also starting to understand why she so eagerly fucked herself with that dildo.
It was almost a week before I could call back from a phone that gave me some privacy. The call was even hotter with what I got on the mail that afternoon - a letter from Kirsten with the picture. She was wearing the bikini, standing with her back to the camera and turned just enough so I could see her face and chest. Everything was showing. The strap between her cheeks was buried between her buns so she looked bare-ass naked and, believe me, she has one of the most incredible asses I've ever seen. Her tits were mostly exposed, too, since the top covered little more than her nipples.
"That was a fucking hot photo," I said when she answered.
"I felt so wicked when I took it. You should have seen the guy at the photo shop when he handed them to me. He was a guy I went to school with and I could tell he was doing something sick with the pictures in the back room. I'm sure he made copies for himself and showed them to his friends. You can see the rest of the shots when you get home."
"Tell me about you and M.J."
"He asked me out last year. We hung out for a few months. He wasn't real happy with a hand job."
"You jerked him off?"
"Just once. He really wanted to fuck me but I wouldn't let him.
I heard her moan. "You got that little piece of M.J. in your hands."
"You're so bad." It was more of a gasp than an accusation.
"What are you doing with it?" I asked.
"I'm licking it. It's what I used to do to M.J."
"Oh, damn," I thought, She sucked him off. My heart exploded at the image of his big, black cock in her little white mouth.
"The second time I tried to get him off with my hands, he pushed me away. Said there was a better way. Then he pulled his cock out and started to push my head down. I knew right away what he wanted me to do."
"He told me that if he could fuck my mouth he wouldn't need my pussy. So I opened my mouth and let him slide it in. I lifted my leg up and put my foot on the dash of his car so he could stick his fingers in me. He had the longest fingers and he could go in really deep. I was always afraid he would pop my cherry with them."
"You're still licking it?"
"Mmm hmm. He would hold very still while I licked all around it then he would grab the side of my face and slide it in my mouth and keep pumping until he came. He told me my mouth was the sweetest cunt he ever fucked." She was getting a little breathless and so was I. As big physically as he was and as small as Kirsten was, her mouth had to be almost as tight on his cock as the average pussy.
"The last time we went out, he came in my mouth then said he wanted to give me a special treat."
"What, baby, what was the treat?"
"He took his fingers out of my pussy and got down between my legs. He slipped the crotch of my panties aside and put his mouth where his fingers were. He did fantastic things with his tongue. He pushed my legs up to my shoulders and licked my crack from top to bottom. He had this fantastic tongue that he shoved way inside me. I was so turned on that I wrapped my legs around his head and tried to stuff him inside me. It was so fucking fantastic."
"Then what happened?"
I came so hard I almost passed out. When I opened my eyes and looked up, he had pulled my panties off and he had my legs on his shoulders. I was completely naked from the waist down. All I had on was my blouse and my Nikes and he was standing between my legs with his pants off." She stopped talking for a minute, rubbing her pussy, I guessed.
She continued. "His dick was just a few inches from my pussy. Ohmygod, I was scared! I wanted him to do it. I almost let him do it. But I covered my pussy with my hand and stopped him. He got mad and left. He never called me again. But if he had just pulled my hand way and pushed it into me, I would have let him do it to me. I don't think he ever knew he was about two seconds away from having me."
"You've got him in your hands right now, put it where you want to put it." I whispered.
"Oooh, god. It's not in my mouth, anymore. It…it's…"
I knew where it was. She had dropped the phone again and I could hear the dildo, sloshing in and out of her tight, soaking wet little cunt. We both came at the same time again.
Just one month and four more phone sex calls later, I was home for a short R and R. I wanted to drag her straight to the back seat of the car and fuck her brains out as soon as I got off the ship. Unfortunately our friends showed up, too, and insisted we go out together for a few drinks. We all went to our apartment so I could change into civvies.
"Want to see something?' She asked as we talked while I changed.
I nodded.
She twirled around, her skirt rising. The she grabbed the hem and pulled it up over her waist. She was wearing the Wicked Weasel bottoms. "I got the top on, too, and you're going to bite them off and lick me all over when we get back home tonight. Just like you promised." The little cut-off tee top she was wearing did almost nothing to hide the shape of her firm tits or the fact that her nipples were bullets right now. I could make out the lines of the Weasel top. It just barely covered her nipples. "So fucking hot," I thought.
"When we get back home tonight, you gotta bite it off with your teeth and lick me all over," she whispered then licked the side of my neck.
If we didn't have four people waiting in the living room, Kirsten's heels would have been polishing the ceiling in a skinny minute. Damn! I wanted to do her so bad!
But we went out and had a few too many drinks, instead. We ended up at a club getting high and dancing until 2:00 AM when the place closed. We did everything we could to toy with each other; grab-ass dancing, feeling all the right places and long, open-mouthed kisses. By the time we staggered out of the bar we were about 10 seconds away from exploding.
The parking lot was nearly empty and we had parked near the back soI pinned her against the car and she wrapped herself around me. It was the longest, hottest, body-grinding, tongue-probing, hand-groping kiss we've ever experienced. It ended with my hands on her bare ass and her legs wrapped around my waist as she hunched her cunt against my rock-hard cock. After a week of no phone sex and the past four hours of teasing, I came in my pants, not exactly where I wanted to plant that first load. Some people in a nearby car witnessed the whole thing and pulled away, honking the horn as at least two guys leaned out the window hooting and hollering.
I thought we should get in the car and go home as fast as possible so we wouldn't be arrested for being drunk and disorderly in public or, more likely, something like public fucking. I put her in the car and, when I got in, she fell over. With her head in my lap, she said, "I gotta show you what I used to do to M.J."
Damn, that statement turned me on!
She was nibbling at the front of my pants, trying to haul my zipper down as we pulled out of the parking lot. I had to move the seat back to give her room to fish out my cock. "Oh, I made you all nasty," she said when she realized how wet and sticky I was. "Let me clean you up."
She started licking my cock, short little kitten like strokes that got me harder and harder as I drove down the street. She pulled back a few times and made little purring noises and nuzzled it to complete the image.
"Kirsten, you gotta finish me off right now," I said as I reached over and slid my fingers under that tiny little thong and deep into her dripping wet pussy.
She tilted her head up to look at me, smiled then bit her lip as her first mini-orgasm coursed through her body. Opening her mouth, she went down on my cock, getting it as far in as she could without touching it with her tongue or lips. She paused for a moment, teasing me with just the warmth of her mouth heating up my cock as the cool night air bathed my balls.
She tightened her lips around the head of my cock, waited a few seconds and then wrapped her tongue around me and sucked hard as she slid it deeper and deeper into her mouth. The feeling was so intense that I had to pull over when she started to bob up and down. I could feel her cunt starting to spasm around my fingers, too. She braced her foot on the dash to give me more access, just like she did for M.J. the first time, I thought. It gave her some leverage, too, so she could pump her ass up and down, quickening the pace of my digital assault. I had two fingers in her when she reached down and squeezed my hand together forcing all four fingers into her pussy.
She stopped the blowjob when a massive orgasm hit her, screaming and pushing my fingers deeper into her cunt with her hand, taking almost my entire fist and rocking on it while she came. She was panting like a long distance runner after the big 'O' passed. I pushed her head back onto my cock and she finished me off with a frenzy, sucking hard and quickly pulling another big load out of me. I exploded in her mouth, pushing my cock as far into her face as I could.
After a few minutes, we both calmed down and she sat up and began to straighten her skirt. "There's a tattoo parlor across the street," she said. "I've always wanted one."
Although I wanted to fuck her and we still hadn't managed to actually get it on, I needed some recuperation time. I had already come twice in about 15 minutes. "Let's go over there and do it right now," I dared her.
"Might as well," she said. " I think I might need to be this drunk to do it and it's gonna be a long time before I drink this much again."
We got out of the car and staggered across the street. A bell rang as we staggered in and a big black man came out of the back room. He asked me what I wanted.
"Not me. Her." I said.
He looked her up and down, knowing immediately what we had just finished doing. "Usually just get navy in here," he said with a wicked leer on his face..
"He's navy, I'm navy wife," she replied. She took a deep breath and said, "I want a butterfly."
"Where do you want me to put it? Some women want their tats to show, some want them in places that few people see."
"It can't show, that looks so slutty," she said.
"Then it goes on your butt or in front around your bikini line," he said with an almost hopeful look on his face.
She looked at him with a sudden expression of modesty on her face. I laughed when I realized how small her 'bikini' was. The tiny little patch just barely covered the top of her vaginal cleft, the rest of it was just knitted string designed to hold it in place. The patch was soaking wet from our sexplay in the car, anyway. Her bikini line right now and her pussy were almost the same thing.
"Don't worry," he said. We got a modesty towel. Just lay down on that table when I leave the room and cover yourself with it. Leave the opening where you want the tat and that's all the skin I'll see. He handed her the towel and said, "You want to do this or not?"
"Yeah," she breathed. "Leave the room."
After he was gone she said, "I want it here," pointing to a spot about 2 inches above the patch. I nodded and she dropped her skirt to the floor. As she turned to climb up on the table, I saw how little the bikini bottom actually covered. I saw how sensational her tight little ass looked. The wetness of her pussy had drawn the cloth in showing me the most prominent camel toe I've every seen. I could clearly make out every curve of that sexy split up her front. I wanted to stop her right there and do her doggy style.
She laid down and carefully placed the towel so the opening was just in the right place. From the foot of the table, I could see all the way up to her crotch. I started to pull come of the material down to cover her but I wanted to enjoy the view for a few moments. She called out to the tattoo artist.
He smiled when he came in, enjoying the sight of this mostly naked babe on his table. He grabbed his needle and placed his left hand around the small opening. His fingers covered the space from the opening almost to her belly button. His thumb pointed down over the towel but still dangerously close to that camel toe.
She lay there with her face turned away from us and her legs held tightly together. He switched on his tool and started working on the butterfly. I heard a quick gasp from her as the needle started to lay down the first line. She tightened up for a second and then relaxed.
The room was quiet for a few minutes, just the buzzing of the needle interrupting the silence. I noticed Kirsten's hands had grasped the sides of the table so tightly it looked like white-knuckle time for her. She adjusted her legs, relaxing them enough to restore my view all the way up to the narrow little string stretching across her pussy. It looked wetter than before. Was she getting off on this?
I looked up to her face, still turned to the side. Her mouth was slightly parted and her lips were fuller and moist. An occasional quiver crossed her mouth like when I'm eating her out. She was enjoying something – the buzz from the tool, I thought, was giving her a little pleasure. Then I noticed what was really getting her off.
The tattoo artist's thumb had slipped under the towel and was resting just at the top of her vaginal cleft, right where the indent starts. He was gently massaging that delicate little piece of skin that hides a girl's clit, sliding it up and down over her hottest spot. This was her M.J. fantasy coming to life, I thought!
He realized I had caught onto his game and stopped for a moment, watching me for my reaction. I nodded my assent and he continued, a little bolder now that he knew I wasn't going to stop him. This time, he nudged the little piece of cloth aside and placed his thumb directly on the top of her camel toe.



This stronger massage with an even more intimate contact with her sex caused her to instinctively spread her legs wider. I could hear the kind of deep breathing that I had heard during our phone sex, the panting sound that led to an orgasm. I reached up and pulled the towel off.
It was an incredibly erotic site. My wife of only half a year, the 'technical' virgin who had gone from high school graduation to my bed in just three months, was now almost completely exposed from the waist down and letting a strange man finger her to orgasm. Her breasts were rising and falling, her legs were split as far apart as possible and hanging off the sides of the table; her soft moans were the only other sound in the room.
"Hey, man," he whispered to me as he slowly surveyed the hot little body laying down in front of him, "I know she's your bitch and I respect that. But if this goes on any more, I've gotta fuck her."
A small groan indicating protest escaped from her lips. He and I both noticed that, despite the reluctance that she seemed to be communicating, her legs remained parted and her hips were still gently rolling in rhythm with his thumb. She was doing nothing to stop what was about to happen.
Her voice was very quiet when she said, "You're going to let another man fuck me?" She paused for a long breath then whispered, "first?"
I don't think she realized what she had just said. Subconsciously she had agreed to this whole three-way scene. She was only concerned about which of us would take her first.
"Baby, it's your call," I whispered. "You've fantasized about what might have happened if you'd let M.J. fuck you. You want to let it happen now?" This whole scene was like the phone sex we had been having, only it was real.
It took a few seconds. We both watched her as the reality of what was going to happen sunk in and invaded her alcohol-clouded consciousness. Almost imperceptibly, she lifted her ass a scant half inch off the table. All three of us knew she was agreeing to be fucked by this stranger. Nothing needed to be said. She was giving him total access to her most private parts, letting him easily slip her bikini bottom off that sweet little, mostly exposed ass.
He pulled it slowly down her butt and over her thighs, discarding it on the floor. She placed her foot on the table and let her knee fall to the side, showing us her wet, wide-open and wanting-to-be-fucked pussy.
"You gotta eat her out first, man." I couldn't believe those words had just come out of my mouth but I knew the fantasy and wanted the whole scene to be just like her last time with M.J.
He reached forward, sliding his hands under her ass cheeks and pulling her butt toward the edge of the table. He bent forward and captured her clit in his mouth. I could see his tongue slither across her pussy all the way down to her asshole.
She came almost immediately screaming out loud and pounding her fists on the table. He kept it up, though, keeping her right on the edge of a second orgasm. He slowly raised his head; she slowly raised her ass, lifting it higher and higher off the table, struggling desperately to keep the intimate contact between her pussy and his mouth until only her shoulders and feet were still on the table. Trying to get to that second orgasm, she had raised her ass almost two feet off the table.
He stood up and dropped his pants. I'm sure he wasn't nearly as big as he looked. His cock loomed large, like a small baseball bat. He pulled her ass to the very edge of the table and we watched as she lifted her legs and spread them as wide as an 18 year old ex-gymnast could. She wanted him all the way inside her pussy right now. With a sadistic little smile on his face, he began rubbing the head of his cock up and down the opening to her pussy. Every time he drew it over her clit, she shivered. She finally wrapped her legs around his waist and tugged him forward. He allowed the head of his cock to just barely enter her before he stopped.
She was expecting all of his cock in one quick thrust but, when it didn't happen, she cried out in frustration. She began pushing her ass upwards and he let her pussy slowly devour more and more of his cock, finally capturing half of it. "It's a snake dance," he whispered to both of us. "If a woman wants it bad enough, she'll practically inhale a cock with her pussy. Now watch this hot little bitch take my black snake all the way in."
He put his hand on her belly and in one swift movement, pushed her tee top and bra up around her shoulders, exposing her tits and then shoved the rest of his cock balls deep into her cunt. Completely exposed like that, she had never looked sexier or more vulnerable. She screamed as he slammed into her and her legs flew outward, then she tightened her grip on his ass by clamping her feet on his butt and started thrusting up onto him.
She was coming so hard she was almost crying. The sounds coming from her mouth were primitive grunts and groans as she thrashed underneath him. He was mauling her tits with his hands and pounding her cunt. She was responding by slamming her ass upwards to receive every inch of him. It was the most awesome power fuck imaginable. When he withdrew, I could see her belly cave in behind his retreating cock. When they crashed cock and pussy together, their loins hit with such force a loud slapping noise echoed around the room.
I watched in amazement as her pussy and tits got redder and redder from the twin assault of his hands and cock. Her ass, taking the brunt of his forceful entry, reddened, too, like she had been spanked hard. She pulled his face to hers and used her tongue in his mouth like he was using his cock in her pussy.
"Don't come in me, don't come in me," she moaned when he broke the kiss and speeded up this incredible fuck as he got close to his own orgasm . But she kept fucking him as hard as he was fucking her and she still held him inside her with a strong leg lock. He couldn't pull out if he wanted to.
"Baby, I could finish off in your ass or your mouth but I'm staying right where I am," he growled. With a bellow, he came deep inside her. He finished with a couple of deep thrusts and a few little ones. Her pussy tightened into a small orgasm that expelled his softening cock.
He pulled up his pants and left us alone. She was still lying on the edge of the table, her legs spread wide and hanging off the table. She was out of breath and his cum started to ooze out and puddle on the edge of the table.
"I didn't want him to cum in me, " she gasped. "Only you, just you, especially tonight."
She slid off the table onto her knees and feverishly pulled out my cock. It took only a few licks of her tongue to bring me to the edge. I flipped her over the table and entered her from behind. It was a strange sensation. She was still loose and wet from another man's cock and cum. I pumped hard, coming in only a few strokes.
She turned around and kissed me while working on my cock again with her hands. I've never seen a woman as hot as she was. I took her on the floor this time, an act that took a long time to complete. I remember thinking we were doing all this in full view of the store window. Anybody walking by or any drunken sailor who might have staggered in for a little late night skin art would have been able to witness an incredible skin show.
"I'm going to get pregnant tonight." She said. We knew what she had just done and what was driving her to such a sexual frenzy tonight. He had gone in first, much deeper than I and with a bigger load. She was trying to make sure I was the father, not some stranger.
That was 9 months ago tonight. She's in labor and the baby will be delivered by C-section in about 20 minutes. Only then will we know.
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We had just gotten married and this was our honeymoon trip. We traveled from a small town in Wisconsin to New York City for a week of fun and games. After months of "dry runs," it was in a room at the Marriott Marquis that first night I introduced her to sex. At first, she was a little hesitant but she quickly developed a love of fucking. She told me the third night, after she had left me drained, that she didn't know how she had managed to save her cherry until we were married.
I marveled at how much pleasure her petite little body could give me. She was extremely active in bed, enthusiastically participating with her mouth, her hands and every other part of her magnificent little body. She was only about 4 feet 10 inches tall and weighed scarcely 95 pounds. It was all distributed in the right places, though, and her ass was just sensational. I tried to get her to let me ass fuck her on the fourth night but she was to frightened of the idea to let me go through with it.
On Friday night, we went for a walk, traveling uptown to see the sights. We got lost and found we were surrounded by porno shops and strip joints. We finally saw a place that looked relatively clean and stopped in for a drink.
The bartender asked if we were there for the show.
"What show?" My wife asked innocently, looking around the small bar to see where some kind of entertainment could possibly be.
The bartender almost sneered and said he would let us participate for $20. As a joke, I tossed the money on the bar and he pocketed it immediately, gesturing toward a door at the back of the room.
We entered. A strange voice told us to take the table in the front and someone turned on a flashlight to point the way. The light gave me a chance to see the room. It was relatively small and we were one of the few couples in there. There were about 30 or 40 men at a dozen other tables.
A spotlight hit the stage and two people came out, a huge black man and a white woman. He was easily 6 and a half feet tall and about 280 pounds. She was at least a foot shorter. They danced, stripping as they went. Soon, they were both stark naked simulating sex on stage to the delight of the raucous crowd.
I looked at Susan, thinking she might be upset and ready to leave. She was watching the couple with rapt attention, her hand absentmindedly grazing her inner thigh.
"This is really warming her up," I thought with some surprise. We ought to really bounce around the hotel room tonight.
Then we both gasped at what we saw. The music stopped, a spotlight lit up his groin, the woman fell to her knees in front of her partner and began sucking his cock. Her ass was pointed right at us and we could see her moisten up as she worked on his huge cock. This was one of those live sex shows I had heard about!
When the woman had her partner at full staff and his huge cock was glistening from her spit, the music started again and she danced over to our table. She began pulling Susan to her feet. Susan resisted but the effects of the drinks and the urging of the audience soon got the better of her.
I heard the dance whisper to Susan, "You know what to do, don't you?" Susan just looked at her, momentarily confused.
She was soon on the stage, dancing demurely with the black giant. His hands slid over her tiny form and it was only when he slipped a huge hand over her ass that she objected.
The giant smiled a knowing smile and said to the audience, "I forgot what the bitch really wants." Everyone leered as he scooped up a pinch of white powder from a small bowl and puffed it toward her face. She instinctively inhaled and her attitude changed dramatically. She seemed to rev up and get into it.
"Bolivian marching powder will get 'em going every time," snickered a man at the back of the room.
Now she was dancing with him, not merely jostling to the music. When his hand covered her ass again, she seemed not to notice. His fingers found the button and zipper that held her skirt in place and quickly loosened them. The skirt fell to the floor, leaving her on stage in just a very tiny pair of bikini panties and a blouse.
The men in the audience cheered their approval of her mostly exposed ass. She stopped, looking at me for support with that "deer in the headlights' expression of someone who's caught doing something truly bad. He came up behind her and ripped open the blouse, yanking it off her shoulders. Her pale, delicate bra couldn't hide the fact that her nipples were rock hard.
His original partner, still totally naked, sat next to me and began to massage my cock. I was definitely at full mast, too. I wanted to rush the stage and stop this invasion of our life, but I couldn't or wouldn't do it.
On stage, he picked her up like a rag doll, lifting her up over his shoulders. "Put your feet out" he commanded. She did as she was told and he moved forward. Her legs were hanging over his shoulders and her pantied pussy was right in front of his face. The spotlight zoomed in on the action, lighting it up for everyone's enjoyment.
Turning sideways to the audience, he opened his mouth and began licking her crotch through her panties with long, exaggerated strokes of his tongue. At first, it looked like she was trying to squirm away. It became evident all to soon that she was trying to help him move the crotch of her panties aside. I was close enough to tell that they were soaked, anyway.
He used his tongue to expertly move aside the thin strap that kept him out of Susan's cunt. When he slipped his tongue into her, she seemed to curl herself around his face and screamed as she came in front of me and a room full of strange men.
He lowered her to the floor and jerked the side straps of her panties with his thumbs, easily tearing them loose. He slid her panties off, slowly pulling the silken material up and over her clit, stimulating it even more. She was breathing very hard, as sexually excited as anyone I've ever seen. She no longer realized she was in a room full of men and her brand new husband. Even though her face was turned away and her eyes were tightly shut, I knew she was concentrating only on his mammoth cock and her need to get fucked by it as soon as possible.
He reached down again, this time snapping open the front clasp on her bra and using his huge hands to completely cover her exposed tits as he knelt between her legs. I watched in shock as she rolled her hips forward and lifted her legs in the classic fuck me now pose.
He moved her around so that her legs and ass were pointing toward the audience. I could see her pussy, wide open and dripping wet, her juices already running down her ass. Her cunt lips were moving on their own, quivering in anticipation of what was to come. Little moans and gasps were coming from her mouth.
He dipped forward, positioning his cock at her entrance. For the first time, I could see how truly large he was. The head of the thing totally covered her slit from top to bottom and from inner thigh to inner thigh. It was enormous.
As he rubbed the head of that thing up and down, the woman sitting with me unzipped my pants and took my cock in her mouth. I heard Susan's muffled moan and looked up again as she accepted the head of the monster. Her eyes, which had been closed during most of this, opened in shock when she realized what kind of monster was about to invade her innermost parts.
He flexed his hips, driving himself into her inch-by-inch. A long, loud sound, half way between a moan and a scream escaped her lips, ending only when he had completely penetrated her. The girth stretched her to the limit, its travels up into her womb visibly evident by the expansion of her belly as it snaked upwards. I watched as she wrapped her legs tight to his waist. He was too big for her to wrap herself around him like she does to me.
He then withdrew, leaving only the tip in her and supporting himself with his arms so her body was almost completely visible. She looked at him in wide-eyed agony, waiting for the fucking that she needed so badly. He held still, his huge black cock shining like a well-polished shoe from my wife's juices.
He grinned at her frustration. "Fuck me." was all he said. He barked it like an order to a slave and that's what she was on stage; a slave to his cock.
She brought her feet down to the floor, then drove her ass up hard, taking him all again in one thrust. The drummer set down a beat that her thrusts and the men in the room soon picked up.
"Fuck him, fuck him, fuck him," They chanted in rhythm to the drum beat. She threw her hands over her head, grabbing the legs of a chair for support and repeatedly drove her tiny pussy onto his monster cock. Her ass cheeks quivered from her efforts as she slammed into his groin, then made a wet, slapping noise as it bounced off the floor.
She started to come again and he wrapped his hands around her waist. Rolling backwards, he was soon on his back and she was riding him like a woman possessed. Her tits were shaking as she pounded down on him. The drums and the chants kept rhythm until she came again and this time he flooded her with his cum. We could see it flow out of her in ropey white streams. I had already cum twice in his partner's mouth to my surprise. Caught up in the total erotica of the act I had just witnessed, I had crammed most of my fist into her gooey pussy.
He pulled her exhausted body off and stood to accept the applause of the audience. Susan laid there, not yet fully aware of what had happened or what she had done, but to humiliated to move. Her ravager left the stage as the lights went out again.
I sat in the dark, too stunned at what had happened to do much of anything. Several of the men stopped to ask if Susan might be available for personal services. One reached over and stroked her still exposed pussy, inserting a finger for a brief moment before she rolled over and curled up.
I gathered up her clothes, what was left of them anyway, got her dressed and we took a cab back to the hotel. The honeymoon was over.
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I did something at my bachelorette party that I thought was totally shameful at the time. It was really out of character for me but it turned out to be one of those life-changing experiences.
Ted was my fiancée and my first lover. I went to bed with him the night we got engaged. It was a nice experience but certainly not spectacular. We had sex fairly regularly after that and it got a little better. I mentioned this to Carla, a friend of mine who had the reputation of being a little too much fun at a party.
She told me she would show me something at my party that would help me out. My party was on a Friday night, the same as Ted's bachelor party. We both figured we would need Saturday to recover for our Sunday afternoon wedding at St. Mark's. St. Mark's is a nice little parochial school where Ted and I went all 13 years.
Carla suggested the theme; we all came dressed in our parochial school clothes. Plaid skirt, white blouse, white knee socks, mary janes. Most of us looked pretty good even though a few, including me, had shortened those skirts way beyond what was allowed in high school.
A dozen of us partied at Carla's house. We had a great time and drank to much. There were presents, of course. Some were nice and some were definitely naughty. Just before midnight, Carla asked if I was ready for my special present.
"OK, " I said, just a little nervous about what she might have in mind.
She said she knew about my secret lust for cowboys and it was way past time to meet one. She started some music and a huge black man strutted down the stairs. He was dressed in tight jeans, a cowboy hat, boots, a western shirt and one of those long, black dusters. He had a six-gun strapped to his waist and he was carrying a rope.
He started to dance around me - he was one of those male strippers. The girls were urging him on, laughing and giggling at my embarrassment as he stripped to a little red thong. I couldn't help but notice that the thong was concealing something massive.
He kept taunting me about being a "virgin" bride. He danced me around the room, sliding his hands around. grabbing a feel every now and then. Soon he was kneeling at my feet. He leaned back with his legs spread and said, "Let me teach this young virgin bride what's going to happen Sunday night." Your man is going to grab you....he's going to take your fine young body straight to bed."
The other girls were laughing at my embarrassment and urging him on.
"He's going to kiss you all over....and then....and then....he's going to do this!"
He thrust his hips up several times, simulating sex.
"And what are you going to do my little virgin bride? You're going to do the SAME thing! Show me how you do it!"
I was blushing as I gave a little push. The girls laughed and told me I had to do better if I was going to keep a man happy.
He laughed, too. "No, baby. Do it like you mean it! You've got to keep him CONTENT. Now show me what you've got!"
He thrust his hips up several times again. This time I thrust with him.
"Ohhh, that's the way to do it. You KNOW he's going to love it...now show me what you got." He stared at my pelvis. "Lift that skirt and show me what you got!" He smiled and began a slow up and down thrust in time with the music. With the girls urging me on, I caught the rhythm and began to slowly lift my skirt. I couldn't believe I was even thinking about flashing him. I had worn very tiny bikini panties and, if I lifted my skirt much higher, he would be able to see almost everything. In a few seconds, I had lifted my skirt almost to my waist.
"Oh, yeah. . .pretty little panties." he said. Then he said, "Watch what you're doing to me."
With that, he tugged at the side of his thong and it ripped away. His cock fell out and every woman in the house gasped. It almost touched the floor as it hung between his legs! He stared at a spot right at the top of the vee between my legs and began that same slow upward thrust he had done earlier. I stared at his cock and watched in amazement as it started to grow. It got harder and harder. It lifted up and began to inch its way up his stomach, stopping just short of his belly button.
It was only after he stopped that I realized two things. Mesmerized by the whole scene, I had matched him thrust for thrust as I watched him grow and I was soaking wet between the legs.
He got up to a standing ovation from the ladies, put on his duster, grabbed his clothes and went back upstairs. From the look on Carla's face, she knew I was wet. I prayed the others hadn't noticed.
The party broke up soon after. I was at that numb lips stage of drinking and Carla urged me to stay with her that night rather than drive home. I had the overpowering urge to pee, so I headed for the bathroom telling her I would think about it.
The downstairs bath was occupied, so I ran upstairs. When I was finished, I walked out and bumped into my black cowboy. He was wearing the duster and smiling at me.
He slowly drew his eyes up my legs until he reached by crotch. He leered at me and said, "I showed you mine, baby, now you show me yours."
I was frightened and I told him I wasn't interested. He smiled at me again and said, "Your mouth may say no, but these are saying yes."
He was looking at my nipples. I hadn't worn a bra and they were standing out under my blouse. He brought his hand up, cupping my breast and using his thumb to feel my nipple through the thin cotton.
I grabbed his hand to pull it away. He caught my hand and slowly moved it down his chest. His duster opened and I realized he was naked underneath. He kept moving my hand downward.
"I know you want to feel it, baby. Go ahead." He kept pushing my hand downward.
I felt my hand move through the mass of rough, black hair surrounding his cock. I was powerless to stop him. I looked up at him, he was almost a foot taller and realized he was staring at the tops of my breasts.
"You have some nice white titties," he said as I felt my hand instinctively curl around his cock. I looked down again and saw that he had a good six or seven inches sticking out above my fingers.
"Stroke it, baby, make it real hard for me."
I was mesmerized as my hand began moving up and down, making it grow. I realized that his hand was moving under my blouse and he quickly had a nice white titty at his fingertips. He teased my nipples, making them incredibly hard then pushed hard against my breasts, flattening them as I fell against the wall. I was breathing like I had just finished running a mile and watching a thin, white drop form at the head of his cock.
He reached down and lifted my leg up high, exposing my panties as my skirt opened for him. His other hand slid between my legs, I could feel his thumb rub across my clit. He felt the wetness of the silk that was keeping his hand from reaching a spot where only my boyfriend had ever been.
"OOOOH, baby, you are one wet bitch. I'm going to make you cum so hard you're gonna scream."
He slipped the strap between my legs aside and roughly penetrated me with two fingers, sliding them all the way into me in one swift motion.
"Show me that motion I taught you downstairs," he whispered as his fingers sawed into me.
I still couldn’t believe what was happening to me. It was like an out of body experience. I didn’t even know his name and a half hour after meeting him, I was willingly opening myself up to him and letting him finger fuck me in the hall way. Eagerly, I thrust forward, catching his rhythm. I was cumming like a common slut, screaming out loud as I fucked his fingers.
He pulled his fingers out of me and lifted my other leg, pinning me against the wall. I was shocked that I helped him by jumping up and spreading myself as wide as I could. He leered at me as he dipped down, rising up to penetrate me again, this time with his cock.
God help me, I wanted him to fuck me senseless right here in the hallway!
As soon as I felt his cockhead start to spread my pussy, I pushed down, trying to get all of him into my cunt as fast as possible. He held back, thrusting upwards into me an inch at a time. Every time I thought I had him all, he just smiled and flexed his hips again.
Not soon enough, I felt the last of his cock slide in and shuddered at the fantastic scratchy feeling of his rough pubic hair pinned tightly against my almost hairless opening. He sit a fuck rhythm with his voice. "Now baby....now baby....now baby....now baby."
We thrust into each other every time he uttered the phrase. I buried my face in his chest and screamed as I came half a dozen times. I think I passed out a little. I found myself sitting on the floor. He was standing over me with his soft cock at eye level.
"Take it in your mouth," he ordered. "Use that tongue to make it hard again." He wiped it across my face, still wet from our fuck.
Once again, I couldn't believe that I was doing this as my mouth opened to accept this huge cock. I had never done this before! I used my tongue to tease him to full hardness again and started to lay down on the hallway floor, opening my legs wide so he could fuck me again. He stopped me. Holding my cheeks in his hands, he began to fuck my mouth. In frustration, I used my fingers on myself and came a few seconds after he did.
I collapsed onto the floor, out of breath and thoroughly fucked. It was a few minutes before I noticed Carla had watched almost the whole thing, too! I was so humiliated.
She cleared her throat and said if I wanted to really get fucked, I should take him in the bedroom and do the whole night with him. He just smiled, patted my pussy, and left.
I was so ashamed of what I had done and so excited about the sex. I tearfully confessed to Ted on Saturday, sure he would throw me out. He was extremely turned on by the whole thing and fucked me like a man possessed. We've been married 2 years now. He insists that I go out once a month and find "something strange."
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Ginny is a tiny woman with a very small waist. Although her tits are barely a handful, they look surprisingly large on her delicate frame. I was attracted to her by her cute little ass, though. It was a perfect little bubble butt.
I've always been a player and I thought she would be just another fuck when I met her. She was 17 and determined to be a virgin when she married. I was five years older and just wanted some pussy. We spent the first year just playing as she firmly resisted anything more than dry humping. I knew she came several times but she still kept my hands out of her pants.
Her resolve ended, though, on her eighteenth birthday when I finally discovered the sure way into her cunt. We had sipped a little wine and were dancing to one of the all time fanny grabbers when backed her into a darkened corner and slipped my hand down her ass. She objected and stepped back. Angry and horny as hell, I pushed her hand aside and palmed her pussy, slipping my fingers between her legs,
She grabbed my wrist with both hands and gasped. I could feel her getting wet through her dress. I pressed my fingers tightly against her clit and, in a few moments, she was moaning very quietly and I could feel her start to hump my fingertips. She buried her face in my shoulder to muffle the moans escaping from her wide open mouth -- we were at a party with several of her friends -- and allowed me to slip my fingers into her cunt. She came hard and before she could come back down, I had freed my cock and slipped it into her.
Shocked at what she had allowed to happen in an almost public place, she looked up at me with wide eyes. I had not yet relieved her of her virginity. I held my cock still, savoring the long denied pleasure, then slammed upwards, tearing through her cherry. She must have cum at least three times. It was a fantastic, wine-soaked, overdue fuck.
We got married three months later but the wedding did nothing to stop me from shopping around. I still ran with a Fred, photographer friend who always seemed to have access to great looking women who liked to drink and fuck. I accessed them often.
Fred often asked why I chased babes when I had one of the hottest at home. I've got to get something on the side, I said, because that's the way men are. Women, especially Ginny, like to stay at home and be faithful. He laughed and told me the only reason she was faithful was lack of opportunity.
“Women are just as sleazy as men when they have the right opportunity,” he said. "I've seen her check out other dudes at the gym. Any babe that looks that hot needs more dick than you can give her."
"Take a shot," I said. "If you think you can do her, you'll be striking out
all night long."
"I don’t think I can get into her cute little panties," he said, "but I think I can arrange for it to happen with someone else. All I need is a little studio time to loosen her up. Care to make a bet?"
I dropped a hundred dollar bill on the table and he covered it.
"Give me a month and I'll give you the pictures," he said.
He called her the next day and asked if she was interested in doing some modeling for one of the local department stores -- just a few summer dresses, he said. She agreed and came back very excited about the experience. The shots he sent to the ad agency were sexy but tasteful. He showed me a few others where back lighting showed through the dresses and revealed a little too much of her figure.
A week later he called again and asked her if she would do some swim suits. She agreed and returned a little flushed. He had started her out in a basic, modest one piece, then graduated to some racy bikinis. He had talked her into a thong at the end of the session and she posed for a few shots "Just for your husband."
With her back to the camera, she had dropped her top for one shot, then turned toward the camera with her hands covering her breasts. Both shots were incredibly hot and I could tell from her expression that she was more than a little turned on by the whole thing.
When she showed me the photos, she seemed a little excited and blushed deeply when I looked at them and leered at her. For the first time ever, we fucked on the living room couch in the middle of the day. She was so caught up in the urgency of the act that she never realized the drapes were open and anyone walking by could easily see her flat on her back with legs flailing in the air.
I met Fred for a beer that night and he made a bold statement. "Next time she poses for me, Ginny gets her sweet little ass fucked and I'll capture every stroke on tape."
I was sure he was wrong but the thought of watching her do another man got me really turned on. I doubled my bet that it would never happen, then went home and fucked her brains out. Damn, I was horny!
A few days later, she asked me if it was OK for her to do some lingerie shots. I knew this was the ball game, the time when he would test her. I was almost shaking when I told her to go for it.
He arrived at 5:00 with a smile on his face and a tape in his hands. I knew immediately that he had won the bet. He told me to sit down as he slipped the tape into the machine and switched it on.
The camera was about 10 feet from the diorama. I could hear voices off camera. Fred was assuring her that posing with a man was OK, this was photography for the department store.
She appeared on camera, looking a little frightened at first. She was wearing a very modest bra and panties. She posed on a stool then her posing partner joined her. I recognized him immediately. It was Ted, was a huge black man who spent every spare minute at the gym and often leered at Ginny when she worked out. He was about 6 foot 6 and 280 pounds. No fat anywhere. He was well-oiled, the lights bounced off his muscular body.
He stood behind her at first. He, too, was dressed modestly in a pair of tan boxers. After a few shots, the photographer asked her to change into another bra and panty set. She came out wearing one of those wonder bras that really enhanced her breasts. The full cotton panties she was wearing had been reduced to some very sexy bikinis. She mentioned something about good wine in the dressing room.
Ted came out a minute later in "tighty whities" that really showed off his muscular build and did nothing to hide the size of his cock. The camera caught Ginny sneaking a peak at his equipment. The photographer directed them closer together, she wrapped her hands around his bicep, then he came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. Both the Fred and her posing partner were working together on this seduction routine.
"Time to change again," Fred said and they both disappeared to their dressing rooms. He placed a bottle of wine and a plate of cheese on the stool as props, turned to the camera and lewdly ran his index finger through his circled thumb and finger, signifying that the fucking of Ginny was about to begin.
She came back first, a little embarrassed, it seemed, at how much she was exposed. She had on a mesh bra and the tiniest bikini panties possible. They just barely covered her well-trimmed pussy hair and I could see the cleft of her cunt easily. For the first time, I realized I was actually stroking my cock as I prepared myself for a scene I knew was inevitable.
Her partner came back, wearing nothing more than a pouch which strained to keep his half hard cock covered. She noticed right away and had that deer in the headlights look. He came up behind her again and, as the flash went off, placed his arm under her tits, lifting upwards. Nervously, she began playing to his lead, turning one way, then another, trying to pose for the camera.
I was seeing a lot of her ass exposed and as she moved, more and more of it came into view. I was nervous, too, I barely noted that they stopped from time to time to sip some of the wine until I saw that the bottle was almost empty and she was just drunk enough to giggle. Fred knew how I had popped her cherry and he was using that knowledge to win the bet.
Ted stepped behind her again, this time lifting her off the ground. She wrapped both arms around his left bicep and his right hand steadied her thighs. It took only three shots before he cradled her ass his huge paw as he hoisted her to his shoulder.
"Look at her face" said Fred. “Right there I knew her ass was his.”
She looked hot. Obviously turned on and, with the wine, out of control, she was minutes away from fucking only the second man in her life and doing it in front of a third man. I couldn't believe it was going to happen.
As she slid down off his shoulder, her steadied her again with his right hand. It seemed to be happening in slow motion as she dropped down. His hand was on her knee when she started her descent. He held it firm and let her slide down until he was caressing her upper thigh. She stopped for a second when his hand was just below the crotch of her panties, maybe expecting him to take it away. He leaned forward and she dropped down that last 3 inches.
When his huge hand now covered her mound, she gasped. I watched as his fingers pressed inward right over her cleft. Her head rolled to the side and she grasped his arm harder, her nails digging into his bicep and his fingers began moving the thin material that protected her pussy aside.
"You're faithful little bitch just came." Fred didn’t need to say it. Her first orgasm of the night was obvious. She was a panting, gasping slut. Her back was pressed against his stomach and he held her up in the perfect position for the camera to capture every intimate detail of her public fucking.
I watched as he penetrated her with one, then two fingers. The camera caught everything as he slipped into her up to his first knuckle, then the second. I could her her gasps and moans as she fucked herself on his hand, spreading her legs wide for him leaving her completely exposed to the camera and Fred. With one leg on the stool they had just been posing on and the other held high by her own hand.
"Oh, my god Oh, my god!" She moaned over and over. His pitch black fingers probed deeper and deeper into her pure white cunt. He added a third finger pushing upwards until they were deep inside her soaking wet pussy. I was amazed at how much of his hand he had managed to slide into her tiny little pussy. She shrieked out in the hardest orgasm I've ever seen. I looked down and knew she was going to take even more. His cock was at full staff and at least half of it was out of the pouch that he as wearing.
He let her slide down to the floor. Unable to stand, she fell forward, face down.
He dropped down spreading her legs and ripping away the pouch. For the first time he spoke. That last five minutes had been filled with gasps and moans and the wet sponge sounds of a wide open pussy being masterfully finger-fucked.
His voice jolted me back to reality "Get rid of them panties, I'm going to fuck you right now" he barked. The deed was about to be done. Even then, I didn’t know how far it would go. I was about to be shocked senseless.
She lifted her ass up a few inches and pushed her panties down. He was on her as soon as they were just below her cheeks. Aiming his cock at the target she was offering, he lunged forward, burying his cock into her dripping pussy in one fierce stroke. Her torso came up from the force of his entry and he reached around, ripping the bra from her tits. His hands grabbed her breasts and he squeezed hard, forcing another orgasm out of her.
They were fucking each other now as hard and fast as they could. He was power fucking her doggie style and she was lifting her ass up as he came crashing down into her and pulling it down as he lifted up. They were deep into the perfect fucking rhythm. She came at least two more times before he emptied his balls deep inside her, growling like a wounded bear.
I've been wanting some of that pussy for a long time and damn! That's the hottest fuck I've ever had," he said.
Fred came into view and sat the camera down next to her. She still hadn't caught her breath when he rolled her over onto her back, just far enough away to capture the length of her well-fucked torso. For the first time sice Ted had palmed her pussy she seemed to remember there was another man in the room and realized a camera was running. She looked at the lens, seeing the red light and struggled to understand what it meant.
Fred was standing over her. I could only see his legs in the frame as his pants dropped to the floor. Reaching behind her knees, he pressed her legs up toward her chest and penetrated her. She was so wet and wide open that his cock found its way into her pussy unaided. Almost before she realized it, she was being fucked by only the third man she had ever had in her life and the second within the last two minutes.
A long, low moan escaped her lips as he began pumping her. At first, I thought it was in protest, then I noticed she was rocking her hips in rythm to his thrusts. She replaced his hands with hers and spread herself even wider so he could penetrate deeper. She found his mouth and sucked his tongue into her mouth and came again. His body shook as he left his come deep in her womb. The tape went dark.
"I left them at the studio to fuck some more” said Fred. “She'll probably be home when he's finished with her. I gotta tell you, she was riding him cowgirl style, her ass was just humping up and down on that big old black cock and she didn’t seem to mind that I was watching. I think she was getting off on it. When I left he had his middle finger all the way up her butt. I know he'll ass fuck her before the night's over."
I handed him the second hundred. “The tape’s yours, buddy, and I hope you didn’t mind that I tapped that little pussy, too. Damn, that was sweet!”



        