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 Kate’s Taboo


 Chapter One. Noises

Albin woke up very late at night because of the
noises. “What time is it?” He asked himself.

The old man stood up. At his age, he always
needed to go to the bathroom in the middle of the night. This day
though would have been wiser for him to take a pill for sleeping
all night. He forgot that it was the day agreed with Kate, his
wife. It was their new marital agreement.

But Kate had not forgotten. She diligently
arranged, with proper anticipation, to leave their kids sleeping
off the house at a relative’s just for that night of the week. It
was her night.

Albin couldn't guess the meaning of the
noises at first. Little noises from the guest room. Then he
remembered that this night he was the one who slept in the guest
room, not the other way. So, the noises actually came from the big
marital room he shared with Kate. He got closer to hear well.

Those were moans and whispers.
Undistinguishable Kate whispers with a third person, an unknown
man. There was a light inside. Candle lights.

Albin remembered then.

It was the day Kate had warned him about
being off the house. Albin realized exactly what was going on
inside the room. Would he dare to get in and watch everything?

To his surprise, the door was unlocked.
Despite his wife's warnings, Albin's expectations did not prepare
him for what he watched.

He got stunned, simply mesmerized by the two
naked bodies fucking furiously each other. Kate's quiet moans,
whimpers, and sobs were because of her pleasure. Albin's wife was
bent, doggy style, while the black man was behind her hips,
performing inside Kate very well. Is he Othello? Is the man Kate
had warned Albin about?

Kate is a robust, chubby lady. She isn't
young but rather a mature lady, however, she thrust and thrust her
fat ass and hips wildly against the black man's cock who was
impaling her. Deeply into her flesh.

For Albin was impossible to look at her face
since she wore a Venetian mask. It was her only clothes along with
her jewelry. All the gold and silver Albin had gifted to her in the
twenty years of their marriage were there. Her gold tiara, anklets,
wristlets, the diamond butt plug, her pearled necklace. Her waist
gold chain too. Kate had bet all for sake of the stranger's
titillation. And she succeeded.

The woman was bent, on her knees. Showing her
big fat buttocks to the man. They were very well up in the air to
the stranger's benefit. It worked: the man was fucking as if it was
his last fuck on earth. Kate's big boobs did jiggle, trembling at
every thrust, loose as a flan. The same for her belly. Her forehead
was on the pillow. Kate bites it, enduring the strongest and
harshest sex act Albin had ever seen. It was like watching a porn
movie.

Albin's wife was receiving all her partner's
corporal efforts. Othello labored diligently indeed. How long was
he fucking her like that? Albin wondered.

Kate compensated Othello with the prize of
her sexy moans. She mixed them with obscenities about his
hard-lasting cock, her wet cunt, and ridiculing her cuckold hubby,
to Albin's shame.

Then the black man took Kate's "love handles"
to imprint a new push on her. He is very well endowed, Albin
realized. He couldn't watch his cock, but Kate's pleasure was
eloquent. The black man is muscular and athletic, with a well-built
body. The white woman is fat and mature, much older, wider, and
heavier than him. But it looks okay to him. He looks joyful, lucky
for having so much of the white woman's flesh to his only
disposition. Othello never tired of spanking, noisily slapping
Kate's fat ass while riding her.

Kate was wearing her gold wedding ring at
Othello's request. Her white skin is full of bruises, suckers, and
scratches. Marks of their crude and passionate lovemaking. Albin
could watch how Kate's big mild buttocks shook as a sea in a storm
of Othello's thrusts. Her white skin was covered with freckles and
sweat from her butt up to her upper back. Kate's milky white body
was glowing at candle lights, in sharp contrast with Othello's
black skin. It was a kind of beauty. Albin felt it was a dream, a
nightmare, not awake still.

But Albin could watch them very well. The
lovers did not care or did not realize his presence. The old man
shamefully heard his wife's cunt "farts", among her moans, because
her black lover withdrew and insert his entire cock inside her,
again and again. Albin could hear too the repeated couple's flesh
"claps" when the man's athletic body clashed with the lady's fat
flesh. Due to his thrusts, their bodies were "clapping".

Albin noticed that his wife had cum already
but the black man simply couldn’t stop fucking her.

It was just that moment when Kate watched
Albin spying on them. The old man was shocked, in fear,
titillation, and jealousy. But Kate didn't look angry. She simply
put his forefinger on her lips briefly, signaling her husband to
not make a single noise while her guest finished on her.

The black man didn't realize all of this. He
was very busy working on his orgasm, trying to cum too as Kate
hates when her lover does not cum while she is already done.

“Give it to me! give it to me!”, Kate
shouted, commanding Othello to cum inside her, once and for all. Is
he at least wearing a condom? Albin wondered.

Othello was in silence, in total
concentration. Albin could watch the black man's bald head covered
with a thousand shining little droplets, sweating. Then he groaned,
and shouted, as he cum, copiously spilling himself inside the
mature lady. There was a brief moment, a second of rest and
emptiness.

Then, suddenly, the black man got his eyes
wide open watching directly towards Albin, with great anger and
surprise, while withdrawing his enormous black cock, still stiff
and spitting cum, emerging from the deeps of Kate. “What the fuck
are you doin here old man?” shouted Othello impolitely.

No, the black man wasn't wearing any condom
on, Albin noticed.

 


 


 



 Chapter Two. Kate

I'm a practical woman. I'm 45. I'm an experienced,
and unprejudiced wife. I have learned that to keep my young lover
attached to me, I have to make certain concessions.

 


It is not a matter of quantity: Many
youngsters wanted me. My body. The body of a married woman. They
just love my mother-like body. I know that I would not lack those
stupid kids' erect cocks. Indeed, I have had many cocks of
well-endowed boys throughout my married life. But I don't longer
like a such rotation of young bodies. I dislike those immature and
unstable minds. Boys that are ranging from woman to woman, sex to
sex, even from one gender to another. They, who want to try
everything, stay with nothing.

 


As a mature wife of a man and lover of
another, I am crystal clear. I want Othello to be my only and last
lover, and I want him to stay with me forever. Of course, I’m not
going to divorce Albin, my hubby. I have this clear too.

Nevertheless, I want also a long and lasting
relationship with Othello. The man who rides me. I don't want him
to get lost to other women.

 


I don't waste my time hiding my true passion.
My husband knows Othello. I communicated officially to Albin about
my affair with him almost immediately. We are years into this. I
indeed frequently invite Othello to dinner at home with Albin. Also
to swim at our pool in the hot summers. I invite Othello to all our
social parties, and too on the birthdays of the children of me and
Albin. We got three: 17, 15, and 12 years old. All white girls. I
have told them. "Mum has a young man who helps her and daddy to
keep our marriage up." With time all adore Othello. He is like his
black uncle. After the adoption, he is their black brother.

 


It is a true relief for Albin to bring
Othello to our bed. Hubby prefers to be replaced in marital duty.
He recognizes me as a woman too intense and sexually demanding for
him. Albin simply has not the stamina that my lover owns.

 


Othello is also known in my office. Where he
works a few days of the week at my behest. Employees correctly
assume Othello is my lover. Anyway, I, as the owner and their boss,
am not interested in my employees' opinions or even my husband's. I
don't want new cocks either. I want only the cock I already know
very well: Othello's.

 


I love that his cock gives me fresh and
abundant cum. It's sweet or spicy depending on his mood but I can
always recognize it as Othello's.

 


His is a wild cock. A long black cock like a
stallion's which only I have been able to tame. White cocks are
smaller and shorter, useless for me. I need this muscular cock,
erect, deep. The one that penetrates durably in my white, soft,
fat, and redundant flesh.

 


My marriage's dirty secret is that I don’t
longer feel my husband's cock. That's the raw truth. The opulent
abundance of my body swallows white penises without noticing
them.

 


Until I met Othello's cock.

His is like a battering ram that always
overcomes the defenses of the obese shell of my mature body.
Penetrates deeply into my protective adipose barrier. My pussy's
defenses make me feel nothing.

Releasing me from my jail of insensitivity
was Othello's prowess. His roughness makes me feel again, it makes
me return to passion, it makes me suffer again. And so I suffer
happily and enthusiastically. Under the thrust of his body over
mine.

I admit I used to be a capricious, paranoid,
and tyrannical woman. Only Othello's cock made me re-enter into
reason. Only his erect and fierce cock manages to calm the violence
of my former capricious and volatile mood. To my husband's relief.
And myself.

 


That's right: although I'm bossy in all
aspects of my life, in bed I let control to Othello.

 


I let to be mounted just as the god of Coran,
the god of Othello, commands him. I let him play with my body, I
let Othello have fun and lost himself in the abundance of my flesh.
And he feeds on the nourishing softness of my breasts, mouth, and
cunt. My body is an affluent motherland that Othello knows well.
Before riding me, he feeds on the flesh of my buttocks, my fat
cunt, and ass. Othello buries his head in my big, fat buttocks,
which open up like a peach. I laugh gratified as a crazy woman,
releasing my hysteria. Yes, the tickle and pleasures that Othello
gives to me are my weekly therapy. While he plays with my cunt,
Othello thinks he may well live in my sweet body. He has told
me.

I love to spoil Othello with all the material
benefits that can be imagined. A new car. A department, because he
rejected the offer to live at home with Kate and Albin. Othello
wanted to maintain his independence. Travels, university expenses,
salary, and of course, sex with me. Or, is it in exchange for sex?
I do not care really.

With Othello's consent, and against hubby’s,
I dared to adopt him as my lawful son to ensure his financial
future. I did it against the opposition of my husband himself,
Albin. He feared his wife was feeding perverse incentives. But I
rule over Albin. All know. He ended up signing the papers that now
claim that he is the brand new father of this adult black man,
seven feet tall, that fucks his wife. So funny.

 


I have, over the years, even accepted that
Othello fucks another woman besides me. A girlfriend. His own
concubine. A young woman: Sabrina.

"How is your little woman?" I ask Othello
with raw irony every time we meet. As long as he always comes back
to me, his real woman, I'm Ok. Moreover, at the insistence of
Othello, for a year, I have shared my marital bed with Sabrina.
That was difficult in the beginning. But over time I have begun to
enjoy the presence of this skinny, petite, and submissive -in bed
and out of it- woman. She is so flat! I do not know what Othello
saw on her!

 


But Sabrina, on the other hand, is so
enthusiastic about having sex together! On our shared bed, Othello
commands the rhythm in which the three of us make love: when and
how he penetrates Sabrina or me. When and who touches who, or when
the three intimate at the same time. We let him be. We only limit
him when he goes too far, I mean too much kink. Othello is a
creative and lasting man on my marital bed.

 


Many months ago, after one especially horny
night of passion, I finally accepted Sabrina's body. I accepted
Othello's terms and assured him that "you can take all the
pleasures that my body can offer you, even what other bodies can
offer to you ... with me, you may have all the sex you want, as you
want, and with whoever you want. " Othello has everything a man
could want.

 


Except for one thing.

The only concession that I do not admit in
any way is to desecrate the virgin eye of my ass. My butthole.
Othello may lick it or explore it with his tongue for example. But
he must not penetrate it like a cunt. I have not given it to any
lover, nor my husband, and I’m not going to give it to Othello's
long cock. Never.

Why?

I learned, from my most experienced female
friends, about how anal sex leads to the destruction of a woman’s
bodily beauty. All of my friends warned me that a woman's body
would be “loose and fallen". A woman giving her ass will no longer
be attractive to anyone, not even her toy boy. All my friends have
said that it happens when the male slides "down the back". Anal
intercourse would be the apocalypse of my appeal. After I had a
"fallen" body, I would be overcome by the time of my true age. That
would be the death of sex.

 


 


 



 Chapter Three. Othello

But Othello did not understand these things. Because
Kate had never revealed her reasons. He only saw an attractive and
stubborn mid-aged woman. A woman who refuses one pleasure, as
mundane as all pleasures they already enjoy. In the earthly
paradise of the life they share.

Kate told Othello plainly: “My Love, bury
your cock into your little woman’s ass. Or dare with effeminate
boys (I’m sure they will want to be fucked by your mighty black
cock). You may even bring one of them to our bed. I have given you
that license. We both may make love to him or you do it alone, as
you like it. But my ass will not be penetrated, neither by you nor
by anybody. Ever never."

 


Kate insisted on this prohibition. Othello
demanded her to surrender her small starry hole many times. But she
didn't give a millimeter of her ass.

 


This happened in such a way that Othello
became obsessed with Kate's ass. He became obsessed with the
impossibility of fucking the allegedly exquisite blind eye. The
starry eye, and the carnal star. Names with which Othello showed
his fantasy and excessive ambition. He already had everything with
Kate, he had broken all taboos with her, but he wanted more. "If I
don't possess Kate, my true wife, and mother, this way, I can't be
happy with her. We can't be happy," he thought after months of
trying to convince her.

 


But Sabrina was more cunning. When Othello
confessed his frustrated desire, she conceived a plan. “The next
time we go to your parent's house, we'll make Kate drunk. And when
your father falls asleep, we will go as usual to frolic all three
in bed. Your mother has learned to want me, to desire my caresses.
So when we are naked, I will give her more wine from my lips to her
mouth, while you put the oil on her back, vagina, and ass. Then
you'll proceed to kiss Kate's interior the way you know that she
likes it. She will be distracted and will not oppose the most
earthly delights of this world. ”

 


Sabrina added. “When you see me kissing and
sucking Kate's fat breasts, it will be the signal for you to begin
fucking her cunt. She will be very excited because she likes the
caresses on her nipples. When I am already drinking from Kate's
milk, I will stand up so you can see my face covered with it. It
will be the signal for you to withdraw your erect penis; I will
kiss Kate and hold her tightly by the arms. When this happens you
will return but this time - with your very wet penis - you will
enter into her ass. She will try to resist but it will not be
possible. Because you will be faster to penetrate the forbidden ass
of Kate and I will hold her as long as I can. Try to ejaculate
inside it promptly."

 


Othello was impressed with Sabrina's malice.
He was convinced that it was an excellent plan. Perhaps the only
feasible one to become his dream into reality.

 


The day came to visit Kate and Albin. And
everything went seamlessly. Kids were off the house with holidays
under the care of some relatives. The two couples shared the table
with great informality. They laughed over the wit of Sabrina and
the African dance demonstrations of Othello. Albin almost forgot
his unfaithful wife's relationship with him. He had fun with the
young couple's jokes. Kate ate moderately but drank a lot. Sign of
her desire to intimate, as Othello (and Albin), knew.

 


As always on these occasions, when night
fell, Kate provided Albin with a sleeping pill. So he won't get up
at dawn nor got impressed by catching his wife having intercourse
with their “new” and elder “son”. It had already happened once
before. Although the incident wasn’t dangerous, it was embarrassing
for Albin. The interruption bothered Othello quite a bit. The
strong man could become easily violent and offensive with
Albin.

 


On the other hand, Sabrina has made many
advances to Kate. And she increasingly appreciated her as a partner
in bed. Sabrina's precise and wise caresses are very appreciated by
Kate. A woman knows what please another woman.

The mature mother was already impatient to go
to bed with both of them.

 


The moment of intimacy arrived. Kate was
delighted with the kisses and caresses that both lovers, man, and
woman, gave to her soft and mature body.

"At my age, I have come into complete
happiness,” she thought. Sabrina delighted in the milk that was
born from Kate's nipples. It fell in white and nutritious jets into
the girl's mouth and face. Then, Kate could say that she was beyond
any woman who had ever been sexually free in all times of human
history.

 


The stimulation of Sabrina's mouth and tongue
over her nipples gave Kate delicate pleasure. Sometimes intense
ones. These somehow compensated for the deep penetrations of
Othello.

Kate loved him so much that she had never
revealed it. But his long, erect, and black cock (long like an
eel), had turned uncomfortable and intimidating to her. It did
interfere in her flesh, which sometimes bled. This was always
mitigated by the pleasure provided by Othello. She felt so desired
by a black, young, large, and powerful man as Othello. She wanted
to please him with such longing.

 


Instead, Sabrina makes things easier. Since
sharing Othello with her, Kate had learned from Sabrina. She taught
Kate about how to give and receive pleasure from another woman.
This made all sex more fluid and moist. That summer night,
moreover, Kate felt especially willing, especially vulnerable, and
sensitive. The full moon was up in the night sky. Kate was open
like a peach in bloom, ripe, which opens up to life, to fertility.
“Will I be ovulating again?”, she thought.

 


 



 Chapter Four. Perfect Night

 


Some months ago Kate had warned Albin about
her desire: she wanted to get pregnant again. It was her last
opportunity as their last breeding was 12 years ago. She even may
feel how her last eggs are ovulating and making her horny. The
treatment was working as her doctors had told her. Thanks to the
hormones she was also able to produce milk and her boobs enlarged
without any surgery. It was a secret she had not yet disclosed to
Othello. ("You know how complicated get men about making a baby and
settle down. They enjoy so much their freedoms." she said to a
confidant). But Othello of course enjoyed Kate's bigger boobs as
well as the sweet milk they produced, a benefit for him only. Of
course, she didn't share her tits nor her milk with her hubby. They
didn't mate for years. Since Kate began to mate Othello, Albin
could only watch them fuck in the videos they tape or through the
risk of using the peeping hole on the wall. Othello was very
jealous that Albin felt any sexual right toward Kate. She was
pleased to indulge the sex of her black lover only.

 


But she wanted not only the pleasures but the
fruit of her mating with Othello. A mixed-race baby. As she said to
Albin: "You know he is a stud, it's unavoidable he will impregnate
someone. I have to hurry. It's me or Sabrina or any girl he fucks
one of these nights. I want to be me. I want to give him his first
kid, ideally a son, his firstborn, wouldn't it be nice?". Kate had
all decided, she was just informing a silent Albin.

 


Kate remembers very well the first night she
mated with Othello. The night Albin caught them. She remembers how
her hubby looked at Kate, her skin dripping with sweat from her
face to her large breasts, from her huge round stomach, to her
bulging thighs, warmly visible in the candle lights. The thick
folds of Kate’s "love handles", that Othello clinged to. Her belly
swollen with another man's sperm.

 


When the black man arrived back after Albin's
wife, she asked Albin to move into the living room. They needed
intimacy for their day of the week. After a while, Othello counted
by the most of Kate's week there. Making Kate's wet orgasms.

 


And now there was another surprise. Kate
wanted to get pregnant.

 


Kate and Albin still shared the bathroom,
which was very intimate. Kate allowed Albin to watch as she and
Othello had unprotected sex at the shower, although not always cum
inside. Kate never cheated on Albin. She simply wanted to get
impregnated from Othello (younger, stronger, a captain of drug
dealers), with Albin's blessing. The female mind is always so much
cleverer than the male.

 


And tonight she had the feeling, the
intuition that everything was propitious for her impregnation. The
night, the wine, the still and sensual light of the candles. The
sound of the crickets and the water that fell into the artificial
waterfall of the room.

Also, she moans for the intense double orgasm
that had just felt in her hot belly as Othello spilled himself into
Kate's womb. It was an excellent fuck! Othello's cock was so strong
and hard. She felt how his balls hit her buttocks as the man was
fucking Kate doggy style (their favorite). And Sabrina was so
considered to partner with her in bed. Kate's black lover needed to
fuck two cunts. Things of men. Kate now understood everything. She
wouldn't get mad again about Othello and other women. Everything
was ok as she felt how her belly got hot, as feverish. Sign that
Othello's cum was getting her impregnated that very night.

All this made Kate to fell into a grateful
dream.

 


"Tonight finally Othello has got me
pregnant", she thought with total certainty as she surrendered to
the deepest sleep into Sabrina’s arms, who were squeezing Kate’s
tits into a loving Sapphic hug.

 


 



 Chapter Five. The Trick

Sabrina whispered to Othello: “She has fallen
asleep!" Everything went even better than they had anticipated.
Kate is a huge white woman and it was ideal that she had fallen
asleep in the big bed. Othello withdrew his cock from the depths
inside Kate. "Help me”, he asked Sabrina, who left Kate hugging a
pillow. “Pull her buttock as I enter inside her". Othello commanded
as he lubricated his erected cock and Kate's anus. With abundant
oil and resinous myrrh. In the dim light of the candles, Sabrina
could glimpse and appreciate Kate's big ass. It opened as if by
enchantment, exposing the intimacy of her deep flesh. The big
clitoris of the sleeping woman, which had the size of Sabrina's
little finger. Sabrina noticed that it was beating. And then she
saw too the eye closed with the star shape bristling at many
points: Kate ass' eye. The mysterious object of Othello's
obsession. A sleeping eye, perhaps sleeping for millions of years,
Sabrina thought.

 


And now Othello, with her help, was going to…
invade? fuck? own? rape? the verbs that men use when joining a
woman or catamite. Sabrina did not know what was the precise term
for this case. She too doubted if this was a wise action to
perform, but not by much.

 


“Wait, wait! I’ll bring my phone, we have to
record it!" Sabrina whispered. Othello held Kate's bland buttocks
open, they were really big and fat, as a crack in the earth. The
blind eye was exposed as well as the nude big body of the
woman.

 


“She looks like a white big pig”, thought
Othello, suddenly fearing his religious bans. Prohibitions that he
had broken so many times.

 


But he pursued, as Sabrina had already lubed
abundantly the white mother's big ass. Othello’s cock was ready,
hard, and erect. Sabrina helped him to open Kate's white buttock
while she was recording the scene. Othello was finally going to get
into Kate's ass!

 


"Little by little, first enter the tip of the
head, little by little, with little taps in and out ..." Othello
slides into Kate's ass as Sabrina indicated. The body of the
sleeping woman shuddered, but she didn't wake up.

 


"You promised not to!”

 


Kate shouted as if wake up. Othello and
Sabrina almost fell into panic. “Oh, my God”, Sabrina sighed and
covered her mouth. It was something that should not be done, that
should not happen, that was an evil practice.

But Kate just was having a restless dream,
they noticed.

So, Othello did not stop but resumed fucking
Kate’s forbidden ass.

 



 Chapter Six. The End

Kate dreamed Othello had betrayed her. But why? She
didn't know. She dreamed, recalling her secret visits to the
fertility clinic. Recalling her treatment. Kate had only one
fertile egg left, and Kate wanted Othello to fertilize her. "Silly,
silly, silly," Albin told her in dreams, impotent and in a
wheelchair. In her dreams, the sleeping woman saw Sabrina. She was
taking Kate's ovule out of her hand from inside Kate's pussy and
removing it. As if it were a white egg, and then eating it. While
Othello immobilized her, penetrating her ass, defying the ban.
Othello, her loved one. Her spoiled lover for years. Kate's lover
and adopted son betrayed her by penetrating Kate in the eye of her
ass. But then she felt great pleasure. Like the one she had felt
the first time Albin had oral sex to her; when they were young and
still in college. The pleasure was a tide of water inundating all
the world. And Kate dreamed that a black eel had gotten inside her
body, fecundating her. And that she felt the most exquisite
pleasure in the world. Kate dreamed, too, that her ass ate Sabrina
and Othello and then gave birth again by regurgitating them.

 


Kate woke up, sweating. Wet. It was dawn and
cold. Othello and Sabrina were peacefully sleeping next to her.

 


Kate went to the bathroom. She felt the need
for defecating. But what came out instead surprised her: cum. Lots
of it. She was defecating sperm. Every time she struggled, her ass
released strong jets of sperm. Kate realized that her spoiled lover
had fucked in her ass. Many times. He broke her taboo.

 


Her hurt starry eye spat sperm in jets as a
fountain. Until it was all gone. She pulled the toilet water flush.
Kate was exhausted. However, unexplainably, she wasn’t mad at
Othello.

 


With her ass still dripping cum, she lay down
close to Othello, who embraced Kate with his powerful arms. She
noticed how well his big firm hands coupled with her big floppy
boobs. She instinctively arranged her big, soft body under his
muscular protection. Kate's feelings of surprise and angriness
dissipated and turned into tenderness and acceptance toward
Othello. Kate feels so physically good with this man! So safe,
secure, and confident. So different from with hubby.

 


“Ok, he fucked me in my ass. Has he too
impregnated me?” She was sure he did. And Kate slept again with
that sweet thought. One is no one.

 


Othello just woke up. He felt energy he had
never known before. It was, as he said later, the sexual peak of
his existence. Sabrina got up too.

 


“I guess Kate will be mad if she finds what
we did,” Othello whispered to Sabrina.

 


“Othello, she will be fine. You fucked Kate’s
ass, and she was excited. You helped her to break that silly taboo.
It’s actually a reward. You’ll give her the reward of giving birth
again. To a beautiful baby girl or a boy.” Sabrina whispered too,
fearing Kate was listening.

 


Othello was happy that Kate would give birth
to a new baby, his one, a mixed-race baby. He didn't care the last
name would be Albin's. After all, he indeed would pay for
everything. Kate and Othello will correct it with time. Of course,
breaking into Kate's ass satisfied him. He cum many times during
the night. Long after that Sabrina went to sleep.

 


The black man looked at Kate, his sleeping
loyal lover. Her milk was leaking from her full breast. Her left
nipple was swollen. He smiled and took it in his hand. He moved his
thumb over her white nipple and suck jets of hot milk. Sabrina took
Kate's other tit and suck the sleeping woman's milk too. Sabrina is
a brunette. Her exotic, dark olive skin contrasted so much with
Kate's snow-white skin as much as Othello's did.

 


Othello moved closer to Kate, and he kissed
Kate softly on her earlobe. He pulled her breast towards his face.
As Sabrina was already doing. He sucked it, kissed it, and felt its
nipple with his soft, warm tongue. She tasted so sweet, soft, and
moist. And Kate was so calm; she didn't even move. Her eyes were
closed, but she was giving Othello her full attention.

 


Yes, everything was right.

 


 


 


### The End

 


 


 



 Dangerous Relationships: A Threesome Marriage


 Chapter One. I thought he was kidding

“John is with me, helping me fucking. The room is
small and has got hot. The air inside is dense and un-breathable.
The dense smell of sex. Don is there too, I feel him, he is
probably jerking off. As John did moments ago. Now he takes my hand
so I endure Al's thrust. The stranger goes so deep in me, touching
a unknown string of my sexual sensitivity. At this moment my body
is a very fiery furnace. He pushes me with his big black cock. John
and Don are watching my movements. They are enjoying the spectacle
of this affair with me. I close my eyes. I need the obscurity to
feel him, to know this brand new man. To know as only a woman could
do it. I remember him saying that his cock is thick. Now he proves
it with every hard thrust. I squeeze my husband's hand as when I
delivered my first baby. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" I never
understood that a sex goddess said like that. It sounds like a
cliché, or a bitch saying. But I do it. I mean it. I want it. I
barely may breath. I feel as if I'm dying or giving birth. But I
would not ask Al to stop fucking me. I can't ask this black man to
hold me or to wait to show me love. I want him to dominate me, to
plow my soil, to plunge all the way into my cunt. I reject hubby's
hands when I'm feeling my orgasm coming. Yes, I'm cumming.”

 


The first time hubby asked me for having sex
with a black man, I thought he was kidding. He was not.

Why does a man ask his beautiful wife to fuck
a stranger with a longer cock than his own? My husband wanted to
experience just that. To watch me fucking a black man who would
impale me with his cock. "Do you want a strange man to fuck me in
our marriage bed?" I asked him while I sucked his cock before
fucking. "Yes", he answers me. He has a harder cock than usual. The
idea turns him on. "And, how would the cock that your wife would
suck so?" I asked while sucking his cock. "The cock of a black
man", he answered me while entering the trance of orgasm. "A black
man”, I doubted. “Aren't they too big for a white wife?". "Not for
you", he replied. I remained in silence, the wet silence of a woman
sucking diligently her hubby's cock. "Now, I want to go inside",
declared. Within five minutes we were already in the shower
preparing to carry the kids to school.

I have a good sex life with John. Our life is
complicated but sex is good, I am not complaining. I have two kids,
a full-time job, and two men: John, my husband, and Don, my boss.
Don is much older than John but he has been my only lover, and the
only man I've had as an adult married woman, besides John. And John
knows about Don. He's been integrated into our daily life for many
years. John knows that Wednesday night and Saturday night are for
Don.

 


That's our agreement. Just that. As well as
the office quickies we may have and in secret since I remain silent
about them. I don't say a thing not to hurt John, but Don fucks me
too at the office, almost daily. Every time he wants. Of course,
it's something surely John must anticipate (at least he should).
But saying not a thing about sex with Don is a way to keep
potential John's ego vulnerabilities at bay. Because John resents
not only that me, his wife, earn much more money than him. But also
that he has to share my body with another man. And sex is just too
important to men! Of course, from time to time, John asks me about
how is sex with Don. He wants to know who is a better lover. I
always reply "you know, older men are ...weaker". Because it's
safer to keep hubby thinking that. It's more considerate, given his
forced-willful cuckold situation. Because John had to accept this,
my lifestyle, or simply get a divorce.

 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Two. The Third
Man

Don fucks me well: he simply adores having
access to someone else's wife's body. It's his kink: to fuck me
while I talk. About what? About my sex life as the middle-class
wife of a middle-class John and his middle-size boring cock. I have
not been the first "other's wife" Don fucks; but he likes me much
more than other available "other's wives". In current times, many
wives cheat hubbies -specially for money and boredom-. Don is
elder, has tons of money and takes a lot of blue pills. Well, I
don't care that he is forced to take extra aphrodisiacs to fuck me,
I'm a woman thirty years younger than him. It was his choice to be
with me. I just let him do whatever he wants to do, and I suck his
cock, and dirty talk about my hubby's bland dick. This is much more
than what men get at Don's age with legal sex (I mean without
paying a whore). And that's why he compensates me well. Money, an
easy office job, and all coke I may take at the bed.

 


So, having another man- a third one- into my
pussy, whatever his color or cock's size, is too much sex for me.
Too much complication I mean. 

 


But the next night (and the following ones),
John insisted on this fantasy. I don't worry about male fantasies,
they are very predictable: to have two women (a threesome). Anal
intercourse. To have a lady boy. To fuck in public. Or to fuck
someone else's wife...fantasies are useful for sex. But John wanted
to turn this fantasy into a reality. He insisted for a long time:
His wife fucking a black man, with a cock like a stallion's.

 


So, finally, I had to speak to John
seriously: "Honey, it's not so simple, you know I have to ask Don
about this kind of thing. We have an agreement, remember?",  I
told John. I know that saying this is humiliating to him. But, why
does John force me to hurt his ego?

 


The idea of fucking with a black man was my
husband's. But Don did not finally reject it either. Rather he
ended up liking it. In my husband's case instead, it was quite the
opposite. He proposed the idea but after the experience, he hated
it a lot. He began to hate it just in the very beginning since the
first time I was on my knees sucking the stranger's black cock. And
also after the experience of fucking.

 


But Don's opinion weighs more on these things
about me. I made the final decision but given that in the end, both
men agreed, I agreed to please them. I did it with a mixture of
fear and curiosity: what would it be like to do it with a black
man? Would his cock hurt me? Will sex be like with Don or like with
John my husband? It amazes me that both men, who rarely agree on
anything when it comes to my sex, finally agreed so much about
something as intimate and delicate as me fucking with a third man.
John always dislikes that I have to talk or ask Don about these
things. "I am your husband. With my opinion and yours is enough!"
Well, in an ordinary couple who wants to have a "swinger
experience" it would be enough, it would be fine. But in our
situation, John showed an excess of confidence toward me, even when
I am his legitimate wife. Well, we had to count on that I maintain
a carnal relationship with Don, my boss, for several years. With
the full knowledge and permission of my husband. Indeed, one of our
two children was the product of Don's sperm. He therefore
contributes a lot to our family finances. An economic contribution
that John also enjoys.

 


So, this gives Don some rights about my
sexuality. It's true Don is indeed an old man and he does not fuck
me like he used to. But still, I am, in practice, also his wife, as
well as John's wife. I belong to two men, two men own me. My
situation requires some care.



For all this, I could not let myself be
fucked by another man, a third party, as if it'd be a triviality.
But, why does a man want to see his wife taken by someone else? Why
by a stranger, of another race who also boasts a better cock? Well,
this is a great kink for men.

 


I only asked that they let me choose the man
who was going to fuck me. And that is how I met Al. He was not a
giant negro as porn movies show typically to men of color. He was
rather fine, gentle, and of my height. And that is why I chose him,
he is educated, a good character and a careful man. A woman's man.
And I felt he liked me. Well, that's not difficult.

 


Al seemed immediately like a good transition
for this type of experience. And I wouldn't regret it.

 



Chapter Three. The Pearl
on the Flower

John warned me not to call the black man by
his name (Al). It's a fake name anyway but I do prefer to call him
like that, whispering it in order John didn't notice. I can't make
love with a nameless person...the man who mates with me can not be
like a machine or an anonymous animal!

We, me and Al, first prepare before
intercourse, in the dance ball. This previous warming up is very
important because I had to get used to Al's skin. Especially for
us, as women, we need to probe the chemistry with a new sexual
partner. So in the dance we did it. Al touched me, and I could
provocatively rub my barely dressed ass against his dressed cock.
Al was very talented, stealing caresses from me as well as touching
my butt or my tits "casually" while we danced. I was aroused
because of this. It was the moment: I proposed to him to dance
privately in the room hubby had reserved for us. I asked John and
Don to delay two minutes while we got comfortable for sex.

 


While we undressed I could watch the man who
would take me that night to bed. Al's cock surprised me and made me
fear initially about how harm would do to me, but he calmed me
down. It was a black, thick cock, with a big purple head, it made
me remember an ancient terrible marine predator. But it's warm and
hairless. His skin is soft and slippery. It's fully erected in my
hand. Al is excited and touches my tits, he pinches my nipple. It's
not totally pleasant but he is clearly excited, and I get sexual
excitement too. I get aroused. I want to please this man. I
masturbate his cock and try to suck it. My mouth barely can't
swallow it. As in porn movies.

 


For a moment I had forgotten that two men
were already looking at us: My two husbands. I took a look at them.
John is masturbating while Don is simply watching very attentively.
John's face is red as a tomato. He looks like very concentrated on
his pleasure. His cock is red and fully erected, as I haven't seen
before.



But still, Al's cock is much bigger than my
husband. How could that get inside a woman? "Baby, you -as a mother
of three- will understand this...no problem to get my cock's size
inside you..with lube and care, inch by inch, ok? you get it?". And
I got it... If my cunt may take an entire baby, it easily may deal
with Al's big black cock.

 


Don was watching me. He masturbated
also...his cock is expanded by sexual arousing and about to cum. To
have another man, a stranger, fucking me is very arousing for my
men. I am horny and excited too because of that. I felt like a sex
goddess.

 


John had already finished twice while Al was
still fucking me.  Doggystyle. This is a very sexy position
for all men I know, but Al still lasts fucking me, he is a
professional.  The friction of Al's movement excites my clit.
His thickness excites my inner. I cum finally. But Al still does
not. After some minutes this situation is irritating. "Why doesn't
he cum? Am I not so sexy?" I thought while masturbating my clit
without saying a word. It's so easy to destroy a sexual
moment. 

 


I changed our position to "missionary". I
like this much more than "doggy style". Al is all over me. I can
feel his sexual force, his momentum, his cock coming in and out.
His hands are over mine. I feel his skin. He is hot. As a home
radiator. Any woman naturally cold can enjoy this very much. And I
do. I close my legs over his buttocks to cheer up his
penetration.

 


But I guess the "missionary" could have been
frustrating to John and Don because they barely can see my body.
Just my bare open legs, my arching feet, and listening to my
orgasmic moans. I don't care. What I did care much more was about
my intimacy with this stranger beyond John or Don's eyes. It's a
very sexual moment. Skin to skin. I get his head to me and I kiss
Al very intensely, passionately. I suck his tongue, he sucks mine.
We are exchanging many fluids. At this moment I'm so horny that I
would mother all his kids. I whisper how sexy it's to mate with
him, how much I adore him and his cock. I don't remember how many
other adulterous words I said. Just to Al's ears. I beg him to cum
inside me. I can't help it, doing this. Will it be dangerous? Will
I be too wide for my men's cocks? In the aftermath, I don't know
how I dared to do all this.

 


But Al cum inside me finally. All have
finished. And I am pleased, filled with his sperm. Joyful. I have
satisfied three men! Me alone. I feel like a very sexual woman, a
powerful sexual female. Al withdrew his large cock from me. I can
not believe my pussy took all of his black cock. I felt like a sex
goddess.

 


John was furious. In revenge, he
finished on my face. This took me by surprise, it was disgusting:
his cum on my eyes, my mouth, even my ears, and hair. I feel
defiled with my hubby's cum. But I said nothing, no complaints.
Anyway, John had not expected that Al, "the black man" as he called
him, cums inside me, his white wife. No without a condom! He yelled
and almost fought with Al. Finally, I calmed him down. "Baby, just
relax: no one has STDs, and I'm not ovulating" (this last I don't
know but I cheated John that I knew). "And I'm taking pills" (I am
not). Opposite to my husband's reaction, Don did not give a shit
about having Al's cum inside me. He was pleased by how I was just
well fucked by a black man. And besides, Don loved that John was so
mad and jealous of the possibility his precious white wife could
have been impregnated due to a negro man. Just in front of his
eyes! I could almost read Don's thoughts about John: "Idiot!" Don
loved that I had laughed at John's idiotic ire while I was there,
lying down on the bed. Covered by sperm. Nude as a whore, with my
open legs, and my wide-open used pussy. A well fucked lady with
three men in the hotel room. A modern American marriage? I suspect
my future nights with Don will involve Al. Poor John! I smile
thinking about it.

 


Meanwhile, while men argued and yelled, and
because of gravity, the cum was falling down. From inside my cunt,
and so a pearl formed from Al's sperm had been born in the middle
of my pussy. It was a golden pearl of cum, crowning my pussy, which
was open as a pink flower. I could watch it in the mirror.
Beautiful, isn't it?

 


##The End


The Flute Player’s Wife


Chapter One



 


Finally, Maga is in bed with her lover.
“Lover” is how she still refers to the black young man with whom
she often intimates. Maga is a widow, so she could call him "my
man" or "my partner", but Maga still likes to think that she is
having an affair. Because her former husband always loved and got
excited that she beds other men, like this young one.

 


Jacques is a young black man - may be too
young to be a wise man, but far too experienced to be a boy-, he is
standing next to her. His cock is fully erect. Just the way Maga
likes it: standing erect and wet. She has sucked it so many times
that Maga knows all. The details, scars, moles of her lover’s cock,
all the imperfections she loves. The woman's mouth and throat got
used to this cock, to its size and a strange curved shape. "Despite
he is young, it's bigger than hubby's", Maga thinks. She is always
in awe about his size, when she checks Jacques' cock, in comparison
to her passed husband. Maga does it with her tongue and hands while
Jacques is in full erected size and width. The curved shape of his
cock also amazes her. It makes a great pleasure to Maga during the
intercourse, when it stabs her, fucking her, going in and out. Its
shape is a mystery to her because white men’s cock are never with
such strange shape. To her knowledge.

 


As she is lying nude like this on her marital
bed, Maga sucks and licks the man's crotch delicate black skin. She
licks his bald balls, full of the cum she loves. Maga also kisses
the swollen head of the young black man's glans. She says dirty
things to the man in his native language, along with a spicy smile,
flattering him. Dirty talking is like a spell in favor of his
erection. Jacques, the boy-man is very close to her body, standing
and well erected. He smiles back at her, pleased and appeased. His
cock is now totally hard, long and curved. He is ready to invade
Maga’s naked chubby body of a mature woman, a widow mother. They
are both ready for sex

 


Maga knelt on the bed’s edge with her butts
sticking in the air. While Jacques went back and forth, behind her
hips, giving her powerful thrusting of his dick. It wasn’t long
before they started screaming and moaning. His massive cock slid
deep into Maga’s pussy, it was amazing that he didn’t split her in
half!

Afterwards, Jacques laid on the bed, and Maga
straddled him and rode his cock. Maga saw her husband’s portrait.
She groaned louder and louder while riding Jacques harder. She
eventually fell from him, and then she went and sat on his chin
while sucking his cock "as a whore", as she loves to say.

 


As she sucks him off like that, she glances
at the huge black and white photo of her husband. Hugo, the famous
musician. A perfect photo that looks back to her eyes as she sucks
and sucks. The widow is sure that her husband in the photo likes to
watch at her giving head to a this black man on their marital bed.
That was the way he was when alive. He enjoyed when Maga invited
her favorite lovers, to make love to her. Indeed, Hugo watched the
couple making love and masturbated himself. Or he played a piece of
music to entertain them during their intercourse. It was a reward
to the lover for taking over the sexual body of Hugo's wife.

 


But now that Hugo is gone, Maga still brings
these men to own sexually to her, as an offering to her passed
husband.

 


After a lengthy "69", Maga was again riding
Jacques' cock. The sex went on like it won’t end. Jacques climaxed
in Maga’s cunt. His cum dribbled out of her pussy like creamed
milk.

 


On the bed under the watch of Hugo, he looks
back at Maga with approving pleasure from the frame at the
wall.

 


 




 


 


 



Chapter Two

“Your cock is useless!”, Maga used to shout Hugo in
the old times, complaining after many minutes of tireless sucking
her hubby's bland white cock. The longest blowjob Maga remembers.
No results, even when fingering his ass, it wasn’t working. "It's
not your fault," Hugo used to say. “After we bring those boys
dressed as girls, to be fucked by us, and after they fucked you, I
can not have a proper erection since then...may my cock be
bewitched? or damned?” Then they agreed to bring more young men but
only for Maga's pleasure. She loved to try with more young black
men.

 


Hugo sometimes, the time he was alive, had
tasted some of those bisexual boys that Maga invited: he indeed
preferred young and increasingly undefined boys, whom Hugo turned
into females in the marital bed.

 


So, in the last times of their marriage, Hugo
didn't fuck her, not always. In fact, they made love less and less.
No trouble for Maga. Hugo always played his flute while his wife
reached orgasm after orgasm -thanks to the young men-. Her favorite
lovers were the "boys": young black men, whom she had been training
and accustoming to the rounded chubby body of her (the body of a
mom, as Hugo used to say). It is not easy to please her. From those
times the only favorite boy left is Jacques. And he is no longer a
boy but a man. Has Maga became into a "queen of spades"?

 


Her husband used to flood the room with the
sweet music of his flute; Hugo's music was like an omnipresent
musical penis that penetrated the whole house and rooms. And Maga
felt blessed by the pleasure she received in those days, by the
cocks of her lovers that enhanced the musical presence of her
husband. It was as if those boys, anonymous as a shadow, incarnated
Hugo’s music into living flesh; it is difficult to explain but she
felt very intense orgasms thanks to Hugo’s agonizing music as well
as to the vitality of the young men who irrigated her womb.

 


Even when he was gone, Hugo’s wife felt that
her husband still fucked her through those young men that she had
brought home. Boys whom she was, little by little, selecting,
conditioning, domesticating. That little by little she was
selecting only one, the chosen one, who would become the most
accustomed to her body, to her home, to her cunt and to the musical
presence of her husband. A woman does not need tons of cocks, but
just the right one. The one who fits inside well, one which sticks
deep into her cunt and womb. Who that cock belongs to? It took
time, proofs, trials and errors with many men and cocks to arrive
at Jacques.

 


 



Chapter Three

Finally, indeed, she chose Jacques. He was one of the
boys of the street, one of the many who banded to lurk in the
surrounding streets of her house. She selected the bigger boys,
young adults, enough to be sexually driven and not be underage.
Younger enough to be strong, vital, and yet immature to be
manipulated by her cunning tongue. They were delinquents, little
robbers, habitants of poor neighborhoods with few options. Maga had
open a new option to them inviting some into her house, which for
them was a mansion. A bunker-like home in a violent environment.
Every time they came -in secret-, Maga washed their dirt, their
dusty feet, and their thin black bodies, before going to the pool
or videogames, while the woman took the sun in topless just to
watch whom of these young men had enough sexual drive to spy her,
instead of playing games. It’s Maga’s selection test.

 


Many of those boys were now already dead, as young
soldiers, gang's paid killers, pawns of the eternal surrounding
violence, while the others simply vanished without leaving any
trace in the world, as if never existed. "A pity", Maga used to
say, "because some of them were very promising and good endowed".
From survivors, Maga discarded the ones who were too drug afflicted
to sexually perform, or the boys that her husband had ruined "for
her use as a woman" (she meant those who after many intercourses
with Hugo, were no longer men); and after a while, she eventually
ended up selecting only one lover-boy: Jacques, a car thief that
she usually hides in her house. A young black man who pleased Maga
and adored her, above anything else, like a goddess.

 


He was already a full-grown young man, who, despite
he could live in Maga’s cozy and full provided bunker house,
Jacques always fled off to perform small robberies and crimes which
he loved to do. Many times police called her searching the boy, so
she had to pay the bribe in order they let Jacques free to return
back to her. Or he simply returned home but sometimes wounded,
bleeding or dirty, so Maga had to wash, heal and clean him before
having sex. Nevertheless, she understood Jacques’ need to leave her
home: the freedoms of the street.

 


Sometimes Maga also had the same urging desires to
escape from her secure bunker-village from time to time. She barely
tolerated her own neighbors: they were so hypocritical and
talebearers. Maga knew all the wives and all they were adulterous,
they all have extramarital affairs, at least once, many were into
polyandry indeed, as she was when Hugo was alive. "You wouldn't
believe how many pregnancies in this village do not belong to any
any hubby", she used to say to Jacques.

But anyone of these cheating wives was ready to
demand and accuse the sins of the other, without any remorse,
making them public. Potential consequences? Maga could be cut off
funds or any help if they knew that she, as a former wife or a
current widow, had a lover. Especially if the lover was from the
"lower-end", a cheap criminal from surrounding gang territories,
full of foreign-speaking people, waiting to be colonized or
expelled. An illegal migrant, a criminal, fucking a good white
wife, a widow of a famous, well remembered, missed musician as
Hugo. Maga's privacies could be a major scandal. That’s why she
found her affair especially exciting and special.

Then, sometimes Jacques takes Maga with him,
to the ramshackle and wretched motels of his native black
neighborhood. Cheap places to fuck. Places usually concurred by
pimps, their whores, and their clients: low criminals and petty
hubbies. Maga loved the sounds of many couples arguing for the
price of sex -in such the incomprehensible language Maga was
learning from Jacques-. The sound of couples simply fucking each
other, taking maximum advantage of money, consuming up to the last
drop of time they have.

Coming to fuck in these cheap rented rooms,
barely separated by cardboard walls, delighted Maga. It’s an
exciting hell for any bourgeois white wife. A dangerous place but
she felt protected by her black lover. "This is a perfect place to
fuck, my love", she said, "at home, I have to maintain the facade
as a faithful widow, to my neighbors you know, they could talk
gossips, bad to us. I need too to go out sometimes".

 


Jacques is not only a black man and from a
poor place. By his age he could be her son. This in fact excited
Jacques and Maga both even more. He loved to suck Maga’s tits, her
big soft tits. Big, soft, fallen tits: the experienced tits of a
mature woman. Maga didn't like her own tits but the boy simply
adored them. After or before fucking her, Jacques always had to
suck Maga’s big nipples, to the pleasure of both lovers, while she
caressed the boy’s big balls, thanking him for his devotion, and
preparing him for the impending intercourse.


Chapter Four

Jacques always did mount Maga as he pleased, even
when she did not want always to do it, but he knew that this white
and mature widow was vulnerable to him. He knew she wanted to
please Jacques. She needed him, she felt more secure given his
violent personality, that Maga appeased with sex and cocaine.

 


“I love that you be like my son and that you
fuck me as if I were your white mom. My black son, and young lover
in one person, such things turn me on”, she confessed to him after
another successful assault from Jacques.

 


He loved to demand a narrative submission of
her, concerning her former husband. "Am I better than him? Isn't my
cock much better? is mine bigger? You like it more, isn't it?
Confess, you slut!" And he slapped her soft and white butt while
fucking her. Maga confessed: "Yes! Yours is bigger, it's harder
than my husband's!" But when Jacques demanded even more from her,
while fucking harder to her, she added: "You are more manly than he
was! My husband's cock was useless, his cock was worthless, not as
yours...Oh my! keep fucking me like this!".

 


Maga's verbal betrayal to Hugo was always an
exciting smut to Jacques, who with time had taken many freedoms
over Maga. He no longer respected her as before. And he often went
out to commit his vulgar petty crimes –even when Maga was a wealthy
widow providing Jacques all he needed or demanded-. He also fucked
young street walkers whores to the affliction of his mature wife
(Maga indeed behaved as his secret non-declared wife). Even when
Maga, in her current mature age- was much bigger and beautiful than
these young brats' bitches. Maga is taller, plentiful, a mature
model. She is a classy goddess. In her past she had been the
dominatrix mistress for many white men, but now Maga had become
into Jacques's abused wife, who waited at home for the return of
her salacious young husband and his god-like cock. Maga has spoiled
Jacques too much and beyond any limit.

 


"I want you to breed, I want you gimme
offspring, cunt!” he demanded now while fucking Maga at anytime he
pleased day, afternoon or night. And she liked this, “would that be
possible for my age?” She wonders. “Maybe his golden sperm could
make me breed”, Maga thought. “Maybe an offspring would calm down
Jacques juvenile eruptions and violence”. She campaigned to have
unprotected sex (no condom for Jacques's pleasure) and took video
classes and medical video sessions during months with doctors from
many continents, and buying fertility pills, and seafood among many
things. She had never done such unilateral effort when Maga was
Hugo’s wife. Maga even played Wicca rituals with the ignorant
collaboration of Jacques. She made him aspersed his cum into Maga’s
face, tits, and womb. She even made Jacques aspersed his sperm into
Hugo’s picture!

 


She always played her husband's recorded
music while she sucked off Jacques or when Jacques mounted her in
surprise -wakening her up-. When Maga puts on that music, her skin
bristles and she feels that Jacques fucks her harder, relentless.
Just the way she likes ... Maga then transforms into a mare, a
powerful and dangerous animal that only that man with such that
cock and with her husband's flute music may catch and appease.
Jacques realizes her transformation and gets scared, murmuring, and
maybe praying in his obscure language. Maga, orgasmic and
transfigured, cannot understand Jacques’s tongue of former black
slaves but she doesn’t care. What most scares Jacques is that his
cock then belongs to Maga and not to him anymore; it obeys her, and
her hip’s movements. The boy cannot even detach it from the big
white body of the mature widow. It's simply sucked, hooked in her
intimate flesh. She takes his energy, sucking it along with his
fluids and cum, and besides submerges the boy’s head into her
tremendous big tits. Could he even breathe? Maga does not think and
does not care. She could easily kill him with her body. It's now
and by a while, a relentless sexual animal.

Up to her orgasm comes and Maga moans as if
she were dying or giving birth. In this only moment, Maga reigns
and rules over Jacques. But music comes in help. Did she put it on?
She does not remember, no care anyway. However, music transported
her, calming down her almost triumphant violence. It was then when
Jacques cums and irrigated her. All his sperm into her womb along
with Hugo’s music. That was the moment when she got pregnant.

 


 


##The End

 



A Letter To My Lover


Chapter 1. My
Marriage

My dear love, you’ve to be patient with me. I am not
yet accustomed to fuck in the car. Not yet. You’ve taught me to
suck your cock in the car. I’ve lost my sense of shame while
crouching over you in the driver seat, unzipping your pants,
releasing your hard cock, and taking it to my mouth or jerking off
to you with my hands. With my wedding ring still on. If some
acquaintance would watch me doing this, she would say I’m doing as
a whore, a low woman, street whore. And I give a toss about it what
another person thinks. I even release one tit from my bra for you
to touch me in the car, for our pleasure. But still I don’t feel
safe removing half of my clothes to ease the carnal penetration. To
be mounted by you, by your cock, inside the car. I mean, you know,
my husband never asked me to do those things. I’m the mother of his
children. A bourgeois respectable wife. I need a bit more of time
to accustom to do these things. You’ve to be patient and give me
sometime to accustom and override my shame. I am not as the easy
girls you met in the college, before of being both together. But I
want to please you. I want you to fuck me in the car if you desire
me in such that way.

 


I owed you this letter. I hope you read it
and find the best moment to see me again. This letter is my
confession. I had to have a strong drink to write it. Yes, I’m
writing a little drunk, to be able to say my truths. To call my
voice, my deeper voice beyond the daily wife I am when I’m awake
and without you. You’re my schatz, you are my treasure. I’ve
told you sober. And now, even drunk it’s worth to confess my truths
to you, in any condition. I am a mature white wife. My body is
marked by sex and motherhood. Scars of births and abortions, you
have seen them. I own a big fat ass, you’ve seen it too. And a cunt
well used, first by my hubby, and now by you. Yes, I was blessed
-or cursed- by my fertility. "A cock enters, a baby comes out”, as
my husband used to say, without any consideration to me. But after
breeding enough sons and daughters for him. I mean, after hubby
felt his lineage secure, he ceased to pay attention to me. He was
more concerned about chasing after younger women. And almost
always, my hubby’s affairs ended with the impregnation of those
fertile women. Some of them were married women (a detail that never
stop hubby). It meant births or abortions for those reckless
women.

 


Imperatives for the reproduction of the
specie? Yes. Even in our so pretentious “space-age”: we depend on
bare bodies. Naked bodies fucking and breeding, to keep the specie
alive.

 


With time, as my hubby aged, he began to fuck
young girls as well as girlish boys (dressed as girls,
transvestite). All are his students and followers. All are fanatic
of his cathedra, seduced by his academic sophistry and his tongue.
After seducing those people, my husband fucks them in a way that
breeding is impossible. May an ass be better than a cunt? I’m
afraid that's maturity for some men, my Love. In the case of my
hubby, it’s his way to free himself from Nature, births and
abortions. Well, it’s ok for me, no problem, I let him do. We were
a perfect marriage since we live separate lives. I managed to have
a cozy home for him (and now for you) and he manages to not molest
me with his depravity. It's a good deal since our four children
occupied all my attention and sex was not a priority to me anymore.
But after a while, all my children grew. After a time, all them
ceased to demand my attention. Moreover, my care to them became a
shame. And, finally they all got personal independence. So my home
found itself alone, emptied, childless.

 


Until we met.

 



Chapter 2. Our
Meeting

Was our first meeting a coincidence? Before, if we
would have meet at the old times of my life as a busy mom and wife,
I'd have turned down all your flirtations. Not much for fidelity to
hubby but because I was then too busy with my kids. Got it?

 


That’s not the case now. Anyway, it seems I
have the kind of body attractive to boys, young men I mean.
Particularly one. The one who dared to try to seduce me: You.

 


I wouldn’t believe such a thing was even
possible. Do you remember the first time we met? It was at the
party after the poetry declamation of my dear friend Rosalind. It
was when you and me both first met. After the poetic act, all
attendees went to one of those cold and usually sad, cheese &
wine receptions. It was a winter’s night party, without any
calefaction indeed. It was all cold, colorless, and depressive,
when suddenly I felt you. I haven't told you this before, but I
felt your cock on my butt that night. It was as an electric smash.
While I was waiting in line to access the table, replete with cheap
cheese and even cheaper wine. You were behind me.

Then, suddenly, I felt your hard hot cock
touching my butt. You were subtly rubbing your body over me from
behind. Your cock, stiff and hidden in your pants. It was freely
rubbing my well-dressed butt! I kept silent but realized
everything. How daring on your part! We still have not discussed it
but you shouldn’t believe I didn’t realize about it. Don't think
it, not in a second! It was you who collided with me, it was your
cock that touched my ass “casually”. “I am a married woman and a
mother, and this…young man dares to touch me with his cock!”, it
was my first thought back then.

Were you craving for having me even without
knowing me? I hope so. No, I am sure, because since then, you are
the only one who could watch my eyes and my soul in a way nobody
had done before. But before that, in early times, on that first
cold night, I could feel you. In public, on my body, on my very
private parts, without even knowing each other. You touched my butt
of a married woman, with your stiff cock of a passionate lover.
Afterwards, when I was back home, I realized I should have
responded you back, by rubbing my butt on your cock. What would
have happened then? Would we had make love that very first night? A
"quickie" inside the bathroom of the reception? Like many cheating
wives do with their lovers? I’ve heard so many stories like that
but I can’t imagine myself doing so. I lost the opportunity to find
out. But no matter. Since then I have rubbed my nude wet buttocks
against your hard cock, the many nights we have stayed
together.

 


Yet, even when I was then a faithful married
woman and you were, back then, a mere stranger. I wasn't ashamed
nor offended you groped my butt. I could have been, but no.
Instead, I felt surprised but not scandalized. That was all a sign
in itself to me. I had to know you. Destiny?


Chapter 3. My
Body

I never expected to be back, sexually speaking, to
the “market of love” to say. Specially, I never expected to have a
young lover, much younger than me. I’m a chubby, robust woman with
a big fat ass and big fallen tits. A mature mother, with a too used
cunt. A woman living in an empty nest. Almost a deserted wife. The
kind of woman none takes seriously. I did not feel attractive in
those days. I was lost, far away from the passions, but you found
me. You desired me. You flirted with me and I was so delighted to
be courted again. You made me smile with your witty jokes about sex
and lovers, about cheating wives and cuckold husbands. You were
indirectly proposing to me what did you want to do with me. And I
got it, and I smiled to you. Even more, I did laugh again. “What
other things this young man could make me feel?” I thought that
winter night when I gave you my phone number, simulating coldness
from my part. It was the (first) night we met, the first night my
butt felt your erected cock and I liked it. In retrospect, it was a
good sign.

 


Then we met a second time, when you invite me
at the House of Party, you remember? I was waiting for your call so
eagerly. Then I had to lie my husband, for the first time, to be
able to go. It was also the first time you touched my ass in public
with my consent (your strong hand clinged on my soft buttock so
strong that even it let me marks on my skin!). But I let you
groping me at your pleasure. I’ve never being so spoiling.
Especially to a man I barely knew.

It was a “first time” for me in so many
things! But you had to wait for a third encounter to fuck me. It
happened in your place. Your personal space, since my hubby was in
my home that night. It was so hot the way you kissed me! I have
never open my mouth so much in a kiss. You got naked fast and
easily. But me, I had to let my girdle on my belly. I was to
ashamed to release it off. Even when the lights were off as I asked
to you. You were so patient and I was so worried of not screwing it
up, that we forgot the condoms. I remembered it ("are you wearing a
condom?") just when we were already fucking, doggy style. The best
style to get pregnant according to a friend of me. I was so wet
that it didn’t cost you to impale me, remember? I was so hot that
finally I didn’t care. Indeed, it was so good that I didn’t care
you cum inside me, irrigating my married pussy. We did it like
that, since the very first time we begin our intimacy as a
couple.

 


Since then I always ask you to turn the
lights off before we fuck. I know you wanna watch me. You want not
only to feel our naked skin, but to watch my big nude body while
you fuck me. You want to watch my ass, my big butt while your cock
penetrates deep inside my flesh. You want to watch my pale soft
flesh. My white and trembling big ass, my back covered by freckles
and little drops of sweat. You want to watch my big tits wobbling
as a flan because of your thrust. My white thick legs and thighs as
marble columns. You want to watch how big I am, big as a mare, the
one you are riding when you are fucking me.

 


You want to see my body. The unfaithful
wife's body. The cheating spouse of another man. Naked and sinful,
open to you while you fuck her, while you fuck me. I know this
filth excites you so much. It does to me too, because of you.

 


But I still can’t do it. I can't do it with
the lights on. Not yet. Be patient, the time will come, I feel it
coming. Instead of watching me, I do prefer you to feel me when you
fuck me, when we fuck. Oh, how much I adore that word! To fuck.
After knowing you, I adore it. It's so deliciously obscene, it's so
a wet word. Don't you think? I can feel your wet cock inside my wet
fat pussy when I say the word, "fuck".


Chapter 4. Our
Bodies

The first time we fucked at my home, I was worried if
your cock would be able to go so deep inside my cunt. I'm a big
woman. I have a big fat ass, that you know very well how to ride.
But that first time at home I was foolishly concerned that you
could be disappointed or intimidated by how big my body is. Maybe
your cock wouldn’t erect enough to feel your penetration? Will you
like my mature, hairy, and fat pussy? I did myself all these
fearful questions. Because there are so many ways the things may go
wrong in sex! It happened with my hubby the last time we did it,
before you. Back in the days when I had still to share my bed with
him. I knew he was fucking other people. I had to share his cock
with his transvestites catamites, and his little whores. I knew he
was fucking other people. I had the suspicion I was non-voluntarily
sharing his cock with his transvestites catamites, and his little
whores. So I demanded he to use a condom. He agreed, taking one
condom from a long line of a dozen or more condoms from his
suitcase. So hubby used them often, with other people, confirming
my suspicions.

But that night he simply couldn’t fuck me. My
ass, my big butt was too much to him. His cock did not erect
enough. I am a deep woman, which scared him as to a weak man.
That’s why he switched to easy prey: smaller-sized, young almost
illegal bodies. And at that time I felt ashamed because of my body!
But the truth is that at his age he lacks the stamina to ride
strong big women. You are instead so different. You have a big
black cock.

 


You rode me so good since that our first
night and on. You fucked me so good that since then I have become
as a mare in our bed. Your mare, your female in heat. You fucked me
so hard and well that first night. You did not care I wore a belt
around my belly, the belt I use to get my belly in the right place.
But you like my belly too, it’s a third tit for you to play with.
You fucked me, so strongly, so manly. And I let you cum inside me,
also that night at my home, at my marital bed I still was sharing
with my husband then. Why not? It was the proper prize for the
proper man. My man.

 


Did I mention in this letter that you are
black man? It is a non written taboo for my family since I’m a
white woman, a white wife, a white mother. A mature mom. It’s the
most sacred persona in our “white” society. It was an aspect of
humiliation to my official husband, when I told him. His wife
switched him to a black man! But I have just discovered how many
women are doing this, I mean to cheat their husbands in first
place, and in second place many of the choose a black couple as I
did. Indeed you’ll surprise to know how many newborns inside
marriage don’t belong to official husband’s cum. I learned it from
my very close friends and their other friends. Who are all married
mature wives as me. For most mature women, to have a lover is the
only way to keep their marriages. Many of them with the husband's
knowledge as in my case. I don’t give a toss. I just love when our
skins are together. Yours is son hot it warms my colder skin. There
is so much elegance in the contrast of our skins. It’s perfect.

 


My schatz, my love. You are much more
manly than my hubby. He is just an official husband to me. A legal
name. You are my real man. You must know his cock is useless, yours
is hard and powerful. Not for a second, he can be any motive for
your jealousy. We live separate lives, as I told you. But I still
use my wedding ring when you fuck me. I do it as you like it. Be
married to him now it’s just a matter of custom and legal
practicality for me. My kids are now adults and they would
understand if I leave my hubby. The day you ask that to me, then I
will begin the divorce process to get away from him.

 


I adore how you suck my tits. My big tits and
my ample nipples. I did not know a woman may have orgasms with this
kind of caress. You suck them, you lick them, you do your things. I
love you lick both nipples same time or one after the other. They
become hot and hard, you know? When you suck them, I feel so good!
I’m sure it’s even healthy for women to have this kind of pleasure.
I get my nipples erected and my tits get hot while writing this to
you. I love when you fuck my tits also, you fuck my tits as if they
were an ass, the softest ass like made by flan. Your long black
cock between both my white tits. And your thrust. I do squeeze my
tits to imprison your cock. While you push it so hard that at the
end it kisses my mouth. It's a scandalous vision.

 


You would like to suck my tits' milk too, my
milk. I know it. You have told me so many times after you cum, when
you fall on my arms. As if you were a kid, exhausted. You are half
in the dream world, half in this world. And you say things to me.
You want to suck my tit's milk, to get drunk with it erupting from
my tits. And you will.

 


It's a matter of hormones. I have consulted
my doctor and I am taking those pills, hormones and so. I want to
be the woman you want me to be. I want to give my milk to you. Jets
of sweet milk from my fat tits. While you fuck me. It's fair. You
give me your cum, so I give my milk to you. I get wet as I'm
thinking about this.


Chapter 5. The
Future

When the summer comes, I want we go out for a picnic
in the country. I will dare to be nude with you at the sun of the
noon, as well as in the night at moonlight. I want you to fuck me
in the wild and after that, to take both a bath. Both nudes at the
river, like Adam and Eve. I’ll be ready for that. You’ll see.

 


Also I will install a Jacuzzi in my house. A
big one, big enough for both to be inside. I want us to make love
in the water. Would you dare to? I’m sure you would. I want to
float while you fuck me. I want you cum inside me in the warm
water.

 


I love when you kiss and lick my intimacy, my
crotch, my pussy. You eat me all, no matter my scars. You are not
picky and fearful as my hubby is. You eat all of me. All mine.
Without any fear, because you know that’s why I clean myself so
good. That’s why I use the perfume, the odors, and the tastes you
like. You like me to smell strawberry or the natural smell of my
armpit that you like to taste. I love when you make me love with
all your head on my crotch, you lick my pussy, my ass, you eat my
fat buttocks. And my thighs of soft skin. You love to play with the
hole of my ass. It’s your pet, your candy. I prepare myself for
you, to the caresses that you imprint on me. How easy is for me to
orgasm with your manly caresses! How can you breathe when you’re so
deep inside me? Your mouth, your tongue, your entire face
disappears in my pussy and ass. I faint in pleasure. …..And I
return the favor by sucking your cock. I suck your cock like a
professional whore would…I’ve never done that before not even to my
husband, I never did it before in my life. The only cock I’ve
sucked is yours. And I love it. I am touching myself while I
remember how you fucking me with your tongue and mouth. My clit is
beating thanks to my finger, but I’d love it to be your tongue
instead. When would you come here where my finger is now? I have a
gift for you: my pussy is almost hairless now. Hairless except for
a small part. I know you would suck me it anyway but I also know
you’ll like this cheeky change. Please don’t take too much time to
come back here, my love.

 


I adore the way you kiss me when we are
fucking. It’s so wet! When I am above you, seated, like a queen on
her sweet throne. On my chair of sweet torture, with your erected
cock rubbing my wet cunt before stabbing inside me. Rubbing me as
the first night we met at the party. But now is better: it's so
horny when I imprison your cock among my both buttocks. Oh god, how
hot it is! How good and sexy it is! My whole body gets warm even in
winter! Your cock caresses my ass. So much, that I feel your big
cock rubs my hole. It’s a pleasure I had never felt before. It’s so
spicy. Then you stop eating my tits for a while. I bend to kiss
you, and you kiss me. You open your mouth, and I do the same. I
enter in your mouth, you do the same. Our mouths are so wet. Our
tongues make love. It’s an orgy of us both alone.

My love, you must not care about my husband.
He already knows about us. He has heard us. While we are making
love. I don’t care if he is jealous or not, you should not either.
I’ve warned him to not molest us the time you visit me. Hubby has
learned to have sex outside the house, with his little whores. So
he comes here mostly to sleep and to eat in his space which is like
a separate apartment. As a single life. You know, I have the bigger
share of the house for my use and our pleasure.

 


My love, I want we to fuck each other every
night, and every day. Is that too much? Would you mind? I want you
to liberate me from my shame. You are doing it, but I want more.
More of you. I don’t mind you’re young enough to be my son. It’s
even better. I love the kinks you’ve taught me. The perversions you
talk my ear while you fuck me. You love that I could be your
mother. I embrace all your kinks and make them mine. Yes, you could
be my son and such make me horny. Your hard big cock is a testimony
we are doing good. Would that be scandalous? If so, then let it be.
The best way is that you come to live to my house with the excuse
to attend the store I run at home. Hubby will not molest us, I
promise. You will be my bull, the king of my house (you are already
the king of my bed), I'll be your Queen.


Epilogue

Unfaithful wives have sex with their lovers just as
mothers spoil theirs favorite sons. There is a nurturing side in
any adulterous relation especially in the case of women who are
actually mothers. "There is nothing hotter than a hot mom", a young
man confessed to me once. A mother may spoil her lover beyond any
limit. The anonymous mothers of these stories, and her confessions,
are special because their context: They are Milf, Americans,
mothers (as me), free and independent women. Under any measure it’s
expected they to be a moral standard. So these stories are powerful
transgressions because most men want to believe that "mothers have
not sex" (same condition theologians established for the angels).
That's a naivety at any moment.

The bonus track for every story is this: She will be
impregnated by her young black lover. So much passion and sex has
to have a paid off. His cock woke up her fertility power (specially
because he does not wear a condom). So one day she woke up
surprisingly pregnant. She will call it "a miracle" in sake of
hubby’s calm. I call it "hot interracial sex".

 


### The End
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