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Just a Tease...

 


 I quickly ran into the living room. There was carpeting and
soft furniture there. The men were on me, immediately, grunting and
growling. Their hands clawed and pawed at me, tearing my nightgown
and leaving me naked. They ripped their own clothes off almost as
quickly. I was surrounded by five hot, hard men and every single
one of them was hung like a beast. I gasped when I saw the black
cop's cock. He could've used his fuckstick as a nightstick and it
probably would do more damage.

 


I dropped to my knees, grabbing the first
two cocks that I could and sucked a third one into my mouth. Back
and forth I went, servicing them all, sucking up their globs of
precum and letting them wash over my tongue, tantalizing my senses.
I swallowed those little loads, one after the other. Always
stroking or sucking, bouncing from one to the next.

 


My pussy was soaking wet and needing
attention. I stood up and one of the men bent me over and stuck his
cock deep inside of me. When he did that, I quickly grabbed two
cocks and sucked the third one in again. From the ones in front of
me, I gathered that it was Phil who was taking me from behind.

 


The more I sucked the cop's big black cock,
the more I wanted it in me. It was stretching my mouth wider than
it had ever been stretched before and I knew it would do the same
to my pussy. I don't know how many times I came before Phil shot
his load into me. As soon as he was done, he released his death
grip on my hips. It was a moment I had been waiting and planning
for.

 


The cop had his back to the end of the sofa.
I knew that I only had a split second. I charged him with all my
strength and took him by surprise, knocking him over the armrest
and onto the sofa. I quickly scrambled over and climbed on top of
him, sliding down on that big thick black cock of his. That
satisfied him.

 


OH… MY… GOD!!!

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Cuckold of the Living
Dead

 



by Syndy Light

 


I was coming home from the lingerie shop
when I first noticed that something was amiss. I saw our neighbor,
Gary, walking toward our house. I figured he was looking for my
husband. I waved to him as I pulled in but I didn't notice if he
waved back. You know, trying to keep my eyes on where I was driving
and all.

 


As I got out of the car I noticed he was
sauntering up the driveway. "Hi, Gary," I said. I turned to grab my
bags. "If you're looking for Justin, he should be inside. You can
follow me if you want."

 


I should've noticed something was wrong. For
one, I should've noticed that he was a bit gray today. I mean his
flesh looked gray. His face and his arms. But I was wearing my dark
sunglasses, so I didn't. Or maybe it was the odd way that he was
walking. A little more of a shuffle than usual. But, then again, he
was a very athletic type, despite the fact that he was pushing
forty-five. It wasn't unusual to see him limping from a recent
injury. I figured he would tell Justin all about it. I didn't ask
so that I didn't have to hear it twice.

 


Now, my first inkling that something was not
quite the way it should be was when I reached back into the car to
grab my phone. I had left it on the seat and forgot to put it in my
purse when I grabbed my bags. Suddenly, I felt a man's hands –
Gary's hands – grabbing my hips. "Hey!" If he was joking, he
should've let go at that point. "Come on, Gary, enough's
enough!"

 


It felt like he started to release me. At
least, he took one hand off. But just as I was internally letting
out a sigh of relief, I felt that same hand reaching under my
skirt, feeling up along my leg and grabbing my ass cheek. "WHAT THE
FUCK???!!!"

 


I jerked backward, pushing back against him
and shoving him against my husband's car. "JUSTIN!" I screamed.
"HELP! HELP! HEEEEEELP!!!" Gary's hands were all over me by now.
One had torn my panties in half while the other reached around and
grabbed my fairly voluptuous breasts. He was grunting and moaning
as he did and I could feel his rock hard cock pressed against the
crack of my ass. Not that I hadn't had fantasies about him taking
me…

 


Jesus, he was big!

 


But at least in my fantasy, I had a choice.
I had no time to think about what the fuck was wrong with this
dude, I was too busy struggling to get away, all the while
screaming for help.

 


After what seemed like the longest time,
Justin came out in the garage. He yelled at Gary to let me go, but
our neighbor wasn't obliging. Justin looked around and grabbed a
baseball bat. "Look out, honey," he yelled. I tried to turn away as
he swung the baseball bat and cracked Gary in the arm.

 


Man, our neighbor sure howled. And I'll
never forget it, either. It sounded more like a beast, rather than
a man. Like there was the soul of the damned expelling from his
body. He let go just enough that I could get out of the way. I
turned, panting, leaning against my husband's rarely used
workbench.

 


It was then that I noticed the odd
complexion that Gary had. The blank stare, as if there was nothing
behind those eyes. The way he moved. It wasn't athletic at all. And
it definitely wasn't from some sports-related injury. There was
something deeply wrong with him. Justin kept hitting him with a
baseball bat. "Stop," I screamed at my husband. "He's had
enough."

 


My husband turned to me. "You don't
understand, you…" But his train of thought was interrupted by Gary
grabbing the baseball bat. The two of them fought for it. Gary was
far stronger than my husband under normal circumstances. Now, I'm
sure he was even more so. He ripped the bat from my Justin's hands.
My husband turned, panicked, and screamed, "RUN!" I had just enough
time to notice Gary looking at the bat, puzzled, then throwing it
on the ground. My husband grabbed me by the arm and yanked me into
the house, locking the door securely behind us.

 


"What the hell was that about?" I asked. He
was breathing heavily, trying to catch his breath. Finally, he
looked up.

 


"Why isn't your phone on?" he asked.

 


"It died," I said. "I forgot my
charger."

 


"You always forget your charger." Now I was
getting a little pissed at him. I was about to say something when
there was a pounding on the door and some growling from the other
side. "It's okay," he said. "The door should hold him." Still, he
took me by the arm and brought me to the living room. The TV was
going. He just pointed to it.

 


Long story short? We had been experiencing
an unusual meteor shower. What they had pieced together is that
some sort of alien pathogen had been released into our atmosphere
and was turning all males into lust-crazed zombies. Essentially, if
they got a hold of you, they would fuck you until they collapsed. I
pointed back toward the garage.

 


"Gary's one of them?" I asked. "He wanted to
fuck me?"

 


Justin nodded. "Yes," he said. "But it's not
his fault. According to the news, this is worldwide."

 


Holy shit!
Other questions came to mind. Such as, "How come
you're not affected?"

 


And then, like something out of a cheesy
movie, right at that very moment, the announcer added, "The
pathogen only seems to be affecting alpha males. Beta boys and
women seem unchanged. This has led scientists to believe that it
has something to do with testosterone levels. Authorities recommend
that you stay inside while they search for a cure or this emergency
sorts itself out on its own. Please stay tuned to this channel for
further information."

 


"Well, that explains a lot," I muttered.

 


"What was that?" Gary asked.

 


"Nothing, dear," I said. No need to heap
insults on him now. "I was just muttering to myself about leaving
my phone and my purse and the new sexy lingerie I just bought, out
in the garage."

 


"Well, you're safe in here for now. We'll
just have to wait it out."

 


I'd gone to the lingerie store to find
something so sexy that there was no way Justin wouldn't get
excited. He had been nice and romantic when we first met, ten years
ago. But when I turned thirty, we were supposed to start trying to
have a baby. He had never been the most aggressive of lovers, but
ever since that point, it seemed like he came poking around for sex
less and less. Even when I tried to initiate it, he was frequently,
"too tired" or had to get up early or was sore. He had a lot of
excuses.

 


He's always been a decent lay. Pretty good,
in fact. Lots of oral. I tell you, if you can make me cum nine or
ten times before you stick it in, I'll probably cum another five or
six before you get yours. That's what Justin did for me. Never
rough, never forceful, just really nice.

 


Those fantasies about my neighbor, Gary,
were about being taken roughly and fucked into submission. Sure, I
love a good lover, but sometimes a girl just wants to be thrown
around and plowed, you know what I mean?

 


"So, we're stuck in the house until this is
over?"

 


"Yep," he replied. "I'm afraid so. I
checked. We have plenty of food for a few days or so. The
electricity's on, but the cable is out. No TV, no internet." I was
about to mention the fact that TV was indeed showing something when
he mentioned that that was the only channel we could get over the
air. I was starting to regret getting rid of the DVD collection as
well as the DVR and just switching to Netflix.

 


"Chill my ass," I muttered.

 


"I found some cards,"
suggested Justin. Mother fucking
cards?

 


"How about strip poker?" I asked. "Winner
picks position." Justin laughed, but I was serious. It'd probably
been four or five weeks since I last got laid. Maybe he was cool
with it but I wasn't.

 


I mean, seriously. I know I'm a pretty
good-looking woman. I don't mean that in an egotistical way,
either. I'm tall, fit, got a nice rack and a pretty good ass, too.
I get guys complimenting me all the time. Hell, even though Gary
was pretty much a gentleman, I could imagine him, under the right
circumstances, grabbing my ass like he did out in the garage. And,
under the right circumstances, I would probably let him.
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