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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!"
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It wasn't her brains they were after.
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