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 Just a Tease...

 


I slowly slid down on Mac's pole. I was
ready. I was horny. It didn't look that much thicker in my hand,
but it definitely felt much more so pushing into my cunt. Halfway
down and it was literally taking my breath away. I had been staring
right into Mike's eyes so that he could share the experience more
fully with me. I couldn't help but taunt him with the knowledge
that yet another man was more man than him.

 


Jamaal had gone around my head so I turned
and took his cock into my mouth. I worked it over, sucking down his
tasty precum, working my way further down Mac's throbbing
member.

 


I was bouncing up and down on one fat black
cock while sucking on the other. I held on to Jamaal's hip with one
hand and stroked with the other. My tongue worked slavishly. Jamaal
ran his fingers through my hair, gently stroking me with his
fingertips in appreciation.

 


I slowly worked my way down, taking in a
little more of his cock into my widely stretched pussy with each
bounce. Close to the end, Mac got impatient and arched up with his
hips. My eyes bulged in surprise but my gasp was stifled by the
cock in my mouth as my fleshy folds pressed against his groin.

 


Mission accomplished.

 


No time to fully adjust, I ground back
against him while he humped upwardly into me. Any discomfort was
quickly forgotten as the endorphins quickly spread through my
entire body. I looked up at my lover, who looked down at me,
smiling. I would've smiled back, too, if my mouth hadn't been full
of him.

 


As he watched, I slowly slid my lips further
down his throbbing manhood, until my lips touched his short
curlies. I held it there for as long as I could, watching his smile
get was so wide it nearly turned into a chuckle. Finally, I leaned
back, letting it fall from my mouth, connected by a thick strand of
drool. I breathed in deeply, then took him once more.

 


My juices were flowing
heavily and it wasn't long before I had my first orgasm. It was
every bit as intense as the ones I get from Jamaal, maybe just a
little bit more. I had never been with two men before, after all.
Taking both of them there on our anniversary bed while my husband
watched. If only I had had time to
properly prep him. It bothered me a little
that he couldn't fully enjoy this with me.

 


Jamaal took a step back,
allowing his cock to fall from my mouth. I feebly reached out after
it but he took my soft cheeks in his large rough hands, turning my
face upward. He leaned in and kissed me gently, letting his tongue
swirl around. Strange, I thought, considering he usually didn't like to kiss me so
quickly after his dick had been in my mouth.

 


He stepped around behind
me. No! He couldn't… I breathed a sigh of relief when he said to Mac, "Hey, bro,
let me in there."

 


I lifted myself up as Mac pulled downward.
It left me feeling so empty but I could feel Jamaal getting into
position, his hands on my hips. It took but a moment, then he slid
his cock into me, quite effortlessly. A half a dozen strokes and he
commented, "Damn, bro! You stretched her out pretty good." I looked
down at Mac, below me and we both laughed. Jamaal leaned his hard
body against my back, bringing his lips close to my ear.

 


"You like that baby, don't you?" he asked. I
nodded. "Feeling full. Feeling stuffed?" I nodded again, more
emphatically them before.

 


"Yes," I said, humping back against his cock
for emphasis. I gyrated my hips. "Fuck me, baby," I said. "Please,"
I pleaded.

 


He grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled
my head back, biting gently on my ear lobe. I gasped at the
roughness, then moaned at what he was doing with his teeth and
tongue. "How about…" He paused, for effect. I was breathless,
wondering what his next words would be. "...overstuffed?" he added,
finally.

 


I wasn't absolutely sure what he had in
mind. His next words made it abundantly clear, though. "Get in here
with me, bro." I gushed at the very thought of the two of them
penetrating my pussy at the same time. And here I had been thinking
he was going to try and fuck me in the ass like he had been wanting
to do for years.

 


He pulled about halfway
out. My pussy hadn't quite tightened up so Mac pressed the tip of
his fat cock into the little bit of space there. "Relax, baby,"
Jamaal urged, gently stroking my hair. Relax?! I did my best...
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CONNIE

 


He's tall and black. Six-foot, four and all
muscled. Not the kind you get from a gym, but the kind that you get
from just being one physical motherfucker. And I'm the mother he's
fucking. Or, at least, I hope to be.

 


It's our one year anniversary. Me and Mike,
that is. He's the white boy crammed in the backseat of the Camaro,
behind Jamaal, my black lover and the owner of this fine
automobile. We're heading down the coast to celebrate. I told Mike
to sit back there. I knew that Jamaal wouldn't be able to keep his
hands off of me for the entire trip and I wanted Mike to see his
big rough black hands molesting me.

 


Of course, I didn't want to hear any
complaints out of him so I made him wear a mouth corset. It's white
and to the casual observer would appear like a neck brace. It would
take a second look or more before someone realized that it wasn't.
I was trusting, with the tinted windows, that that wouldn't
happen.

 


Some time back, I had dated Jamaal for three
years or so. It was an amazing time for me, sexually, but there was
very little else to our relationship. I wanted more. A husband, a
family, and a house. I left my big black stud and eventually found
Mike. Stable. Loving. A good provider. He wanted the same things
that I did. We dated for a while, got engaged, and then got
married. It was all good.
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