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Excerpt

Drake led me past the guard downstairs, and to the second room on the narrow hallway- from the moans I was hearing, some other woman was already being pleasured at the end of the narrow hall.

The small room barely had enough for a full size bed- since we were both taller than average, this might be challenging. As Drake closed the door behind us, I once again felt apprehension- could I really go through with this?

“Do you want the lights on, or off?” Drake asked, his hands already taking his clothing off- his jacket was set over the end of the bed, and his fingers were unbuttoning his shirt with alarming speed. He was used to getting undressed in a hurry, I could tell. 

He has probably been with hundreds of women.

“Off,” I said- normally, I don’t care, but somehow by shutting off the lights, maybe I would feel more comfortable about letting this obvious man hoar have his way with me?

If I over think it, I will stop this-

“Okay,” Drake said- he was now scurrying out of his boots, and then his jeans, a very large cock poking out from the black silk boxers he wore. 

The head of his cock was an angry purple, contrasting  with the color of his skin. With my husband, and the two other White men I had been with, it seemed they were paler down below then the rest of them was; so it made sense that with a Black man, he would be darker in that department- I wouldn’t say it was a pretty cock, as I am not sure if a cock can be pretty, but it was definitely interesting, and I wanted to explore it…

Great, he is going to want to just fuck me quick and get his rocks off!

Maybe Jenn, or these other women, were so used to this that it was no big deal, but now I was definitely having second thoughts, no matter how different his cock was. I didn’t just want to be another quick random fuck, a nameless number on Drake’s mental tally- he was only going to be the fourth man I had been with in my life, so to me that mattered a little more.

Why am I still so uncertain?

“Drake, maybe you should slow down-” I started to say, but then Drake’s arms grabbed hold of mine.

He pushed me back onto the bed- my body falling onto the cheap white sheets- and I was thinking that he was going to jab that cock into me. As much as I was starting to think twice, I did not resist, Drake seeming to know that a woman sometimes doesn’t really know what she wants, even in the very moment it is happening-

Instead, Drake kissed me on the lips- very briefly this time- and looking into my eyes, he smiled.

“I know you want the lights off,” Drake said, “But before we do anything else, I really want to eat your pussy.”

A man that actually wants to lick me- not just simply return the favor after I sucked his cock?

Anthony had only done this two or three times, when we first were together. He didn’t complain, but I could tell it was something he really didn’t like to do, so I had never asked him again. A person shouldn’t do something sexual that they don’t want, and even if they do, then is it really worth making them do it?

“Really?” I said, shocked. 

“Yes,” Drake laughed- he was naked, and he was above me, “I really do. Is that okay, or do you just want to be fucked?”

“No, of course,” I responded, “Yes, please eat my pussy!”

Drake smiled again, and then he moved lower. Since the bed was so small, and my legs are so long, he knelt in front of the bed, and his arms lifted my legs and set them on his shoulders.

This position was different- it reminded me of being in the doctor’s office for a pap smear- but it was one where I was the one who was dominant. Looking at me again, Drake then ran his hands up the smooth flesh of my leg, as his fingers went inside of my panties and began to touch my pussy.

“You don’t shave,” Drake remarked.

 I don’t keep a seventies bush, but I don’t shave all the way either. Shaving was a pain in the ass, and since my husband never went down there, what was the point?

“No,” I said- he was obviously examining me with his fingers, brushing the outer labia with the tips, as he gently felt my wetness that was beginning to well up from inside of me, “Is that okay?”

“Good,” Drake said, “I like a little hair.”

Then, without further adieu, Drake buried his face underneath my skirt, and his lips joined his fingers in touching me!

He kissed me around the cusp of my pussy, now he was fingering me as he did so, and when his tongue finally made contact with my slit- running gently over it- I almost came right than and there. I was wet, and I was turned on- by the very beauty of this Black man, by the oddness of everything, and by the fact that it had been so long since I had been licked. Years, but I could not remember much of anything, as he was now licking and slurping my cunt like it was a bowl of cream. His lips would close around my labia, his tongue entering me as his fingers spread me wide, and then he would suck my soft flesh with his mouth.

Oh, fuck, this Black man can eat some pussy!

I closed my eyes, as my hands raised the hem of my skirt- I wanted to give him full access to my buried treasure, which he gladly took. When the first orgasm came, I bucked my hips, pushing my pussy against his face as I moaned in release- I was now matching the sounds of whomever it was down this narrow hallway from me!

“Yes,” I said, as I felt a second wave rising within me, “Yes, eat my pussy!”

Drake did not falter, and he did not stop- he redoubled his efforts, and a moment later, I came again, even harder than I had the first time. I almost came off the narrow frame of the bed, my ass rising and landing with a loud thunk of the springs, as my legs gripped him between them like a nutcracker. My first boyfriend had said that he felt like I was going to break him in half when I came like this, but this younger Black man did not stop pleasuring me for a second. My hands clutched at his big bald head, and I pulled his face out from my lap- he could make me cum like this all night, but I was ready for some of that hard cock!

Drake smiled as he rose from his position- his cock was indeed impressive, at least eight inches long, the head bulbous and gleaming with pre-cum. He didn’t have the longest cock I had ever seen, but he was almost square, and beautiful in his dimensions. I noticed that his own pubic hair, was not exactly shaved, but trimmed as well….

Had eating my pussy turned him on this much?

Sucking cock turned some women on, or so I had heard, but I had never heard of a man who got so excited simply by licking pussy- yet, the way his cock stood forward, there was no doubt that Drake was almost as turned on as I was!

I wanted to suck that cock, but Drake knew I was ready to feel him inside of me. Reaching over, he flicked the light switch off, and it was completely dark. Being in an old basement helped- there was no recumbent sunlight to interfere, and I could not even see an inch in front of my face in this blackness. 

Drake’s arms had hold of my ankles, and he pushed me into another strange position- my thick long legs were held in the air, straight up, as my torso was pushed into an L-shape on the small bed. I felt it as he moved the head of his cock between my dripping pussy lips in one thrust- he was going raw, my labia stretching to take in his width, and it felt so good that I didn’t care that he was without a condom!

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, “Fuck me with that Black cock!”

Drake slid himself into me, slowly at first- one inch at a time- until he had buried his impressive manhood within me. Once he was all the way in, then he began to move.

From the way he held me, it felt like his dick had to be two feet long- my tried to reach him, but only found my own legs- as he motioned himself. With each thrust, like a train picking up speed, he went deeper and more powerfully, faster and faster. Soon he was fucking me so hard that the bed was groaning with the combination of our bodies together, the springs singing the song of a woman getting plowed like a fertile field.

God you can fuck!

“Yes,” I said, “Yes, fuck me!”

I came again, surprising myself- I rarely was able to get off this way, even with being properly prepared via tongue- and when I did, I felt my body shaking. Drake, still going strong, kept fucking me- he was tearing my pussy up, and he knew it!

How can he not have gotten off yet- what the hell is this man made of?

Of course, he was not Anthony- he was not some middle aged man who didn’t know if he liked women or men or some combination, but instead, Drake was a strapping Black man with a big dick who loves White pussy!

Drake hadn’t came yet, but suddenly, I wanted him to- I wanted the seed from his balls to be splashing against the walls of my cervix, I wanted to feel every drop of him deep inside of my cunt!

This was a bad idea- I could get pregnant, or I could get knocked up, but all of that didn’t matter in the heat of the moment…

Damn the consequences!

“Cum in me,” I demanded, “Give me that cum!”

“You want it?” Drake asked- even in his dominance of my pussy, he still was giving me the ultimate control, “You want my cum?”

“Yes!” I literally yelled.

Drake laughed, as he shot his seed deep inside the walls of my pussy- one jet, two, then three. He came hard and heavy, and as his sperm entered me, swimming around inside of me, I felt full for the first time in years.

Holy fuck!

Maybe this is what I had been craving all along- maybe being a swinger wasn’t all that bad of an idea?

Now I understood why everyone from Debbie to Jenn to Keith was so into this lifestyle. Yes, Drake fucking me didn’t solve the issues of being a woman on the cusp of forty who was stuck in a boring marriage with an uninterested husband- but it did serve as an acceptable panacea. As he pulled out of me, I knew that part of the reason I had been so turned on- so excited that I lost complete control of my usual conventions when it comes to sex with strangers- was because the sex was so intense, that I could not think of anything else.
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