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Come See a Man About a Horse
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Zander


Damn, she’s got a fat-ass pussy! I was sitting at my desk at 10:15 a.m. with some morning wood that wouldn’t go away. Shit! This chick, Nadine, was making my blood boil. If I actually ever got my hands on her, she was getting the dick-down of the motherfucking century.


“Wes, you there?”


Aw hell, now she was bending over so I could view her pussy from the back. Umph! Umph! Umph! Wes Holmes pressed over some pussy? Never that, but … damn!


A tap came at the door. “Wes, you there?”


It never failed. Whenever I was locked away in my home office, trying to watch my morning virtual pussy, here Lisa would come.


“I’ll be right out, Lisa!” I yelled, though that wasn’t even necessary. As thin as our walls were in our crib, I could’ve whispered and she would’ve heard me. That’s why I always kept my speakers on mute. Lisa and I had enough damn drama without her knowing about my computer pastime.


Nadine was now sitting on her bed, playing in that fat pussy for me. She had her head thrown back and was holding her pussy open with one hand while digging herself out with the fingers of her other hand.


Yeah, pull all that juice out, baby! I licked my lips once … twice … three times. I wanted to taste all that, suck on that thick clit, and bury my nose in between her juicy pussy lips.


I desperately needed to jack off real quick and release my built-up nut but Lisa wasn’t about to leave me alone for another ten minutes and whatnot. She was excited about going to pick out a wedding cake.


I understood it was fucked up. Engaged to my college sweetheart, planning a big wedding because she insisted on one, and sweating Nadine’s pussy on the Internet all at the same time. It was never my intention but shit, reckless behavior rarely is intentional. I kept telling myself that it wasn’t doing any harm. It’s not like I could get to the pussy. Nadine lived in Jamaica and there wasn’t a chance in hell of me running into her ass in the dirty Bronx.


“Wes, the baker insisted that we be there by eleven. We need to go.”


I could hear the irritation in Lisa’s voice. I loved her and never wanted to hurt her but, truth be told, Lisa’s pussy couldn’t hold a candle to Nadine’s. Even though I got to fuck, suck, and lick all over Lisa’s pussy every night, Nadine’s was calling my name all the way from Negril. What was a horny Negro supposed to do?


“Give me two minutes, Lisa. I swear, I’m coming.”


Nadine was sucking her pussy juice off her fingers and I damn near could taste it through the computer screen. My eyes were as wide as saucers.


I wanted to tell her how I envisioned nailing her against the wall and pumping my dick into her from the back, but I couldn’t risk saying it out loud so I typed it.


BIGWES6969: Damn, you got a fat pussy. I wish I could take all that shit doggy-style.


Nadine must have heard a beep or something on her computer because she stopped playing with herself, licked her fingers again, and then typed back.


PHATNNEGRIL: Funny you should mention that. I’m coming to NYC next week for my job.


I damn near busted one right then and there. My dick got even harder as I scooted up closer to my desk. I took my dick out of my sweats and started working one hand up and down the shaft while I typed back with the other. Lisa was going to have to wait.


BIGWES6969: Damn, for real? When you going to be here? I’ve got 11 inches calling out your name.


 


PHATNNEGRIL: I know all about that horse between your legs. I’m coming to get it.


True enough, Nadine had seen my dick plenty of times. When Lisa was fast asleep, I’d be in my office jacking off on the cam and exploding all over the laptop screen. I couldn’t explain it but for some reason this chick had my nose wide open. Maybe it was the fact that she was out of range. A lot of my buddies were feeling the same shit; wanting to conquer some pussy that they couldn’t realistically get to.


It’s not that men are bad; it is the nature of the hunt. When we already have a woman that we used to think was the shit before we got her, then we want the next one. Let me try to explain. A man sees a Lamborghini Superleggera and says to himself, “Damn, I gotta have that sexy motherfucker!” He sacrifices and saves up to put a down payment on it, even if it takes years, and then he is beaming like a lighthouse when he pulls out of the lot. All eyes are on him as he cruises in his whip and every woman wants to fuck him because they think he has money. He gets so much pussy that he has to drink a gallon of water twice a day just to keep himself hydrated.


Fast forward a few months and the thrill is gone. He sees a Bugatti Veyron dip past him going 85 mph on the highway and all of a sudden, his Lambo might as well be a hooptie. He no longer feels like the man. So what does he do? He decides that he has to have a Bugatti and starts figuring out how much he can get for a trade-in. Or he desires to have them both; one to keep in the garage and the other to sport around in, depending on his mood of the day.


It’s the same way with women. Most men want a main chick or, like they say in pimponics, a bottom bitch. But we also want something in the garage to toy around with when the mood strikes us. And it is always, always about the hunt. When I was little, my mother made me read “A Sound of Thunder” by Ray Bradbury, a short story about men who always wanted to hunt the next big thing, so much so that they paid to time travel and go back in history to hunt dinosaurs. They had hunted, and killed, every modern animal in existence. They had to stay on a path and not disturb anything or it would fuck up the equilibrium of history. So they could only kill dinosaurs that were about to die anyway, from fallen trees or whatnot. One dude, Eckels, fucked up big-time and caused a snowball effect that changed the course of history upon their return.


I mention that to say that I realized good and damn well that making plans to fuck the snot out of Nadine when she came to New York could upset the equilibrium of my relationship with Lisa. As I sat there, whacking off, common sense told me that holding on to the Lamborghini that I had sacrificed so much for was the right thing to do. But glancing at the screen, Nadine had gone back to playing in her fat pussy … that damn Bugatti.


I could feel my cum building up, like a balloon expanding in a wooden box, and Lisa was tapping lightly on the door again.


“I’m coming!” I yelled out, telling the damn truth. I was coming, all right.


“I’ll go wait in the car. Hopefully, we’ll get there in time,” she responded through the door. I heard her huff off down the hall and, a few seconds later, the front door slammed.


I took that opportunity to turn up my speakers and microphone.


“Nadine …” I could feel it about to spurt out and grabbed a golf towel from on top of my set of clubs so I wouldn’t make my typical mess on the screen. Then I stood up and starting jerking off right to the cam, so she could see it. “Come see a man about a horse!


“Awwwww!” I came like a clap of thunder as Nadine giggled with delight. Even her laugh was sexy. “Shit! Look what you do to me,” I said as I caught about a pint of my nut in the towel.


“I wish I could swallow that down the back of my throat.” She touched the screen like she was trying to get ahold of my dick. “What a damn waste.”


“So what day you getting here?” I stuffed my dick back in my sweats. “I need to run. I’m headed to the gym.” It was a lie but I couldn’t say, “Thanks for letting me jerk off to your fat pussy. Now I need to go check out wedding cakes with my fiancée.”


“I’ll be there to ride that horse next Wednesday. Make sure you’re ready for all this.” Nadine spread her pussy lips open so I could get a clear visual of her clit. “I hope you can back all this talk up. I can see the dick is big, but I hope you know how to use it.”


I chuckled. “I’m going to fuck you so hard, you won’t ever want to leave me.”


She grinned. “You might be right.”


I cut off the cam real quick before I started talking too much shit. I didn’t want Nadine catching feelings. It was all about the Bugatti and once I tapped that ass, she could head back to Jamaica and never hear from my ass again.


    •   •   •


    I was a pitiful excuse for a man; I’ll admit that. On the day Nadine arrived in New York, I was scheduled to go get a tuxedo fitting with my groomsmen. I told my best man and road dawg, Tony, to cover for me. If Lisa asked him how it went, he was all set to tell her that it went great and the fellas and I decided to go get some beers after the fitting, allowing me to stay out until bar closing time. In the Bronx, that could vary from one a.m. to all night. Matter of fact, Tony and the others did hang out that night, so I later discovered. They went to a new titty bar, though. I wasn’t mad at them. If I didn’t have a booty call waiting for me at the Marriott Marquis in Times Square, I would’ve been right up in there getting some lap dances my damn self.


Women never seem to understand why men go to strip clubs. It’s simple. We can go in there with fifty ones and have a good time, have some titties rubbing up against our noses and some asses clapping in our faces, as opposed to going to a regular bar, looking at sports, and hoping some thirsty chick might suck you off in the men’s room or out in the alley for a few minutes. I’m not complaining about getting head; you can get all that in a titty bar and then some, if you feel like shelling out that dough. No attachments, no pressure to hook up later, no drama.


But fuck all that. I was all about clapping Nadine’s ass cheeks together my damn self while I rammed my billy into her thick, juicy pussy from the back. As I arrived at the hotel and waited for an elevator, I was hoping she had some lube with her and wouldn’t mind some anal. Lisa wasn’t even having that shit … never. I figured I might as well get all my fetishes out my system while my Internet jump-off was in the country.


Damn, you about to nail a chick from another country! I thought, as an elevator finally arrived that I could cram my six-foot-two frame into. I’d never seen a hotel with so many fucking elevators, and yet the average wait was at least five, ten minutes. This exotic-looking babe got on the elevator after me and we were forced to press up against each other because it was so crowded. She had skin the color of henna and these big, sexy-ass eyes. She looked like she was Liberian or Dominican or some shit.


She grinned at me over her shoulder and then, by the time we reached the tenth floor and stopped to let an elderly couple off, she was doing a reach around and feeling up my dick. She must’ve felt the mass on her ass and wanted to see if it was all me.


I whispered in her ear. “Big Wes 6969 at planetzane dot org.”


She giggled and replied, “Liberian Girl 2010 at people dot net.”


Shit, I knew she had that Liberian feel!


She got off at the next stop and now my dick was cramming my pants. I scanned the elevator to see if there was any other potential pussy on board. Naw, all the rest of the chicks looked like they lived in caves. I sighed and pulled some mint breath spray out of my pants pocket. After a couple of squirts, we were finally at my stop.


Nadine was in Room 2418; the number of times I intended to stroke her pussy. I knocked and heard her heavy accent telling me to give her a second. I heard some heels clicking on the floor and then she opened the door, butt-ass naked except for a pair of six-inch stilettos.


I looked her up and down while she stood there with her hands on her hips, staring at the bulge in my pants.


“Nice shoes.” I grabbed her by the throat and rammed my tongue in her mouth. She was all over me, trying to break some damn records yanking my clothes off.


I picked her up, walked over to the bed, and tossed her on it as she pulled my wife beater off. Then I lifted her legs in the air and spread them wide open.


“Damn, look at that fat pussy,” I whispered.


“It’s all for you, Daddy!”


I wasted no time digging right in. I was starving like Marvin.


Fifteen seconds in and Nadine’s thighs were trembling like a contestant on Fear Factor. She had no idea what her ass was in for. I grabbed her left pussy lip into my mouth and sucked on it like a tit. She couldn’t take it and tried to push me away.


“Hell no, you’re not running from this,” I informed her. “You’ve been teasing me with this pussy for months and now it’s all mine. Lie back and let me eat my dinner.” I slapped her on the ass. “Like a good girl.”


Nadine was incoherent and managed to get out a moan while I went back to work. I stuck my tongue in her pussy and pushed it as far up inside her as I could. My tongue isn’t a joke either; it’s longer and thicker than normal. Women love it!


Now, all women have a different taste. Fuck what you heard. Pussy isn’t sweet and it doesn’t taste like chicken. A lot of chicks don’t want to experiment and taste themselves so they get to lying about how sugary their juices taste. If a chick wants to know what her pussy really tastes like, she needs to swipe a finger over her armpits after a minor workout and lick it. That’s what her pussy will taste like, nine times out of ten.


Nadine surprised me. She did taste better than most but, then again, as much as she finger-fucked herself for me on the webcam and sucked her fingers, she had probably decided to step up her game by eating a lot of sweets. I tore into my Bugatti like it was a slice of heaven and hoped my Lamborghini wouldn’t try to track my ass down anytime soon.


I yanked a pillow off the head of the bed and told Nadine, “Turn over.”


She was dazed and confused but managed to flip over as I placed the pillow under her stomach.


I grabbed her ass cheeks roughly and pushed her ass up as I climbed on the bed behind her. “You thought you were going to come over here to the States and pussy-whip me, didn’t you? Opening the door naked like you were running things. I’m the king of this motherfucking castle.”


“You’re the king, Wes,” Nadine blurted out as I buried my face in her ass and pussy.


Within seconds, she was bucking and catching a rhythm with me, pumping that pussy up at me. I grabbed her right ankle and lifted it up while I pressed my left leg against hers. Then I ate her ass good and she was creaming all over my tongue. She must have come three times before I stopped eating and decided to fuck her brains out.


I stood up while she tried to recover, and took off my pants and boxers. She looked over her shoulder. “Damn, it looks even bigger in person.”


“You can handle this dick,” I said. “You come from Jamaica and American women are always bragging on Jamaican dick.”


She propped up on her elbow. “Hell no, that’s a thing of beauty right there!”


“Don’t call my dick beautiful.” I turned her on her back and pushed the pillow up under her head. “Call it handsome.”


Before she could respond, I was already fucking her face. I got on my knees, grabbed her head gently with both hands, and started feeding her all eleven inches. She gagged at first but she got the hang of it.


“That’s right, Nadine. You came to see a man about a horse. Well, giddy up. Suck me dry. I know you want this dick.”


“Um, hmm,” she mumbled.


Now of course, I wasn’t expecting her to devour my entire dick. Even if she’d had her tonsils removed, that shit wasn’t happening, but she got enough of it in to please me. I took her hand and guided it onto my balls. She started squeezing them just right and I felt a nut building up.


“Where do you want me to shoot the first load?” I asked her.


I took the head of my dick out long enough for her to answer, “On my tits.”


Now you’re probably wondering why I never mentioned Nadine’s titties. She had a fat ass and a hefty pussy but her tits were barely more than nipples. Still, if that was where she wanted my cream, there it was going to go.


I stuck my dick back in her mouth and a few minutes later, I announced, “I’m cumming!”


There’s an unwritten code that a man should announce when he’s about to bust a nut. No one ever told us that but if you watch enough pornos, it just catches on. Plus, it gives chicks a warning so they can figure out where they want it. Some swallow, some spit. Some want it on their tits, others on their ass. Some want to hold it in their mouths and snowball. Fuck if I’m down with that nasty shit, though.


I pulled out and let it rip all over Nadine’s chest and she rubbed it in like cocoa butter. Well, so much for me licking over that part of her body, I thought. I’m hitting her shit from the back!


I told Nadine to suck me hard and then I turned her over yet again. I was orchestrating our fuck session like a director at a Broadway play. I had her push up on her palms while I lifted my left knee and pulled her leg over my thigh so it could bend behind my back and then I nailed her.


She screamed when I rammed my shit all up in her pussy and then froze, like I was trying to feel her uterus. I had impaled her ass. I held her there for a moment, her leg suspended in air, giving her a chance to get used to my size. Then I commenced to delivering those 2,418 strokes at varying speeds. A little more than halfway through, around 1,276, Nadine couldn’t take it anymore and collapsed on the bed and just relinquished the pussy to me. I pounded her ass to sleep. I decided to give her a break on the anal action. I didn’t want the front desk to have to call an ambulance for her ass, and I do mean “ass” literally.


    •   •   •


    Nadine returned to Jamaica a very happy woman and I married Lisa the following month. Our parents, relatives, and friends doted all over her on our special day and it was all good. We honeymooned in Canada and fucked day and night for ten days straight; we didn’t give a damn about sightseeing.


Winter flooded into New York and it was cold as a mug outside. Lisa and I went to see the lighting of the Christmas tree at Rockefeller Center and then went home to cuddle up for the night.


I couldn’t sleep and went into my home office to browse the Internet. I had grown bored with looking at Nadine play with herself and cut her ass off. I had conquered the pussy; moving on. Much to my surprise, there was an email from the Liberian chick from the elevator that day. I had forgotten all about her.


What’s up, Big Wes? I was wondering if you wanted to hook up. I’ve been fantasizing about that humongous dick I felt through your pants that day on the elevator. I want to get up close and personal with it, if you feel me?


I licked my lips and pondered. I had the Lamborghini in my bed, wearing my ring, and the Bugatti had served its purpose.


I started typing.


Hey you, with your sexy Liberian ass. I want you to meet me tomorrow, the same place we first laid eyes on each other. Room 2418, if I can get it. I want you to come see a man about a horse.


“Fuck it,” I said as I hit SEND. “I’ve never had a McLaren F1. Now that’s some exotic shit right there!”





Dick Tease
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Allison Hobbs


Three times a week, I wake to the rich aroma of coffee, and other pleasurable sensations. Today, my senses are further aroused by the determinedly firm grasp of a woman’s hand. Wrapped around my shaft, her palm feels like a velvet glove.


“Good morning,” Marcelle greets me, bringing me into sharp awareness. With her dark skin, her exotically slanted eyes, and silky lashes, my housekeeper, Marcelle, is a rare beauty. Her full, sensual lips are painted bright red. They entice me, and send my imagination into overdrive as I picture the ring of her lipstick stain encircling the base of my hard-on.


My shaft lengthens and thickens inside her satin clutch. Involuntarily, I begin to thrust.


“It’s so big … and powerful,” she utters, staring provocatively at my dick. Her grip tightens, providing perfect friction.


My face contorts as I forcibly shove a raging erection in and out of her closed fist. It is possible that the early-morning hand job she’s giving me might be the only way for me to get off. I struggle to reach the finish line. At any moment, Marcelle might decide that exercising her wrist is too much work.


As expected, she announces her boredom with a long, dramatic yawn. She releases my erection and covers her mouth, muffling the sound.


“Don’t stop,” I say in a gruff whisper. She’s such a dick tease, and her antics distress me. Prompting her to continue, I hump the empty air. But Marcelle is a willful woman, and I realize I can’t coerce her into doing anything she doesn’t want to do.


“I have something else for you,” the dick tease says, wearing a taunting smile.


Marcelle lifts her billowy white dress and straddles me. Her thighs press against mine. Her skin is soft and luxurious—heavenly. It’s hard to keep my hands to myself, but I have to. She’ll let me know when the time is right to indulge my cravings.


Slowly, tauntingly, she unbuttons the top of her dress. She cups cocoa-colored breasts. Fondling her perfect mounds, she entices me. Bending forward, squeezing her breasts together, she offers her chocolate peaks. “Suck,” she tells me.


My lips pucker around the dimpled flesh. My tongue whisks against one dark bud and then the other. She loves nipple play; she has orgasms when I tug her nipple with my lips while lathering it with my tongue.


The smell of her … the texture of her skin is intoxicating. My dick swells to an enormous size, and I moan from a mixture of pleasure and pain.


I’m ready to fuck. I want to lodge my hardness deep inside her. But she won’t let me. I have to wait for her command. I cater to Marcelle’s every sexual whim, and I love pleasing her. At times like this, it’s difficult to concentrate. I so desperately want to mount her, and stuff my dick inside her teasing pussy.


She slowly extracts her nipples from my mouth. Unhappy, I make a whining sound.


Feeling deprived, my lips remain parted … openly yearning for more licking and sucking. But most of all, I want to fuck her.


Her long, sepia fingers travel to her panties. Working at the side of the crotch, she pulls the elastic aside, exposing a forest of pitch-black hair. I wait for permission to bury my face inside the darkness.


She clasps my dick, guiding my bulging erection between her legs.


Her pussy emanates heat; it warms the head of my dick. I grimace as I wantonly plunge into scalding juices.


“I’m not ready,” she says breathlessly and pulls away.


“Don’t tease me, please,” I say in a tone that begs. “You’re torturing me.”


Marcelle responds with a wicked smile. She scratches a trail down my chest, causing me to wince as her fingernails cut into my skin.


I endure the pain because I want to fuck her. Trying to get into her panties, I attempt a different approach. “Take your dress off,” I cajole. “Let me see your naked beauty.”


An exhibitionist, she complies. She slips out of her dress and panties, and tosses them to a nearby chair. In all her naked glory, she once again straddles me. We’re both naked now; her dark sienna skin against warm brown.


She reaches downward and separates her folds, proudly showing off a gash of soft flesh that glistens with arousal.


Yearning to taste her, my mouth waters.


“Hungry?” she asks.


“Starving,” I murmur in the voice of a haunted man.


Marcelle inches forward and places her pussy on my eager lips. Grasping the headboard, she makes her hips swivel. I inhale her musky, womanly scent. I taste her pungent cream. My tongue becomes overactive, stretching, undulating, greedily eating all the pussy that I can get.


She lifts up, repossessing her pussy while giving me a disapproving look. She shakes her head. “What am I going to do with you? Where are your manners?” Tsking, she wags a finger.


Contrite, I look away.


Marcelle glances down at her watch. “I have tons of housework.”


“Can I help you with your chores?” I ask desperately. I’ll do whatever it takes to stay close to my housekeeper.


“No. You know the rules. You’re confined to this room. Stay put,” she warns and narrows an eye at me.


I sit upright and reach for her. “I don’t want you to leave.” I’m choked with emotion.


Leaning away, she smiles as she eludes me. “I have to get started.” Marcelle gets out of bed. Tall and stately, she towers over me as I sit on the bed.


I want to appear somewhat cheerful, but I can’t change my sorrowful expression. Giving me an exasperated look, she crooks her finger. “All right, you can have a quick suck.”


Grateful, I scurry to the edge of the bed. She steps forward, allowing me to encircle her thighs and firm buttocks with my arms. Lowering my head, my puckered lips fasten onto her erect clit. It soothes me like a pacifier. I moan with appreciation as I suck her elongated clit.


She taps the top of my head. “That’s enough,” she says and backs away.


Left with a hard, pulsing dick, I dejectedly cup the sides of my face with my hands and watch my dick-teasing housekeeper disappear through the door. There are consequences for violating Marcelle’s rules, and so I sit still for a while. Then, like a disobedient puppy, I sneak down the stairs, following behind her.


I can hear Miles Davis playing in the background. Marcelle enjoys listening to music while going about her chores. My careful steps are concealed by Miles’s screaming trumpet.


I creep about, spying on her, taking notice that she’s no longer naked and is now dressed in her housekeeper’s uniform.


Stroking my raging erection, I play voyeur as she pours herself a cup of coffee, and then sits at the kitchen table, perusing a fashion magazine. Her foot pats to the jazz rhythms that blare. She’s often told me that music stimulates her; gets her in the mood to dust, mop, and clean.


There’s a hard knock on the back door. I pay keen attention as Marcelle admits a strapping delivery guy. He’s hefting a five-gallon water bottle upon each shoulder, moving effortlessly, as if the heavy bottles are as light as feathers.


Skulking in the shadows, I watch her interact with the deliveryman. It pains me to see how flirtatious she is with him, and how overly familiar he behaves in her presence. How long have they known each other? I wonder. Judging from the sensual way that she moistens her lips with her tongue and the way that his eyes undress her, I get the distinct impression that these two have something going on.


Jealousy burns my face. My heart is thumping as loud as the drumbeats that boom from the speakers.


The water bottles have been set near the pantry door. The delivery is complete, so why doesn’t Marcelle send the arrogant brute on his way? It takes all my restraint not to burst from my hiding place and eject the blue-collar oaf from my elegant home.


I hold back a gasp when Marcelle slips into his arms. She kisses him with a lustful urgency that I wish were reserved for me. A murderous rage overcomes me. I want to shoot them both. Anguished, I fall to my knees. Though consumed with pain, I have to conceal my presence.


I’ve taken a great risk in defying Marcelle. The woman has a spiteful temper. If she discovered that I’ve been stealthily moving about and snooping on her, I’m sure that she’d slap my face and curse me out. Even worse, she might give me her notice, and that would be tragic. I don’t know if I could recover if Marcelle quit her housekeeping position due to my rebelliousness.


Losing Marcelle would bring unimaginable anguish, and so I become still and quiet as I clandestinely observe her unzipping the water deliveryman’s pants. He closes his eyes, throws back his head, and moans as Marcelle gropes inside his fly.


With a hand stuck inside his briefs, she struggles and wrestles as if trying to capture a vicious reptile. With a triumphant expression, she brings out a monstrously large penis. She imprisons the deliveryman’s enormous dick inside both of her hands, giving it a double-handed stroke that is unlike anything she’s ever done to me.


My face flushes with envy. My dick throbs with desire. I give it a comforting caress … a consoling squeeze.


A delighted squeal escapes Marcelle’s lips, drawing my attention away from my pulsing erection. Squinting, I focus on the activities in the kitchen. The deliveryman is lifting Marcelle in his arms. His muscles bulge as he crosses the room. I watch with resentment as he gently places her on the granite counter.


I should be sequestered in my bedroom, and not nosing around in Marcelle’s personal affairs, but I can’t help myself. I’m obsessed with her. Consumed by lust.


I rise to my feet, determined to be the well-trained and obedient employer that I’ve promised to be. Before I can slip away, I notice that Marcelle is offering her swollen breasts to the deliveryman. She’s a shameless hussy. How could she present him with the same treats that only a short while ago, she shared with me?


It’s shocking, the way this beast of a man is ravishing her tender breasts. Lashing them with an angry tongue … nipping, biting in a savage manner.


And Marcelle seems to love it. She’s writhing and moaning. Coaxing him to bite her nipples. Demanding that he suck harder. Now she’s speaking softly, whispering in his ear. She lifts her uniform, welcoming him between her legs.


Marcelle has always enjoyed the flirtatious advances of men; still, I never expected her to take it this far. I shake my head regretfully as it dawns on me that every man that enters my home—service workers, business associates—has enjoyed the pleasure of my maid.


I’ve done everything to keep her happy. I bow down to her and worship at her feet. For her to fuck another man in my home, right under my nose, is unconscionable. Her deceit is unforgivable. We had an agreement that as long as I obeyed her, she would eventually allow me to fuck her. But she’s nothing more than a dick tease; she never intended to make good on her promise.


I gaze with contempt in my eyes as a stranger sticks an unworthy dick inside her, impaling her with a violent thrust.


It’s cruel. Unfair. I can hardly bear to watch, but I’m morbidly fascinated. The deliveryman is ramming Marcelle, pulling her close and pounding her possessively, asking if her pussy belongs to him.


I’m incensed, yet my dick betrays me; it stiffens when I hear Marcelle murmur, “This pussy is all yours, baby.”


I can no longer witness this atrocity. With my head hung in sorrow, I turn away and woefully climb the stairs. Back in my position on the bed, it is clear to me that I’ve allowed Marcelle to play me for a fool.


When Marcelle finally returns to the bedroom, her uniform is crumpled and her hair is tousled. A taunting smile curves the corners of her mouth. “I’m tired from cleaning.” She stretches out on the bed. Lying on her back, she places her hand on her head, feigning exhaustion.


I’m appalled. She reeks of sex. She’s covered with the masculine sweat of a brawny laborer. Sad as it may seem, I still want to put my dick inside her. I yearn to penetrate her whoring pussy, and so I have no choice but to go along with the ruse.


“I’m so tired. I need a back rub, darling,” she tells me, pretending to be frazzled from hard work. I know what she’s really been up to, but I can’t divulge the fact that I’ve violated her rules.


She comes out of her uniform and lies on her tummy. I’m relieved that her lovely back has not been defiled with that man’s sweaty stench.


Adoringly, I caress her skin, rubbing gently, kneading the imaginary knots. All the while, I’m secretly hoping that I’ve finally earned the right to penetrate her pussy.


“Feels good,” she says, enjoying my touch. I smile with pride.


“That’s enough foreplay,” she says suddenly. Without warning, she gets on her hands and knees. “You’ve been a very good boy. You deserve a reward. Fuck me,” she orders.


Delighted, I oblige. I grab her hips before she can change her mind. Frantic, I quickly slip my knob inside her slit. Her pussy is overly wet and juicy. It feels as if I’ve plunged into a wonderfully slimy abyss.


“Like it?” she murmurs as I deliver dick strokes into a pussy that’s saturated with a combination of female juices and masculine cum.


“Love it,” I respond breathily, steadily stroking through the pool of lust.


“Was this pussy worth waiting for?”


“Yes,” I honestly admit. The pussy that the deliveryman has prepped for me is the best I’ve ever had.


    •   •   •


    The CD is playing a live John Coltrane session. While Marcelle lounges, sipping champagne, and eating chocolate-covered strawberries, her foot wiggles to the sound of Coltrane’s saxophone.


I cheerfully don her work uniform and do housework with a smile on my face. After I finish dusting, I carefully close the parlor door. I don’t want to disturb my mistress with the roar of a vacuum cleaner.


A noise from outside distracts me. Peeking through the curtains, I see that the grocery van has arrived.


Another delivery; I smile.


Unashamedly wearing Marcelle’s uniform, I open the back door and admit yet another muscular man.


I knock on the door to the parlor. Marcelle tells me to come in.


“Mistress, there’s a deliveryman in the kitchen.”


“Did you tip him?” Her eyes glimmer with interest.


“No, not yet.”


Marcelle waves her hand dismissively. “I’ll handle it; send him to me.” She points a manicured finger at me. “I expect to have privacy while I’m taking care of the tip.”


“Yes, ma’am,” I agree. “I’ll be fully absorbed in my chores.”


“Good boy,” she says with a brisk nod.


My maid and I have a better understanding now. No longer a dick tease, she lets me have sloppy seconds three days a week.


Through the cotton fabric of Marcelle’s uniform, I stroke my dick in anticipation. After the grocery man finishes making his delivery, Marcelle will graciously spread her legs for me.





Meat Me



[image: Image]


Lynn Lake


She pushed open the wooden door with the cracked pane of glass and walked into the dingy shop. Inside, pornographic DVDs, magazines, and books were stacked three wire racks deep; sex toys and dolls of all makes and models lined the walls. The place smelled of stale cigarette smoke and spunk.


The woman strolled around the racks and past the glass counter full of lighters, rolling papers, pipes, and dildos that ran along the far wall. She was tall and slender, in her mid-forties, dressed in a dark-blue business suit, slim legs sheathed in metallic blue stockings that spilled out of her knee-length skirt and into three-inch black heels. Her raven hair was carefully done up; her light-brown, aristocratic face tastefully made up with blue eye shadow and black eyeliner; plush lips glossed to glistening.


“Hiya!” the man behind the counter said, leering; a little guy, pitch-black, with horn-rimmed glasses and a shaved skull. “They’re waitin’ for ya.”


She slowed momentarily when he spoke, then coolly nodded and walked past, through the red velvet curtain that cordoned off the video and peep show booths from the rest of the store.


“Bitch!” the man swore under his breath, balling his little fists. He watched the woman’s trim buttocks shudder from side to side under her tight skirt as they and she disappeared behind the curtain.


The smell of spunk was stronger in back, the raucous moaning and groaning of video porn stars and live peep show performers rising and falling in rhythm to the heated slap of flesh against flesh, both on-screen and in-person. The woman’s heels clicked briskly along the tile corridor, past the booths and through the swinging door at the end of the hall.


There were three stalls inside the “washroom”; the green metal doors of two of them closed, the middle one hanging open. She didn’t hesitate, entering the middle stall and then closing and securing the door.


There was a padded stool on wheels where the toilet should’ve been; a roll of paper towels where toilet paper normally hung. Two holes had been cut into the side panels of the stall almost dead center, five inches in diameter and foam-padded around the edges. The woman sat down on the stool and crossed her legs and waited, ice-green eyes flicking back and forth between the holes.


A cock suddenly speared through the hole to her right; a fully-erect cock, vein-striped shaft and mushroomed cap shining licorice-black under the stuttering fluorescent lights; pube-pebbled balls crowding the bottom of the opening. A tight smile flashed across the woman’s lips.


She appraised the cock at eight inches long and five inches in circumference. Years of experience had honed her measurement skills. She made no move toward the twitching dong, however; waiting, watching the other hole.


A cock thrust through that opening as well. A pink-shafted, purple-headed, vein-ribboned cock, as clean-cut as the other, but jutting slightly upward like a fleshy horn. She appraised this one at nine inches in length, six inches in circumference. She allowed herself another brief smile, eyes darting from one huge, disembodied cock to the other.


Then she stood up and removed her jacket, her white satin blouse, and bra. Her large, brown, mocha-tipped breasts spilled out and swayed as she slipped off her skirt and panties. Naked now except for her nylon stockings and patent leather high heels, she carefully placed the tailored outer garments and silken undergarments on the floor in a corner. Her body was tight and streamlined, belying her age, her pussy shaved clean for maximum sensation, flaps shining and aroused.


She sat back down on the stool and pushed herself forward, grasping the two straining cocks in her manicured hands. Groans erupted from behind the panels as she clutched, felt, weighed the pair of pulsing erections, lightly stroking for texture and firmness. The one in her right hand was smoother and straighter; the one in her left longer, heavier, and thicker. They both pushed urgently at her hands, their throbbing traveling right through her down to her pussy.


She held the pink one and stroked the black one, swirling her soft, warm, brown hand up and down the pulsating length of the impressive dong, around and about the bloated blue-black cap. The cock jumped in her pumping hand, swelling higher and harder. She stared as she stroked, eyes locked and unblinking, hand and fingers deftly tugging and caressing while she held tight to the other big penis.


The grunts and groans behind the right panel became more animated, the wall shaking as she stroked harder, faster, really pulling on the vibrating cock. Her hand flew up and down the raging length of shaft, up and over the glans-split hood.


Perspiration dappled her forehead and upper lip, her tits shuddering with every heated stroke, her body flushed and pussy sopping. She could feel the dong seize up iron-hard, and she gasped when a pearl of pre-cum surged into the gaping slit at the head of the pipe. She thrust her own head closer and flicked out her tongue, snatching the drop into her mouth.


The panel shook with the weight of the body behind it. The woman engulfed the leaking cockhead with her warm, wet mouth, then the shaft, easily and expertly consuming the cock, her cheeks puffing out and her throat widening to accommodate the enormous erection.


Until her nose pressed right against the partition, lips kissing her hand still gripping the base, mouth and throat packed full of cock. The owner of the dong yelled, “Fuck!” The other cock jumped in her hand, desperate to know what was going on.


She kept the tremendous member locked down in her mouth and throat for ten torrid seconds; hot, humid breath steaming out of her flared nostrils and dewing the green metal. Finally, slowly, she pulled her head back, the dripping shaft oozing out of her mouth until she clung to just the meaty cap with her teeth.


Then she pushed her head forward again, swallowing the over-engorged cock, breathing deep of the musky scent of the tightened balls, feeling the blazing appendage beat all through her trembling body.


“Fuck, I’m gonna come!”


She pulled on the dong a couple more times with her lips and mouth, taking it to the back of her throat and beyond, bathing the sensitive underside with her tongue. She jerked her head all the way back so that the ebony snake popped right out of her mouth and hung there, gleaming and twitching and ready to burst.


She grabbed on to it, sliding closer, pointing the throbbing tool at her bared chest and fisting. An agonized groan, and semen dribbled out of the slit in the well-formed hood, then sprayed. Six bursts of hot, sticky spunk splashed against her chest, showering her tits. Her hand milked the jerking cock, her pussy shimmering with the shooting sensation and the wicked feel of the heated semen on her tingling skin.


It was over in less than ten seconds. She dropped the spent dong and pivoted around to face the other cock, which she had never let go of.


She grasped it now with her other hand as well, and pumped it with both, softly and lightly, then harder and tighter. She reveled in the bumpy texture of the shaft, the incredible curving length of the cock. She tugged so hard that blond-fuzzed balls spilled out of the hole, which she briefly cupped and squeezed.


Then she stood up, sent the stool careening into the wall. Holding the up-thrust prong around its thick, furry base, she backed up to it, long legs slightly parted and back slightly bent, sticking the swollen hood into her moist pussy lips from behind.


Fingernails scraped against metal on the other side as she brushed the purple cockhead against her pussy lips, washing it in her hot juices, before popping it right into her pussy and recklessly pushing back until her taut buttocks touched the panel, embedding the turgid dong inside her.


She finally unhanded the prick at that point, grabbing up her sperm-slick tits and squeezing them, pinching her rigid nipples. Her butt cheeks were pressed almost flat against the partition, the long, hard, thick cock filling her cunt. Gritting her teeth, she rocked back and forth on her high heels, impaling herself on the pole.


The heated grunts and groans from behind the metal barrier mingled and melded with the woman’s own breathless gasps and moans as she rocked faster, fucked herself more urgently; the cock thrusting back now, matching her rhythm.


Her buttocks smacked briskly against the partition, the stall shaking, the mammoth cock sluicing back and forth in her sucking pussy, swelling her twat and bum and body with shimmering heat. She felt the churning member stiffen still further inside her, heard the cry of “Here it comes!” Felt the scalding splash of spraying semen—dousing her pussy.


The wildly thrusting cock pumped her full seven times.


But she didn’t come herself.


She still had a number of swingers clubs and dogging sites and filthy back alleys to visit that evening—promising even longer, thicker, more massive cocks.


    •   •   •


    The man leered when she answered the doorbell. “Bit of a size queen, huh?”


He was a little guy, pitch-black, with horn-rimmed glasses and a shaved skull. She regarded him coldly. “Who are you?”


He snorted. “Don’t even see me, huh? Got your mind on big dicks all the time.” He tried to step inside, but she blocked the doorway, tall and slender and cool in her sky-blue stockings, wraparound cobalt-blue skirt, and pearl-white satin blouse. “I’m the guy from Brownbaggers—the guy behind the counter. You know, the place with the glory holes—”


“What do you want?”


He smirked. “It’s not what I want, baby. It’s what you want.”


She started to close the door.


And he shoved his sweatpants down, exposing a deep-black cock that dangled five inches long, unerect from a thicket of dark pubes.


Her ice-green eyes locked on the slab of meat, and her hand tightened on the doorknob.


“Twelve inches, if you treat it right, baby,” he oozed.


Like the rest of the spacious house, her bedroom was done up in subdued shades of silver and blue, elegant and tasteful, if somewhat cold. She dropped to her stockinged knees in the shag and dug her glossed fingernails into the elastic waistband of the man’s pants.


He grinned down at her as she pulled down his sweatpants and grasped his cock. “Yeah, that’s the way!” he grunted. “That’s what pretty mama wants.”


She lifted the heavy, hanging piece of meat, then stroked the smooth, shifting foreskin, anxious to grow the dong as long as the man had promised. It would be longer than she’d ever had before, in all her years of searching and stroking and sucking and fucking.


“You got a pretty fancy place here, Vanessa,” he said, glancing around and licking his lips. “Guess you ain’t out chasing dick all the time, huh?”


His voice grated annoyingly in her ears.


But his cock was growing in her soft, damp, caressing hand, stiffening, thickening, lengthening, rising up like a hooded cobra rises up out of its wicker basket when its master plays the proper tune. She grabbed on to it with her other hand, pulled with the pair, watching the darker head swell out of the dark foreskin, the huge, dangling, black sack tighten.


“Name’s Leonard, by the way.”


It was almost parallel with her parted lips now, throbbing hotly in her tugging hands at ten inches long and seven inches around, and still growing, swelling obscenely and sizing up between the little man’s loins. Right before Vanessa’s fixated eyes.


“Name’s Leonard, I said!” He snatched his cock out of her grasping hands and took a step back, then furiously fisted the final two inches himself.


Then he stepped forward again, and held the mammoth appendage over the kneeling woman’s flushed face like a club. He slapped her cheek with his cock, the other cheek. “Notice little ’ol Leonard now, huh, bitch!?” he growled, smacking her forehead and nose and mouth with his meat.


She closed her eyes and stuck out her tongue, and he spanked her moist, pink, budded tongue with his thunder cock. Then he jammed the mushroomed hood into her mouth, pulled it out again before she could seal her glossy lips around it.


“Think you can handle this much cock, Vanessa!?” he snarled. “Even you ain’t never had this much cock before, have ya, Vanessa?”


She clutched the taunting man’s skinny buttocks and flung her mouth open as wide as it would go. He wagged his dong over her mouth, keeping her in quivering suspense. Finally he grabbed the back of her head and shoved his cock right into her maw.


He grunted at the wet-hot impact, and she gagged, just a little, as he sank his entire foot-long slab into her mouth and down her throat. He pulled her head forward and thrust his hips out, stuffing his whole suffocating cock inside her.


“Motherfucker!” he marveled, staring down at the woman’s glowing face, her lips kissing up against his balls, his cock gone, disappeared inside her mouth.


Her cheeks bulged outrageously and her throat stretched obscenely. Her body burned and head spun with all that solid rod locked down in her mouth. Hot, triumphant puffs of breath blew out of her flared nostrils, her pussy gone sodden in her panties.


“You are a fuckin’ snake charmer!” Leonard rasped, sweat sheening his face. He grabbed her head on either side and pumped his hips, surging his cock back and forth in her mouth.


She clung to his clenching buttocks, rocked to and fro on her knees by the man’s massive dong plunging her throat and pistoning her mouth. She stared up at him, urging him on with her watering eyes. Snot bubbled inelegantly out of her nose and streamed down onto his shifting shaft. His dirty fingers dug into her soft hair, pulling the carefully coiffed, silken strands apart, sawing away at her bouncing head.


Until, at last, he pulled out of her mouth and throat and staggered backward, humongous cock glistening and bobbing. “Want it in your pussy, bitch!?” he gasped, wiping sweat off his face.


She jumped to her feet and tore away her skirt; skinned off her panties. Then she ripped her blouse and bra open and flung the garments aside. Standing there naked before him and his monster cock, she was four inches taller than him even in her stockinged feet.


He gaped at her well-preserved, caramel-colored body, her large, hard-nippled breasts. “Want me to stick this thing in your pussy and split you in two, huh?” he said, regaining some of his composure, waggling his prick at her.


She fell back on her bed and spread her legs, cupping and squeezing her splayed breasts. He didn’t bother stripping off his pants or his T-shirt, crawling between her long legs and slapping her shaven mound with his dong.


She winced with pleasure as he smacked her pussy and clit with his heavy cock. Finally, he brutally shoved his boiled-up hood through her gleaming pussy lips and plowed his cock into her cunt.


She moaned, clutching her tits and holding her breath, deeply, soulfully feeling inch after swollen inch of meat slide in and in and into her pussy. Soon he was sprawled on top of her, huffing and puffing between her breasts, his club of a cock buried to the hilt in her stretched-out cunt. She rolled her head back and forth on the pillow, reveling in the wicked, burning, full sensation of having that much cock wedged and beating inside her.


“You—you like it, huh, baby!?” he wheezed in her face, grabbing on to her tits and roughly squeezing.


She dug her nails into his buttocks, spurring him on.


He drew back, pushed forward, pumping her hot, wet, gripping snatch with his huge prick. Again and again and again. Faster and faster.


“Mmmm!” she moaned, her eyelids fluttering.


He sucked on a nipple, the other one, groping her boobs and churning his hips, relentlessly pounding her pussy with his battering-ram cock.


They bounced up and down on the bed, the hard-breathing man fucking the gasping woman as hard and as fast as he could. Vanessa clenched her teeth and set her lips in a grim line, absorbing the thundering cock, body and soul. Leonard strained and thrust to meet her massive need.


“Up the ass! I’m gonna fuck you up the ass!” he cried, his balls boiling with imminent release.


“Yes!” Vanessa hissed, blind to the man, full of his cock.


He tumbled over to the side, drawing his dripping pipe with him. She rolled over onto her stomach, reaching back and smearing dripping pussy juice between her butt cheeks.


Leonard sucked humid air into his billowing lungs and mounted her again from behind. Sweat poured off his contorted face and onto the silken skin of her gracefully curved back. He prodded his bloated cockhead between her mounded buttocks, found her bumhole, and pressed in.


She instantly pushed her butt up and back, enveloping the enormous tip of his cock with her anus. He fell on top of her, his wrist-thick shaft delving deep into her chute.


“Motherfucker! You never had it like this before, huh, baby!?” he gritted into her ear, moving his hips up and down, cock back and forth in her ass. “You never had it so good, huh, bitch!?”


She bit into the pillow and pounded the mattress with her fists, the man reaming her chute with his giant cock, blowing her ass apart. The bed and her body bounced in rhythm to his frantic thrusts, her raw moans sounding even above the tortured creak of the bedsprings.


He slammed against her shuddering cheeks again and again, ruthlessly plundering her ass with his cock. “Fuck, baby!” he screamed. “You can’t take me no more! I’m gonna come!”


He spasmed. And his cock exploded in her bum, dousing her chute with heated semen.


She felt the searing spray of cum against her bowels five times; the man’s sawing, shooting cock filling her to bursting.


But she didn’t come herself.


They briefly lay together afterward, Leonard’s flaccid dong spooning between Vanessa’s legs.


“You think you got ‘room’ for me here?” He laughed, kissing the soft skin of her long, slender neck. “Now that you know who I am?”


“Get out,” Vanessa responded, shocking the presumptuous little big man right down to his softened penis.


She still had a number of bathhouses, escort agencies, and strip clubs to visit that evening. Because for her, bigger wasn’t better; it was only the beginning.





Choices
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Tenille Brown


Adrienne was nervous, although she knew she had no reason to be. It wasn’t like she had a problem eating alone, but eating alone hadn’t been the plan.


Adrienne was a woman who worked hard and liked treating herself and, tonight, she had planned on treating herself to an orgasm. That was nothing out of the ordinary, but how she had come to this point—well, that was new.


His name was Darrell and she met him on some website where you posted your pictures and talked all day about what you were doing, what you were wearing, and whatnot.


One day he flirted, and Adrienne bit.


Sure, the social networking thing was a new venture, and maybe she should have thought twice about it, but she had been careful.


There had been an entire two months of exchanges between them. Two months of chatting, emailing, and talking on the phone. Two months of sexting and sending each other naughty pictures. And eventually, there was phone sex at one in the morning.


Adrienne thought they were clear on what they both wanted.


She knew she was.


But now, sitting alone at the table in a far corner of the room, she tried to remember if anything she had said or done had led Darrell to believe she wanted more; if she had somehow exuded desperation when she thought she was being coy and flirty.
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