
ON HER TERMS!

I clearly remember thinking that she was even more stunning than the photo she'd sent us. I must have looked a right nerd standing there, my mouth gaping open, and my wife thought so because she started giggling. 

I'm an ordinary guy, not especially good looking or well build, though my wife is a good looking lass, so it was no wonder that I was stunned by Heather’s good looks and the idea that she was contemplating having sex with me. Heather's large blue eyes, fringed by thick dark eyelashes, looked at me with approval and there was a mischievous smile on her lips, which she'd highlighted in bright red lipstick. Her mouth had that pouting look which immediately makes one think of having them around your cock sucking and licking it then swallowing the spunk with gusto. She was tall, slim with strong legs and a very prominent bum tapering to a narrow waist. She was so slim that her large breasts came as a shock as they bulged against her top like two ripe melons. Mind you her low cut top allowed my eyes to ogle the deep cleavage separating the succulent orbs and I remember thinking that her large breasts must be very firm to stand out like that as there was no way she could have been wearing a bra underneath that flimsy top. Her boobs stood out without any trace of sagging though they wobbled gently as she moved. The thin fabric, of her top, clearly defined thimble-sized nipples.

I saw my wife looking at me knowingly as I ogled Heather's breasts because she knows that I have a thing for boobs.

Their comprehensive ad, in the contact section of a website, had described her as well build but the photo had shown a gorgeous woman in her prime. Though her face had been blanked out I'd assumed that it matched her wonderful body but now discovered that she was even more ravishing than I'd imagined. Mind you my wife had been rather reluctant that, for our first venture into swinging, I should have such a beautiful partner while she had to do with an older man.

He was also a surprise. Her husband, Joe, was good looking in a rugged kind of way and very smooth and assured. Thankfully my wife took to him straight away otherwise the whole scenario would have been a non starter. Even then I knew that I'd have to proceed with caution and make sure that my wife didn't feel belittled by my lusting openly after Heather. 

The four of us went out to dinner. Fortunately Joe soon had Mary wrapped around his little finger. He was funny, charming and soon she ignored his wife and I and became so wrapped up with him that it left us able to get better acquainted without feeling that at any moment the mood could have been shattered by jealousy. 

Heather and I were sitting on the bench seat, next to each other. They sat on separate chairs opposite. Her strong thigh was pressed against mine, from the time we sat down and its heat was transferred to mine. As we talked I was continuously aroused by the flowing motion of her wondrously large and firm breasts, as they moved beneath the thin fabric of her top. Really it was no wonder that I had a huge erection. I didn't pay much attention to the food but I nearly dropped my fork and jumped out of my skin when I felt Heather's hand grasping my throbbing cock and begin to squeeze and stroke it, through the fabric of my trousers. She must have seen it to so unerringly grasp it without any fumbling. Fortunately the table cloth covered my lap so that no one else could see what she was doing. My cock is the one thing I have going for me as it is nine inch long and very thick.

The waiter came to clear the table and, I'm sure she did it because she knew I couldn't do anything about it, slyly Heather unzipped my fly and pulled my stiff cock all the way out into the open. I was so shocked that I had no opportunity to push her hand away. The waiter was asking us whether we wanted coffee as she curled her fingers around my shaft and stroked it up and down in the most delightful fashion. Coolly she ordered for both of us and, looking at her face, you would never have thought that at the same time she was handling my cock in the most obscene manner.

The waiter walked away while her hand explored my erect cock, from its root to the leaking tip and back again. It felt almost as if making sure that I'd not boasted when I'd told her, on the phone, that my cock was a fraction below nine inches and very thick. When her stroking fingers reached the knob she squeezed it so that drops of spunk popped out. She smeared it over my shaft to facilitate her lewd massage as she resumed her up and down movements. She brought me to the brink of my orgasm, several times, but each time she'd squeeze the base of my cock, in a way which dissipated my urge to spurt.

When the coffee arrived, she'd ordered espresso, she wanked my hard cock furiously making me lose control. Holding her coffee cup, in the other hand, she collected all of my spunk so that it floated on the surface of the coffee. Making sure that I was watching she sipped my male juices until she'd drained the cup. I don't think I could have ever fantasised anything so obscene but so arousing happening in public. Her husband and my wife were too busy flirting to notice.

Joe called for the bill and somehow I managed to push my cock back into my trousers, without anyone being aware of it except Heather that is. I stood up and I must have looked weird as I tried to hide the stain on the front of my trousers as we walked out of the restaurant. We'd come in my car and my wife and Joe sat at the back. In the rear mirror I saw them embracing, as we drove along, and his hands were foundling her breasts. Heather's hand was stroking my thigh but she made no effort to grab my cock again. It was just as well for road safety.

On arrival I suggested that Heather and I went upstairs and Joe and Mary use the front room. As Heather preceded me, up the stairs, her rounded bottom rocked and rolled promising sexual delights to come. As we entered the bedroom I could see our twin reflections in the wardrobe mirrors and there was a wicked gleam in those blue eyes as Heather shimmied her shoulders which caused her heavy breasts to wobble from side to side beneath her top. 

As I've already told you I'm a breast man so couldn't take my eyes off them. They seemed so firm and perfect, almost too heavy for the rest of her slender body and I could hardly contain my excitement as I realised that very soon I would see them naked and hold them in my hand. Looking at me sexily, from under her heavy eyelashes, she undid the buttons of her blouse and bared her breasts. They were indeed heavy and bounced out like eager puppies wanting to play. I ogled them as they gently swayed from side to side, even more perfect and suckable than I'd imagined. The large nipples were very red and surrounded by a perfect areolas. I couldn't remember ever having seen a better pair except in men's magazines.

I could see that the woman was amused by my juvenile fascination with her breasts. She dropped her top on the floor as I entered the room and I was so excited that it felt as if my legs wouldn't support me so I sat on the edge of the bed. Heather shimmied her way to me and sat next to me and began to unbutton my shirt. The touch of her fingers on my chest caused goose-bumps to break out and shivers to run up and down my spine. There was something very cool about the way she took the rest of my clothes off, leaving me naked with my cock sticking up from my groin like a flagpole. 

Heather then knelt on the floor and started to stroke my cock, with her fingers, the way she'd done in the restaurant. Fortunately enough time had passed to allow it to revive. I reached out and closed my fingers round her nipples and gave them a light squeeze but she slapped my hand away and told me that I'd have to earn the privilege of playing with them. Cupping my throbbing cock, in both hands, she massaged it erotically, from root to tip again and again until I could feel my sperm begin to gather. She must have sensed it also because she released my cock and stood up to slip out of her skirt revealing that she'd been naked under it. Her sex was plump, sticking out, and there were very few pubic hairs to obscure the very slightly opened lips which were dotted with beads of pussy juice.

It was no wonder that my cock jerked like crazy and that it was topped by a clear bead of seminal liquid. Heather giggled when she saw it, causing her breasts to jiggle and sway as if they had a life of their own. Again I reached for them but she gave me a look which stopped me in my tracks. She spread her legs and straddled my lap and, as she was still gasping my cock, she held it firmly upright as she guided the knob between her sex lips which parted allowing my knob to follow the furrow of her slit as she stroked it all the way from her star-shaped anus to her erect clit then back again to her clitoris. 

I realised that this was a woman who knew what she wanted and expected her lovers to accommodate her. It certainly wasn't a role I was used to playing but I decided that I would go along with her wishes and see what ensued. I would have done anything to get hold of those tits.

Each time my knob brushed against her clit her body jerked and she moaned as if she was in pain. 

Thinking that she was aroused enough to allow me to feel her up my hands reached for her large breasts but again she batted them away. She guided my knob to her vagina and, taking her time, she lowered herself allowing the first two or three inches of my cock to slowly penetrate the warm, sticky wetness of her cunt. I felt her cunt walls clamp and ripple around my cock and they began to suck hungrily, almost like a mouth. The suction was powerful yet, at the same time, there was a yielding softness as her fleshy folds rippled round my cock like an exotic sea creature feeding.

Now I knew why she'd brought me off in the restaurant because there was no way I could have controlled myself if I hadn't already come. 

Heather gurgled with ecstasy as she absorbed even more of my hard cock, inside her hungry pussy. I kept my eyes on her jiggling tits wishing she would allow me to squeeze them as she wriggled and rotated her bottom so that her wet cunt twisted around my upright cock. I could hear her flesh squelching as she took the rest of my cock all the way inside her pussy, until her buttocks were resting on my thighs and the knob of my cock was pressing strongly against the end of her cunt. She paused, for a short while, as it to better appreciate just how well my cock filled her cunt. She was gasping for breath and her eyes were shut.

Using my arms I braced my body as she began to slide her cunt up and down my cock, greasing it with her sex cream so that it slid effortlessly up and down. My cock penetrated all the way to the hilt as her plump buttocks slammed against my thighs. I so wanted to feel her nipples in my mouth, so wanted to feel her flesh pressing against my face that it was almost an ache but knew that she would let me know if that was what she wanted and until then I'd have to control my urge.

Heather leant forward so that her breasts swung pendulously in front of my face teasing me. I wanted to nuzzle my face in between them to inhale the scent of her sweaty flesh, mingled with her exotic perfume but didn't dare. I could feel that my cock was responding, to my desire, by twitching and jerking strongly within the wet sheath of her undulating cunt as her firm breasts, swaying so hard that they kept colliding, hovered within inches of my face. I knew that she was doing it on purpose to stamp her authority over me. She was squealing and whimpering as she wildly squirmed on my lap. Her cunt tightened and loosened around my cock then a scream escaped from her open mouth. She pressed her cunt down even harder, moving her hips so that the knob of my cock rotated against the entrance to her womb and, from the increased wetness and inner warmth added to the wild sounds coming from her open mouth, I realised that she was climaxing. She clung to me as rippling spasms swept through her orgasming cunt. My balls were being drenched by sticky wetness as she slumped against me, panting like an animal. I could feel her pussy juices trickling into the crack between my buttocks as the fading contractions of her cunt kept my cock hard and throbbing inside her.

Heather took a deep breath before lifting herself off my erect cock, leaving it wetly waving in the air. I saw a strand of silvery liquid linking her cunt and the tip of my cock before it snapped. It was so obscene that it made a wad of spunk bubble out of my cock. 

Heather slipped off my lap and lay back on the bed. She looked at me in such a way that I knew that she wanted me to fuck her in that position so I slipped between her open thighs. She guided my cock to her gaping cunt. I took most of my weight on my knees and arms so that only our pelvises were in contact. Heather ran her fingers along the length of my throbbing, wet cock, smearing her cunt cream evenly as my knob slipped inside her cunt again. Once again I revelled in the ecstatic snugness of her cuntal fold as my cock sank deep into her welcoming cunt. Her arms went around my hips and her hands gripped my buttocks, kneading them hard, the way I would have like to do to her boobs, as I moved my cock in and out of her cunt. She lifted her pelvis up to meet my thrusts. My balls kept bouncing against her buttocks, at the end of each stroke. She was fucking back enthusiastically and small mewling sounds came from her open lips. Her face was flushed and her eyes were wild. I was so horny that I felt my scrotum tighten and my balls ready to burst because I was reaching the point of no return!

I could hear the squelching sounds echoing in the room as my cock ploughed again and again into her dripping wet cunt. My entire body and mind were involved in the fantastic fucking. I looked down and saw my cock slipping into her stretched cunt then slowly reappearing glistening with her cunt cream. I lost control. 

I slammed my cock very hard into her cunt and kept it firmly buried inside her clasping cunt as my spunk blasted out to splash against her womb. She climaxed at the same time and arched her back so that she was supporting almost all of my weight with her shoulders and feet planted on the bed as I filled her cunt with my spunk. When I'd finished climaxing I rolled off her and lay next to her. She reached down, digging three fingers deep into her cunt, and scooped out my sticky spunk. She looked at it then used her tongue to lick her fingers clean. She went back for more but this time smeared it over her nipples, coating them with the sticky liquid. She lifted them to her mouth and sucked, not only her nipple but, a lot of her breast flesh into her mouth. She repeated the process with her other breast and I saw that she was climaxing as she did this. After releasing her boob she leant over me and took my cock into her mouth and delicately licked it clean.

She asked me how long it would be before I was ready to go again and I had to admit that I'd never managed more than two times before. She looked a little put out then asked what it would take for me to beat that. The way I was looking at her boobs told her all she needed. She said that she would allow me to do anything I wanted with her boobs if I would consent to lie across her lap and be punished for making her work for her pleasure.

I thought she was weird but was so keen to get at her boobs that I would have agreed to anything. I felt really stupid as I lowered myself across her lap. Her left hand kept me pinned down as she started raining very hard smacks on my buttocks. It was painful and I tried to get away but she easily controlled me and then something incredible happened. The pain and heat, from my buttocks, flowed into my cock and suddenly I was sporting the hardest erection I'd ever had. My bum was burning by the time she allowed me to rise,

She did indeed allow me full access to her boobs and I was as happy as a pig rooting in the forest as I used my hands and mouth on them. She liked me to bite her nipples and even let me titty-fuck them. The woman managed to get me hard twice more, that night, and each time it was by punishing my buttocks, the last time with a leather belt. It was that night that I learned that I had a masochistic streak.

My wife had an equally smashing time with Joe and was astounded when she learned how Heather had revived me. We tried it and it has become a regular feature in our lovemaking and has greatly spiced up our sex life.

A month’s later we received a thank-you card from Joe and Heather announcing that she was pregnant and thanking me for having impregnated her. We were stunned by the news and my wife was rather put out but they never contacted us again so she calmed down and insisted that since I’d done it for Heather it was only fair that I impregnated her. It is a task I am really enjoying especially as it is always preceded with a sound spanking to put me in the mood.


