ROCKING ON TOUR CH 3 – BLUE HILLS





---1---

[ Note : This is not some routine ‘Wham- bam- thank you ma’am’ type quickie. …I have lots of story, characters and plot. I will give you your net time worth only if you read on fully!!- AUTHOR]

It had been a long tiring journey up the Nilgiri hills but I wasn’t complaining in the least. Let me tell you why. Here was the scene.

The Volvo bus from Chennai had started a little late but had made good time. I had looked around the passengers seated near me. Many had stared at me more than once when they boarded the bus maybe because a six-foot tall Black African is not an everyday tourist in this part of India, I concluded. The bus was only half full and passengers sat far away from one another.

There was a giggling couple obviously on their honeymoon who just couldn’t get their hands off each other in the seat ahead of me. A teenager with his Aunt next to him was just next to them across the aisle and was staring at them unabashedly in envy. I watched them initially with amusement and later more seriously.

The Indian couple from the North spoke in Hindi, which my lover in Mumbai had spoken. I had heard the language back in UK too with my Indian friends in Manchester. 

The aunt in her forties would have been a looker in her days and was desperately trying to bring her fading youth back with gaudy makeup and revealing tight Pyjamas and denim shirt. The young man hardly looked her type nor belonged to the same social status. In short, she was a rich aunt and he a poor relative.  She tried not to stare at the cuddling couple to her left but I saw her doing it on the sly. She tried to catch the young escort’s attention by frequently dragging him into small talk in Hindi but he gulped and stared at the amorous activities with growing interest ignoring aunt’s attempts.

It was what the honeymooning couple was doing that was distracting me too from taking a deserved nap. They had thrown their arms around each other after covering themselves with a single woollen shawl on their shoulders that hid their roving hands and in the dull cabin light I could see their cuddling silhouettes giggling as they warmed each other up.

The wife was big with puppy fat all over and the man was reed-like with gross side burns. She was wearing a cotton slacks with yellow silk tops and he was in jeans and T shirt.

The man was amorous and couldn’t get enough of her contrastingly fatter physique and was frequently palming her swelling proportions enthusiastically. I could see he had unhooked her tight bra at one time and was cupping and squeezing her yummy white tits. He would look around surreptitiously if someone was looking and drop his head, peck and lick her breasts ducking his head below her shawl. I was tall enough to see over their shoulders all that they tried to hide and pretended to be asleep whenever they looked back.

All this cat and mouse was doing my hungry African cock no good as it had been over a week that it was last seen in action. You readers already know my appetite for sex was enormous what with an eager 9 inch long black monster hidden between my legs. My throbbing organ had slid down the side of the jocks and poked through my jeans.

The honeymooner raised his waist up and looked like he slid his own underwear down. He caught his young wife’s hand and guided her to the centre of his manhood. The shawl rose and fell as the fat young wife handled her new husband’s excitement.

 All the while the comfortable Volvo smoothly traversed the road, its headlights penetrating the night darkness of Mudumalai sanctuary around.

The husband grew highly impatient and started bending down to the wife’s thighs and they were arguing ‘that its not right yet’ and ‘we shouldn’t be doing’ etc. The man wouldn’t listen and started kissing his wife’s thighs and poked his nose between her thighs to smell her wetting sex from above the thin fabric of her pyjamas. He palmed her thighs and poked her between them with his fingers making her sigh and groan in increasing lust. The excited couple now shifted in their seats madly while necking and the young man across was glued to the scene in semi darkness. I thought I almost saw him salivate.

 He once turned back to his aunt and caught her staring at the same erotic scene. There was an awkward silence as they looked at each other and the woman made the first move.

The middle aged aunt took the young teenager’s hand and placed it on her soft thighs urging him silently that they can be in action too. The young man looked at her in surprise but soon decided that he had had enough of this peeping tom business and pressed her thighs back.

 As I stared at the new addition to the erotic couple scene, the young man boldly started palming her juicy looking breasts over the shirt and the woman looked around to see if they were noticed. She did not see me, a dark man in darkness is that much more difficult to be spotted when you are sexually distracted and so turned back her attention to the young man who hand now both hands over her chest. She kissed him openly on the lips and I could hear the smack and slurping sound through the drone of the bus engine. The teenager now blurted ‘aunty this… that…’ in a late realisation of impropriety but the aunt shushed him and put her hands over his raging cock and squeezed thus reassuring him. I could see he packed quite an organ in his pants and I guess the woman was glad she had found it at her age. She made every attempt to encourage the throbbing shaft of her escort to expand to its full length and girth by using her both hands caressing its heated length over his fly. Soon the young man had got through the aunt’s shirt and was boldly squeezing her apple like mature tits like each was a ball of dough in bakery.

The honeymooning couple had got busier and bolder now thinking it was late enough for everyone to have slept and had thrown the impeding shawl away from their shoulders. I could see that the woman had her bare and fair tits with chocolate coloured teats jutting out now and the man’s brown hand was squeezing them as she pumped his young cock up out of his jocks. Her tits looked like ripe full moons and his hands roughly bunched them up and tweaked her erect pebble hard nipples. They kissed and shushed each other to remain secretive but did not stop.

Aunt had her nipples sucked by her teenaged escort now cradling his neck on her ample bosom. Then suddenly the two couples noticed each other and stooped abruptly, probably wondering if the other party objected. I saw that they finally smiled conspiratorially at each other, decided to continue unmindful of each other, all to my voyeuristic delight.

  Emboldened thus that the only other waking couple in the bus did not mind, the aunt got up and slowly unbuttoned her pyjamas inches away from the hot young man’s eyes and removed it along with her panties and threw it on her seat providing him a spectacular skin show, in which I was an unnoticed audience. I stroked my own erecting cock back into the tight confines of my jocks and saw that the aunt now pressed the hot teenager’s face directly into her wide pubic mound and he started licking her pussy moving his head up and down on it, his hands desperately pushing her thighs apart, trying to divide her legs further in the foot space between seats. 

I could hear the kisses, licks, slurps and ‘ahhs’ and ‘Umhhs’ coming from both the entangled couples clearly over the engine sound. The next two sets of seats in front and back were empty and seeing this, the elderly lady had no inhibition in indulging in unabashed public display of intimacy with a young man half her age, which I am sure was adultery, a sin if found out in India. The honeymooning couple anyway had no such guilt attached to their own necking and continued unmindfully.

The young man made merry with his accommodating aged aunty now. While one hand poked more fingers into her mature cunt frigging her openly, the other hand twisted and squeezed her heavy pendulous tits out of shape. All the while she stood, gasped and moaned and held onto the seat headrests with both hands, balancing herself against his attack. Soon she improvised by putting one bent leg up and rested the foot on the seat cushion to give her young lover more access to her eager pussy. The teenager after sucking her pussy-honey soundly even showed the temerity to lick his fingers coming out slick with her juices, as well as spank her big round arse soundly a couple of times overcome with his burning lust making the rich aunt yelp. She looked around to see if anyone had heard her and told him to ‘keep it silent’. The Aunt was getting more than what she bargained for from her young stud and started cheering and encouraging him, whispering ‘to suck and eat’ her aching female core, which had probably seen action long time ago. There was hush of silence in the bus except for the sounds from the two couples near me. No one else could see or hear. Luckily I understood Hindi to take fully enjoy what their horny words meant.

I was alone in my double seat and could bear no more the tightness of my girded cock in the jeans. I unzipped my fly and out sprang my dark snakelike prick sniffing cool air-conditioned breeze in the bus.

My hands were big but my erect cock more so. I caressed it pulsing length up and down and gazed at the honeymooners. The wife took a cue from the aunty, stood up and placed one foot back on the seat and balanced herself with the other on the bus floor.

Her white skinned fat thighs shined in the semidarkness and her husband who now had wider access between her legs buried his eager mouth in her cunt, his one hand holding on to her bent leg for support. When he lifted his head once, I saw her curly mop of pubic hair was wet with his saliva and her own cunt honey.

She moaned uninhibitedly gurgling in her throat and throwing her head back, as he sucked her and chewed on her exposed cunny animatedly. The bastard, though thin like a stick was fortunate to have a full blown big woman of curves for wife, surely had the skills to please her orally.

After a while, both the aunty and the wife sat down and it was men’s turn to get serviced.

As both the men sighed and sat back in their seats and gave themselves up for the women to reciprocate, I was already dribbling pre-cum from my hard throbbing prick.

 The aunt probably had not seen a cock for years now and she lustily went to work holding his cock in a hand and slurping on its meaty length. I heard her plop and suck his cock clearly from where I sat and groaned silently now finding it very tough to hold my boiling semen in.

The aunt praised the young man that ‘This was a long and thick Lund’ (in Hindi, a cock) and was ‘certainly much bigger than her dead husband’s’. The young man snickered and felt emboldened to say ‘he felt a mile long there’ when she slowly and lovingly sucked him like that.

‘Will you stay with me and not go back?’ she asked at this strategic time. The young man blinked, dazed with lust, ‘

‘All of my life if I can keep fucking you daily’ he croaked. She assured him that ‘her pussy was open 24x7 for him’ and went back to eating him more vigorously to reinforce her sincerity.

 I could see the glint of the diamond ring on the Aunt’s fingers and the glitter of her heavy golden chain swinging in the neck as she fed his young virginal shaft to her salivating mouth. The young man pushed his hand on the back of her head to make her suck more and moaned like a caveman. I guessed she was a rich widow Aunt and the young man from his appearance far below her social and financial status. The Lucky SOB, he literally had her eating out of his hand. He stood to gain in more ways than one, I sighed looking at his young upstanding prick disappearing in the rich woman’s mouth. Some people have all the luck. 

Here, the thin husband groaned trifle loudly as I saw his wife sucking his smallish prick speedily and put her hand inside his baggy jocks and juggled his balls.

Could he even plumb her pussy properly with ‘that’? 

Anyway, it was her problem, not mine. 

In fact my problem was standing and staring me in the face.

This went on for more than an hour in which the couples did every trick possible orally. Sadly, the bus just did not provide for a full fledged copulation.

I wondered how to put my fevered cock to sleep without having to come all over the bus seat or window. (You know I ejaculate litres of thick semen and a bus is a clumsy place for that type of liberal discharges!).

 Dawn broke in the sky mercifully then and its light wafted inside the bus.  Both the couples lost in their erotic activities hastily sat up and rearranged their clothes to look presentable enough. I pretended that I woke then too and shoved my cock forcibly back into jocks and looked out the window. 

‘Welcome To Nilgiris, The Blue Hills’ said a passing arch on the road. I had seen a ‘live Blue film’ in the bus already and I wondered if the hills promised more of the same subject.





---2---

Readers who are unaware of my background and past escapades may require some recap here.

I am Rock Hard, a third generation Black African –Englishman on a visit to India from UK. I have in the previous chapters recalled all my previous sexual encounters with the spicy Indian women in the metros Bombay (Now Mumbai) and Madras (Now Chennai).

I have got a vast appetite for sex and have also had rich experience of taming women into submission in bed. The USP was of course my proud African symbol of long phallus gifted in quick recovery and copious discharge. I was 9 Inch long when erect (You may say that was most of the time) and I used this asset without impunity and had gained notoriety back home in the UK.

I was now proceeding on a special assignment to Harini Estate (which I ended up calling ‘Horny estate’ much later) in the Nilgiris mountain range in South India. The Tea estate was close to Coonoor, near the famed Ooty set in the hills.

I was an expert in Botany from UK and there had been a request from a mutual Indian friend that I help a cousin of his in India who was facing the threat of some crooks misusing her plantation to grow contraband opium. The Owner was a lady, Mrs. Pushpa , separated from her husband and was thus lonely and helpless against such risks and was already subjected to a couple of raids by the authorities and was let off only because of her clean record thus far.

 I was to survey Mrs. Pushpa’s estate and find out if Opium was indeed being grown unknown to her.

The rickety Auto rickshaw driven by a Tamil speaking Indian took me to the Estate in twenty minutes, whence I had alighted from the bus leaving the two horny couples back there to proceed further.
I was feeling stiff and sore and my cock more so from an unrequited erection.

I saw that the estate by itself was quite outstanding with an antique colonial bungalow in its midst. We drove over the cobbled driveway to the large porch. The maintenance around was mediocre and the house though big, looked pretty empty.

I was taken in by a tobacco-chewing servant who hobbled with my well-lit veranda and asked to ‘wait pleez’.

I was sitting on one of the big sofas in there when Mrs. Pushpa first saw me.

“Mr Hard from UK?…Very glad to receive you here, sir. I am Pushpa…”She came toward me with a right hand extended.

I looked at her. She was worth looking any time, any day.

She was a large woman (almost matronly) fortyish, fair complexioned and quite tall for an Indian and was dressed in a Blue silk saree, that hugged her well endowed figure quite properly.

She bade me to sit down after I gave her a perfunctory squeeze and looked deep in her eyes for a reaction. A spark lit and died in a second at my hand squeeze.

“Rock for you” I said amiably, “You do have a pretty place here. Quite exotic really” I said looking at the green sloped tea estate plantation that seemed to spread everywhere the eyes went out of her veranda windows. Cool mountain air blew through the silken curtains and I shivered a little.

“Oh, it’s alright…It was better when Nair, my former husband was here… After he left me 5 years ago,” she shrugged sadly, “I have tried to manage with all my abilities but I am not very happy yet…” She trailed off.  

She was extraordinarily well-proportioned big lady, the type of women I would love to have when I am fifty or so.

“People don’t leave Masterpieces like you…I would say it was quite crazy for a husband to have left you…” I said feelingly.

Her eyes lit up again but only for a moment.

“Oh, it’s alright...I have reconciled now. He left me for a younger woman… But what makes you think I am a masterpiece, Hmmm?”

She cocked her head at me. Her shawl over her shoulders fell to reveal her blue silk blouse that was filled to its capacity with two massive jugs with pointed tips… I gulped as she slowly covered herself back.

“Well, look at you…women like you, I have seen in the movies in the role of Queens. Which was that…?” I made a deliberate face as if thinking, snapped my fingers and exclaimed,

 “Cleopatra, that’s it…”

She chuckled at my comparison and looked happy being admired. 

“Mr Hard, that was too much...Where is Cleopatra and where is this lonely woman in the mountains?”

“Right in front of me” I shrugged looking at her lifting saree hem-lines when she leaned back and saw two fair smooth ankles as appetising as well grown plantain stems.

She got up and called me,

“But pardon me...I have to show you to your Guest room... I am sure you can use some rest now… We will have breakfast soon…” She was all host now and so I tried being a tired guest and yawned.

Soon we were in my Guest room in the first floor overlooking the plantation from a circular balcony.

The room was airy and well-furnished and smelt nice.

I nodded in approval and away went Pushpa, nodding in acknowledgement saying she will call me after 2 hours. I looked at her big rounded hips swinging gracefully with her gait inside the silk saree and again my cock gave a warning lurch.

I closed the door and went to sleep on the large cool foam bed.

----3---

When I woke, it was already nine, two hours after I had reached the estate. But there had been no call for me yet. I went to the Marble-tiled bathroom. I used the herbal soaps and shampoos kept there so thoughtfully and they smelt wonderful. My cock grew hard as I soaped it under steaming water from the shower and I knew that I had to do something about it soon. If I don’t feed it regularly and properly with female pussy-flesh, it won’t allow me to sleep peacefully in the nights…It was a strict ‘flesh eater’ although I had turned vegetarian a few years ago inspired by the big-titted Pam Anderson’s campaign and some of my Jain friends in UK.

I will skip the part and rush through the mundane things that preceded my one day of investigative round in the estate.

I was led by a small wiry looking worker from the estate who spoke in Broken English as he led me through the winding foot paths through lush green sloped Plantations.

I saw nothing that brooked suspicion. We had tender coconuts and went back in a jeep back to estate and had lunch. Pushpa was wearing a western dress now, a frilled yellow nylon gown that was old and hence several sizes small for her. She said she had bought it in Paris and so probably she wanted to show off to an Englishman her taste. I was hungry and I liked the taste of spicy Chapattis and dal and rice.

Talking about the gown, I saw that it made her look plump and revealed quite a lot of flesh in strategic places. It was a delight to my tired eyes and a double feast to my anxious cock but I do not know how it pleased her…Probably she was an exhibitionist?

It was too early to say. 

As it transpired I hit success on the third day.

I took a path which my guide thought I was ‘wasting time’ on, as ‘there was nothing there but wild forest bushes’ according to him. 

 The forest bushes partly hid the fresh saplings of the unmistakable opium and I pulled one out and he blinked.

“That is Forest bush sir… New but bush all the same…”

 I nodded sadly. This idiot would even call a pubic bush as some forest bush too. 

I said, “This is Opium and its illegal, do you get it?”

The finality in my voice made the man flinch and he looked around as if he was caught. That looked very odd to me indeed.

The interrogation by Pushpa, which I must credit her of handling very professionally, revealed that in the absence of the Estate manager who had resigned a year ago, the assistant who was called ‘Thiru’ had worked with drug mafia and planted the seedlings of opium at places here at several places in the estate and it was not just this estate alone. Many others in the vicinity too hand become victims of the nefarious smugglers.

The criminal was handed over to the Police and taken away.

As the jeep carrying the culprit pulled away in a fume of exhaust, Pushpa came to me and shook my hands warmly and thanked me profusely. My cock gave a lurch at her touch but I still was not getting my signals about this bog beautiful estate owner right. So I did not make a further move.

 I was thinking about all this the next morning and going for a walk, when some goons broke out of the bushes and stood in my way. Now I am a big man and can fight. But the criminals were too quick and they were four and had clubs and sticks in their hands. They beat me severely and I fell down barely unconscious. 

They kept poking me with their sticks on the ground saying, 

“Will you steal our livelihood?”, 

“You a Foreigner coming here and betraying us to Police? Ha?” etc repeatedly with such fury that it confirmed the vengeful retaliation.

 I went out like a fused bulb after a goon hit me on the head.

When I did wake up, I was bloody and beaten .No one had yet seen me. With difficulty I limped my way back to the estate house groaning each step with pain. 

I could see Pushpa getting into her Jeep for morning rounds in her porch when I noticed something moving closely next to the bushes near the side of the vehicle. Yes, it was some intruder who was secretly observing her. It struck me suddenly that Pushpa was somehow the next target and I must save her now.

As I rushed at her, I screamed her to STOP!!

 I ran swallowing pain with tears welling in my eyes and I caught hold of a bewildered Pushpa near the jeep door who was blurting ‘what… why....’ etc. 

On a strong instinct I dragged her away from the jeep so forcefully that we fell into the nearby hedge and went sprawling and rolling away desperately.

The jeep exploded suddenly in a blaze of smoke and deafening sound that shook the surroundings wildly.

We felt the searing heat of the flame where we crouched about twenty feet away clutching each other in bewilderment.

It was a time-bomb for sure and I had gambled and won Pushpa’s and my life in the nick of the moment.

Pushpa’s entire body was shivering with shock in my embrace and she kept exclaiming ‘My Gawd..Amma… OOHH’ etc

She was lying over me and only when she raised her head , she realized that I was injured badly and bleeding too.

She was puzzled and shocked and asked… “Rock, How did all this…” pointing to bleeding cuts on my head.

I patted her shoulders consolingly and her massive tits lifted off my chest, leaving a temporary vacuum there as she stood up away and stared at the carnage in her Porch.

We walked back slowly holding onto each other and she took my weight as I hobbled painfully. My loose hand on her shoulders kept brushing against her big firm tits and my lusty instinct awakened even in the unlikeliest moment. 

She was one desirable BBW, which was for sure.

As we sat down in the porch, soon her personal servants came rushing to us and it was chaos for some time before Pushpa snapped out of shock and made immediate arrangements for calling Police and the doctor.

I was badly bruised by the assailants on my ribs, back and forehead and feeling groggy from the fall near jeep blast site. The Police lodged a case and a new security agency was posted to guard the endangered Estate.

Doctor advised me a months’ strict rest and Pushpa insisted that I must stay back and she would take care of me till I was fully recovered.

She was arguing about this for the last half hour near my Guest bed,

“Rock, it’s all my fault… Instead of treating the guest from UK well, I have risked your life and you had to protect my life too. I owe you my life, sir…( Indians have this strange habit of addressing westerners especially Englishmen ‘sir’ all the time !! Colonial hangover?). Give me the chance to make amends for the lapses…” then she suddenly brightened as if something flashed and exclaimed, “And ha! I am a trained nurse; you do not know that… I worked in a Orthopaedic doctor’s hospital till Nair married me… So, I can and will take care of you” she said with an air of finality and I saw that her veil had fallen off her saree during the conversation and her proud massive tits (must be over 38”, I guessed) stood challenging me to say ‘no’ to her promised hospitality. Words came to my mouth but my cock nodded its head in disapproval in my jocks and I acquiesced.

“Ok, Pussy dear, this body is yours till I am back on my feet” I grinned behind the bandages.

She reddened at being referred as ‘pussy’ and then she caught my stare, covered her pallu (saree veil) back and whispered shyly,

“I will leave no stones unturned in taking care…” she misused the phrase (stones for stone) so deliciously that my balls tightened in anticipation at the implications.





---4---

The next one month was the most heavenly phase of my life where every facet of sexuality was experienced in great detail as Pushpa grew more and more intimate to me during the recovery.

 It all started in the first week when I used to spend hous in bed wearing just my jocks and nothing else. She was with me most time, applying balms and cream, giving me plls with handy glass of water and supplying food and drinks.

She personally and single-handedly wanted to serve me , she had determined. No other servants were allowed near me.

 She used to stare at my black skinned athletic six feet frame in bed and I caught her appreciative and grew very fond of me. She used to personally rub ointments all over my wide back and sometimes used to kiss me with pecks there and giggle to herself from her own mischief. She remarked often that my black skin was something fascinating and that it glowed like Black gold.

 Her big tits would surreptitiously brush and press against me sometimes innocently sometimes deliberately raising goose-pimples all over. She used to kiss them away saying Oh, you are feeling clod now, sorry etc. All this made my burgeoning cock in my jocks no god and I did all I could to hide its straining length away from her bit not always successfully. In the second week I was being oil massaged by house coat clad Pushpa, I saw her hands applying slick oil gently all over my dark hairy chest and darker nipples, I shivered , looked up at the her firm tits swinging pendulously with her movements and could resist no more.

I poked a finger into her soft blue coated tits and said,

 “They call them Nilgiris, the blue mountains?” and laughed. She grew red in the face and withdrew her hand and her elbow struck accidentally my erect hard prick standing up in my briefs.

 She looked at it in awe for a minute, when deafening silence reigned in the bedroom. Then she licked her dry lips and took my cock in her hands for the first time.

She gasped,” The Devil… I have never seen anything so big there” and caressed it from over the jocks. I groaned with lust now and put my hands on her yielding tits and replied,

“I have seen such big ones like these very few times too” and gave proud South Indian milk bearers a good black man’s squeeze. We both panted and looked at each other. 

Desire ignited and our resistance failed. She fell over my oil slick chest, house coat and all, mashing her tits against me and her lips met mine in a feverish impulse.

Our hands and legs entwined, we rolled on my bed, our mouths kissing and biting each other as if famished from years.

She pulled my jocks down and wonderingly held my black shining stallion in her hands and it felt infinitely pleased that its patience so far had was being rewarded. My hands tested the soft resilience of her wide buttocks and found them to be magnificent filling my both hands and spilling over.

I groaned with lust at my prick being fondled as well as a sudden stab of pain my backside from the injuries. She hastily looked up saw my grimace and sense prevailed. She tied up her dishevelled hair in a bun making her big tits rear up in her chest and put her hands softly on my chest and said a trifle apologetically,

“I am sorry.. I don’t know what happened… I won’t…”

I put my finger against her pink lips and shushed her with,

“If you wont, then I have two options- One, I will behave lie gentleman but leave on the next flight home or the second- I will rape you in true African male style… and I am inclined to adopt the second alternative at the moment”

Her eyes widened in surprise, shock and finally dissolved into relieved pleasure.

That started the glorious chapter of our relationship which I have no hesitation in describing you in full detail.

(After all, you have been waiting for this part as curiously as I had!!)

Although it was I who threatened rape in the beginning, it was actually she who took the dominating part and was very authoritative in making me toe her commands in the bedroom. She said she know best how to bring me back to full health and moreover she I was the guest…So I ha d better she used to warn wickedly and kiss me to silence if I protested. It was a novel experience for me to play the submissive part given that I was a tall, well-hung big black man and all that.

She started sleeping with me in the guest room sharing the bed in the daytime too ostensibly to regularly feed me and medicate me.

If she decided that it is better that I woke up at the crack of the dawn with my pulsating black prick swallowed in her pretty mouth, then so it was. It used to be a slow excruciating oral worship with her sharp fingernails scraping e teasingly all over my sensitive glans and taut ball sac. I was not allowed to hasten the act ointo mere fucking as she called the shots. She would lift her head from her work, warn with a glare that I was an injured person and so I had better behave. And then slowly she would suck my black boner till it was dribbling with her saliva and hold up my orgasm with a finger pressed at the base of the penis though I would be groaning for release.

Slowly she may mount me throwing her ample pink thighs over my black waist and slowwwwlllllyyy insert my aching cock into her wet waiting quim and start a slow jig that would see her deliciously enjoying the sensation of an ‘exotic Black cock in her Indian womb’( she called it thus) that had been famished for years after separation. 

If I as much as moved my waist up in the act then, she would stop and cool me off with a drink of Milk and cashew nuts mixed with honey or some herbal juice; and feed me with snacks till I got distracted and softened a little still inside her. Then she would start her slow rotating movements from above sweetly holding me captive in her yearning pussy milking me slowly. I would then burst jets and jets of pure white semen into her waiting eager cunt and she would milk me till not a drop remained.

She was crazy about my stiff black prick of 9 inches and would call it her ‘black tiger’, ‘her dark stallion’ ‘her pet’ and promised to that ‘my batteries’ would remain fully charged during the entire month I was to be with her. A male cock thus being erect in excitement, she claimed, would greatly help one speed up the recovery. 

She claimed like an expert nurse that ‘proper nourishing food, rest, medicine and sex six times a day on a soft bed’ would greatly help my progress. It was so cheeky, amorous and naughty and wholly welcome for my inexhaustible libido.

During one amorous coupling in which I was allowed to stand and penetrate her pussy from between fair rolling buttocks.  (Only because I promised I would ‘take more rest and more vitamins after the strenuous act’ according to her).

I loved to fuck her juicy twat from between big arse with my raging hard-on, looking at it come out plop out of the moist sheath coated with her love-juices that smelt heady and the sight would greatly encourage me to piston in and out of her waiting pussy for thirty minutes at stretch. Her cunt would stretch wide to accommodate my raging penis till my bulbous tip grazed the mouth of her womb miles inside her as it felt. 

She would groan and moan unintelligible words in her native Tamil favourites of them being ‘Koodhi’( pussy), ‘Kundi’( arse) etc, while thus impaled on my pulsating black prick from behind like a cow in heat. 

I would spank with open palms on her big firm wide arse lustily ‘slap- slap’ echoing in the bedroom as she bent forward  at my waist holding onto bed posts, to hasten her motions to more climactic urgency. It was a sight to see my black hands spanking her fair Indian arse, what a contrastingly racially different pair we made.

If you though sex was everything we did, you could not be more wrong.

 I was on a strict diet of vegetarian food, rich with greens, steaming rices and herbal and exotic fruit juices some of which grew in Nilgiris itself. She would personally feed me in bed, with spoons and bowl at my chin so cautiously and dutifully that it would put devout wives to shame. 

She was strict in medication too, a professional nurse that she was, making me swallow all the antibiotics, tablets at each prescribed hour of day and night without missing it even once. I was to sleep topless, just in my jocks so my wounds and welts on my chest and back healed better in the open. Of course, to open my jocks to ‘let my black monster out for air’ as she termed it was her own prerogative.

I was to wake up at six am daily, as I described earlier, with my already hard cock being sucked and licked lasciviously or some other lucky mornings saw me waking up to her wet leaking pussy grinding on my mouth as I opened my eyes. I would then lick and suck her soft pussy petals hungrily opening them wide with my fingers. Soft slurping sounds of pussy being sucked and licked would only be interrupted by the sounds of a hard stiff black cock orally worshipped in her moist mouth interspersed with frequent moans of pleasure as we struggled to hold our passion hot bodies in a delightful ‘69’ position.

The only position I was not allowed to try was the regular Missionary position which was too ‘risky right now because of my injuries’, according to her.

She used to say that waking up with an erection was ‘very healthy’ and ‘a man coming in the early morning rejuvenated his system’ quickly. I never asked which ‘Medical theory supported that’ as I completely agreed with the arrangement.

 After the breakfast of cereals, bread toasts, apple-jam and nuts, I was to walk for some distance in the lawns or balcony with my shoulders supported by her soft body nudging me at the side was delightful cock-raising experience too. The guards and the maid servants would look at us, a pair of fondling couple enviously.

Then I must describe to you how the daily bathing session went which I revelled greatly. Pushpa would slowly undress herself of every shred of clothing and stand on the marble tiled bathroom in her birthday suit, all her naked glory exposed for my eyes only.

She was quite a sight, a marble white and pink apparition abundantly fleshed , big huge tits with wide areolas, smooth flowing calves, thunderous white thighs and mop of pubic bush covering he prominent outer labia of a well developed womanly cunt that can be described as a piece of true Dravidian or Tamil art

She would lovingly wash me with dettol-mixed warm water head to toe, kissing me soundly in between and licking my welts and bruises, talking to them with placatory words like, ‘I am so sorry, ‘its all my fault, ‘so bad of me’ etc as if they listened; and kiss and lick me clean from behind, her hard-nippled boobs scraping my naked back playfully tickling me all the time. Her both hands would snake around from the back and hold my straining cock which would by then be standing tall, in fact almost at 45 deg to towards the roof. 

She would lovingly cup my big balls sac, rotate the semen secreting glands and caress my blood engorged stem of ‘specimen of African art’ as she hailed my 9-incher, from the pulsing base to its pre-semen dribbling head with her dainty fingers and I was supposed to just ‘grin and bear it’ as no further move from me to hasten the love act was tolerated. She would scold me to ‘keep quiet and bear my loving touch ‘, ‘don’t do anything or I go away’...or an ‘It can’t be only crude fucking all the time’ she would lovingly admonish me.

Different types of cock-loving were tried out without any hurry, like mashing her jutting boobs against my straining cock and tit-fucking it, sucking it in her hot water-filled mouth and a soapy hand pulled on my balls up and down while shower water fell all over us.

She would merely hold my big black frame under like warm jets of shower water with my erect cock trapped vertically between our soapy slick bodies and she enjoyed the sensation of it pulsing with my racing blood against our touching stomachs. She used to clap with pleasure and claim it was like ‘feeling a baby in her womb again’.
(She had no children, just one abortion)

Sometimes her hand would turn up my already throbbing cock vertically in the shower so the aperture of its head would directly face the falling jets of hot water making me yelp and jump with alarm and she would giggle and kiss the burning tip, pouring ice-water from the bucket she always kept next to the shower stall. The sudden change in temperature on my cock tip would greatly shake me up and I would be lust maddened enough to turn her toward me and mount her juiced up hot love-box in standing position right there dividing her legs and her strong and smooth wet thighs would entwine like creepers around a tree on my waist. I would then press her giggling squealing frame against a tiled wall and penetrate her pussy with all my fucking strength and she would groan her lungs out as I pulsed and sent wads of thick semen into her ravenous pussy. I used to come buckets and it never stopped fascinating her. She would suck it, lick it and yet have copious white fluid streaming down her thighs to the wet floor.

The bath sessions, steamy as they used be, could last for two hours at times.

Then she would drag my exhausted hot body to the room, put me to bed and cover me with woollens after an invigorating drink of lemon tea with honey or bournvita and some home-made butter cookies. She said ‘this supplied all the necessary replenishing vitamins that I may be getting drained of’, as if she had any doubt on that issue!

I was to sleep after bath for an hour for complete recovery.

Yet she would maintain during our conversations that she was ‘looking after me as an ideal nurse with only professionalism in mind’. The only personal touch she exhibited, she claimed, was that she was ‘so grateful for my work and yet so sorry that her home brought me to this plight bodily’.

I was not foolish enough to dispute with this theory or reject her methods which rested, excited and drained me so completely.

After bath, I used to get up for a workout in her gym and if I had a hard-on by chance at that time, as she used to walk flaunting bare arse and swaying boobs in the room all the time, she had another plan for making it ‘go down’. 

‘It should not be up at this hour’, she felt.  She would come over and sit astride me, put her always juicy cunt right on my face and ask me to suck her for fifteen minutes at least. I was to make her ‘come twice and drink up all her sweet and sour juices’ while she played with throbbing prick and sucked it till I reared up from the best upping my waist and come unabashedly in her mouth enough to half fill her stomach. ‘This was a sure-fire way of fighting untimely erections’; she used to conclude wiping her hand across her semen coated mouth.

Once we went on short horse riding stint around the plantations, got lost as it rained suddenly and horses fled and we were stuck in a grove of trees, wet and shivering.

Then she became so concerned about my ‘just healing injuries’ and thought the ‘rains had greatly impaired my recovery’. Then she stripped in the open, rain and all and spread out all her clothes like a small bed on the wet grass and asked me to lay down. She said she had secret planning of ‘warming my system as I should not get wet and cold’ which will delay the recovery.

She took off only my trousers and jocks leaving my shirt on and climbed atop me, tore open her dress near her crotch and took my semi-erect rain-wet cock up and in. I asked if the problem of getting wet did not harm her health as she was very wet and juicy down there herself. She did not answer me but covered me by stooping over me full length in that position shielding me from rain. She fed my mouth her overgrown pendulous tits and I suckled on her distended dark nipples and thus got royally fucked in the ‘woman on top’ position right there in the raining forest grove. She said ‘this has to last half an hour at the minimum to have the desired medical effect’ and so it went hump, grind and bang for the full duration. One could not have asked for a more novel and ecstatic way of recovering from a simple rain then!

Once I asked her naughtily, if we are overdoing the sex bit, but she argued that ‘grievous bodily injuries like mine require elaborate treatment which is what she was giving me’ in an equally mischievous way; in fact, during the second and third weeks we moved to the next gear to prime up my body back to its old state. This meant, more torrid sex, sex and sex in all positions and all times and all places. 

As I recovered more, the list of activities also grew.

I was to do Yoga, meditation and prayers along with her and the diet became more liberal. 

We used to go out more often although the regimental five to six fucks a day never decreased. We have groped around lust and removed our underwear on all the trees bushes and tea sapling and had highly charged quickies there.

One day, I assure you, we have made love for seven straight hours. I must recall this fully for your reading pleasure.

It was raining the full day heavily outside and there was no power in the House either. It was cold, damp and dark and Pushpa’s pussy was ever so accommodating and her mind willing to indulge in passion play the entire day just as my cock was curious and rearing to know to know if it can go non-stop for a day. 

She had sent the servants home and no one could hear our cries and even screams of pleasure or even creaking and rattling of furniture we made love on, above the sound of roaring rain outside.

 ‘Pussy, Pussy, pussy’ I muttered for hours addressing both Pushpa and her cunt in the same breath, and licked her hot, leaking vulva for hours not allowing her a say in the matter this time, playing the dominant partner for a change. I must have licked and ate her on the bed, dressing table, several chairs, dining table, kitchen platform, bath tub and even toilet seat. She thrashed around all the while screamed and came. And came. AND CAME. Her cunt-juices must have moistened liberally every piece of furniture I laid her butt on. I used my fingers to open her twat a couple of inches wide and poked even my long aquiline nose in waiting female core.

I used to stop the cunnilingus only to fuck her vigorously pounding my cock in the mouth-wetted pussy of hers, for some more time till my mouth and tongue recovered from fatigue and was ready to drink from her incessant fountain again. When I fucked her I made sure her cunt would devour my full 9 inch thick boner fully and then pounded her as if trying to rod her pussy into a pulp. But the gritty big south Indian that Pushpa was, she gritted her teeth moaned her guts out but never objected once.

 “Push-pa, can I push more into your eager pussy?”

I would ask her, sweating even in the cold of the rainy day from sheer effort alone and her fair plump body too was shaking in the throes of passion all along. She would open one lust maddened eye and whisper, “how can I say no to this sweet torture from your big horse-cock, you dark donkey, oh you black God” etc whatever her mind conceived in the fever of passion

 And I would be emboldened to fuck her yielding willing cunt for all I was worth even more furiously, bucking like a forest mule.

The best was my seventh straight orgasm for the day against her numerous ones, when we were on the dining table with the window next to us partially open and rain spraying all over us through the grills. She was on her back her thighs spread open and I was pounding her glorious pussy with my slightly limp cock (seventh, you know!). When I say slightly limp, it was just over seven inches as against its usual nine; and was softer, in the sense it was pointing tamely horizontal now as against its usual proud 45-degree upward inclination.

 Her cunt too was not pulsing and milking me any more like usual, but her pussy walls were now dilated and loosely open after a six-time relentless penetration,simply welcoming the assault from my untiring black shaft in an unhurried relaxed way. My cock would enter her through her trimmed bush and disappear as if her womb swallowed it fully only to reappear coated with more of her inner fluids sticking to the long black stem as if painted in dull white of her cream. I would come about four inches out of her palpitating cunt and slowly cleave into her yielding passage with the ease of a hot knife cutting into in a slab of butter. We would shiver when sharp spray from the window drenched our passion-soaked bodies and I would bend forward, dip my head and lick and bite her delicious tits and proudly standing erect nipples of hers shaking on her ample bosom.

She started pleading in gasps between our frenzied motion thus:

“Rock oh, Rock… How would you like to live here for ever uh?.......... ….I mean all the time………. I will give everything in the Estate to you…You be the owner……Keep me like your slave...But you must just do this…. only THIS…....KEEP FUCKING MR LIKE A MAD DRUNKEN BULL IN HEAT!!” 

She screamed it out loudly and I was sure it echoed in the bungalow everywhere much as it did in the corners of my fuck-dazed, dulled brain.

 I had never heard of such a ‘fuck plead’ which was a total surrender of one’s wealth and freedom and I became even more red-hot with lust for this Venus of an estate owner who was a screaming sobbing mess on the table. 

So, holding her fair smooth legs up over my shoulders, I divided her thighs apart even  more fully and gored her pussy with my renewed cock, which immediately elongated to its full bursting size and its upward inclination scraped her upper pussy tissues and walls, as if it would burst out of her from below the navel.

 My balls tightened and swelled to the size of lemons inside the knurled black sac, slapped her against her upturned arse crack and the table top below it repeatedly and I erupted like a suppressed volcano, sending jets of boiling hot seed deep into her cavernous pussy for the seventh time. Even by my standards, a seventh ejaculation in day was an extraordinary feat and Pushpa marvelled at the amount of come that dripped out of her saturated pussy all the way to the floor from over the edge of the table asking me dazedly if it was dream or was it for real?

I must have fucked her about two hundred times in that one month in every room of her spacious bungalow, including the dungeon and horse stable. You may find the numbers staggering and even exaggerated but you don’t have a 9-inch insatiable inexhaustible black prick and nor have you met a more desirable nymph than Pushpa of the Nilgiris.

 The last part of me recovering fully and finally after a month of glorious togetherness, having had to bid goodbye to a sobbing Pushpa and leaving her estate back onto my next leg of the tour is quite painful to recount and best left unsaid.

 But certainly more exciting openings awaited me on the further laps of tour in India, which is another story.

