           ROCKING ON TOUR CH 4 – KERALA-PART 1 AND 2

(Rock wants to relax on Kerala beaches but when his host gets into bad trouble he rushes to their rescue and gets paid in kind from two grateful ladies!!!)

For newbie readers-
The hero, Rock Hard is a black Englishman of African descent who is on a vacation in India.








Part 1

---1---

As I landed in the Thiruvananthapuram airport, Kerala, the humidity hit me like a sock in the gut.

I had been travelling in quite a comfy Indian domestic plane for over an hour from Chennai and had just got down.

During the flight, I had lingering memories of the Lady in the Blue Hills, (Nilgiris) Mrs.Pushpa who had given me a sensational time in her Tea estate in the last fortnight. The recurring thoughts of the erotic times I had spent there with her was only aggravated by the two airhostesses on the flight who wore very tight black skirts well above their fair knees. When they bent to serve us refreshments, I could clearly see down the cleavage of their tight blouses to their brown soft hemispheres inside lacy bras and my appreciative glances were enthusiastically reciprocated by the roving eyed duo.

All this had made me horny enough to uncomfortably shift in the narrow seat frequently and I was itching to get out.

I wiped the steaming sweat off my face and went out of the Terminal to see who my host had sent to receive me.

Actress Mamini was a well known Malayalam film star whose movies had steady audiences back in UK and USA. She was a glamour gal of yesteryears and had turned to serious acting lately and had enough head and business sense to work with the best Directors in the Industry. She was considered something of a small millionaire and had a beach resort of her own in Kerala. It was lucky that an Indian friend of mine in UK hailing from Kerala, her home state was a cousin of hers and had introduced her to me in an awards function in UK two years ago.

She was a tall, vivacious and spirited lady in early forties and her lush mature curves hidden in red silk saree and matching tight silk vest had me panting mentally for more. Not knowing anyone else in the Indian function, I had stuck to her like glue.

Mami, she had told me, was what her friends called her and that included me.

My cousin had told me that she had a daughter for family but her marriage was a failure as her worthless husband had swindled her ruthlessly before she had called it quits.

She had shown interest in me and my work and we had had dinner in the function sharing the same table. She told me that it was the first time she was with a Black man like me and she was really fascinated. I had asked her to dance with me and she had obliged. Her biggish tits had brushed against my chest once too often to be an accident and my curious pecker had poked her in the soft belly when we moved but she had not drawn back and had held me close as if she did not notice my arousal. Well, the cunning wench, two can play a game, I thought and pressed home my ‘advantage’!

In the end, she had heartily invited me to her home in Kerala whenever I was in India. That was, as I said, two years ago.

When I had called her before leaving for India for vacation a month ago, she was excited that I still remembered her and had insisted that I spend time as her guest in her resort on the Kappad beach.

Mami had told me before I boarded the plane at Chennai that her driver Choran would pick me up and I would be driven straight to her resort home a couple of hours away.

As I blinked in the harsh afternoon sun at the waiting stream of escorts, a white uniformed chauffeur holding a chalk marked board with ‘Rock’ written in bold letters squinted up at me. He had to. He was five feet to my six-two. I waved at him and he smiled black tobacco stained teeth and came to me.

“Mr. Rock sir, Madam waiting for you…” he said in a heavily accented Indian voice.

“Lead me on”, I said cheerfully and he huffed all the way to the blue Mercedes in the Parking lot carrying my heavy airbag.

The air conditioned car was a welcome relief from the humidity outside. As the driver took the car to the Highway and sped along, he switched on a soft soothing music on which went ‘Ayyappa...Ayyappa’. I asked him what it meant; he replied “It’s our Lord in the Hills, a God…”and went on to hum the full song along. 

I must have fallen asleep for over an hour.

The car was now passing through distinctly unfriendly road and I woke up to see why. The road was small and dusty and was being re-laid by black Tar mixing machines all the way. So I guessed we had driven off the Highway sometime ago and should be now somewhere close to Mami’s resort. 

I could even smell sea distinctly in the air now and many Lungi-clad (Lungi-colourful slit gowns worn at the waist) fishermen with their nets and baskets of catch cycled along the road beside us.

The mud road led to a side lane and broadened out into an estate driveway hemmed in on both sides by tall green bushes that hummed with crickets and night birds.

The Estate house itself was a beautiful antiquated colonial structure that sat in the middle of a lovely stretch of sea and I could see the sun setting in the west clearly as we entered the tall ornate porch.

As I got out, Mamini came rushing at me like the refreshing sea breeze. I looked at her as she descended the few granite steps to her front door.

Mami, a fair skinned tall and big woman about my height was looking ravishing in a blue and green cotton ‘salwar kameez’ that Indian women wear that fitted her like a glove. She had a cotton veil (Dupatta) covering her abundant bosom and it did nothing to hide the sweet jiggle of her melon-sized breasts as she neared me smilingly.

 “Welcome, welcome, dear Rock to this poor lady’s home!” she invited me modestly and offered me a warm soft hand and we exchanged the normal pleasantries.

We walked up the stairs to her well lit veranda which was decked with soft cushioned sofas alround and she said cheerfully,

“Rock, you look good and I had seen you quite sometime back…”

I winked at her and said, “If anyone could become younger and lovelier after two years, you have done the feat quite marvellously…”

She tinkled melodiously as she nodded her head at my praise, “Always you praise me so lavishly…as If I would believe it…”

I shrugged and plonked down on one of the sofas and sighed.

“You should, you know. Ask your fans; ask your distributor of films. All of them cannot be wrong…”

She sat down near me and looked fascinated.

“Talking about films, I have just one more assignment this week and I plan to spend the rest of the time attending to you and taking you round…Playing the perfect host…”

I took her soft fair hand in mine and gave her my amorous look that has melted many a female heart.

“Oh Mami honey, you would, won’t you? It’s so boring to see the sun setting and moon rising on a lonely beach all by myself…”

Before Mami could open her mouth to reply, someone called,

“Mummy!”

It was ‘Mummy’ and not ‘Mami’ as I saw a tall and svelte teenaged girl in the doorway smiling down at us. Obviously she was her daughter, as Mami beckoned her smilingly saying, 

“C’mon, Yuvi…This indeed is Rock from UK…” as if they had talked about me earlier.

The daughter was a fine young peach, about five feet- seven and looked smart and shapely. Her white T-shirt accentuated her prominent tits that were just right for her age and her rounded hips and slim legs were moulded tight in her blue denim trousers.

As the daughter approached me with an extended hand, Mami announced in a proud parental voice,

“She is Youwani...Yuvi for short, my daughter…”

Yuvi was sensational at close quarters and clasped my hands and seemed to like me pressing hers hard for an extended time. There will be time for naughtiness with her, I thought…

The girl had finished her Junior college and was seventeen, I was told by her doting mother. They made a fine pair sitting there next to each other talking animatedly.

She was talking about her boy friend, Chutiyan and how smart he was with cameras and Internet. 

Mami told me excitedly that we were going to have a nice party that evening and the girl was full of praise for her mother for allowing Chutiyan to come along.

Mami got up and brushed her dress over her swelling figure and the dress hugged her full curves splendidly.

As she turned, I saw her arse was big as it was perfectly rounded and sashayed tantalisingly in her walk. I felt that awakening twitch in my groin just looking at those juicy curves.

Yuvi came along to show me my room upstairs and I caught her sweet musky perfume and complimented her. She was all goggle-eyed at me and said ‘I was a big man’ and it was difficult to find ‘such men among her peers’. I replied that it was difficult to find a sweeter girl than her in any country in the world. She went red in the face, muttered a throaty ‘Thank you’ and looked at me even more wonderingly. It was clear to me that six foot tall Black African men like me were indeed a rare commodity in Kerala backwaters. I had half the mind to whisk her off the feet and show her what I was good at. I held back.




---2---

I had bathed and slept and later in the evening, gone down to the chandelier-lit spacious living room.

The walls had Ravi Varma paintings of Kerala and floor was a sparkling marble expanse.

Mami met at the stairs, took my hand and ushered me in.

She was wearing a blue silk saree and I must say the Indian women know exactly how to look both seductive and modest at the same time in those swirling silks.

Her matching blue blouse had a deep V-neck that went down a mile and her ripe mango-like breasts jutted out temptingly. She had tied the saree inches below her sweet navel and her bare midriff was asking to be caressed.

There was a slim curly haired youth in corduroy and T shirt with a gleeful Yuvi and she was hanging on to his arms. I looked at his goatee and shifty eyes and developed an immediate dislike to him.

 Yuvi brought him over to where I held a drink and introduced her trophy saying, 

“Rock sir, he is Chutiyan, my best friend” and looked up at him dotingly.

“Hello sir”, he said in a gravely voice and his hands felt soft and damp when we I shook it.

“Hello there, Enjoying yourself?” I asked mildly.

Those shifty eyes again!

“Yes sir, Yuvi and I have known each other since six months” he claimed proudly as if that was close to a lifetime.

Yuvi went on animatedly,

“Rock, he is very good at camera and in fact he is managing Mummy’s new movie in English and Malayalam now…What’s more, he has even offered me a small role in it…”

“Oh, is that so?” I asked, surprised that a creep like him should be in movies at all.

 He lit a cigarette and blew smoke up at the bright chandeliers and nodded.

“Yes, my uncle and I are co-producing it actually, it’s a theme movie and Mami madam has liked the script. In fact…” he held his lean chest out and continued,

“Tomorrow evening is the first shoot right here in the beach cottage”, he pointed his cigarette indifferently towards the windows, as if it was a famous landmark.

“Uh-huh” I replied showing marked indifference to it and went on toward the ravishing Mami who was arranging the dinner table for us.

“Let’s dance” said she huskily. Her eyes twinkled at me when I casually sneaked an arm round her bare warm waist and felt the soft yielding tiers. She was getting on in years and had all those delicious tiers but she was aging like mature wine.

I held her even closer than I had the last time and felt her jutting breasts squash against my hard chest as we danced.

 Her hands crept between our bodies to twirl some hair on my chest unbuttoning my T shirt.

“Rock,” she whispered. “Can you see the contrast between our skins, the fair and the dark? It’s so novel and exciting” 

Interracial fun appealed to her senses like nothing else had. I held her firmly by her cuddly arse and poked my aching semi hard cock firmly into her soft underbelly and she gasped, feeling it distinctly despite the layers of clothing between us.

She whispered salaciously, “Rock, you are rightly called Mr.Hard…You are too bold…”

I kissed her forehead on the red vermilion mark,

“The Bold and The Beautiful! Fits us nicely, isn’t it?” 

 “You really think so?” she purred as we moved breathing into each other’s hair.

I rubbed my hardened peter against her yielding abdomen and whispered in her ears,

“What more proof do you want…Tongues may lie, but these things can’t…” I said and pressed in my ‘point’ emphatically. 

I saw from the corner of my eyes that the shifty eyed boy friend had by now put his hands on the girl’s young boobs clandestinely as he hugged her and she was cooing in his ears. I still didn’t like their closeness and forced myself to look away.

Soon I whispered to Mami that I was too hard to be dancing decently and wanted out. She giggled knowingly,

rearranged her veil back over her firm breasts and moved back and I felt a vacuum create on my chest where they had so deliciously pressed against me till then. The teenaged couple were still eagerly pressing against each other and giggling slyly in a corner.

The dinner was sufficient but the taste was too exotic and spicy. I had to swallow a few dollops of ice cream after consuming the steaming Biryani rice to relieve the burning.

We consumed a lot of wine during the dinner and Mami was feeling heady and intoxicated. She looked more appetising than the entire course laid on the table with her seductive smoking eyes and uninhibited manner. She had become more casual and her veil fell from the shoulders more frequently and her humdinger tits stared at me from close quarters and begged to be caressed. I was finding it tough to stop myself from doing something brash like that publicly.

With mom herself a little drunk, the daughter and her boyfriend felt even bolder and kissed passionately at the door before he went home. I lifted Mami out of the chair where she had sprawled and she looked drunkenly up at me and attempted to kiss me aiming my mouth; but it fell short and her mouth felt wet against my throat.

“Mmmm…Rock. Thanks….Hope you had a swell time too” she said falteringly and I replied it could not have been better.

 As I caressed her soft yielding buttocks over her silk saree longingly, she murmured,

“Tomorrow evening I have a shoot with that guy Chutiyan and party at my beach cottage for their new production…”

“And where is this beach house of yours?” I queried not quite sure why I wanted to know as we went up clambering over the staircase to her bedroom. 

She told me it was about a kilometre away down the beach, set in the coconut grove. 

But as it turned out, I was glad I did ask.





---3---

The next morning I went around the beach house and got to the beach in less than ten minutes. The waves were running in fast and furious and the sun was shining down brightly.

Fishermen were out in the sea sailing in their small motor boats and I could see their hutments in the distance.

There were wild tropical shrubs down a kilometre from where I started and also a big clump of coconut trees. ‘Probably that is where her beach house is’ I thought and as I walked on the hot sand, I heard a faint tinkle of a female laughter coming from the bushes and the sound was loud enough to carry over that of the waves.

Thinking something was fishy there, I went ahead to investigate and saw the silhouettes of two girls playing with each other. There was another clump of shrub close by and as I wanted to watch, it provided a perfect cover and yet not too distant from the scene.

The girls were about eighteen thereabouts, definitely belonging to the local fishermen colony and their nets lay discarded by their side where they had sprawled on the sand inside the shrubbery.

I sat down with a thumping heart and my mouth turned dry as I saw they had already removed their cotton blouses and were naked waist above. They both had similar dark skinned (nearly as dark as me!) moderate structure and their tits were like dark papaya fruits tipped with black grapes for nipples. The girls were giggling to themselves perhaps on successfully getting a rendezvous there for their intimacy. Each girl now hugged the other and kissed feelingly and I heard their suppressed moans of excitement clearly from where I sat.

The girl on the left now held  the other at an arm’s distance and took the girl’s pear shaped breasts in her hands and squeezed them,  eliciting an ’AHHH…Ammmmaaa’ from her companion. The companion, now not to be outdone, lifted the short cotton ‘lehnga’ gown of her friend and exposed her slim dark legs all the way to her upper thighs. Their skins shined in the sunlight filtering through the shrub from above and they lay down beside each other, again tinkling with amorous laughter and expectation. 

The sun was beating down hot on my neck but the scene was hotter. I wiped streaming sweat of my brows and stretched legs giving some leeway to my expanding cock in the jocks which had started showing abnormal curiosity in the lesbian goings-on.

The first girl came on top of the other and licked her neck lasciviously making wet patterns that glistened on her black skin in the sun. Her hands caressed her friend’s sumptuous tits that seemed too big for her slender hands and kissed each turgid black nipple with growing lust alternately that caused the partner moan and thrash her legs in reaction making the shrubs sway wildly.

The girl below growled and forcibly pushed her partner down and feasted her eyes on her heaving black boobs before dipping her head to sample the fruits.

She expertly licked around the swelling areola even as she pushed the other’s gown down the waist so she was fully naked. May be these girls in Kerala did not believe in wearing unnecessary undergarments or they had come prepared.

Her one hand held a black tit like a prize to kiss it, while the other sneaked in between the girl’s splayed thighs to find her soft centre.

I could see her glass bangled hands tinkle as she worked furiously in the girl’s aching junction to whip up her passion. Naturally the girl below clutched the head of the other firmly to her chest squashing it against her rising tits and moaned libidinously. 
“Ohh..akkaa..ammmaaa…”

The girl below thought it was her turn to reciprocate the foreplay and soon she pushed the other down and flung the mildly protesting partner’s lehnga (gown) above so forcefully that it hung perilously on a twig of shrubbery above their heads.

The girl on top moved on, kissing and licking the other’s  firm tits and soft black abdomen; held her threshing legs and got down to taste her dark bush. I could see their black skinned backs and sides roll madly on the hot sand and many a twig broke with cracking sounds and the shrub flattened considerably in the process.

It was a lonely stretch of beach and they had not expected on seeing anybody at the time. Probably it was their regular hideout.

I had to open my fly and let out my hot cock get some air and as I did, it sprang out like a caged snake.

As I stroked its aching length longingly, I saw the girls had now correctly assumed a ‘69’ position and were sucking each other’s pussies thirstily. They would raise their heads and moan loudly in between the hot licking sessions and their limbs threshed around the bush and sands crazily.  I was madly stroking my pulsating prick all along too.

The girl below soon became more agitated and gripped the black swaying arse of the lass above and drummed a series of steady slow spanks on them as if encouraging her to come more even as she ate her moist gully from below.

The girl above reciprocated by moving her mouth swiftly on the partner’s eager wet pussy up and down, and started a series of spanks on a black hip herself. Her head was towards me and shrubs having flattened out I saw she inserted her fingers in the brown puckered arsehole while licking and munching her pussy. Not to be left behind, the girl below finger-fucked and sucked her dripping hole soundly, measure for measure.

The girls became too agitated now, spanks became louder, moans turned to ecstatic mewls and I was sure anyone else passing close by would have easily spotted them but they were too far gone into their climax cycle to care.

And so was I for that matter and I gritted my teeth and came in short bursts all over the shrub and sands. My come dripped off the twigs of the shrub as I collapsed seeing the grinding duo in the hiding place come to a joint climax as their pussies quaked and mouths uttered inane local words like ‘Ohh, ammaa, ahh, akkaa’ etc. 

I did not want to linger and get spotted or embarrass them, they had given me some terrific voyeur time and I was glad for the break.

I sneaked out to the open the other side the bush and slowly walked back to Mami’s home getting my breath and composure back.

                       ----4----

It was evening 8 pm and I was down at the front door seeing Mami and Yuvi off for the film shooting.

 The rest of the day after witnessing the beach sex from the hot Kerala fisherwomen had passed off lazily and I had enjoyed seeing a Malayalam film staring Mami with both daughter and the mom after lunch.

It was a few years older one wherein Mami played a glamour gal falsely implicated in a murder and she falls in love with the detective who comes to investigate. The climax was a shocker as it reveals the detective himself was hand in glove with the villain and in the end she shoots him dead.

There were some melodious sounding songs filmed on the beaches and Mami looked ravishing in short cotton dresses that showed off her meaty thighs and jumping boobs splendidly. Yuvi was on my right and Mami was leaning on my shoulders from the left on the couch while watching the movie on the DVD, and she had necked with me shamelessly despite Yuvi’s furtive glances. ‘Mom was hardly being a role model to her daughter’, I felt but my cock could not care less when she drew crazy fingernail patterns on my jean clad thighs all the way to my fly and I had sucked my breath in and shifted uncomfortably in my seat to avoid my big bulge of my manhood from being seen to either of them.

Now that they were getting into the car and were waving me bye-bye, I felt a little lonely. They had said they would be coming in late from the shoot and I was not to wait for them. Dinner would be served by the cook, it was arranged.

I wished when I was alone something exciting would happen to keep me engaged.

It was just as well that after consuming some cold beer, I left to walk on the beach, half expecting to see some more beach action from horny couples.

It was a long walk. The weather was humid and the waves were relentlessly breaking in to bubbly surf on the shore. It was quarter to midnight and sea breeze felt cool on the skin.

The sky was clear and moon looked far and as lonely as perhaps me.

I walked up to the coconut grove wanting to surprise the film crew.

The beach house was a medium sized one storey building set in a clearing among tall trees and there were some cars and vans parked outside ostensibly belonging to the film crew and light trickled in from the curtained windows. There was no one guarding outside.

I was in two minds as I never want to barge in uninvited anywhere.


It was then that I heard something which made up my mind.

It sounded like the crack of a whip or belt hitting someone and there was a muted yelp possibly from the victim.

‘It could be just a film scene, you are just worrying unnecessarily’, I said to myself and again thought of going back. 

“No, Chutiyan, you can’t do this…” It was Yuvi’s voice coming over loud and clear and it was cut short by what sounded like a smack on her face and she started whimpering. The hair on the nape of my neck bristled sensing foreboding danger.

I waited no longer. ‘The hell with the scene’, I thought, gritted my teeth and made for the closed door. ‘They can reshoot it afterwards, but not before I satisfy myself that ladies are not in trouble’

There were some disturbed voices coming from inside and as I banged on the door, someone said ‘SHHHHH’ so loudly that it was like the hiss of a snake. 

“There is someone now… HELP!” cried Yuvi from inside.

I went back a few paces and ran forward thrusting my big muscular right shoulder to the wooden panelled door.

The door burst open under my force and I went stumbling in. As I got my balance and drew back to see what was happening, I gaped and swore.

 There were a couple of cameramen and light boys around but I was shocked to see Mami was naked, tied on a small wooden cot, legs splayed. There was a puny looking Kerala boy standing and looking over at her, completely naked with a whip in hand. His small four-inch cock was semi erect and hung there dolefully uncertain of what to do. He looked shocked out of his wits when I rushed towards him.

To my left was Chutiyan who held a topless crying Yuvi in his grip, his hands over her mouth. Her shirt lay torn at her feet. The cameraman dropped his equipment with a clang and looked ready to bolt but I took him first by the scruff of his collar and smashed his face on to my rising knee cap.

Chutiyan in reflex pushed a crying Yuvi away and swore,

“What the hell… Who…” but I was moving at the naked boy with the limp cock like a lightning. I punched his face ‘judo’ style and he went down with a loud bellow onto the floor. He got up and started stumbling madly towards the door to escape, wailing in pain, his whip discarded.

They had ambushed and hurt me back in Nilgiris tea estate (Read ‘Rock In Blue hills-Ch.3’) but I was ready for the goons this time around. I was not trained in ‘judo’ for nothing.

The light boys shouted in panic in their local language and made for the door and I let them be and turned my attention to Chutiyan who had drawn a pen knife from his pocket and was almost on me. I whacked a right to his face and surprisingly he ducked under it as my arm went sailing past and his hand lunged with the knife at my legs. I stepped away in a flash but still it nipped me on the outside of my right thigh drawing blood. I hissed with fury and kicked him in the guts and he went sailing away taking the mounted light down with him. 

The glass dome light splintered with a crash and fragments fell all over a crying Chutiyan on the floor. He looked madly at me, took hold of the light stand and was thinking of flinging at me when I rushed ahead and stomped my booted right foot on his forehead, wincing in pain as the gash on my thighs opened up and blood spilled on the wooden floor below.

Chutiyan gurgled loudly and his face bleeding badly went off like that fused bulb now lying on his chest.

 I turned and saw that apart from cameraman who lay groaning and lay twisting in one corner and an unconscious Chutiyan in the centre of the room, all others had bolted the scene through the broken door. 

Except Mami and Yuvi, I mean.

There was only a tube-light in the room now and it felt darker after the big lights had crashed out in the fight.

Yuvi was kneeling next to her sprawled and tied mother struggling to get the ropes off and I rushed over.

Mami although gloriously naked, looked totally helpless tied and gagged on the wooden cot and I saw some red welts where they had whipped her on the creamy skin of her stomach.

I knelt and she wanted to speak through the gag but I shushed her and took a crying Yuvi in my arms and she sobbed pitifully on my shoulders. 

I cut the ropes loose with Chutiyan’s knife and removed the gag quickly. Mami was so shocked and embarrassed to be seen thus that she quickly made for the heap of clothes that lay in a corner almost tripping over the fallen bodies of the injured men.

Yuvi stood next to me, sniffed and looked at me tearfully using her hands to cup her naked breasts, spoke for the first time.

 “I never knew that this bastard wanted to film us in the naked. He duped me, cheated me…” Her voice rose but I embraced her and shushed her again.

“I can very well understand the scene, Yuvi… Looks like this is a Blue film set”

Mami came rushing back and I saw she had quickly gained her composure back though her dupatta (veil) was still hastily thrown over her heaving bosom.

“Rock… Oh Rock, you dear man...what would we have done if you had not come in now?” she sobbed and fell into my embrace and I held her trembling form till she subsided and looked up wiping her tears.

“I can’t tell you how bad this shoot turned out…

These idiots promised a theme film with fake script and My God, when we arrived here, they locked us in…

It was some kind of a porn film they had in mind all the time. That son of a bitch, Chutiyan tied me up and asked that local fisherman boy to whip me and…do...do it, you know…” Her voice fell to a husky shamed whisper.

“Do it, I know”, I repeated thinking the Indian women can be so charmingly shy when it comes to calling sex as ‘sex’.

Yuvi had found her T shirt and was getting into it, her back to us. She cut in,

 “Chutiyan warned us that he had already announced on his website that our movie is coming and had collected money in advance. He…He beat us both!” She sniffed; the betrayal of love was so shocking that words failed her.

I nodded understandingly and hugged them both and winced when I took a step forward.

We looked at the nasty looking gash on my outer thigh.

“We have to call the Police, you know…” I started as Yuvi tore off her mother’s veil and started tying a rough bandage around my leg.

Mami was already frantically searching for her mobile phone in her vanity bag that lay on the cot.

Her plump breasts, without the veil which covered them, filled her tight silk tops to the capacity and they heaved under her emotion threatening to burst out.

She looked up and asked me wonderingly,

“How did you come here? I mean… why…”

 I grinned.

“I have a sixth sense. I look after my women” I said and hugged a grateful looking Yuvi even closer and she giggled with relief.

“Frankly, I did not quite like the sickly looking boyfriend of yours” I told Yuvi “or the liberties he was taking with you in the dance…” Yuvi positively reddened with shame and hid her face deep in my shoulder.

Mami knotted her eyebrows. “Even I wondered how he could be mixed up in the movies… with all my years in the industry…Hmmm, but because Yuvi insisted he was good…” She looked at her daughter who was looking ashamed of it and shrugged.

“Hello Police?” She started talking on the mobile phone and walked out the broken door to the moonlit humid night and to freedom.

                      Part 2

---1---

All of us needed rest that night but we did not get any. It only became busier after the local Police arrived in the jeep.

The Inspector, a burly looking man with tobacco stained teeth seemed awestruck that he was called in on the famous actress’ case. He gloated about ‘Police efficiency’ but seemed sorry that I had somehow taken the limelight away from them.

They took care of the fallen men of course, herding them mercilessly into the cramped jeep, promised ‘quick action’, whatever that meant to the boastful Inspector and drove away at quarter past three in the morning.

There was a moment’s uneasy silence after they went. We were a tired lot and women did not really know what to say then. It had taken quite an emotional toll on us. We went away back to our rooms silently.

I cleaned the wound on the thigh in the bathroom with a disinfectant and balm; and came in naked, flopped down on the cool sheets and feel asleep immediately.

When I did wake up, it was Mami shaking me gently by the shoulder. I opened my eyes, saw bright sunlight coming in through the glazed windows from the sides.

I quickly saw that someone had covered me with a bed sheet across my waist and my prick was mercifully hidden now. It had to be her.

 However as I always woke with a hard-on and today was no different, my erect 9-inch cock looked like a covered leaning tower of Pisa down there.

“Rock, good morning” Mami’s brightly smiling face broke into a big smile over my face and I could smell her fresh Colgate breath.

“Do you like have coffee or tea?”

 I got up sluggishly.

“Coffee, tea or me is the right question” I said. “Tell me when you came in, was I...?” I stopped poignantly looking at my prominent protrusion at the groins.

“Yes”, she giggled conspiratorially. “You were sleeping on the back looking like an excited farm donkey down there…” She touched the tip of my excited organ with a forefinger accusingly.

I smacked her hand away playfully.

“Don’t. You don’t know that it bites…”

She laughed throatily,

“Rock hard indeed. You don’t know how relieved and glad we are today” She continued, tying her fluffy cotton bathrobe around her big figure. She mixed coffee without much ado and continued,

“Yuvi and I, I meant… the poor girl slept near me and sobbed the rest of the night, the first time in many years”

I nodded and looked at her silently. Though she had recovered from the night’s trauma she looked still a bit uneasy. It was up to me to put her at ease and comfort fully.

“Can I take a look at your wound and dress it please?” she was already lifting the folds of the sheet over my legs.

I was quick to whisk it back and said,

“Don’t you dare, lady! Let me lose my piss erection and join you when I am more presentable…” I tied the bed-sheet around me in true Kerala style and ran to the bathroom.

When I returned to the bedroom refreshed soon after, she was bolting the door, came to me and winked at me.

“I want to dress the wound as well as look at ‘your majesty’!! Hmmm…If my young daughter sees such specimen she may faint you know…”

I came back to bed and drew her to me.

“Think of yourself first, your young daughter is not as innocent as she makes out…” I said unnecessarily remembering an avoidable Chutiyan.

I threw my bathrobe open and lay back on the bed fully naked. I am proud of my figure as have been my lovers in the past, what with a six foot-two height, gleaming black muscular body and a smiling gentle face. My USP of course was my thick proud cock which remains at a modest six inch length when not excited and transforms to a full monstrous 9 inch throbbing hot piston when it smells action. 

Not many women have discarded the sight as something mundane.

But Mami’s reaction at seeing me naked fully thus was to be seen to be believed.

Her hands flew to her mouth stifling a startled gasp first and in the next few seconds left the ‘O’ of the open mouth unattended and thrust themselves to my loins and the object of her fascination.

 “Rockkkkkkk…”she drawled, gasping and scarcely concealing her wonder, “Uiyyyyyyyyyyy, maa!”

Her own gown came undone in the unseemly hurry she displayed in getting to me and out spilled a pair of most ripe and delicious looking pair of healthy breasts that I have ever encountered.

But she quickly composed herself and looked down at the bright red gash that showed on my hairy black thigh. 

“Haaa…That’s very nasty” she grumbled and took out some iodine and dabbed it with a wad of cotton. It burned so I flinched and jumped.

“Heyyy...That’s not nasty….what you did was” I said complainingly and her cool fair skinned hands now patted my strong thigh consolingly and as she bent, her gown front opened again and her luscious pink tipped boobs invited me. I was itching for action and wasted no more time and I took those ripe globes in my hands and gave them a good squeeze, aching with desire. They felt both cool and warm at the same time, if that were possible.

My cock as if on cue rose to full majestic height and now her hands on my thighs applying a cool balm faltered and she looked up gasping at the development.

 “You said it was just a piss erection” She tried to reason, “Now what happened…”   continued she mischievously.

I drew her firmly by her arms so she fell on my naked chest losing balance. 

“That was then…This is now” I replied palming her soft yielding boob flesh so she understood.

She looked at me flushed and happy from my chest.

“Rock, will you …. Now…I mean…” she started shyly, now her hands gained enough confidence to grip my aching cock length and started a slow up and down motion on the heated stem.

“I am damned if I didn’t” I said feelingly and drew her face to me and kissed those pink and wet lips and her eyes closed in elation. My other hand went over the delectable hillocks of her arse and in no time I had whisked her bathrobe away from her fair and pink mature body, disrobing her fully.

She was a sight and a feast for the famished eyes and I was certainly one.

 My tongue danced against her own slithering soft tongue and we ended the kiss sloppily, drew back and looked at each other hungrily like two gladiators before action.

“Rock…” she said unsteadily gaining her breath back, 

“I have not had any man after my husband left….”

She looked at the bewilderment in my face and nodded.

“Yes me, a famous film star and all that. Still I have not slept with anyone else…” she said this with simple dignity befitting her age and stature and I believed it was true.

I caressed her taut thighs and her skin felt hot and smooth as silk. 

“Are you sure, Mami?” I asked although I knew the answer.

Her hand gripping my pulsating cock tightened in assent.

“You won’t leave Kerala without sampling my hospitality now…I want to pay back…”She said sincerity creeping into her voice.

I did not wait to hear any more lengthy explanation and drew her over me and fell back on the pillows. My cock stood strong and turgid, poked her straight in the junction of her firm arse cheeks reminding her of impending course of action. She looked a big yummy doll sitting on my abdomen facing me; a fair and pink mature apparition out to quench years of sexual thirst right then and there.

I put my hands on her heaving soft bosom and gave her hardening nipples a firm squeeze and pulled on them playfully. She growled lustily and threw her head back till her Adam’s apple bobbed up at me.

“Ride me and catch me if you can...” I challenged the big actress recalling her horse-riding scene in the movie we had seen the previous day.

“Ah-ha, I see…” she said sweet Malayalam accent and slipped all the way down to my knee caps on her bent knees.

“Not before I have had my breakfast” she said mysteriously and I stupidly looked at the plates on the side-table.

“Rock, Oh Rock…” she saw and admonished as if I was a child and bent all the way forward and took my erect upstanding black African cock into her wet mouth.

 I felt my prick had slipped into a cup of melting butter that sucked me all the way to a pleasurable heaven

 “Ohh…” I groaned as the diamond studded ring on her fingers scraped my sensitive skin at the back of my cock as her hand drew my pulsing length even more firmly to feed it all the way between the ‘O’ of her pink lips in.

She lovingly ate me thoroughly, as if my throbbing cock were some ice cream cone she had bought on a lonely beach, slowly and lazily sucking the stem in and pulling it back, her fingers peeling my foreskin over the red glistening knob. Her mischievous tongue would then lave my exposed pink cock-head like it was being worshipped and her tip of the tongue dipped to wash my aperture on the bulbous head. I swear some of her tongue actually went inside my cock hole and licked my pre-semen before it dribbled out.

I saw her big soft buttocks were turned invitingly at me and I cupped the soft flesh and caressed it and even gave it playful spanks. But she was not to be distracted from her task of single-minded cock worship and her fingernails maddeningly scraped me all along the hot length when the slick stem was out of her mouth and then ever so slowly feed it into soft melting wetness, her tongue lapping it as if to wipe out the scarping sensation caused before.

Her other hand cupped my big sac of scrotum and held them up lovingly to her face occasionally lick and squeeze it, making me squirm and gasp under her weight.

She once swallowed my one single ball into her wet mouth and turned the gland over and over inside till my squirming almost threw her off my body.

“Thunne, Thunne...Um-Mum-huhu” she murmured talking to it, and cuddled it against her cheeks (which I learnt later meant ‘big penis’ in her language).

“My Chinna, thangam ( Gold), My God, you are” she would address it and whispering softly to my black glistening cock length  in front of her face, playfully twang her fingers against the burning length making it vibrate with lust, taking me to the limits of endurance. 

It was a beautiful long cock worship session but it was killing me.

 Her saliva and my pre-semen had dribbled over my cock, scrotum and trickled drop by drop on the crumpled sheets of the bed.

Sometimes I would feel my semen rise in my cock and I could feel it even in my throat but she would press  a particular junction at the cock base where it all starts  firmly with a thumb and the sensation and spasm would pass and I would have lived another day. Whew...

I groaned unintelligibly below but was powerful enough to turn her over and pulled her so she fell back beside me, half her face coated with our copious juices.

I rose over her and quickly caught on to her flushed tits and sucked on her big pink teats and it set off a storm inside her deep and she quaked and held on to me as her body shook with desire.

I gripped her milky pot-like tits in both hands. The ones, the sneak peek of which, elicits catcalls and wolf whistles from her lecherous movie fans in this land. I now held them in my bare black hands and sucked on the sensitive turgid tips feverishly. 

She mewled passionately,

“Ohhhh, eat me , you hungry man...Enn Paal kudi ( ‘Drink my milk’ in her language!)

Next, I licked her soft and curvy stomach including the fading patterns of the red welts where they had belted her last night, laving it lovingly so she felt it and moaned in approval an- “Ahhh...Ammmmmaaaa” in response.

My face now traversed on her underbelly kissing her inch by inch drawing close to the waiting mouth of her treasure chest.

Her pussy-flower glistened behind a sparse bush of black curly hairs and my fingers split the fat outer labia and opened the pink innards to my lips.

I licked the walls of her hotbox methodically and slowly slowing raising her body temperature. Her breath hastened into gasps and she gripped my black curly African hairdo to her fair and pink waiting yoni.

One black finger slipped into her melting pussy pot and probed the well deeply. I held her formidable beautiful silky thighs apart and dipped in. Those thundering thighs, the Indian audience pay thousands to see on screen and perhaps masturbate at home in memory. And her revered pussy waiting for me, I thought, which her fans would have given arm to see and which the Chutiyan gang had almost succeeded in doing, but not quite. It was all mine now, the unseen forbidden treasures of Mami.

Yes, I held her shapely smooth legs firmly next to my face and licked her moist quim between them, animatedly drawing the long tongue of mine on her sensitive pink pussy lips and teased her hooded clit.

 “Ayyyyoooo…Fuck and kill me..haa! Nowwww…” she was pleading me in a husky voice, her face contorted with lust.

“Fuck and Fuck and fuck me with that huge black ‘Thunne’ of yours…Please, Rock …Come inside me! 

I was on the edge of my endurance too. So I rose like a black Hercules towering over her voluptuous hungry body and inserted my twitching cock into her waiting juicy orifice smoothly.

“Ahhhhhh” she groaned in satisfaction, tears in relief as I inched forward with all my force into her welcome warmth, feeling her pussy walls closing on my girth. She moved her groins upto mine and splayed her thighs apart as wide as possible to accommodate my full length but by her groans now bordering on pain and shock, I knew I had met uncharted territory in her.

My breath was coming in rasps and my mouth tasted of her pussy honey. I was feeling reckless and fuck-heady; and I started motor-like firm thrusts into her cunt, pile driving inside her with a steady rhythm.

 “Hoo…Hooo…Hooooo...Take it Mami...T.A K E This!!”

“This and this and T. H. I. S. and T…H…I…SSSSS!”, my voice and penetrations rising in crescendo and speed smacking flesh into flesh, meeting her hot eager welcoming body in a frenzy of lovemaking.

I will give it to her, she took my full turgid 9 inch length cheerfully, and excitedly but never once winced in pain. I drove gruntingly into her slushy wet chute of a cunt like a drunken demon and she met me thrust for thrust, locking her famous star legs on my sweating and working black waist, all the while begging for more.

‘Oh, Rock…Don’t stop...Feels heavenly...Your thick cock is melting my pussy…Yes, harder and, more….Oh, love me and I will give you anything you want’...’Everything you darling…Just keep fucking that pussy’ and such encouraging endearments in my ears which no doubt refuelled my energies and renewed my efforts for a longer session of robust steamy fucking. 

The bed-sheets had long disappeared off the bed and so were pillows, lying scattered on the floor due to the frenzied threshing of our sweating limbs caught in the frenzy of ecstasy.  

After what seemed like an hour of frenzied coupling we both felt the rising waves of climax building up inexorably in us and when it hit us, we were both unprepared. It was like the lash of a tsunami wave and we burst inside each other’s deepest portion.

 My cock pumped seed after healthy white thick seed in jets and my juices flooded Mami’s lubricated cunt and we groaned and collapsed in exhaustion. I lay my face on her sweat-moist shoulders, hearts thumping madly and felt my still hard cock weakly pulsing deep in her womb still injecting remnants of come.

We both felt our groins, thighs and buttocks splattered with our cum and our limbs slipped against each other. I rose on my shoulders and looked at Mami who lay with her eyes closed, still lost in the dream world we had both entered into.

I kissed some sweat off her face and she opened her eyes, looked at me divinely and asked simply,

“What did you do to me now? Ha?”

I bucked once more, my still spasmimg cock getting deeper into her and said,

“Well, you called me a farm donkey in heat and I gave you a practical demonstration of my capabilities!”

She held my face lovingly and whispered,

“Rock, I feel I just had my nuptials, you know…”

 She explained, “The first night for the couple in a Hindu wedding...” she laughed at the parody but asserted,

 “Yes, in spite of having a seventeen year old daughter, this was truly my nuptials, all because…” she then put a hand between our drenched bodies and gripped my slippery semi erect cock. “…of this black monster ‘thunne’” she wriggled it victoriously.

She said that word ‘thunne’ so sweetly and endearingly that it gave another lurch in her fist in acknowledgement of her compliment.

She got off me looking at the breakfast plates and said,

“Let’s eat…I am feeling hungry with all the exertion you put me into” she pouted. 

“Makes two of us, I guess” I got up. She served us bread toast, jam and coffee.

We sat naked on the bed admiring each other and ate.

When we had put away the plates and washed and I made for the bathroom, she yanked me back on the bed so we fell over each other and she quickly entwined her smooth calves and thighs around me.

“Rock, you challenged me to ride you and catch you if I can. I want to take it up right now!”

So saying she pushed me down on the bed, vaulted herself astride me and took my already thickening cock in her hand and pushed down hard. I felt my cock entering her wet cosy heaven again and she started riding me moaning ‘oh, you insatiable ‘thunne’…I will see who survives in the end’.

As I grew full length in her hot cunt, her eyes widened in amazement at how it and rose and fell over me enthusiastically.

I held on to her smooth waist tiers and took in the  exciting sight of her magnificent tits jumping on her chest while ploughing her wet soil from below with everything I got…

She was jumping up and down on my waist crazily and moaned an emphatic “Nowwwwwwww NOWWWWWWWWW………”

We erupted again ecstatically with every nerve in our body crying release and she fell over me, sweaty, exhausted and we could hear nothing but our thumping heart beats for a long time.

She asked me in awe much later,

“Rock, you darling man... You have literally bathed me in your sweet thick semen, how could you come so much and so frequently?”

I replied casually, “Oh, its just the rainy season now…”

She giggled and poked me in the ribs.

“And how long does the season last?”

I kissed her full on the lips and said, “Just 365 days a year, no more!” 

After that she bent down to see the object of her fascination, held it against her smooth cheeks, kissed and talked to it saying ‘she will never let go of it’ and ‘its rightful place is inside her womb’ etc. My cock always gets high on compliments and soon my blood engorged cock was in her mouth again and she worked it inside every which way and sucked me till I came for the third straight time that morning groaning and crying my heart out. 

 She got up, wiping her lips off my jism, winked at me and said, 

“Thanks for the breakfast, Rock baby. I will be back for a full course lunch!”

                    ----2-----

I was taking a hot bath singing to myself, carefully avoiding wetting the bandaged wound, when there was a knock on the door. I knew instinctively it must be her and so it was.

She peeped in and looked at my wet body inside the steam filled enclosure and said, “May I come and bathe you?”

 I threw the door wide open to let her in.

“Oh sure, make yourself at home…”

She saw that I had put my right leg on a stool away from the spray of shower so my wound did not get wet and pursed her lips

“Poor Rock dear…I am so sorry I got you injured. God knows how I will ever make it up for you”

and took my limp wet cock under the shower in her hand and immediately it started expanding giving her a hint exactly how she could make amends.

She was wearing bathrobe and I deliberately loosened her sash so her lapels came open and my hands could now latch on to her big soft breasts.

 As I handled the warm globes softly, she looked at me desire aflame again in her eyes…

“We need not wait till lunch, should we, Rock” and gave my cock an assertive pull and hugged me, both of us getting wet now.

“If you have sufficiently recovered from last time, we can make love standing in the bath.. I will make sure the wound on the thigh is not aggravated...Ok?”

I grabbed the delectable big woman, eyeing hungrily her heavy breasts and smooth thighs and pulled her against me, kicking her fallen bathrobe away on the floor to a corner.

“For a woman like you, I can sustain a thousand such wounds, honey” 

She knelt before me and took my full cock, dribbling hot-water into her even hotter mouth and started sucking like a child cherishing a promised lolly-pop.

 I went crazy, hot shower spraying from above; cock being milked and sucked and her wide soft arse water running all over its curves as she knelt before me… 

I grabbed her up and turned her around and bent her in front of me.

She started, “What Rock…”

My answer was to plunge my erect shower-soaked cock bang in to her smiling pink cunt hole from behind, my hands holding onto her wet arse globes firmly for support.

I went in like a greased lightning and my cock cleaved her juicy chambers like a hot knife in a slab of butter.

I fucked her enthusiastically doggy style; hot shower, sweat and sex making a terrific combination in the steaming bathroom. I found it easy to penetrate her now as one of injured legs was bent askew away on the stool to the side and it did give me better balance.

She went moaning in series like “Rock, rock... Fuck, Rockkk...You horny donkey…You are my real-life hero…” and I felt myself going over the edge. 

I held on to her slippery yielding arse flesh in both fists so firmly that it reddened under the force and gave wet spanks on the desirable derriere, mad with passion, grunted and ploughed her horny womb till I felt my semen uncoiling hotly and Lo! I came like a flood again filling every inch of her soft pussy.

She groaned and held on to bath-towel rail form support riding her own ecstasy as she too came powerfully milking me dry inside.

My semen dribbled out of her open pussy, as she stood shaking, down all over her famous thighs to join the running bathwaters on the floor.




---3-----

It was after the lunch when we were in her bed room for the first time that she spoke about Yuvi.

After lunch at the dining table, Yuvi had looked at us envyingly, smirked and gone on to her room. We had gone up to Mami’s queenly bedroom that befitted her screen goddess status and there on her soft pink expensive bed, she had treated me to a half hour of intense blow job holding my cock up down and to her side and sucked me every which way saying today is ‘her thanksgiving day’ in my honour and I should ‘allow her to serve me’. It was, she explained, to show her gratitude for ‘saving her career and life from the porn gang’.

 She even said ‘I need not even ejaculate if I felt strained after so many climaxes from earlier’ but I should allow her oral worship of my eager manhood as ‘just kissing and sucking it does not hurt’. 

I had laughed at this silly proposal and impractical assumptions about male anatomy. After a half hour of enthusiastic and teasing cock-sucking from a naked glamour goddess like her, which prick would refuse to harden or decline to perform just one more time?

I am a bit chivalrous and proud that way and so I told her, “I never fail to get up for a lady”

So it had gone, her climbing on top of me again, making sure my injured and bandaged thigh was away from the moving limbs. She had set the pace slow and grinding from above, asking me to ‘keep quiet and not do anything as I may get strained’ and had rode on grunting, moaning and squeezing her own bulging tits hornily as waves of fuck-lust swept over her. I had to just lay back and ‘get laid’ and I did that perfectly. I mean, who wouldn’t love to just hold the firm arse and big boobs of Mami, the dream girl of millions in India, when you are at the receiving end of her hospitable love and lust?

I came again shooting my boiling white semen up into her pulsing pussy well, crying my desire to her moaning lust. Our groins felt gummed with thick jelly of our come and we had almost fallen asleep that way.

She was shaking me awake after sometime.

“Rock, I need to you to help me with a vexing problem…”
 she started formally looking serious.

She was still naked and I tweaked a nipple and it hardened almost immediately.

“What can I do more, sweety?”

She slapped my naughty hands away.

“It’s about Yuvi, my daughter… “She continued. “ She needs to be...uh, you know, what you call deflowered”.

I started. “What?”

She sighed and lay back on my chest.

“She has gotten into bad company, Rock. The youngsters these days are very free. They have all kinds of bad habits. Drugs too…”

“I am a movie actress and throw parties all the time…Because of my life-style, she picked up a boy friend too…”

I caressed her silky hair.

“That happened to be Mr Dirty Movies, Chutiyan…Ha?”  

“Yes, Rock” she said, her hand sneaking to between my legs and started weighing my balls in her palm again.

“She told me they had necked around a bit and so she is very excited about sex now…But after the nasty incident where she feels betrayed, she is depressed and gone into a shell” I know how much necking they had done if their behaviour at dance was any indication.

I observed, as Mami talked her fingers now peeled the foreskin back over the shaft and caressed the throbbing nerve below with a thumb.

I growled a ‘mmmmmm’ in response, swallowed and asked her, 

“How can I help? What are you thinking?”

“I don’t want her to do anything drastic …like finding another worthless youth like Chutiyan desperately to satisfy her burning need…So…”

She looked up but held my cock at its base firmly and said,

“Please deflower her, Rock. For me, I request you…”

I held her at an arm’s length and asked her seriously 

“Do you mean it? If so how do you imagine that she will come to me? There is something called consent between adults…” I arched my eyebrows “Or do you propose to get her raped?”

She rubbed my cock vigorously in her fist as if to persuade me to see her way.

“No, No, Rock… Nothing so dramatic…I will bring her to you...It will be like coaching sex...We will be together with you and I will help her to do it…That is, if you agree to have both of us with you in bed at the same time…”

I gulped and stared,

“Are you for real? Mother wanting to get her daughter lose virginity is itself rather strange, but talk about being with her in bed, helping her in each step with me...Oh My Goshhh! That’s orgy you are talking about!”

She implored, “Please Rock…Don’t you see? …… If not you, she will lose it with another worthless man and probably a junkie or a diseased youth or a criminal like him…”

“Besides…” she went on, shaking my hardening cock in her fist like a trophy she had won, “After getting this cock, I mean after actually tasting your sweet big black ‘thunne’ in her tight virgin cunt, she will never go to cheap Indian boy friends again, the ones with puny tiny brown cocks…So please say YES!” she was pleading with me earnestly.

Look at the situation this way.

You are with a naked big busted woman like the famous filmstar Mami in bed, her hands are pumping your erect cock, and she would be offering her delectable body unconditionally along with an appeal to screw her young teenaged daughter ‘as a favour’…… I mean, it is tough to refuse then. Even for a man with ethics like me. 

It seemed like paradise offered on a platter. Be it a wicked sinning paradise…

[My cock was now fully hard now, having heard her praises heaped on its abilities so far and it was a sucker for compliments. It begged me to say ‘yes’ and throbbed in anticipation.]

I caressed her big soft tits and pinched her nipples. 

She caught my hands on her chest with her own and whispered,

“Let’s teach her sex, Rock…She will never get a man like you here. I want her to get what I have got from you…”

[I dipped my head to her bosom and took one hard nipple in my mouth and sucked.]

“Ummmm…” I said. “Have you examined her feelings for me…Will she like…”

[She traced the throbbing vein on the cock’s underside with her nail making me shiver.]

 “Leave it to me, Rock. She is very impressed with your heroics and grateful that you saved us…She thinks it was her fault that we got into trouble…So, the iron is red hot and you have to just hit it!”

[My hands separated her smooth thighs and sought her humid bush. She was already moist there. I wanted to hit it now!]

I said, “If that dog Chutiyan had not cheated on you, the girl would have led a trouble-free life…”

She groaned as my fingers entered her leaking cunt.

“Forget about her for the moment, Rock…” she pulled me by my cock to her aching body. “Forget about dog Chutiyan too…But come in here and fuck me like a dog!”

“As ordered, ma’am!” I mumbled and turned her big arse over, aimed my turgid long black cock and entered that waiting filmstar cunt from behind for the fifth time that day.

[This time I became rough and aggressive. I mean, ‘sweet lovemaking’ is alright for the first few times. But if a mother is brazen enough to offer me her daughter’s virginal cunt along with her own mature one, she had got it coming. A little male assertiveness and punishment is necessary, I felt. 

May her ‘Film-star’ status be damned! I swore silently.]

I made sure she got frigged thoroughly and roughly, got spanked on her big white buttocks properly and her yummy tits mauled in my black powerful fists, all in one go. She had become a wailing, shuddering, surrendered and drained mass of flesh in an hour that the session lasted.

Finally she thanked me saying ‘it felt great under my hands whether I was fucking her or spanking her, my touch was golden and all’. So, she had liked being submissive and dominated. 

She said that ‘Though I have made millions of rupees in money, Rock, what use is it to a woman if she does not have an energetic lover like you to satisfy her in bed? I will gladly write off my entire estate to anyone if I can just get that daily quota of lovemaking, like I gave her’.

She got up to go, collecting her crumpled house coat and said ‘I was such a nice man to have agreed to fuck Yuvi too, just as she wanted’. 

I stared and wondered if she was for real. I was ‘a nice man?’

 My cock bobbed and jerked in anticipation of meeting the sweet teenaged Yuvi in bed.

                      ----4----

We had decided that we have to get a little drunk before the initiation Of Yuvi to sex was concerned and so we embarked on a drinking spree. Mother encouraged Yuvi to drink beer with us as she is all grown up now and had nothing to hide. This set the trend for livelier and liberal activities to come.

It was only much later that I came to know that Mami had very cunningly mixed our drinks with a Kerala special aphrodisiac which liberates mind and heats up body in double quick time. Besides she had also mixed some herbal energy powder in the beers which guaranteed high levels of endurance for what she had planned.

I was already feeling high by my sixth beer and burped and looked at Mami.

Mami’s veil had conveniently fallen off her fair shoulders and her enviable mammary heaved with enthusiasm as she joked with Yuvi sitting next to her. She was talking about some bawdy sex involving another famous star actress with a poor cameraman just to get over her blues after being dumped by her boyfriend hero.

This was again setting the tone for what lay ahead. 

‘Lay’ indeed, that was what I had planned to do.

Yuvi was wearing flimsy translucent tops over a cut off jeans and looked smart in them. Now she grew very animated, colour raised to her cheeks… the obvious after-effects of alcohol and sex gossip they indulged in.

“Yuvi, have you ever seen actual sex scene before, now tell me…Tell Mummy” Mami was saying.

“Yes, mom,” Yuvi giggled unsteadily, “during the college days, there was a science lecturer who bedded the lab assistant girl right there on the storeroom table at the back during the interval. We girls could even hear the creaking of the table due to their movements and their hot moans. A couple of us finally dared to enter and break it up!”

Mami exclaimed. “Chee, chee! Why ever did you girls do such a nasty thing? It’s a sin to separate lovemaking couples…” 

“Mama, it’s not their bed room”, Yuvi hotly argued. “Besides we girls were getting excited too…Our nipples were aching hard and our vaginas wet…”

It was a hot evening and Mami just opened her top button making more of breasts spill to view and snapped her fingers.

It was at this opportune moment that power went off. It was a trick by Mami who had asked the Housekeeper to switch off the power for a few minutes as soon as she snapped those fingers.

 “Oh No...It’s so damn hot in here” I cursed on cue, and pulled off my T shirt and sat back my dark hairy chest exposed to the women. 

“Yuvi, you must remove your tops too, honey…It’s all between us, it’s OK...Don’t suffer in heat” Mami persuaded and removed her blouse fully and I saw her huge bra barely contained her straining boobs. 

She even lifted her saree all the way up her fair smooth thighs and started fanning herself, gasping ‘whoosh-whoosh’ as if to beat heat. She was not a seasoned actress for nothing. She would have fooled me if I hadn’t known but Yuvi fell for it.

She took off her flimsy cotton ops in the fading evening light and I saw her lacy bra was full with her firm tits. Her nipples were protruding like sharp pencil tips.

Looking at Mami’s full fair thighs, her saree hem lifted brazenly all the way to her waist was too much for my cock. It stiffened unbearably tight inside.

I lifted the proceedings up by one notch and got up and told the ladies, 

“My wound hasn’t healed yet on the thigh. I would like to sit in my jocks please and remove these uncomfortable jeans…” and I started peeling off.

The ladies were more than just casual now and looked at me admiringly.

“No problem, Rock, its Ok” Yuvi said in choked voice and Mami finished eagerly,

“After all, you have seen us both with nothing on the other night, Rock…you kind man, how can you be so modest? Isn’t it Yuvi?”

The acting and the dialogues, I had to give it to her!

My cock was making a big tent in front and I made no attempt to cover my best asset. Yuvi’s eyes absolutely goggled and popped out fascinated.

“Oh, yes it is too hot to wear anything at all” Mami said resignedly and got up and started taking her entire saree off and in a few moments, stood in just petticoats and bra.

“How were the lecturer and assistant fucking, honey?” Mami sweetly drew her daughter’s attention to the provocative memory and went over to Yuvi and sat next to her.

She started rubbing her hot hands on the front of Yuvi’s bulging smooth young tits and Yuvi grew confused and gulped before replying,

“Mum, she was on her back on the table and her legs gripped the older lecturer’s naked waist who stood between them. His trousers had fallen at his feet and so were her dress and bra. The teacher was nearly 40 years old but he had no hesitation in squeezing the girl’s young tits, young enough to be his daughter!” Mami slyly unhooked an unsuspecting busy Yuvi’s bra and pulled it away saying, “And did it excite you and your friend to see it?”

Mami’s hands replaced what Yuvi’s bra had covered so far.

Motherly attention soothed and consoled the daughter and in fact she relaxed under the caress.

“Yes, Mum…Our vaginas were leaking by then, I mean…The man, who was our teacher had a long erect penis which he mercilessly used it on then younger girls’ small cunt and the girl was gasping and crying, unable to bear its size but he ruthlessly fucked her, grunting like a pig! Strangely, Mom, the girl did not protest or object but in fact she welcomed his shameless behaviour and kept saying ‘Sir, Oh Sir, How well you fuck…Your wife must be a lucky woman’ etc”

Mami made Yuvi stand up and unbuckled her jeans cut-off as it was generally getting very hot alround and pulled it down and unabashedly threw it at me on the couch where I was caressing my overexcited cock above the fabric of the jocks, absorbing the details of the seedy college story.

“Why do you think such a teenage girl fell for the middle aged man and not someone her own age, you think?”

Mami got up and slowly started undressing right in front of me peeling off her petticoat too. 

I gritted my teeth and gaped.

I had half the mind to rush and beat the horny bitches over their heads and fuck them silly right then.

“The girl later told me, the lecturer made love well, for a longer time and fucked her ‘properly’ she used the words, ‘with authority and experience’ and not hurriedly and hastily like boys her age…” Yuvi said and turned in her panties and gave me the view of her pert full derriere.

Mami now stood like a beautiful Amazon in the dusk light in the middle of the room clad only in her tight bra and wispy panties that showed her rounded thick pubic mound clearly.

“You will learn, Yuvi that it is always the more experienced men that can give you sexual pleasure better and not the urban urchins…” 

It was time to act for me. I got up and towered over them, my erect cock pointing like an accusing finger at them for ignoring me all along.

“I am getting horny here even if you aren’t…Yuvi, if you don’t mind I am going to make love to your mother right here and now!” I said and peeled off my jocks and my black elephantine cock jumped out and both gasped in wonder.

I made as if to grab Mami as per script but she pushed me away playfully saying, 

“Wait, Rock Please wait…It’s not just me here…Look at my poor daughter Yuvi, does she not mean anything to you…The poor dear has been jilted, exploited, cheated and now she is alone…dumped by her boyfriend...how can we exclude her like this?”

“Yes, I have rescued her from those villains too and now it’s my duty to take care of her as well” I nodded in agreement and with me bobbed up and down, my 9-incher, expressing similar sentiments.

“Yes, there is something called Guarantee period for every service, you know...and she falls within that!” She laughed coquettishly and hugged her confused looking daughter and teased her daughter’s pebble hard nipples with a hand, her other hand surreptitiously went to Yuvi’s panty’s elastic band pulled it down her thighs, the gesture was as innocent as if the mother was about to give bath to her daughter.

Yuvi was bewildered at the turn of events and stood stupefied for a moment. I went ahead and kissed her on the forehead and stepped back just giving her abdomen a jab from my erect cock teasing her endurance.

 “UOOOHHHH” She mewled and licked her dry lips, turned once and kissed her mother full on the lips unable to hide her uncontrolled passion any longer.

It was then a Herculean task for three of us not to start anything right there in the hall but to get to Mami’s big bedroom to continue the so called planned sex coaching to a now willing Yuvi.

Mami tempted my self-control as we went up the stairs, pulling playfully on my jutting bobbing black cock with a hand as I walked behind her rolling buttocks.

I could see from her eyes ablaze with lust that she was tempted to have me on the staircase itself and could barely wait to get to the bedroom.

I gritted my teeth and spanked her curvy soft bottoms with my open palm loud enough to startle Yuvi who giggled and ran ahead of us to her Mother’s bedroom first.

Mami rubbed her reddening bottoms which had my palm mark showing and said, ‘We’ll see who plays rough, buster....’ in her popular filmy voice and dragged me into the room and kicked the door shut. 

On cue, the power supply resumed and air conditioners started humming in the bedroom. Mami winked at me and seemed to say ‘See, how well the plan of seducing my lonely daughter has worked’. I grinned.

My cock was more than happy to have two exciting women naked at its disposal that evening.
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Once we settled on to the bed I looked at the desirable duo of mother and daughter in quiet anticipation and told myself it was going to be a very teasing and long evening. So I lay back against the pillows,  my cock raring its head between my thighs looking at the ceiling, put my hands behind my neck and waited.

Mami was explaining the fundamentals to an eager and curious Yuvi.

“You see, Yuvi, men’s cocks are the sole refuge of women’s pleasure. There are cocks and cocks. But some are monumental. In size, which is very important and in performance, which is what sets apart the ordinary ones from uniquely gifted ones…” Yuvi again licked her lips, furtively glanced at my engorged cock and said,

“Okay Mummy…” meekly.

“Unfortunately I want you to recall the unpleasant memory of the last night…Did you see the weak specimen that Chutiyan had brought for taming me...My hero?...That sickly looking fisher boy with that that…tiny cock…?” She said those words with so derisively that they had the desired impact on Yuvi.

Yuvi grimaced, “Disgusting boy…Smelling of fish too…He was so awe-struck of seeing you in the nude, Mom that his cock became smaller and he was nervous and stood shivering …Yuck…”

 Mami laughed despite the welling hatred.

“Yes, He could whip me only after your friend Chutiyan angrily belted him once with the same whip…”

“Chee! But why are we talking about him, mom?” she looked at her and then me in askance. I leaned over and kissed her on the lips once and said, “Wait…Your mother will come to that in good time…” She tasted like farm honey. I could hardly wait.

Mami now consolingly caressed her daughter’s breasts. She lifted Yuvi’s firm right tit and let it fall. It did not fall much. Yuvi moaned in growing excitement.

“I was talking about the quality of cocks, honey….That cock is no good to any woman. It could at best feebly jerk once or twice a week and produce an equally feeble son or daughter from his unfortunate wife…”

“Which is why…” she pointed at me distinctly, “today, I have decided that if at all my daughter wants sex the first time, it should be a memorable occasion from the best quality cock you could wish in the world… You deserve to be deflowered, my daughter, from the jewel among cocks no less!”

“Rock here, dear, is a shining example in that genre...” Mami announced proudly and both turned to look at me as if I had escaped from a museum and fallen directly on their bed.

 I was glad that the subject had got around to me. It was about time too, my cock felt and perked up.

Mami got round so she was kneeling next to me.

“Please Rock,” she requested me “Bear with me and co-operate with me while I explain the essentials to Yuvi…”

I said “Go ahead its all yours…” and wagged my cock before their eyes.

 “See… that’s the quiet confidence of a gifted man…” she playfully yanked it hither and thither.

“The African men are the best gifted lovers in this respect, an answer to every waiting maiden’s prayers. Their cocks are black, usually very long, thick as well as capable of withholding climaxes fro great duration. Luckily for us, Rock here has all that and more…” 

“How do you say that, mother?” Yuvi asked innocently and took my throbbing nine inches in her brown petite hand hesitatingly. I moaned as I felt her cool touch.

 “A few more minutes, Rock” Mami assured me noticing my predicament and went on,

“How do I know? The proof of the pudding is in eating it…” she laughed merrily.

“Look at the thick stem of his cock. Even by normal black men’s standards, it is astonishingly thick and I could barely hold it fully. Plus, he is uncircumcised, a very rare feature among western men. The length of his cock is a huge nine inches suffice for filling any Amazon’s voracious vagina…” And she pressed on the pink pre-cum coated head in satisfaction with a thumb holding the forefinger around it. 

“Ahhhh…”I was climbing walls by now. I could barely stand any more cock-teasing.

Then, she stooped down further towards my thighs and pressing the shaft of my manhood up over the stomach, took hold of my taut sac of balls in her hand as if examining rare jewellery.

“See the huge testicles and the freckled scrotum, Yuvi. Aren’t they size of table tennis balls now? That’s what separates mere mortals from supermen…” 


“It is capable of ejaculating huge dollops of white thick semen, pure and healthy in content, I found…” 

Which was true indeed, she had found that out, I thought and groaned as both the mother and daughter put one hand each on my throbbing cock and examined it, their faces so close, almost breathing into it. They turned my erect stem to whichever angle and position they thought convenient fro close inspection. 

“But what is really unique about Rock Hard here is that he can make love with astonishing mix of gentleness and aggression and recover from one climax to another like no man I have met can…” 

But Yuvi was looking closely at my black and pink cock head and dribbling pre-cum from it.

Mami pre empted the question by holding my anxious cock to her mouth and replied

“That’s just pre-semen, Yuvi, which is to facilitate cunt lubrication for his partner…just in case you still need it…”she said amusedly at such a remote possibility and brushed the tip and licked away a bob of pre-semen with her moist tongue and it took all my endurance power not to  interrupt her then. 

I was building up inside like a Niagara Falls.

“See, it’s so salty and sour, Mmmm…This can be consumed too...” she told her eager daughter, who by now had one hand in her moist quim and was gasping with uncontrollable young virgin lust.

  I said, with growing exasperation, “Enough is enough, Now, I am going to teach a thing or two to you two lusty bitches in heat…”

Continues….>>

