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STORY 1




It was a golden late afternoon, and I was buzzing with nervous energy as we got ready for our long-overdue “big date.” We hadn’t been out together in months—I’d been exiled to some godforsaken project across the country, chasing deadlines instead of my new wife’s curves.

In fact, we’d only been married a few months before I’d been shipped out. I’d convinced Katrina to marry me in record time—a whirlwind romance with just enough charm and desperate begging to make her say yes. She agreed, and I ran off to work. Real romantic, right?

But now I was finally home, ready to reconnect. Katrina was everything you’d expect from a woman men lose their minds over: mid-30s, shimmering blonde hair that fell like a movie star’s, eyes so blue they could drown you, and a figure so tight she looked like she’d been airbrushed into reality. Those legs alone could cause car crashes.

I stood in the bedroom doorway, pretending to fiddle with my watch while I shamelessly gawked at her. She was perched on the edge of the bed, leaning forward with one leg up as she shaved it—smooth, delicate strokes that had me on the verge of passing out.

“Goddamn, babe,” I muttered, loud enough for her to hear. “If you keep that up, we’re not leaving this house tonight.”

She glanced back with a smirk. “Oh, you think so? You planning to pounce on me like a horny teenager?”

I grinned. “That’s exactly the plan.”

Katrina rolled her eyes and turned back to her meticulous grooming. She wasn’t stopping at her legs, either. She worked her way up her thighs, humming to herself, then paused to trim her neatly kept, blonde bush.

“Admiring the topiary work, dear?” she teased.

“Call me the garden inspector,” I shot back.

She giggled and shook her head. “Well, I hope the garden is open for business tonight. Because according to my app—” She tapped the fertility calendar on her nightstand. “—I’m peak fertile today.”

“Oh god,” I groaned, my knees buckling. “You’re trying to kill me.”

I was already dressed, looking far fancier than necessary. My excitement for our dinner was palpable—I had visions of her pressed against the bathroom stall wall at some fancy restaurant. But just as I was about to go downstairs to pour us some wine, I heard a bizarre noise coming from the laundry room.

I headed down and found Taylor standing there, dripping sweat and mud all over the floor. Taylor: the man-mountain, former college football star, now part-time personal trainer and full-time walking slab of sex appeal. Six foot two, obsidian skin so smooth it looked like it had been poured over granite, and arms that looked like they could bend steel bars for fun.

I always suspected Katrina and Taylor had a history—they’d danced around each other’s orbits long before I’d entered the picture. But I never asked. I didn’t want to know, and my ego didn’t need that kind of trauma.

“Uh… what are you doing here, man?” I stammered, trying not to stare at his enormous thighs or the mud dripping off them like chocolate sauce.

Taylor grinned, those bright teeth flashing. “Yo, sorry, bro. Just played a game with the boys, got tackled into a mud puddle. My place is too far, and I figured y’all wouldn’t mind if I used the washer real quick.”

I choked on air. “Uh, yeah. Sure.”

“You got a towel I can borrow?” he asked casually.

All I could find was a tiny hand towel—basically a napkin in towel form. He took it, tried to wrap it around his waist, and basically gave up. The result was like trying to drape a postage stamp over an anaconda.

Before I could suggest a better option, Katrina appeared at the top of the stairs, wrapped in her big fluffy white bath towel. She looked like a goddess descending from Olympus, glowing, still warm from her shower.

“Oh! I didn’t know we had company,” she said sweetly, heading for the kitchen.

“Wait—” I practically yelped. “Stay upstairs! I’ll bring you tea!”

But she was already sauntering down, her towel slipping dangerously with each step.

“Relax, honey. It’s just Taylor,” she said, as if he were the local Girl Scout delivering cookies and not a walking porn advertisement.

Before I could protest further, Taylor strolled into the kitchen. They exchanged smiles and—oh god—a hug. A tight, giggly, towel-shuffling hug. I nearly had a stroke.

Taylor mentioned the shower, and Katrina—now fully channeling her inner Florence Nightingale— encouraged him. I stood there like a useless scarecrow while he disappeared to the downstairs shower.

My panic was at DEFCON 1. I forced Katrina back upstairs, gave her the tea, then hovered downstairs like a guard dog with a mild heart condition.

Then Taylor called out, “Yo! You got any soap, bro?”

I stomped out to the garage to grab it, muttering curses under my breath. On my way back, I realized— oh, fabulous—I had locked myself out.

I ran around, tried doors, windows, even considered scaling the fence. Finally, after what felt like a year, I managed to slip inside through the front door, just in time to hear a weird yelp from the shower.

When I burst into the bathroom, my jaw dropped. Katrina was in there, completely nude, helping Taylor rinse shampoo out of his eyes. My wife’s perky breasts bouncing around while she dabbed at his face, her nipples grazing his shoulder. Meanwhile, Taylor was standing there, all six feet two of dripping, soapy, god-like muscle, and an absolutely terrifyingly large cock swinging between his thighs.

“Oh my god,” I choked.

Katrina laughed. “Honey, calm down! He got shampoo in his eyes. I didn’t want him to slip and fall.”

Taylor wiped his eyes, then did a slow, deliberate once-over on Katrina. “Damn, Katrina… you should open a spa. Full service,” he teased, giving her ass a playful flick that almost sent me into cardiac arrest.

Katrina giggled like she was sixteen. “Don’t give me ideas!”

She took the soap from me without missing a beat, then told Taylor to turn around. Before I knew it, she was soaping up his back, working her hands around his massive shoulders. She then slithered into the shower behind him, closing the glass door.

I was rooted in place, eyes wide as I watched her run her hands down his chest, all suds and squeaks, until she reached his huge, swaying cock. She glanced at me and winked, as if to say, Just helping a friend, dear!

Then the doorbell rang.

I froze, hoping whoever it was would vanish. But of course, my nosy neighbor Marge decided to let herself in, calling out, “Hello? Anybody home? Your garage door is open!”

I rushed to intercept her, nearly bowling her over in my panic.

“Oh! You look... flushed,” Marge said suspiciously, her sharp eyes scanning me up and down.

“Exercise,” I lied. “You know… squats.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Oh. And how’s Katrina? Haven’t seen her in a while.”

As I tried to shoo her out, guess who emerged from the hallway—Katrina and Taylor, both wrapped in towels, Katrina’s still dripping wet, and Taylor’s towel practically turning into a tent from his monstrous hard-on.

Marge’s eyes nearly popped out.

“Oh! We were just… um… helping Taylor clean up,” Katrina chirped innocently. “I’m so excited for tonight, too—it’s my fertile window! Special date!”

Marge gawked between them, clearly thinking the worst—or maybe the best, depending on your moral compass.

“Oh… well… good luck with that, dear,” Marge stammered, before making a hasty exit.

I slammed the door shut, wheeled around, and found—surprise—Katrina and Taylor had vanished upstairs.

I heard giggles and heavy thumps.

I burst into the bedroom, and there she was: Katrina, standing in front of the mirror, sliding into a scandalously tiny black mini-dress that barely covered her hips. Her blonde hair cascaded down her back, her breasts straining at the top, nipples clearly poking through.

Taylor lounged on the bed, towel completely discarded now, his cock standing up so high it looked like it needed its own zip code.

“Wow… you’re a goddess, Katrina,” Taylor groaned, stroking himself lightly.

Katrina turned, gave him a slow spin, then looked at me. “Don’t just stand there, darling! Do you think I look better with or without these heels?” She slipped into her black stilettos, which made her legs look like they could crack walnuts.

I swallowed. “Uh… with… you look… incredible…”

Taylor let out a low whistle. “Damn. If I had that at home, I’d never leave the house.”

Katrina flushed, enjoying the attention, her chest heaving. “You boys are too sweet…”

Then, without warning, she peeled off the dress, let it fall in a heap, and slinked toward Taylor. She grabbed a tube of cream from the nightstand and held it up.

“This was for later tonight,” she purred. “Progesterone cream. Helps fertility. But… no time like the present.”

She pushed Taylor back, his massive cock bobbing like a king cobra. She popped the cap, squeezed the cream into her hand, and began slathering it generously along the length of his shaft, her fingers gliding up and down as if she were greasing up a baseball bat.

Taylor’s eyes rolled back, and he let out a deep groan. “Fuck… Katrina… that’s so good…”

Katrina straddled his thighs, guiding his cock to her freshly waxed, glistening entrance.

“Oh, god…” I whimpered, powerless.

She paused, looked at me, and smirked. “Ready to watch, baby? You always said you loved surprises.”

Then she lowered herself, inch by inch, onto Taylor’s behemoth cock. Her lips parted in a breathless gasp as she took him, her stomach twitching as she adjusted to his impossible girth.

Taylor grabbed her hips and started moving her up and down, her ass jiggling like a work of art. Her moans rose to an animalistic pitch as she rode him, her hair swinging wildly.

“Fuck! I can feel it in my throat!” she squealed, bouncing harder, each slap echoing off the walls.

I staggered forward, instinct screaming at me to stop it, but my feet wouldn’t obey. Taylor glanced up, saw my movement, and reached into the nightstand, pulling out my handgun. He set it on the bed, pointedly, his eyes locked on mine.

I froze.

Katrina grabbed Taylor’s face and smashed her lips against his, tongue sliding in deep, while her hips churned in frantic circles. She pulled back to pant and moan, saliva trailing between them.

“Breed me… fill me up… make me your slut tonight…” she babbled, lost in the delirium.

Taylor responded by thrusting up viciously, his balls smacking her ass, so loud it sounded like someone slapping a wet pillow.

I watched in horror and awe as Katrina’s body convulsed, her back arching like a bow. Taylor’s free hand found her breast, pinching and twisting her nipple until she screamed and collapsed against him.

“Holy shit…” I croaked, unable to look away.

She rose and slammed down, over and over, her movements faster and wilder. She threw her head back, hair flying, shrieking out each climax like she was possessed.

“Fuck! Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh god! Fill me, please!”

Taylor’s muscles tensed, his biceps flexing as he gripped her ass. He let out a roar, his entire body shaking, and I saw her belly twitch and jump as he finally unloaded inside her.

She collapsed onto his chest, both of them panting like marathon runners.

After what felt like an eternity, Katrina looked over her shoulder at me, smiling softly, wickedly.

“Don’t look so shocked, baby,” she cooed. “We’re just making memories.”

Taylor chuckled deeply, dragging his fingers through her sweaty hair.

I glanced at the fertility calendar. The handgun. The absurdly large cock now slick and glistening.

***

The room smelled like sweat and sex—a thick, heavy fog that seemed to wrap around my brain and short-circuit every rational thought. I stood at the foot of the bed, my mouth hanging open like a broken ventriloquist dummy, watching my wife collapse onto Taylor’s massive, sweat-slick chest.

Katrina’s hair clung to her flushed face, her nipples still painfully hard, her thighs trembling. Her pale skin looked like it had been dipped in honey, shiny and wet from her own juices and Taylor’s obscene load now undoubtedly pooling inside her.

Taylor chuckled low in his throat, one hand casually caressing her ass as if she were a beloved pet. He looked up at me, eyes gleaming with mischievous satisfaction.

“You good, man?” he asked, as if we’d just finished a game of backyard basketball.

I tried to form words but all that came out was a strangled gurgle.

Katrina turned her head lazily, her lips curling into a blissed-out, almost drunken smile. “Baby… you look like you saw a ghost,” she purred, her voice husky from screaming.

She shifted slightly, causing Taylor’s still-throbbing cock to slip and squelch inside her. Her eyes fluttered and she bit her lip, a shiver passing through her body so violently she nearly convulsed.

“Ohhh… fuck, he’s still so hard… it feels like he’s touching my fucking lungs,” she moaned, grinding her hips subtly against him.

Taylor let out a laugh that rumbled deep in his chest. “Shit, girl, you got a vice grip down there,” he teased, giving her ass a playful slap that echoed in the room.

Katrina gasped and giggled, then she slowly pushed herself up, letting Taylor’s cock slide out inch by terrifying inch. As it finally popped free, I swear it looked even bigger than when it went in— glistening, veiny, and coated in a sticky cocktail of both their juices.

She glanced back at it, her eyes going wide. “Holy shit… it’s like a goddamn beer bottle…” she muttered, running her fingers lightly along the thick shaft.

Taylor just grinned, flexing his abs as he watched her inspect him like a prized racehorse.

I stumbled backward, trying to regain some semblance of composure. But Katrina wasn’t done. Oh, no.

She swung one leg over Taylor and slid down onto her knees between his legs, her ass high in the air. She glanced at me, her eyes glinting with pure mischief.

“You’re not leaving yet, are you?” she teased. “We’re just getting started…”

Before I could answer, she leaned forward and pressed her lips to the tip of his cock, her tongue flicking out to collect the drips of cum and her own slickness.

“Mmmm… tastes like heaven and bad decisions,” she moaned, swirling her tongue in slow, exaggerated circles.

Taylor groaned, his head falling back against the pillow. “Goddamn, Katrina… you got that porn-star mouth,” he growled, his hips twitching involuntarily.

She giggled, licking down his shaft with long, languid strokes, pausing every few inches to suck and slurp obscenely loud.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. I knew I should have felt rage, humiliation, betrayal—but there was a dark, sick thrill clawing at my gut, rooting me to the spot.

Katrina glanced at me, then back to Taylor. She sucked him deep into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing out as she swallowed around him, gagging lightly. Then she pulled off with a loud, wet pop and gasped for breath.

“Baby,” she panted, staring at me with glassy eyes, “come closer… you need to see this up close.”

I took a few trembling steps forward, my heart thudding so hard I thought I might faint. Katrina grinned and turned her head slightly, her lips dragging across Taylor’s shaft like she was whispering secrets to it.

“You see this, darling?” she cooed. “This is what a real breeding cock looks like…”

Taylor let out a hoarse laugh and flexed his hips, making his cock jump against her lips.

“Shit, Katrina… keep talking dirty to him,” Taylor urged, eyes rolling back.

She obliged, spitting on his tip and smearing it around with her palm, her eyes locked on mine.

“You love seeing me like this, don’t you?” she taunted, her voice sweet but sharp as a whip. “Your precious little wife, on her knees, worshipping this monster cock… begging for every drop…”

My knees buckled, and I almost fell forward. Katrina giggled cruelly and resumed her oral assault, bobbing her head up and down faster and faster. Her hands slid to Taylor’s balls, massaging and tugging them as she swallowed his length like it was her life’s purpose.

Taylor’s breath turned ragged, his abs clenching and his hands tangling in her hair.

“Fuuuuck… Katrina… shit, I’m close… you gonna take it all?” he groaned.

She pulled off just enough to tease him, her hand pumping him furiously. “Mmm, yes… all of it… every last drop down my dirty little throat…”

Taylor roared, jerking his hips up as he started to cum. Thick, white jets splashed against Katrina’s tongue and cheeks, some leaking from the corners of her mouth and dribbling down onto her tits. She moaned desperately, swallowing again and again, her eyes fluttering shut in bliss.

When he finally stopped spasming, Katrina sat back on her heels, panting. She wiped her chin with the back of her hand, then scooped the remaining cum from her chest and sucked it off her fingers.

“Mmmm… salty protein shake,” she giggled, licking her lips.

Taylor collapsed backward, groaning, his chest heaving. Katrina crawled up his body like a lioness, draping herself across him and nuzzling his neck.

“You’re gonna kill me, girl,” he laughed weakly, his arms coming up to hold her.

“Oh, don’t you die yet,” she purred, kissing his jawline. “We’re far from finished.”

She looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes smoldering.

“Why don’t you come over here, baby? Come give me a kiss… taste what a real man feels like…”

I staggered forward, trembling. My entire body screamed no, but my feet kept moving. She grabbed my face and pulled me down, mashing her lips to mine. I tasted the sharp, salty remnants of Taylor on her tongue, her lips slick and eager.

She moaned into my mouth, grinding her ass against Taylor’s now half-limp cock.

“Oh, you’re such a good little husband,” she giggled when she pulled away, her spit glistening on my lips. “Watching me get absolutely ruined… you like being my sweet cuck, don’t you?”

I couldn’t respond. I was dizzy, my head spinning from lust, horror, and shame.

Katrina slowly climbed off Taylor and stretched, her body gleaming under the bedroom lights. She bent over the nightstand, her ass pointed directly at me, then glanced back with a devilish grin.

“You know what I think?” she purred. “I think he needs another round. I want to feel him so deep I can’t walk tomorrow.”

Taylor, regaining some strength, sat up, grinning like a wolf who’d just found an entire henhouse.

“Damn, Katrina… you really a freak, huh?” he said, standing up and letting his heavy cock swing free again.

She giggled, slapping her own ass playfully. “You got no idea yet…”

Taylor came up behind her, grabbing her hips with a primal urgency. Without warning, he thrust forward, sinking himself all the way back inside her with a loud, wet schluck. Katrina shrieked, her fingers clawing at the wood.

“FUCK! Oh my god… oh fuck… yes! YES!” she screamed, arching her back as he began pounding into her mercilessly.

Her tits swung and bounced, her face contorting with every brutal thrust. Taylor leaned over her, his hand sliding up to her throat, gripping lightly as he bit her shoulder.

“Take it all, slut… you wanted this, huh?” he growled, slamming into her so hard her knees nearly buckled.

Katrina’s voice broke into high, broken sobs of pleasure, her eyes rolling back.

“YES! Breed me! Fuck me like I’m nothing but a filthy toy!” she howled.

Taylor shifted his angle, pushing even deeper, his balls smacking her clit with each savage thrust. She let out an inhuman wail, her whole body shuddering as her orgasm ripped through her.

I felt something snap inside me. My hand instinctively went to my crotch, squeezing myself through my pants as I watched her unravel, every part of her devoted to this moment of raw, animalistic bliss.

Katrina looked back at me through tear-filled eyes, her cheeks flushed, hair matted to her face.

“You see this, baby?” she cried. “This is what I’ve been missing… this is what a real man feels like… oh god, oh fuck…”

Taylor gave a final, monstrous thrust, his hips slamming against her ass as he erupted inside her again. Her legs quivered violently, her pussy clamping down so tight I thought she might break him.

“Fuck! I’m cumming… take it… take all of it!” Taylor roared, slamming into her one last time.

They collapsed together onto the bed, both gasping, limbs tangled. Katrina rolled to her side, cum leaking out of her swollen, red pussy in thick streams, staining the sheets beneath her.

She reached for me weakly, her hand slick with sweat and other fluids.

“Come here… hold me…” she murmured, her voice small and trembling.

I crawled forward on shaking hands and knees, gathering her into my arms. She pressed her forehead against mine, her breath hot and shallow.

“Oh, baby…” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear. “I’ve never felt so alive…”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry as sand. “I… I don’t know what to say…”

She pulled back, her eyes softening as they locked onto mine.

“Say you love me,” she said, almost pleading.

“I love you,” I choked out, the words tasting foreign and hollow in my mouth.

She smiled gently, then glanced over at Taylor, who was now half-asleep, a smug grin on his face.

“You know what I think?” she whispered, her fingers tracing circles on my chest. “I think we should make this our new tradition… you watch me get taken… and then you can have me after… sloppy, stuffed full, and glowing…”

My mind reeled, and I felt my pants tighten painfully.

Katrina leaned in and kissed me again, softer this time. She tasted like sweat, cum, and sweet destruction.

“Thank you,” she whispered against my lips. “Thank you for letting me be exactly who I am.”

Then she laid her head on my chest, her breathing finally slowing, her body melting into mine.

I looked up at the ceiling, a thousand thoughts swirling, none of them coherent.

Outside, the last rays of the sun dipped below the horizon, and the room slowly darkened around us.

In that twilight glow, I realized: I was no longer the man in control. Maybe I never had been.

And in some sick, twisted way… maybe I liked it.


STORY 2




It was supposed to be a simple, fun night. A big championship game, rowdy energy, cheap stadium wine —the kind of trashy thrill we’d been craving for weeks.

Ashley had dressed like she was going to a fancy club instead of a football game: a tiny white minidress that hugged her ass like a second skin, no bra, and a thong so thin it might as well not exist. Her platinum blonde hair was in soft waves, the perfect frame for her flushed cheeks and glossy lips. She looked like a goddess descending to slum it with mortals.

By the time we reached our seats, I was already tipsy and she was leaning heavy on me, her giggles turning sloppy and her eyelids half-closed.

We started on the cheap stadium wine I’d stashed in a little cooler under our seats—six bottles in total. She kept laughing, lips staining deep red as she swigged straight from the bottle. Every now and then, she’d arch her back and stretch, the dress rising to show the curve of her perfect ass.

I caught the eyes of men around us—black men, mostly, thick-necked, sweaty from shouting for the game. I saw them staring at her, drinking her in as hungrily as they did their beers. The tension buzzed through me, a shameful, electric thrill.

Soon Ashley was so drunk she kept dozing on my shoulder, lips brushing my ear, her breath warm and sweet with wine.

Then she shot up suddenly, eyes wide and panicked.

“Babe… I gotta pee. Like, now!”

Her voice was so urgent it shocked me sober. I jumped up, looping her arm around my neck and guiding her stumbling body toward the restrooms.

The women’s restroom was all the way across the stadium. I could see the line snaking outside, women tapping their feet impatiently. Ashley squirmed, her thighs pressing together, her whole body shivering.

She looked up at me with hazy, pleading eyes. “I can’t hold it…”

In a panic, I yanked her toward the men’s restroom. It was mostly empty—for now. We stumbled into the last stall, and I held the broken door shut with my elbow while trying to help her keep her balance.

Her dress was bunched around her waist, her thong already damp and practically transparent. She slumped against the stall wall, legs spread, her pussy on full display—pale, freshly waxed, the pink lips glistening.

She wasn’t even fully conscious when the roar of halftime erupted, and suddenly the restroom filled with a stampede of heavy boots and slurred voices.

I could barely keep the door closed when a massive black man burst in, cock already in hand, thick and veiny even in its limp state.

He froze. We locked eyes.

His gaze dropped to Ashley, limp, her pussy glistening in the harsh fluorescent light. His jaw dropped open as if he’d found a golden ticket.

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding so loud I couldn’t hear the crowd outside. He raised his eyebrows, eyes dancing with filthy delight.

I didn’t say a word just stepped aside.

He stepped forward, his heavy cock swinging. It looked impossibly long even before it started to swell in his grip. He lowered himself between Ashley’s spread thighs and started to piss, the yellow stream splattering all over her inner thighs and mound, sluicing over her folds, disappearing between her pussy lips.

Ashley twitched, a moan escaping her lips even in her half-conscious state.

The man’s cock twitched and thickened before my eyes, each pulse adding another inch, another vein. He grinned at me—a devil’s grin—and then pressed the head against her swollen entrance, his stream still trickling down.

I watched in shock as he pushed inside, his piss-coated shaft stretching her hole impossibly wide. The filthy sound of his wet thrust echoed in the stall.

Ashley’s eyes fluttered open for a split second, a drunken moan spilling out as her head lolled.

“Ahhhh… fuuuck…” she slurred, and her pussy clenched hard around him.

He let out a deep, satisfied groan and began pumping her in slow, heavy thrusts, each one pushing her up against the grimy stall wall.

I felt my cock twitching painfully in my pants.

Three minutes. That’s all it took before he slammed all the way inside and let out a savage grunt. He held her hips in a bruising grip as his thick black cock pulsed, unloading spurt after spurt of hot cum deep in her drunk womb.

When he pulled out, his cock slapped wetly against her inner thigh, still half-hard and glistening with cum and piss. He wiped the last drips across her face with a casual flick of his wrist before slipping out.

I barely had a chance to catch my breath before another figure loomed at the stall door—a huge, bald black man with arms like tree trunks and eyes shining with raw hunger.

He pushed past me, shoving me into the corner like I was an annoying little brother.

“Goddamn… look at this sloppy white bitch…” he growled, his voice a gravelly purr.

He grabbed her face in one massive hand, squishing her cheeks together, forcing her to look up at him. His other hand was already unzipping his jeans.

His cock spilled out like a thick, oily anaconda—dark, ridged, glistening.

“You gonna take this too, snow bunny?” he snarled, slapping the head across her lips, smearing the slick pre-cum on her cheeks and chin.

Ashley whimpered, her tongue darting out instinctively.

He laughed, an ugly, cruel sound that made my balls tighten in fear and twisted arousal.

“Good girl…” he hissed, and then shoved his entire length into her mouth with one savage thrust.

Her eyes flew open wide as she gagged, drool spilling down her chin. He didn’t give a shit. He held her head tight, fucking her face brutally, his balls slapping against her jaw.

“Yeah… take that big black dick, you nasty little bitch,” he moaned, looking down at her with feverish delight.

Her mascara was running, her moans choked and wet. He used her like a fleshlight, each thrust deep and punishing.

Finally, he pulled out, his cock slick and gleaming with her spit. He shoved her head back against the wall and without missing a beat, slammed his cock into her gaping, cum-dripping pussy.

Ashley shrieked, her body convulsing as his thick girth stretched her even wider.

“Ohhhh fuck… oh fuckkk…” she slurred, her legs trembling.

The man looked over at me, grinning wide.

“You see this? This is what she needed. A real cock. Not that tiny shit you got,” he laughed, pounding her with vicious, punishing thrusts.

Ashley was shaking like a rag doll, her moans echoing off the tiled walls.

“Breed this bitch… fill her up good,” he growled to himself, pumping faster, the stall shaking.

When he came, he roared so loud I thought the stadium itself might collapse. His cock pulsed deep inside her, pumping so much cum that it dribbled out around his shaft, splattering onto the dirty floor.

He pulled out slowly, savoring the sight of his load pouring out of her stretched, battered pussy.

He slapped her ass hard and laughed, zipping up his pants as he left.

My heart hammered in my chest. My cock was aching, rock hard, leaking precum.

Another man appeared in the doorway. This one was young, his skin ebony and smooth, his build lean and athletic. He looked like he’d just stepped off the track field, sweat gleaming on his biceps.

He took one look at Ashley and whistled low.

“Damn, y’all left her all warmed up for me…” he murmured, pulling off his shorts.

His cock swung out, long and slender but with a flared head that looked almost alien.

He grabbed Ashley by the waist, lifting her effortlessly. Her legs dangled uselessly, her head rolling forward.

He lined up and thrust inside in one smooth stroke, burying every inch in her cum-drenched canal.

Ashley wailed, her voice echoing like a broken siren.

“Yes! Oh god… oh fuck… so big… so deep… so fucking good…” she babbled, her nails scratching uselessly at the air.

The young man panted, his hips rolling in sinuous waves, each thrust deeper than the last.

“Take it… take it all… milk this cock, you white whore,” he moaned, sweat dripping down his chest onto her back.

I couldn’t stop touching myself, stroking my leaking shaft as I watched, my mind a haze of shame and perverse joy.

Finally, he groaned, his head thrown back, and slammed in one last time. I saw his balls draw up tight before he emptied inside her, thick ropes of cum flooding her already overflowing pussy.

Ashley collapsed forward, her body trembling violently.

The young man set her down gently, pulling out with a wet, obscene squelch. He patted her ass affectionately before stepping back, grinning at me.

“Take good care of her, man. She’s a keeper,” he laughed, sauntering out of the stall like a king returning from battle.

I crawled to Ashley, gathering her limp body into my arms. Her eyes fluttered open, glazed and unfocused.

She looked at me, her lips curling into a weak smile.

“You… you liked that… didn’t you?” she whispered, her voice raw and hoarse.

I couldn’t speak. I just nodded, my throat too tight to form words.

She giggled weakly, her body sagging against mine.

“We should… do this again,” she slurred, her head dropping onto my shoulder.

I looked down at her ruined pussy, gaping and leaking a thick cocktail of black cum, my mind buzzing with a cocktail of horror and arousal.

As I cradled her against the wall, the stadium roared outside, the game resuming. But for us, the real game had already been played—and my wife had been the trophy everyone had a turn with.

***

The game wasn’t even over when I realized it.

Ashley, my beautiful, drunken, cum-dripping wife, wasn’t just mine anymore. She was something else now. Something bigger, filthier, more glorious.

She was theirs.

We staggered out of the bathroom stall together, her legs wobbling like a newborn fawn. Her face was glazed, makeup smudged beyond recognition, and her white dress clung to her like wet tissue, practically translucent, exposing the deep pink of her nipples and the curves of her body.

Every step she took, a sticky trail of cum trickled down her inner thighs, leaving a glistening map of debauchery for all to see.

I tried to guide her toward the exit, but she shook her head, her eyes wild, pupils blown wide.

“Where… where are the big black cocks…?” she slurred, licking her lips, her voice nothing but a raw, throaty purr.

I froze. Something in me snapped. I wasn’t her protector anymore—I was her audience.

And so was everyone else.

A group of black men, thick and muscular, eyes sharp and hungry, stood by the concessions. They were already eyeing her up like a prize-winning sow at auction.

Ashley tottered forward, her hips rolling like a stripper on stage, her fingers sliding under her dress to smear the cum leaking from her pussy across her thighs.

“Hey boys…” she cooed, her voice breathy and hoarse. “Who wants to help a messy girl out?”

They looked at each other, then at me. I felt my cock twitch violently in my pants.

“Damn,” one of them—a giant with arms the size of my thighs—laughed. “You really just lettin’ your bitch stroll up to us like that? She for real?”

I nodded, shame burning my face, but my dick ached so hard it felt like it would burst.

Ashley turned around, bent over, and yanked her dress up over her waist. Her ass was a pale, perfect curve, marbled with red handprints and drips of leftover cum. Her swollen, gaping pussy winked at them, a humiliating invitation.

One of the men dropped his drink, his jaw dropping lower than his cap. “Shit… she wide open already.”

Another man—taller than all of them, his cock already snaking down his thigh under his shorts— stepped forward. He pushed her legs wider with a single hand, his thick fingers spreading her slick folds.

“She ready for a new load,” he announced with a laugh, pulling his shorts down and releasing a monster cock that looked like a forearm wrapped in veins.

Ashley turned her head and moaned like an animal, her tongue hanging out.

“Please… feed me…” she begged, her voice echoing across the concourse.

He didn’t hesitate. With a grunt, he pushed into her, his cock forcing her open even wider. The stretch was brutal. I watched, hypnotized, as inch after thick, glistening inch disappeared inside her.

Ashley’s scream echoed across the concrete, a blend of agony and bliss.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, yes! Fill me!” she shrieked, clawing at the ground as he started hammering her like a pile driver.

Fans started gathering, drawn by the animalistic sounds. Men and even a few women stared, slack-jawed, some recording on their phones.

Ashley didn’t give a fuck.

She looked up at the closest onlooker, a young black man in a fitted jersey, and locked eyes with him.

“Your turn next… want me to suck you dry while he wrecks my pussy?” she moaned, her hips jerking back against the giant cock inside her.

He didn’t even answer. He just unzipped, letting out a fat, glistening cock that bobbed heavy with anticipation. Ashley opened her mouth wide, drool spilling down her chin as she welcomed him in, taking him deep in one desperate gulp.

The two men fucked her in a savage rhythm, using her like a public toy. Her eyes rolled back, spit flying, cum leaking down her legs, her entire body a trembling, twitching offering to their lust.

One by one, more men stepped forward. A thick-shouldered linebacker shoved his dick into her open hand, and she jerked him clumsily, smearing pre-cum across her fingers before stuffing it into her mouth between gags and slobber.

Another man, dark-skinned and glistening with sweat, crouched behind her, slapping her ass so hard that red handprints bloomed instantly.

“Shit, she like a vending machine for dick,” he laughed, ramming two thick fingers into her asshole and twisting.

Ashley screamed around the cock in her mouth, her body convulsing, a torrent of squirt gushing from her cunt and splashing across the concrete floor.

The crowd roared like she’d scored a touchdown.

The man fucking her pussy finally threw his head back and roared, shoving himself in balls-deep and holding her in place as his cock pulsed, flooding her womb with another thick, potent load.

He pulled out with a wet pop, and cum gushed from her stretched pussy like a waterfall, splattering her legs and dripping onto her trembling fingers.

She collapsed forward, but before she could even catch her breath, two more men stepped in. One flipped her over onto her back, lifting her legs into the air and folding her like a doll. Another dropped to his knees at her head, straddling her face, his massive nuts resting on her forehead.

“Say ‘ahhh,’ bitch,” he ordered, slapping her cheeks with his heavy, veiny shaft.

Ashley obeyed, her mouth opening wide, tongue lolling out.

“Good little cum bucket,” he grunted, sliding inside her mouth while the other man lined up with her battered pussy.

The second man’s cock was fat and short, with a wide, mushroom-shaped head. When he pushed in, Ashley let out a muffled shriek, her body arching up.

He started pounding her at a frenzied pace, his balls slapping her ass so loud it echoed like a drumbeat.

Above her, the man face-fucking her was moaning, fingers tangled in her hair, hips pumping wildly.

“Swallow every drop,” he growled, pushing deeper and deeper until his cock forced its way down her throat, her eyes bulging.

The crowd had grown. Some people jeered, some cheered, some filmed. I saw one man jacking off openly, his eyes locked on Ashley’s cum-drenched face.

She was a spectacle. A living, breathing porn show. A shared stadium toy.

The man in her mouth came first, screaming her name like a war cry. He slammed all the way in, his cockhead bulging her throat as he unloaded. Thick spurts of cum overflowed from her lips, dribbling down her neck and onto her tits.

Ashley tried to swallow, her throat convulsing desperately, but it was too much. Cum spilled from her nose, her gags echoing over the concrete floor.

As he stepped back, she gasped for air, coughing and spluttering, but before she could recover, the man fucking her pussy slammed in one final time and roared, filling her up with another hot, potent load.

When he pulled out, her pussy was a gaping, quivering mess, drooling cum like a broken faucet.

Another man appeared—older, bald, with a gold chain and a cruel smirk. His cock was thick and deeply veined, almost purple with arousal.

He didn’t waste time. He grabbed her by the throat, forced her to her knees, and shoved his cock straight into her mouth.

Ashley moaned in delirious delight, her eyes unfocused, cum smeared across her cheeks and forehead.

He face-fucked her brutally, pushing so deep her nose flattened against his sweaty stomach. Her gags sounded like music to him, each retch making his cock throb harder.

He pulled her head back suddenly and spat on her tongue, then shoved himself back in, grinding his hips against her face.

“You like being our stadium whore, huh?” he growled, smacking her face between thrusts.

Ashley nodded as best she could, her eyes rolling up, her hands gripping his thighs desperately.

Behind her, another man knelt and spread her ass cheeks wide. Without warning, he spit into her gaping pussy, then shoved his cock up her asshole in one savage thrust.

Ashley’s scream was muffled around the cock in her mouth as her whole body seized.

The two men moved in perfect rhythm—one plundering her throat, the other her ass—making her into a living, breathing toy.

Her body jerked and convulsed, her pussy squirting helplessly as the men roared and howled, each thrust more brutal than the last.

Finally, they came almost simultaneously.

The man in her mouth forced her head all the way down, her face mashed against his groin as he emptied into her throat, his balls twitching against her chin.

The man in her ass shoved in balls-deep and held her tight, groaning as he filled her bowels with his seed.

When they pulled out, Ashley collapsed to the floor, cum leaking from every hole, her chest heaving.

The crowd exploded in cheers, some tossing cash at her feet, others whistling and chanting.

Ashley looked up at me, her eyes sparkling with feverish joy despite her ruined state.

“More…” she rasped, her voice barely audible but dripping with hunger. “More black cock… please… don’t let it stop…”

I felt my legs give out, collapsing to my knees as I watched men line up, cocks in hand, ready for their turn.

My beautiful wife—now the stadium’s cum-drenched mascot—spread her legs wider, a drunken, delirious grin splitting her face.

And as they stepped forward, one by one, I realized this wasn’t the end.

It was only the beginning.


STORY 3




It’s not entirely Bob’s fault that I became the woman I am today. But if I’m being honest, he’s the one who cracked me open and let all my secret desires spill out.

When we first got married, I was the definition of shy. I wouldn’t even let Bob see me naked. We only ever made love in the pitch dark, under the covers, our bodies barely touching beyond what was absolutely necessary. You might find it funny, but I was mortified by my own body—especially my huge, heavy tits. Since I was eighteen, they’d attracted hungry stares from men, and every glance felt like a silent violation. I wore loose sweaters, avoided locker rooms, never let anyone, even myself, truly see me.

But everything changed on one blistering afternoon.

That day, I decided to indulge in a long, luxurious bath. I added lavender oil to the scalding water, feeling it wrap around me like a hot, invisible lover. I brought along a new romance novel—one of those scandalous ones where the heroine gets bent over a balcony and ravished by a ruthless alpha.

I didn’t plan to touch myself. But the story seeped into my veins like forbidden wine. I found my fingers sliding down my belly, teasing the soft flesh above my mound. A trembling sigh escaped me as I parted my folds, finding my clit already hard and hungry. I rolled it between my fingers, my breath turning into shallow gasps. I imagined strong hands forcing my thighs open wider, a demanding tongue pushing into me. My free hand tugged at my nipple, twisting it until a cry ripped from my throat.

I was so lost in that world that I never heard the door open.

“Having fun, sweetheart?”

Bob’s deep voice snapped me back to reality. I froze, water sloshing against the sides of the tub. My face turned red hot, my fingers still buried between my slick lips.

“B-Bob! I… I…”

He didn’t look away. His eyes devoured every inch of me, lingering on my trembling breasts, my open legs, my fingers glistening with my own arousal. Slowly, deliberately, he unzipped his jeans and let his cock spring free. I had never really looked at it before—not like this, not head-on, thick and veined and throbbing with need.

“Don’t stop, baby,” he growled. His hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking slowly at first, then harder, matching the rhythm of my shocked breathing. “I want to see you. All of you.”

My heart thundered in my ears. The embarrassment threatened to swallow me whole, but underneath it, something else pulsed—hotter, deeper. A primal ache.

“Please,” he urged, his voice rough with hunger. “Keep going. Show me how you make yourself come.”

I don’t know what possessed me. Maybe it was the shock, or maybe it was the sudden realization that Bob wasn’t disgusted. He was mesmerized. Craving me.

I slid my fingers deeper, curling them inside myself. I moaned so loudly it echoed against the tiled walls. I spread my legs wider, water spilling over the edge of the tub as I thrust my hips up.

Bob let out a strangled groan, pumping his cock faster. His eyes were fixed on my pussy, watching each slick movement.

“Oh, fuck, Noelle,” he panted. “You’re so fucking beautiful. God, look at you—you’re a dirty little angel.”

That word—dirty—unlocked something deep inside me. I lifted my legs up, hooking them on the edges of the tub. I spread myself completely open to him, no shame left. My fingers worked furiously now, slapping wet noises echoing around us.

“Yes,” I moaned, my head falling back. “Yes, watch me. Watch me be your filthy little wife.”

His strokes turned into frantic jerks, his eyes wild.

“Cover me,” I gasped, my voice shaking. “I want it on me. All over my tits, my face, everywhere.”

Bob’s face contorted, his whole body trembling.

“Fuck, baby, I’m gonna… Oh god—yes, take it!”

Thick ropes of cum shot from his cock, splattering across my chest, my neck, my lips. I stuck my tongue out, catching a heavy glob and swirling it around my mouth before swallowing, moaning as I tasted him.

Bob stumbled forward, panting. “Holy fuck… you… you’re incredible. I want my friends to see this. To see how beautiful and filthy you really are.”

I shivered. The thought should have horrified me. Instead, my pussy clenched so hard around my fingers I almost came again on the spot.

“Would you like that, baby?” he asked, his voice low and dangerous. “Would you like them to watch you? To touch you?”

I bit my lip, pretending to think, but my answer was already throbbing through my body. “Sure,” I said, my voice coy, playful. “Why not?”

I thought he’d laugh it off. Tease me. But I had no idea Bob would take me so seriously.

That Saturday, after gardening in the sticky afternoon heat, I was drenched in sweat. I stripped off in the bathroom, showering quickly to rinse the dirt away. My skin was flushed and glowing, my hair wet and dripping down my back. I barely bothered with a towel. I felt wild, reckless—still high from that memory of Bob’s cum on my tongue.

I sauntered into the kitchen naked, running the towel lazily over my hair.

A chorus of gasps exploded around me.

My head snapped up, my heart slamming into my ribs. Bob stood there, beaming proudly, flanked by five of his buddies—all young, sweaty, muscled, their eyes bulging.

I tried to cover myself with the towel, but it was pathetic, barely covering a single nipple. My pussy was shaved bare at Bob’s suggestion, pink and glistening even after the shower.

“Holy shit!” one of them breathed.

Bob’s eyes sparkled. “Didn’t I tell you guys? Look at her. My shy little wife is gone. She’s a goddess now.”

I felt the heat of their gazes pouring over me, lapping at my curves, my breasts, my tight belly, my dripping slit. And instead of shame, an electric thrill zinged up my spine.

“Looks like you boys are overheated,” I teased, tossing my hair back. My voice sounded strange— husky, confident, like it belonged to another woman.

“Fuck yeah, we are,” one of them groaned.

I shifted my hips, making my tits sway, enjoying the collective intake of breath. “You want a closer look?” I asked, running a hand slowly down my torso, stopping to pinch my nipple.

Bob stepped forward, eyes smoldering. “Show them, baby. Show them how filthy you can be.”

I hesitated for a moment. Then I dropped the towel completely, spreading my arms, offering them everything. Their groans surrounded me, thick and hungry.

“Goddamn, she’s perfect,” Dan muttered, licking his lips.

“Eat her,” Bob ordered, his voice rough. “You heard me. Go ahead, Dan. Eat my wife.”

Dan looked stunned, then exhilarated. He dropped to his knees, crawling forward like a starving wolf. I felt my knees buckle as his hot breath washed over my thighs.

“Wait,” I purred, arching an eyebrow. “On one condition.”

“What’s that?” Bob asked, his voice low.

I turned to them, legs slightly apart, showing my swollen lips. “If someone makes me come with their mouth, someone else has to fuck me immediately after. I don’t want to be left trembling and empty.”

The men erupted in shouts and laughs, their cocks bulging in their shorts.

Dan didn’t wait for another word. He pushed his face into my pussy, his tongue spearing between my folds, lapping and sucking with wild abandon. I threw my head back and screamed, tangling my fingers in his hair, grinding against his mouth shamelessly.

“Fuck yes, Dan, oh God—yes, eat me, devour me,” I sobbed.

Hands started roaming over my body—greedy, strong, possessive. One found my breast, squeezing it until my nipple ached. Another hand slid down my back, cupping my ass and smacking it lightly.

Then I felt it—a hot, thick tip pressing against my lips. I turned my head and saw Kenny’s massive, dark cock inches from my mouth, glistening with pre-cum. Without hesitation, I opened wide and swallowed him deep, gagging and moaning, tears springing to my eyes as he hit the back of my throat.

“Oh, shit, she’s taking it all,” Kenny groaned, his hands fisting in my hair.

Another cock pressed to my cheek—Jimmy’s. Uncut, heavy, throbbing. I turned my head, drool spilling down my chin, and welcomed him too, alternating between them as Dan worked me into a frenzy.

My body was on fire. My clit pulsed violently against Dan’s tongue, my throat burned with every brutal thrust. The taste of pre-cum and the scent of sweat filled my head.

Suddenly, Kenny roared. His cock swelled in my mouth, then erupted, hot jets of cum flooding down my throat. I gulped it greedily, crying out around him as I finally came, my pussy flooding Dan’s face.

Jimmy followed seconds later, painting my cheek and lips with thick, creamy ropes. I turned, licking it up, tasting every salty drop.

Bob appeared with his camera, capturing everything—my blissed-out face, the dripping cum, the men’s wild expressions.

“Bedroom,” Bob growled, eyes dark with savage lust. “Now.”

I stumbled down the hall, my legs weak and trembling, the men following like predators. I threw myself onto the bed, legs wide, my fingers pulling my pussy lips apart.

“Dan, you first,” I panted.

He didn’t hesitate. He climbed on top of me, his cock sliding inside with a slick, obscene sound. I screamed, clawing at his back, my hips bucking wildly.

Another cock brushed my lips—Nick’s. I opened for him, sucking desperately as Dan fucked me hard. Nick’s cock pulsed on my tongue, then exploded, his cum spilling down my throat and across my face.

Dan’s thrusts turned erratic, then he groaned and emptied inside me, his heat flooding my core.

As soon as he pulled out, Bill took his place, slamming into me with a new urgency. His young body slammed against mine, the wet slaps echoing in the room.

I didn’t stop. I reached for another cock, tasting one, then another, letting them paint my chest, my hair, my open mouth. Cum dripped down my chin, onto my tits, mixing with sweat.

“Look at me, Bob,” I moaned, my eyes finding the camera. “Look at your slutty wife. Watch me get ruined.”

He moved closer, jerking his cock furiously. “Fuck yes, baby. You’re perfect. You’re mine.”

When he finally came, he sprayed my face and open mouth, and I swallowed every last drop, moaning with delirious joy.

Bill roared, emptying inside me, and Kenny stepped up next.

“Time for this black dick, baby,” he teased, shoving into me with one brutal thrust. I shrieked, the stretch almost painful, but I reveled in it, rolling my hips to take more.

The room turned into a blur of heat, cum, and screams. I lost track of who was inside me, whose cum I was tasting, whose hands gripped my hair.

But I knew one thing with crystal clarity—I was finally free. Free from shame, free from modesty, free to be the filthy, wanton creature I’d always hidden.

Hours later, covered in sweat and seed, I lay sprawled on the bed, twitching with aftershocks. Bob’s camera was still rolling, capturing my ruined, blissful face.

When he finally turned it off, he kissed my forehead, his eyes dark and tender.

“We’ll make another video soon,” he promised, his fingers tracing my lips.

I grinned, tasting the last drops of cum still lingering there.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Let’s make it even filthier.”

***

I didn’t think it was possible to feel more raw, more debased, more alive than I did that first afternoon. But Bob had other ideas—dark, thrilling ideas that left my body shivering in anticipation for days.

After that marathon of sweat, cum, and wild abandon, Bob and I watched the video over and over again. Every time, he’d stroke himself while I replayed the moans and screams in my head, my fingers finding my still-sore pussy, dripping at the memory of being filled over and over.

But Bob wanted more.

A few nights later, while we lay in bed, still sticky from another round of messy, cum-drenched sex, Bob turned to me. His voice was low, dangerous, vibrating with hunger.

“Baby, what if we really push it? What if we brought in someone... special?”

My pulse spiked. “Special? Like who?”

Bob grinned, eyes gleaming. “There’s this guy at the gym. They call him Mandingo. You know why?”

I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. I’d heard rumors. Everyone had. Mandingo was a legend. Black as midnight, muscles like a marble statue, and a cock so big they said it swung down past his knees. A twelve-inch monster that turned women into quivering wrecks.

I felt my pussy contract at the thought. “You’re serious?”

“Oh yeah,” Bob said, stroking my hair back. “Twelve inches, baby. Thick. He said he’s always wanted to split a married white wife. He wants to stretch you wide open while I watch. You want that, don’t you?”

My breath shuddered. The idea terrified me. It humiliated me. But it also ignited a deep, primal flame I hadn’t even known existed. I could barely nod.

Bob leaned in, his lips brushing mine. “You’re my perfect slut. You’ll do it for me, won’t you? You’ll let him ruin you, and I’ll film every second.”

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice trembling but firm. “Yes. I want it.”

***

The day arrived sooner than I expected.

I spent the afternoon preparing: shaving every inch of my skin, oiling my breasts until they gleamed, brushing my hair until it was a glossy waterfall down my back. My nerves danced under my skin, anticipation buzzing through me like an electric current.

When Mandingo arrived, the room went silent.

He ducked under the doorframe, his presence swallowing the entire space. His skin was deep, smooth onyx, every muscle rippling as he moved. But my eyes locked onto the thick bulge swinging between his thighs—even through his shorts, it looked impossibly huge, a heavy, dangerous promise.

“Goddamn,” Bob whispered, almost reverent. “Look at that fucking thing.”

Mandingo’s gaze slid over me, slow and assessing, as if he was already undressing my soul.

“So this is your little wife,” he rumbled, his voice deep and velvety, rolling over my skin like thunder.

I felt small, powerless—and impossibly turned on.

“Yes,” Bob said proudly. “She’s ready for you. Aren’t you, baby?”

I swallowed hard, my nipples tightening painfully. “Y-yes… I’m ready.”

Mandingo stepped closer, towering over me. He reached down, his massive hand curling around my chin, lifting my face to his.

“Look at you trembling,” he purred, leaning in until his breath tickled my lips. “Such a pretty little thing. You ever had a real cock before? A real man’s cock?”

My thighs quivered. I shook my head, unable to speak.

He smirked, glancing at Bob. “You gonna film this?”

Bob nodded furiously, already fumbling with the camera, his other hand jerking his cock as if he couldn’t stop.

Mandingo released my chin and took a step back. Then, with one smooth motion, he peeled down his shorts.

The room went still.

His cock sprang free, heavy and thick, hanging almost to his knees. The head alone looked as big as an apple, swollen and glossy with a single bead of precum trembling at the tip.

My jaw dropped. My pussy clenched so hard it hurt.

“Holy… fuck…” Bob moaned, nearly dropping the camera. “Look at that. Goddamn, baby, you’re gonna take that, aren’t you? You’re gonna let him wreck your pretty little pussy.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My fingers drifted down, finding my clit, already swollen and aching.

“Yes,” I croaked. “I want it. Please… I want it.”

Mandingo stepped forward again, towering over me as I fell to my knees without thinking, like worshipping a god. I reached out, hands trembling, and wrapped them around his shaft. My fingers barely touched each other, even using both hands.

“Go on,” he rumbled. “Kiss it.”

I pressed my lips to the thick, dark head, tasting his salty precum. I licked it slowly, my tongue flicking over the slit, and he let out a low, approving growl.

“Look at her,” Bob gasped, filming every angle. “Fuck… she’s so small next to that monster.”

I opened my mouth wider, pushing forward, but only got a few inches in before gagging. Tears spilled down my cheeks. Mandingo laughed low, one big hand fisting my hair, holding me still as he rocked his hips forward, forcing another inch past my lips.

“You’re gonna learn tonight,” he snarled, thrusting shallowly, his cock battering my throat. “Gonna learn how a real man fucks a mouth.”

I gagged and drooled, snot mixing with tears and saliva dripping down my chin onto my tits. I felt utterly degraded—and I loved it.

Bob moved closer, camera zooming in on my ruined face. “Oh, fuck, baby. You look so fucking beautiful like this.”

When Mandingo finally pulled out, I gasped for air, strings of spit connecting my lips to his cock.

“Stand up,” he ordered, his voice a dark command. “Turn around.”

I scrambled to my feet, dizzy, obeying instantly. I bent over the bed, arching my back, my soaked pussy glistening and open.

Mandingo lined up behind me, running the thick head along my slit, smearing his precum over my folds.

“Beg me,” he growled, smacking my ass so hard I shrieked.

“Please!” I sobbed. “Please fuck me! Please ruin me! Stretch me open! I want it, I need it!”

Bob was practically whimpering now, his cock a blur in his fist. “God yes, Mandingo, do it! Split my wife open!”

With a low roar, Mandingo pushed forward, forcing the enormous head inside. My pussy burned, stretching wider than I ever imagined possible. I screamed, gripping the sheets, my body trembling violently.

“Oh my god… oh my fucking god!” I wailed, my voice breaking as he fed more of that monstrous shaft into me, inch by relentless inch.

“You feel that?” Mandingo snarled, his fingers digging into my hips. “That’s a real cock. That’s what you’ve been missing.”

Tears poured down my face, but they weren’t from pain alone—they were from a delirious, helpless pleasure that wracked me from head to toe.

I felt so small, so helpless, so utterly his.

He began to thrust, slow at first, letting me feel every ridge and vein. Each stroke knocked the air from my lungs, and my pussy spasmed around him, struggling to accommodate the impossible size.

Bob moved in closer, capturing my twisted, pleasure-drunk face, the way my belly bulged slightly with each thrust.

“You’re taking it… you’re fucking taking all of it,” Bob moaned. “My beautiful, filthy wife. God, you’re perfect.”

Mandingo picked up the pace, slamming into me harder, the slaps echoing through the room. I screamed with each punishing thrust, my voice raw, my mind shattering into white-hot fragments.

“Fuck, she’s gripping me so tight,” Mandingo groaned. “Little white pussy loves this big black cock, doesn’t it?”

“Yes!” I howled, my voice barely human. “I love it! I love your huge black cock! Use me! Break me!”

Mandingo leaned forward, one hand snaking around to slap my clit, the other tangled in my hair, pulling my head back.

“You’re mine now,” he growled into my ear. “Say it.”

“I’m yours!” I shrieked. “I’m yours! Use me however you want! Please!”

My orgasm detonated then, violent and unstoppable. My pussy clamped down on his cock so hard I thought I might faint. I screamed so loudly my ears rang, my whole body convulsing in wave after endless wave.

Mandingo roared, slamming in deep one last time. I felt the gush of his cum—so hot, so much, flooding my womb, spilling back out around his shaft.

Bob’s camera trembled as he climaxed too, shooting across my back and ass, adding to the obscene mess.

Mandingo pulled out slowly, and I collapsed forward, shaking uncontrollably. Cum gushed from my gaping, red pussy, dripping down my thighs onto the sheets.

Bob dropped beside me, gathering me into his arms, kissing my forehead, my cum-smeared lips.

“You’re incredible,” he whispered, voice hoarse. “My perfect, beautiful, filthy slut.”

I smiled weakly, my entire body buzzing and ruined in the best way possible.

Mandingo loomed over us, smirking. “You ever want another lesson, you know how to find me.”

As he left, Bob and I just lay there in the wreckage of our bed, watching the cum slide down my belly, feeling the warmth of each other’s bodies.

I knew then that there was no going back. I was free — truly, finally free. And I couldn’t wait to see what Bob would dream up next.
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