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The Demo Drop



The Uber pulled away from the curb, leaving Kira standing on the downtown sidewalk. The cool evening air brushed against her bare legs beneath her slim black skirt. At 29, she still carried the disciplined lines of her daily yoga practice. She stood 5 feet 7 inches of toned muscle, with firm C-cup breasts, a round bubble butt, long dark-blonde hair, and striking grey eyes. She had started as a loyal but sexually bored graphic designer, yet something in her had already begun to spiral.

Just drop off the files, she told herself. Professional handoff. In and out. Finn was working late again, another late-night coding sprint, so she had volunteered to deliver the final album artwork proofs herself. Graphic design had been her steady gig for years, but this project for Rico’s rising label felt different. Bigger. Riskier.

The heavy metal door buzzed open after she pressed the intercom. Inside, the air was thick with the scent of weed, fresh vinyl, and something sharper, pure masculine energy. Low red lighting bathed the reception area. A deep voice rolled out from the mixing room like thunder wrapped in silk.

“Yo, that the artwork queen? Come on back, ma. Door’s open.”

Her stomach tightened. She followed the voice down the short hallway, heels clicking on polished concrete. Rico lounged in a massive leather chair behind the console. He was 6 feet 4 inches of hood-built muscle poured into a black tank top that strained across his tattooed chest and shoulders. Gold chains gleamed against dark skin, diamond studs flashing in his ears. He was exactly as the label photos promised: charismatic, loud, and radiating the kind of raw confidence that made the air feel thinner.

He spun the chair toward her, flashing a wide, predatory grin. “Kira, right? Finn’s wife. Damn, they didn’t say you looked like this when they sent the contract.”

Heat flushed her cheeks. She forced a polite smile, keeping her voice steady. “Just the final proofs. High-res PDFs and print-ready versions on the drive.” She pulled the USB from her bag and held it out.

Rico did not take it right away. Instead he rose, slow and deliberate, towering over her. His presence filled the room. Up close she could see the heavy swing of the thick gold chain against his collarbones and the way his arms flexed with casual power. He took the drive, but his fingers brushed hers deliberately, lingering.

“Appreciate you bringing it personal, shorty. Most designers just email and ghost.” His voice dropped, laced with that thick street drawl. “Sit. Let me pull these up. Want your opinion on the cover layout, anyway.”

She hesitated only a second before sinking into the couch opposite the console. The leather was warm. She crossed her legs, skirt riding up her toned thighs just a fraction. Rico dropped into his chair again, legs spread wide, and plugged in the drive. The monitors glowed to life.

While the files loaded, he leaned back, eyes roaming over her openly. “You do good work. Clean lines. But this one needs more heat. More ass. Know what I’m saying? Album’s called Raw. Gotta feel it in your pussy when you look at it.”

Her breath caught. The word landed like a slap, filthy and casual. She laughed nervously, but her grey eyes flicked to his face. “I can adjust the contrast. Make the reds pop more.”

Rico chuckled, low and rich. “Yeah, you can adjust a lot of things, I bet.” He spun the chair again, facing her fully. “Finn cool with you out here alone this late? Nice husband, from what I hear. Supportive type.”

“He’s working,” she said. Her pulse hammered in her throat. Something about the way Rico said supportive felt loaded, like he already knew more than he should. She uncrossed her legs, then crossed them the other way, hyper-aware of the heat building between her thighs.

He noticed. Of course, he noticed.

“Relax, ma. Studio’s a safe space… mostly.” Rico stood again and walked over, stopping right in front of her. The massive bulge in his grey sweats was impossible to ignore, thick, heavy, hanging low like it had its own gravity. Easily twice the size of anything Finn had ever offered. Her mouth went dry. She forced her gaze up to his face.

“You ever been in a real booth before?” he asked, voice dropping. “Not the tourist shit. Real one. Soundproof. Where the real magic happens.”

She shook her head, heart racing.

“C’mon then. Quick tour. I’ll show you how we lay down the vocals that make bitches cream their panties on first listen.”

Before she could protest, his big hand closed around hers, warm, rough, commanding, and pulled her up. She followed, thighs pressing together as they walked deeper into the studio. The mixing room gave way to a smaller, darker vocal booth. Red lights. Thick glass. A leather couch against one wall. Microphones hanging like promises.

Rico shut the heavy door behind them. The lock clicked.

The sudden silence was deafening.

“Soundproof,” he said, stepping closer until her back touched the cool wall. His body heat rolled over her. “Nobody hears shit once this door closes. Not even your man calling your phone.” He smirked, gold teeth glinting. “You feeling that energy, Kira? That pull?”

Her nipples tightened against her bra. A slick pulse throbbed between her legs. She should leave. She should thank him and go. Instead she heard herself whisper, “Yeah… I feel it.”

Rico’s laugh was pure sin. “Good girl. First night’s always the demo drop. We’ll see how much you can take before you start begging for the full track.”

He did not touch her, not yet. But the promise hung thick in the air, thick as the scent of his cologne and raw masculinity. Her body already knew what her mind was still fighting: this man was dangerous.

And she wanted more.


After-Hours Offer



The vocal booth still felt charged with heavy tension as Kira stood with her back against the cool wall. Rico towered over her, that massive presence filling the soundproof space. His gold chains caught the red light, and the thick outline in his grey sweats pressed forward as he closed the last inch of distance. He still had not kissed her, but his body heat wrapped around her like a promise.

Finn was working late again. She knew he would not call for at least another hour. That knowledge sent a guilty thrill through her core.

“Finn working late, huh?” Rico murmured, voice low and rough. His big hand came up and rested on the wall beside her head, caging her without touching. “Good. Means I got time to give you the real tour, shorty. Mixing room next. Where the real producers lay down tracks… and lay down wives.”

Her stomach tightened. Her grey eyes flicked up to his face, then involuntarily dropped again to the heavy bulge swinging against the soft fabric of his sweats. It looked obscene, wrist-thick even soft, the head of it outlined clearly. Nothing like Finn’s modest five inches. The contrast made her pussy clench.

Rico noticed. He grinned, slow and filthy. “Yeah, you see it. That’s what good girls stare at when they think nobody watching. Come on.”

He took her hand again, fingers engulfing hers, and led her back out of the booth into the main mixing room. The door shut behind them with a heavy click. Finn’s late night meant she had no excuse to run. Not that her body wanted one.

Rico dropped into his big leather chair and patted the armrest beside him. “Sit right here, ma. Let me show you how we tweak the levels.” When she hesitated, he reached out, bold and unashamed, and pulled her down onto the wide arm of the chair. Her ass settled against his forearm. Heat radiated from his muscular thigh pressed against her leg.

Her skirt had ridden higher. She could feel the damp spot forming in her panties. Rico spun them both toward the glowing monitors and opened one of the tracks. Deep bass thumped through the studio monitors as he leaned in close, breath hot against her ear.

“Listen to that kick,” he said, voice dripping with ghetto charisma. “Boom. Hits you right in the pussy, don’t it? That’s how my beats make bitches wet before the hook even drops.” His free hand landed casually on her knee, then slid slowly up her toned thigh, stopping just under the hem of her skirt. “You ever get this wet from your man’s music, Kira?”

She shook her head, too breathless to lie. His fingers traced small circles on her smooth skin, inching higher. Every pass sent sparks straight to her clit.

“Thought so,” Rico chuckled. “Finn probably got that little white-boy dick that taps out after two minutes. This studio? This where real men work. Twelve inches of thick hood BBC that stays hard for hours.” He squeezed her thigh possessively. “You feel how heavy that shit is just resting against your leg right now?”

Her breath hitched. She could feel it, the massive, semi-hard length of him pressed against the side of her ass through his sweats. It throbbed once, growing thicker. Her nipples ached against her bra. She shifted slightly, and the movement rubbed her against that monstrous bulge.

Rico groaned low. “Damn, shorty. You already grinding. That married pussy hungry already?” His hand slid fully under her skirt now, palm cupping the soaked front of her panties. He rubbed firmly, two thick fingers pressing the fabric between her lips. “Fuck. You dripping like a faucet. This pussy know who it belongs to now.”

She whimpered, hips rolling against his hand before she could stop herself. The filthy street talk, the raw ownership in his voice, the sheer size contrast; it all crashed over her. She thought of Finn at his desk, oblivious, while this tattooed bull rubbed her married cunt in his studio.

“Please…” she whispered, not even sure what she was begging for.

Rico laughed, deep and victorious. He pushed her panties aside and dragged two thick fingers through her slick folds, then circled her swollen clit with surprising precision. “Please what, ma? Please stretch this tight little white pussy? Please flood it with real nigga cum?” He slipped one finger inside her, then two, pumping slowly. “You gonna let me ruin you tonight, Kira? Or you still pretending you just here to drop off files?”

Her head fell back against his shoulder. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly. Rico kept working her with those thick fingers, curling them just right while his thumb tormented her clit. The wet sounds filled the mixing room.

“Tell me,” he growled against her ear, gold teeth flashing. “Tell me this pussy mine now.”

She moaned, thighs trembling. “It… it feels so good… Rico…”

He pumped faster, filthy squelching noises echoing. “That’s right. Finn never made you squirt like this, did he? Keep grinding on my hand, baby. Show me how bad you need this BBC.”

She was close already, body betraying every loyal thought. Rico’s free hand reached up and squeezed one firm breast through her shirt, pinching the nipple hard. The mix of pleasure and light pain sent her spiraling.

Just as the first waves started to crash over her, Rico pulled his fingers free and brought them to her lips.

“Taste how wet you got for me,” he ordered.

She sucked them clean, moaning around his thick digits, eyes glazed with lust. The flavor of her own arousal mixed with the taste of submission.

Rico smirked, wiping the rest on her lower lip. “Good girl. But we ain’t done. Not even close. Finn still working late… and I got all night to break this track in.”


Breaking the Track



The vocal booth door had barely locked behind them when Rico turned with hungry intent. The red lights cast long shadows across the soundproof space, turning the small room into a private den of sin. Kira’s body still hummed from the intense fingering in the mixing room, her soaked panties clinging to her swollen folds.

Rico shoved his sweats down without ceremony. His monstrous BBC sprang free, slapping heavily against his abs. Twelve inches of wrist-thick black cock, veined and heavy, with a fat purple head already leaking pre-cum. His balls hung low and full, swinging like ripe fruit. The size contrast was shocking. Nothing in Kira’s married life with Finn had prepared her for anything like this.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, unable to look away.

Rico smirked and stroked the massive shaft slowly, making it throb in his fist. “Yeah, look at it. This what real dick looks like, Kira. Not that little white-boy stub your husband brings home. This BBC gonna stretch that tight pussy wide open and ruin it for anybody else.” He stepped closer, the heavy cock brushing against her stomach through her shirt. “Take your clothes off. All of them. Studio muse needs to be naked for her first session.”

Her hands trembled but obeyed. She peeled off her graphic tee, then her bra, freeing her full breasts, nipples already hard and aching. Skirt and panties followed, leaving her completely exposed in the red light. Rico drank her in, eyes moving slowly down her toned body, the curve of her ass, and the glistening wetness already dripping down her inner thighs.

“Damn, shorty. That pussy fat and pretty. Finn don’t deserve this.” He grabbed her by the hips and lifted her effortlessly onto the leather couch, spreading her legs wide. “You ready to get bred, Kira? Ready for this hood dick to claim what’s mine?”

She nodded, breathless. “Yes… please.”

Rico positioned the fat head of his cock at her entrance and rubbed it up and down her slick folds, coating himself in her juices. “Beg better than that. Tell me whose pussy this is now.”

“It’s yours,” she moaned. “My pussy is yours, Rico.”

He pushed forward. The massive head popped inside her, stretching her entrance wider than she had ever felt. She gasped sharply, back arching. Inch after thick inch sank into her, forcing her walls to yield. The burn mixed with overwhelming pleasure as he filled her completely, bottoming out with several inches still left outside.

“Fuck, so tight,” Rico groaned, eyes rolling back for a moment. “This married cunt gripping me like a vice. Finn’s little dick never reached this deep, did it?” He pulled back slowly, then drove in again, harder. “Take it all, ma. This BBC owning you tonight.”

She cried out, nails digging into his tattooed shoulders. Every thrust stretched her further, the obscene bulge visible low in her belly. She had never felt so full. Pleasure crashed through her in waves as Rico picked up speed, his heavy balls slapping against her ass with wet smacks. The soundproof booth echoed with her moans and his filthy talk.

“Listen to that wet pussy talking,” he growled, pounding deeper. “Squishing all over my big black cock. You a BBC slut now, Kira. Say it.”

“I’m… I’m a BBC slut,” she panted, legs wrapping around his waist. Her firm breasts bounced with every powerful thrust. Rico leaned down and sucked hard on one nipple, then the other, while his hips kept slamming forward.

He fucked her relentlessly, changing angles until he found the spot that made her see stars. Her body tensed, orgasm building fast and violent. “I’m gonna… oh fuck, I’m gonna cum!”

Rico grinned against her neck. “That’s right. Cum on this dick, white girl. Show me how much you love getting stretched.” He reached between them and rubbed her clit with his thumb, fast and firm.

The orgasm ripped through her. She screamed, pussy clamping down hard around his massive cock as she squirted for the first time in her life. Clear fluid sprayed around his shaft, soaking his balls and the leather couch beneath them. Her whole body shook with overstimulation, but Rico did not slow down.

He kept pounding through her climax, drawing it out until she was whimpering and twitching. “Good girl. First squirt on BBC. There’s more where that came from.” He flipped her over onto her hands and knees, ass up, and slammed back inside in one brutal stroke. The new angle let him go even deeper, battering her cervix with every thrust.

“Gonna fill this pussy up,” he grunted, gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. “Breed you like a proper studio whore. You want my load, Kira? Want this black cum pumping straight into your womb?”

“Yes! Breed me, Rico! Please cum inside me!” The words spilled out of her without shame. The risk, the wrongness, only made her wetter.

Rico roared and buried himself to the hilt. His thick cock pulsed violently as the first heavy rope of cum flooded her. Hot, thick spurts kept coming, pulse after pulse, until it overflowed and ran down her thighs in creamy white rivers. He stayed buried deep, grinding against her ass while he emptied his heavy balls.

When he finally pulled out, a gush of his cum poured from her wrecked pussy. She shakily gathered her discarded clothes from the floor, pulled her graphic tee and slim black skirt back on without bothering with the bra or panties, and stuffed the soaked scrap of lace into her bag.

Rico slapped her ass lightly. “Look at that creampie. That’s just the first one, ma. Night still young, and this pussy mine now. We got hours before Finn even thinks about calling.”

She moaned softly, already feeling fresh heat building despite the exhaustion. She had crossed the line completely. And she could not wait for more.


Guilty Replay



The car pulled into the driveway well after midnight, thighs sticky and trembling. Thick globs of Rico’s cum continued to ooze from her wrecked pussy with every small movement, soaking through her ruined panties and leaving a wet spot on the leather seat. She sat in the silent car for several long minutes, chest heaving, eyes staring blankly at the dark house. Finn was already home. The guilt hit her like a freight train, yet her clit throbbed harder at the thought of her husband sleeping just yards away from where she had been bred like a cheap studio whore.

She crept inside on shaky legs and locked herself in the master bathroom. The moment she dropped her skirt and panties, a heavy glob of Rico’s cum splattered onto the tile floor. White, creamy, and still warm. So much of it. She stared at the mess, breath coming in short gasps. This was real. She had let a tattooed hood bull pump her full of seed while her loving husband waited at home.

Shame burned through her, hot and nauseating. You disgusting slut. You’re married. But her pussy clenched greedily, pushing out another thick trickle down her toned thigh. The musky scent of Rico’s load filled the small room. Her fingers shook as she scooped some up and brought it to her lips. She tasted him. Salty, potent, masculine. A broken moan escaped her as she licked her fingers clean.

She turned on the shower and stepped under the scalding spray, but the water only heightened every sensation. Memories flooded her without mercy. Rico’s deep ghetto growl echoed in her skull. “This pussy mine now, ma. Finn’s little white-boy dick never reached this deep.” She could still feel the brutal stretch of his twelve-inch BBC splitting her open, the obscene bulge in her belly, the way her walls had fluttered and squirted around that monstrous black shaft.

Her hand shot between her legs. Three fingers plunged straight into her sloppy, cum-filled cunt. She fucked herself hard against the shower wall, legs spread wide, water cascading over her bare chest, nipples stiff and aching. “Fuck… Rico…” she whispered, replaying every thrust. The wet slapping of his heavy balls against her ass. The way he had pinned her down and bred her like livestock. “Gonna fill this pussy up. Breed you like a proper studio whore.”

Her fingers curled viciously, scooping out more of his seed and smearing it over her swollen clit. She rubbed frantically, shame twisting into raw, filthy lust. Tears mixed with shower water on her cheeks. I came so hard on his BBC. I squirted like a fountain while he laughed and called me his white slut. Another orgasm slammed into her without warning. Her knees buckled. She slid down the tile, thighs quivering violently as she finally made herself squirt again, the high he had just unlocked ripping through her. Fresh girl-cum mixed with Rico’s load and sprayed across the shower floor.

Even after the climax, her body refused to calm. She stayed on the floor, frantically fingering her overstretched hole, chasing the high again. The guilt only made it hotter. Finn was right down the hall, completely clueless that his wife’s pussy was still gaping and leaking another man’s superior cum.

She finally dried off and slipped into bed beside him. Finn stirred and pulled her close, his familiar, gentle arms wrapping around her. “Hey, babe. Files get dropped off okay?”

“Yeah,” she whispered, voice raw. “Everything went… fine.”

His hand drifted down her hip, innocently affectionate. When his fingertips brushed dangerously close to her dripping sex, she froze in panic. One touch and he would know. He would feel how loose and sloppy she was. But Finn only sighed sleepily and rolled over.

She lay awake for hours, heart pounding, pussy aching. Every time she closed her eyes she saw Rico’s gold-toothed smirk and felt his thick cock claiming her womb. Her nipples stayed painfully hard. Her clit throbbed insistently. By morning she was soaked again, grinding her mound against the mattress while Finn showered.

The second he left for work with a quick, loving kiss, she grabbed her phone. She played the secret voice memo she had recorded in the studio. Rico’s raw voice filled the bedroom: “Take that BBC, white girl. This married pussy belongs to me now. Gonna breed you deep.”

She spread her legs wide on the bed, shoved four fingers into her greedy cunt, and fucked herself senseless. The shame was crushing. The lust was stronger. She came twice more, screaming Rico’s name into the empty house, body convulsing as she imagined his next load flooding her.

She collapsed back, chest heaving, covered in sweat and cum. She was spiraling fast into something shameless and addictive. And deep down, she no longer wanted to fight it.


Second Verse



The guilt from the night before had only sharpened her hunger. Early afternoon found her driving back downtown, heart pounding and pussy already wet. She wore a short sundress with no panties, the fabric brushing teasingly against her bare ass and swollen lips with every step. Her hair fell loose around her shoulders, and her eyes burned with desperate need.

She texted Rico a single message: “Back at the studio. Need more.”

His reply came instantly: “Door open, ma. Get that married ass in here.”

The moment she stepped inside the mixing room, Rico was on her. He grabbed her by the waist and lifted her onto the console, spreading her legs wide. “Fuck, you came back quick,” he growled, that thick ghetto voice sending shivers down her spine. “Could not get enough of this BBC, huh? Little white wife already addicted.”

She nodded frantically, pulling her dress up to her hips. “I tried to fight it. I really did. But I kept leaking your cum all morning… and touching myself thinking about it.”

Rico laughed, deep and victorious. He shoved his sweats down, freeing the massive twelve-inch monster. It slapped heavily against her inner thigh, hot and thick. “Look at that size contrast, shorty. Finn’s little five-inch white dick could never do what this hood BBC does to you.” He rubbed the fat head up and down her dripping slit, coating himself. “This pussy already mine. Say it.”

“It’s yours,” she moaned. “My pussy belongs to your big black cock.”

He thrust in hard, burying half his length in one brutal stroke. She cried out, back arching as her walls stretched painfully wide around his girth. The burn was exquisite. Rico did not give her time to adjust. He gripped her hips and slammed the rest of his massive cock inside her, bottoming out against her cervix.

“Goddamn, still so fucking tight,” he groaned. “This married cunt gripping me like it starving.” He started pounding her right there on the console, heavy balls slapping loudly against her ass. The wet, filthy sounds filled the studio. “Take this dick, white girl. Take every thick inch like the BBC slut you are.”

Her breasts bounced inside her dress as he railed her. Pleasure exploded through her body with every deep thrust. She wrapped her legs around his muscular waist, pulling him deeper. “Harder, Rico… please… ruin me.”

He grinned, gold teeth flashing, and fucked her even rougher. His tattooed hands spread her cheeks as he drove into her. “That’s right. Finn never fucked you like this. Never made this pussy squirt. Never bred it proper.” He leaned down and bit her neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. “You gonna take multiple loads today, ma. Gonna leave here leaking so much black cum your husband might finally notice.”

The dirty talk pushed her over the edge. She came violently, pussy clamping down around his thick shaft as she squirted hard, clear fluid spraying across the console and soaking his abs. Her whole body shook with overstimulation, but Rico kept pounding through it, drawing the orgasm out until she was sobbing with pleasure.

He pulled out suddenly, spun her around, and bent her over the mixing board. Her round ass stuck up high as he slammed back inside from behind. The new angle let him hit even deeper, battering her cervix with every stroke. “This pussy officially mine now,” he growled, slapping her ass hard. “No more pretending. You my studio whore. My personal cumdump.”

“Yes! I’m your cumdump!” she screamed, pushing back against him. Another orgasm ripped through her, smaller but sharper, making her toes curl.

Rico fucked her relentlessly for nearly an hour, switching positions whenever he wanted. He took her on the couch, her legs over his shoulders. He made her ride him reverse cowgirl so he could watch his massive black cock disappear into her stretched white pussy. Each time she came, he laughed and called her his addicted white slut.

Finally, he stood her up, pressed her against the soundproof wall, and lifted one of her legs high. “Time to breed this married hole again.” His thrusts turned savage, short and powerful, grinding deep. “Gonna flood you, Kira. Pump this womb full of superior black seed.”

She was delirious with lust. “Breed me, Rico! Fill me up! Make me yours!”

He roared and buried himself to the hilt. His heavy balls tightened as the first massive load exploded inside her. Thick rope after thick rope blasted against her cervix, so much that it immediately began leaking out around his shaft. He kept cumming, grinding and pumping, until her belly felt swollen with it.

But he was not done. He stayed hard, pulled out briefly to watch the creamy mess drip from her gaping pussy, then shoved back in and started fucking her again. “Second load coming, ma. This one even bigger.”

She lost count of her orgasms. She squirted twice more, body twitching uncontrollably from overstimulation as Rico used her like a toy. He flooded her a second time, then a third, each creampie messier than the last. By the end she was a trembling, cum-drenched wreck, pussy ruined and overflowing with his seed.

Rico finally pulled out and stepped back, admiring his work. Thick white cum poured down her thighs in heavy streams. “Look at you,” he said proudly. “Properly claimed. That pussy wrecked and bred. Go home to Finn like this. Let him see what a real man does to his wife.”

She could barely stand. Her mind was hazy with bliss and fresh addiction. She had never felt so owned, so thoroughly used. And she already knew she would be back for more.


Live Mic Risk



Later that same week, with the junior engineer working late one evening, the studio door opened again under the familiar red lights. She had returned, body still sore and pussy tender from the multiple breedings. A tight crop top and short pleated skirt with nothing underneath hugged her curves, chosen deliberately for what she knew was coming. Rico had texted simple instructions: “Come now. Junior engineer here today. Act normal until I say otherwise.”

The risk made her thighs slick before she even reached the console.

Rico greeted her in the mixing room with a cocky grin, gold chains gleaming under the low lights. A young engineer, maybe twenty-two, sat at the far end of the console adjusting levels. He nodded politely but stayed focused on his screen. Rico pulled her close, one big hand possessive on her ass, and whispered hot against her ear.

“Stay quiet at first, ma. But that pussy gonna get loud, real soon.”

He positioned her right beside the main console, bent her forward over the mixing board, and flipped her skirt up. Her bare ass and dripping pussy were exposed inches from the engineer’s peripheral vision. Her heart hammered. She gripped the edge of the board, eyes wide, as Rico shoved his sweats down. His massive cock sprang out, thick and heavy, slapping against her ass cheek.

“Size contrast crazy, huh?” Rico murmured loud enough for her to hear but low enough the engineer might miss it. “Little white wife bent over for hood BBC while your man at work. Finn never stretched you like this.”

He rubbed the fat head up and down her soaked slit, teasing her swollen lips. She bit her lip hard to stay silent. The engineer asked something about a track, completely unaware. Rico answered casually while he pushed forward, forcing the thick head inside her. Her mouth fell open in a silent gasp as her pussy stretched wide around his girth.

Rico sank deeper, inch after thick inch, until he was buried most of the way. “Fuck, this married cunt still greedy,” he growled under his breath. “Gripping my big black cock like it belongs here. And it does now.”

He started thrusting, slow and deep at first, the wet sounds barely masked by the music playing through the monitors. Her chest pressed flat against the console, nipples hard. Every stroke sent jolts of pleasure through her. The danger of the engineer sitting only feet away made everything more intense. She could be caught any second.

Rico picked up speed, hips slapping quietly against her round ass. “That’s it, white girl. Take this BBC while he right there. You my studio slut now. Say it in your head.” His hand reached around and rubbed her clit roughly. Her thighs shook. She fought back a moan, but a small whimper escaped.

The engineer glanced over. “Everything good?”

“Yeah, she just checking the new mix,” Rico said smoothly, never stopping his thrusts. He buried himself balls-deep and ground against her cervix. “Sounds fire, right, Kira?”

She managed a shaky “Yes” as another thrust made her eyes roll back. Rico chuckled darkly and fucked her harder. The console creaked under her. Wet, filthy squelching noises grew louder. Rico’s heavy balls slapped her clit with every stroke.

“Look at you, leaking all over my dick in front of this kid,” he whispered hotly. “Gonna make you squirt while he sits there clueless. This pussy mine. Finn’s little white stub could never own it like this.”

The dirty talk and the risk pushed her over. She came hard, biting her arm to muffle her cry. Her pussy clenched violently around his massive cock as she squirted, clear fluid spraying down her legs and pooling on the floor. Her whole body convulsed with overstimulation, but Rico kept pounding through it, relentless.

“Fuck yeah, good girl,” he grunted. “Squirting on BBC right in the open. You such a nasty married whore.”

The engineer put on headphones, still oblivious, nodding along to the track. Rico used the cover to go savage. He gripped her hips and railed her deep and fast, the heavy impacts making her ass ripple. “Gonna breed you again, ma. Right here. Flood this white womb while he works.”

She was delirious, pushing back against him, chasing another orgasm. “Please… cum inside me,” she whispered desperately.

Rico slammed in one final time and roared quietly as his cock pulsed. Thick ropes of hot cum blasted straight into her, filling her up. He kept grinding, pumping load after load until it overflowed and ran down her thighs in creamy rivers. The sheer volume made her belly feel full.

He stayed buried deep, breathing hard, while the engineer asked another question about levels. Rico answered calmly, one hand still on her ass, slowly circling her stretched hole with his thumb.

When the engineer stepped out briefly to grab cables from the other room, Rico finally pulled out. A massive gush of his cum poured from her gaping pussy onto the floor. He spun her around, kissed her roughly, and pushed two thick fingers inside her to plug the mess.

“Keep that in you,” he ordered. “We not done. Junior coming back in five. I want you leaking the whole time he here.”

She trembled, overstimulated and owned, cum still dripping down her legs. The risk had her addicted more than ever. She nodded, eyes glazed with lust, already craving the next dangerous round.


Full Album Mode



The junior engineer had finally left and the studio door locked with a heavy click. Red lights still glowed softly across the mixing room as Rico turned with pure predatory hunger. Kira stood on shaky legs, his latest thick load still leaking steadily down her inner thighs from the risky session just minutes earlier. The all-night promise hung thick in the air.

“Studio all ours now, ma,” Rico said, voice low and thick with that ghetto drawl. “Locked in for the full album mode. All night. No interruptions. No Finn calling to check on his little wife. Just you, me, and this big black cock owning every inch of that married white pussy until the sun comes up.”

Fresh heat pooled between her legs despite the soreness. Rico crossed the room in two strides, grabbed her by the waist, and lifted her effortlessly onto the wide leather couch against the far wall. He shoved her skirt up around her hips and spread her toned thighs wide, exposing her swollen, cum-drenched pussy.

“Look at that pretty white hole,” he growled, stroking his still-hard cock slowly. The massive shaft glistened with their mixed juices, every thick vein visible, dwarfing anything Finn had ever given her. “Already gaping from one load and still begging for more. Finn’s little five-inch stub could never stretch you like this. Never make you leak like a broken faucet.”

She whimpered as he positioned the fat head at her entrance and pushed in deep with one powerful thrust. The size contrast hit her all over again, forcing her walls to stretch painfully wide around his girth. She cried out, back arching off the leather as he bottomed out against her cervix. Rico did not pause. He gripped her hips and began pounding her with long, brutal strokes, heavy balls slapping loudly against her ass.

“Take it, white girl,” he taunted, leaning over her so his gold chains dragged across her bare chest. “This pussy mine now. Your marriage mine. Every time Finn kisses you goodnight, he gonna be tasting my superior black seed leaking out of his wife.” He slammed harder, grinding deep on every thrust. “Tell me. Tell me who owns this married cunt.”

“You do,” she gasped, nails digging into his muscular shoulders. “You own my pussy, Rico. It belongs to your BBC.”

He laughed, low and victorious, and picked up speed. The wet, obscene sounds of his thick cock plunging into her cum-filled hole filled the soundproof studio. Pleasure built fast and vicious. Her body trembled as the first orgasm crashed over her. Her pussy clamped down hard around his massive shaft, and she squirted violently, clear fluid spraying across the leather couch and soaking his abs. The overstimulation made her thighs shake uncontrollably, but Rico kept fucking her straight through it, never slowing.

“That’s right. Squirt for your bull, ma. Make a mess all over this couch like the shameless BBC slut you are.” He flipped her onto her stomach, ass up high, and drove back inside even deeper. The new angle battered her cervix relentlessly. “Finn at home right now probably jerking his tiny white dick thinking about you working late. Meanwhile his wife getting bred proper on my leather.”

She moaned loudly, pushing back against every thrust. Another orgasm ripped through her within minutes, stronger this time. She squirted again, soaking the couch beneath her as her body convulsed. Rico groaned in approval and kept railing her, his tattooed hands leaving red prints across her ass.

He pulled out suddenly, flipped her onto her back once more, and shoved her legs over his shoulders. The position folded her almost in half, letting him sink every thick inch straight down into her womb. “Gonna breed you again,” he growled, eyes locked on hers. “Flood this white womb until it overflows. You gonna carry my black seed home to Finn and smile like nothing happened.”

Her mind spun with filthy guilt and overwhelming lust. The thought of Finn, loving and oblivious, only made her wetter. “Yes… breed me, Rico. Fill me up.”

He pounded her mercilessly, the couch creaking under them. She came a third time, squirting so hard it splashed against his heavy swinging balls. The overstimulation left her sobbing with pleasure, body twitching wildly, but Rico showed no mercy. He buried himself to the hilt and roared as his cock pulsed. Thick, hot ropes of cum blasted deep inside her, pulse after pulse, until her belly felt swollen and full. Excess seed gushed out around his shaft with every grind.

But he stayed hard. He pulled out just long enough to watch the creamy mess pour from her gaping pussy, then flipped her onto her side and slid back in from behind. “Second load coming, ma. This one gonna be even bigger. I own your marriage now. Every night Finn thinks he reclaiming you, you gonna be thinking about this BBC stretching you open.”

The all-night marathon continued without pause. Rico fucked her across every surface in the studio. He bent her over the mixing console again, pounding her while the monitors glowed softly. He carried her to the vocal booth and took her against the glass, her breasts pressed flat as he bred her a third time. Each round grew more intense. He made her ride him reverse cowgirl on the couch so he could watch his massive black cock disappear into her ruined white pussy, praising the obscene size contrast the entire time.

She lost count of her orgasms. Her body shook with constant overstimulation, squirting repeatedly until the leather couch was drenched and slippery beneath them. Every climax left her more sensitive, more desperate, yet she begged for more. Rico’s filthy ghetto talk never stopped.

“Look at you, white wife turned BBC cumdump,” he taunted during the fifth round, holding her down in missionary and grinding slow and deep. “Finn never made you squirt once in your whole marriage. Never stretched this pussy. Never bred it like it deserves. This hole belongs to me now. Say it louder.”

“My pussy belongs to you,” she cried out, voice hoarse. “My marriage belongs to you, Rico. I’m your studio whore.”

He rewarded her with another massive creampie, flooding her already overflowing womb until cum ran in heavy rivers down her ass and pooled on the couch. Hours passed in a haze of sweat, cum, and raw pleasure. The studio smelled of sex and his cologne. Her body glistened with sweat, marked with handprints and hickeys. Her hair clung damp against her neck. Her eyes glazed and unfocused.

By the time the first hints of dawn crept under the studio blinds, Rico had bred her seven times. He finally slowed, still buried deep inside her as they lay tangled on the ruined couch. His heavy balls rested against her ass, spent but satisfied. She trembled in his arms, pussy pulsing weakly around his thick cock, every breath a soft whimper of exhausted bliss.

“You mine now, Kira,” he murmured against her ear, voice rough but possessive. “No more hiding. No more pretending to be Finn’s loyal little wife. Next time you see him, you gonna be leaking my loads and smiling about it. This is your new life. Studio wife. BBC owned.”

She nodded weakly, mind floating in a sea of addictive pleasure and dark acceptance. She had never felt so thoroughly claimed, so completely ruined. As Rico finally pulled out and a fresh gush of his cum poured from her wrecked hole, she knew there was no turning back.

She was his.


Home Master



Kira stepped through the front door late the next morning, her body still aching from the all-night marathon in Rico’s studio. Thick globs of his cum continued to leak from her ruined pussy with every step, soaking the crotch of the tiny pleated skirt she’d worn for him and running down her bare thighs. She had barely slept, her mind replaying every brutal thrust, every heavy creampie, every time she had screamed his name while squirting across the leather couch. Her body carried visible marks: faint hickeys on her neck, red handprints marking her ass, and a constant, delicious soreness between her legs.

Finn had just returned from his business trip. She heard him moving around in the kitchen, humming cheerfully as he unpacked his bag. Her heart raced with a twisted mix of guilt and dark excitement. There was no more hiding. The time had come to confess everything.

“Hey, babe,” Finn called out warmly when he saw her. At thirty-three, he still looked boyish with his slim-fit build from weekend cycling. He pulled her into a hug and kissed her forehead. “Missed you. How was the project wrap-up?”

Kira pulled back slightly, her eyes meeting his. Her hair was tangled and messy, her cheeks flushed. “Finn… we need to talk. Something happened at the studio. With Rico.”

His expression shifted from happy to concerned. “What do you mean? Are you okay?”

She took his hand and led him to the living room couch. They sat facing each other. Kira’s voice trembled at first, but as the words poured out, they grew stronger, laced with filthy detail. She told him everything. The first night delivering the files. The way Rico had fingered her in the mixing room. that massive BBC stretching her open in the vocal booth. The risky session with the junior engineer just feet away. The all-night breeding marathon where Rico had flooded her womb seven times while she squirted uncontrollably and begged to be owned.

Finn listened in stunned silence, his face turning red. But Kira noticed something else: the growing bulge in his pants. His cock was rock hard, straining against his pants.

“I recorded a video last night,” she whispered, pulling out her phone. “From the studio. I want you to watch it. Then… I want you to clean me.”

Finn swallowed hard, breathing faster. “Kira… are you serious?”

She nodded, eyes gleaming with new confidence. “I’m yours, but I’m also his now. Watch.”

She started the video. The screen showed the dimly lit studio. Kira was bent over the mixing console, skirt flipped up, while Rico railed her from behind. His deep ghetto voice filled the living room speakers loud and clear.

“Take this big black cock, white girl. Finn’s little white-boy dick never stretched this married pussy like this. Look at that size contrast. My BBC owning you while your husband sits at home clueless.” The camera angle showed every thick inch disappearing into her, the obscene bulge in her belly, her squirting hard across the console as she screamed.

Finn stared transfixed, hand unconsciously rubbing his crotch. Kira slid closer, whispering in his ear as the video played on. “That’s what a real man does to me now. He breeds me deep. Multiple loads. Feel how sloppy I still am.”

She guided Finn’s hand under her skirt. His fingers met her soaked, cum-filled pussy. Thick Rico cum coated his fingertips immediately. Finn groaned, eyes glued to the screen where Rico was now pounding her in the vocal booth, growling, “This pussy mine. Your marriage mine. Every time Finn kisses you, he gonna taste my superior black seed.”

Kira stood and stripped slowly, revealing her marked body. She lay back on the couch, spreading her toned legs wide. “Clean me, Finn. Eat his creampie out of your wife’s used pussy. This is your new role.”

Finn dropped to his knees instantly, eager and trembling with arousal. He buried his face between her thighs, tongue diving into her stretched, sloppy hole. The taste of Rico’s thick, musky cum flooded his mouth. He moaned loudly, licking and sucking with desperate hunger, scooping out load after load. Kira gripped his hair, grinding against his face.

“That’s it, baby. Clean up my bull’s cum. Taste how much he stretched me. Your cock could never do that.” She played more of the video on her phone, holding it so Finn could see while he ate. On screen, she was riding Rico reverse cowgirl, squirting violently as he slapped her ass and called her his studio cumdump.

Finn licked deeper, tongue fucking her ruined hole, swallowing every creamy drop. His own cock leaked in his pants. Kira kept talking, voice husky. “He bred me seven times last night. My womb is still full of his black seed. He owns me now, Finn. I’m his BBC slut. But you get to clean me after every session. You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he mumbled into her pussy, sucking harder. “I love it.”

Kira came on his tongue, fresh girl-cum mixing with the last of Rico’s loads. Finn drank it all, face shiny and messy. When he finally pulled back, gasping, she smiled down at him lovingly yet dominant.

“There’s more,” she said, pulling him up and kissing him deeply, tasting Rico on his lips. “I’m going back to the studio tomorrow. Rico wants me for another all-night session. You can wait here… or maybe come watch in person next time. Would you like that? Watching your wife get fucked and bred by a real man built like that?”

Finn nodded frantically, stroking himself. “Yes… please.”

Kira pushed him back onto the couch and straddled his face again, grinding her well-used pussy against his eager mouth. “Good boy. This is our new life. I’m Rico’s studio wife. His personal breeding slut. And you’re my loving cuck who cleans up every drop.”

She rode his face to another orgasm while describing in filthy detail what Rico would do to her next. Finn came hard in his pants without even touching himself, overwhelmed by humiliation and arousal.

Later, as they lay together, Kira’s phone buzzed with a new message from Rico: a short video of his heavy cock resting against her photo, captioned “Tell Finn this pussy booked all weekend.”

She showed it to Finn, who whimpered softly and kissed her thigh. The dynamic had shifted permanently. Kira felt powerful, desired, and completely addicted. No more boring suburban sex. Only raw, filthy ownership by Rico’s massive BBC, with Finn happily serving as her eager cleanup boy.

She smiled, eyes bright with dark satisfaction. The future held endless studio sessions, risky public fucks, and more breeding. And Finn would be there for every creampie.
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