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I had become a full blown bimbo, and I loved my life. Servicing hot men... what could be better?

Brainless City was the best thing to every happen to me.

Every day in Brainless City was like a never-ending fantasy for me, a paradise of pleasure and servitude. I woke up each morning with the sun glinting off the crystal dildos that adorned my bedroom ceiling, an iridescent reminder of the life I had chosen for myself. My newfound purpose was etched into every fiber of my being: to please and satisfy the hungriest of men that walked these streets, their thick, throbbing cocks aching for my bimbo mouth.

I would saunter out of my pink stucco mansion, my massive E-cup breasts bouncing with each graceful step I took in my six-inch heels. As I made my way down the manicured sidewalks lined with palm trees and oversized sex toys, I could already feel the heated stares of horny men boring into me from all directions. They couldn't help but stare at my microscopic miniskirt, which barely concealed the lacy edges of my 'FAP ME' panties, or the 'SLUT' tattoo that graced my shapely ass cheek. It was a badge of honor, a symbol of my dedication to servicing their every need.

My days were filled with a whirlwind of cock, each one as fat and delicious as the last. I'd start at the local cafe where a line of needy men already formed, their bulging crotches straining against their tight pants, a testament to their desperate need for my talented tongue. The cafe's owner, a burly man named Hank, always greeted me with a wink and a freshly made 'Cum Frappe' – a creamy concoction of his own invention that had an uncanny ability to replenish my energy after the most strenuous of sessions.

I'd take my drink to the back alleyway, where I knew my services would be most appreciated. I'd take my time with each man, working from one end of the line to the other, using my magically enhanced lips and tongue to coax moans and shudders of ecstasy from their quivering bodies. Hank always made sure to keep my cup filled as I worked, ensuring that I could continue to service these desperate men for hours on end. As I worked my way down the line, not a single cock was left unattended. Their cum spattered onto sidewalk, making the ground beneath us sticky and slippery with their gratitude.

After I'd drained the line at the cafe, I'd make my way down Main Street, where a sea of muscle-bound Adonis-like men flexed their bulging biceps and glistening eight-packs in the eternal sunshine. They'd call out to me in lustful admiration,

"Hey there, Bimbo Babe! Come over here and polish my knob!"

"Yeah, sugar tits, let me slip you my beefy sausage!"

Of course, I gladly obliged their every request, bending over the hoods of their flashy sports cars or descending to my knees right on the sidewalk – I was there to service their every need, after all. They'd helplessly moan as I took their throbbing members into my eager mouth, my skilled tongue creating a maelstrom of pleasure that would have them buckling at the knees.

Their cum would erupt onto my face and tits, leaving a sticky badge of honor that only seemed to attract more hungry cocks. I'd hop from one car to another, my hands and lips never resting as I dispensed my bimbo magic upon the men of Brainless City.

The afternoons found me in the town square, where a never-ending supply of hard cocks awaited me. Office workers on their lunch breaks, sweaty and desperate for relief, and burly construction workers on their breaks – all were welcome between these bimbo lips. I'd bounce from one cock to the next, giving each man a vigorous handjob or an expert blowjob that left them groaning in ecstasy. The square was a sea of moans and groans, punctuated by the sticky sounds of my expertly used mouth and hands. Cum flew through the air like a fountain, painting the cobblestones beneath me with a shimmering coat of marble. The scent of sweat and lust permeated the air, and I breathed it in like the headiest aphrodisiac.

As the sun sank low in the sky, signaling the end of another day spent pleasing Brainless City's insatiable men, I would make my way to the public fountain in the center of town. Naked, muscular men lounged around it, their impressive cocks slapping against their toned abs as they called out for me to join them. Eagerly, I leaped into their midst, offering up my bimbo body as a vessel for their pleasure. They took turns lifelessly face-fucking me, plunging deep into my obedient mouth as I moaned around their girth. They would come one by one, shooting their thick loads down my throat or across my face, painting my vacant expression with their appreciation.

As darkness fell, I'd make my way to the local brothel, where I was greeted by cheers and applause from both patrons and staff alike. The brothel was a den of iniquity, where every hole and fantasy was catered to with ruthless efficiency. Men lined up around the block waiting for their turn with the bimbo cock worshipper extraordinaire.

I gladly sashayed in, my body aching from a day's worth of cock-sucking but still hungry for more. The brothel, a hive of debauchery and pleasure, was a wonderland of decadence and sin. Red velvet drapes hung from the ceiling, casting a sultry glow over the dimly lit chambers where the moans of ecstasy filled the air. I made my way to the main stage, where a throng of men awaited my arrival, their faces etched with lustful anticipation.

Starting at one end of the line, I began to work my way down the row of drooling cocks, eager to service every one of them. My skilled hands and talented lips had them moaning in no time, their heavy balls slapping against their muscular thighs as they thrust deep into my mindless bimbo mouth. I took them all on – stockbrokers in their finest suits, sweaty laborers fresh from their jobs, and even the mayor himself – every cock received the same passionate attention from me, the town's most dedicated cock-worshipper.

As I knelt before them, my breasts bouncing with each suck and slurp, I couldn't help but marvel at the sheer variety of cocks before me. There were thick monsters as wide as my wrist and long, lean ones that practically reached my tonsils.

It was in the throes of this hedonistic existence that I found my true calling as Brainless City's most dedicated cock worshipper. My days were spent servicing men's cocks, providing them with the release they so desperately craved. I would sashay from one end of the city to the other, my skilled lips and talented hands leaving a trail of satisfied moans and sticky messes in my wake. The square became my stage, and the men of the town were my eager audience, lining up around the block for a chance to feel the warmth of my mouth around their swollen shafts.

In between each mind-numbingly good blowjob, I would take a moment to catch my breath, or rather, to catch a mouthful of air. Surrounded by half-naked, muscular men with their throbbing members in hand, it was easy to get lost in the sea of cocks before me. But I was a professional, or at least as professional as a bimbo could be. I knew my purpose, and I fulfilled it with a vacant smile plastered on my face.

The days blurred into weeks, and the weeks into months. My once-pink apron had long since been replaced by a more... cum-stained version, but I didn't mind. This was who I was now: Brainless City's resident cock worshipper extraordinaire. And I loved every delicious moment.

I woke up every morning, my jaw sore and my breasts tender from the night before, but I couldn't wipe the vacant, contented smile off my face. Today was another day to serve the men of Brainless City and worship their cocks with the reverence they deserved. I would start my day at the brothel, where a long line of men awaited my oral ministrations. As I sashayed in, I could already smell the musky scent of desire in the air, the perfect aphrodisiac to get my mindless bimbo brain going.

The first cock of the day was always the most difficult, my jaw stiff and muscles aching from yesterday's workout, but soon enough, I found my rhythm. I lavished attention on each man, like an artist admiring their canvas. My lips enveloped their girthy shafts, tongue swirling around their sensitive spots with practiced ease. I loved the way their cocks twitched in my mouth, as if they were alive and craving my bimbo attention. My hands busied themselves with their heavy balls, massaging them gently as I took them deeper and deeper into my throat.

As I worked my way down the line, I marveled at the different textures and tastes each cock had to offer. Some were smooth like silk, others veiny and unyielding. Some were salty, others bitter; it didn't matter to me. Each cock was a unique experience, a new adventure for my eager mouth and hands to explore.

Midday would find me in the marketplace, where the scent of fresh produce mingled with the heady aroma of arousal. Here, I would pander my wares to the citizens and tourists alike, my big tits bouncing as I swayed my hips. The merchants would call out their wares, but all eyes were on me and the cum-stained apron that hung loosely around my waist. I was like a beacon for lust, a siren of sorts, luring in the unsuspecting with my vacant smile and exaggerated wiggle.

"Come, come," I'd coo to the passersby, "let me blow your worries away." And blow them away I did. Public indecency be damned, I'd sink to my knees right then and there, eagerly sucking them off while they leaned against the market stalls. The frenzied moans of the patrons around us only served to fuel my fire further.

By nightfall, I'd made my way to Brainless City's seediest taverns and brothels, where the air was thick with wanton desire and even thicker accents. Here, the men were rougher, their cocks thicker and more demanding than their uptown counterparts. They'd take me to the back rooms, where they'd fuck my face mercilessly, their hands tangled in my blonde hair as they used me like the cock receptacle I was. I didn't mind. This was my purpose now, to service their every whim and desire.

As they'd unload into my waiting mouth, I swallowed each and every drop like the good girl I was, savoring the salty, bitter taste of their release. It was a badge of honor, a symbol of my servitude to their manhood. My tits would bounce as they pounded into my face relentlessly, turning me into a mindless sex doll that existed solely for their pleasure.

By the end of the night, I'd stumble home, cum-drunk and dazed, swaying from one lamppost to another. The night air caressed my cum-stained skin, a chilly reminder of the world outside my debauched existence. But Brainless City was my home now, and these men with their aching cocks were my only care in the world.

My days blurred into each other, a never-ending cycle of cocksucking and servitude. I cleaned up well enough in the mornings before beginning anew, but no amount of soap could wash away the evidence of my obsession: cum-stained knees and a vacant smile that said it all: I was a bimbo through and through.

***

In Brainless City, every day was just as filthy and debauched as the one before it. The moment I woke up in my disheveled bed, I knew exactly what my day held in store for me: servicing men's cocks. I'd rise with a smile on my face, my lips still puffy from the night's work, and make my way to the washroom. There, I'd stare at my reflection in the cracked mirror, admiring the cum-stained slut staring back at me. This is who I'd become, and I couldn't be prouder.

After a quick shower that did little to remove the scent of sex from my body, I'd select the sluttiest outfit I could find from my rapidly expanding wardrobe. Fishnet stockings, skirts so short they barely concealed my shaved pussy, and push-up bras that accentuated my now-enhanced breasts. Preening like a peacock, I'd leave my modest abode, ready for another day of debauchery.

The streets of Brainless City were always alive with activity, and today was no exception. Businessmen rushed past me without a second glance as I took up my usual position outside the local bank. It didn't take long for someone to appear: a well-dressed man with a wedding ring glinting on his left hand. His eyes betrayed his lust.

The well-dressed man with the wedding ring was the first to approach me that day. His eyes were filled with lust, betraying his desires even though his tightly pressed suit and briefcase tried to say otherwise. He looked around furtively, as if to make sure no one would recognize him in Brainless City, then grabbed my arm and hauled me into an alleyway. His breath on my face reeked of stale coffee and desire as he unzipped his pants, revealing a fat cock that throbbed for attention.

I didn't utter a word as he shoved my face towards his crotch, but I did let out a happy sigh as his engorged member filled my mouth. His moans of pleasure drowned out everything else around us, and I felt a familiar heat building up between my own legs as I services him. Juices soaked my fishnet stockings, my pussy aching for attention it wouldn't receive until later tonight, when I'd return to my regular spot under the neon signs.

With a grunt, the married man came down my throat, and I swallowed every drop like a good girl should. He tipped me with a few crumpled bills before rushing back to his button-down life, none the wiser to our little encounter. As much as I'd like to savor the aftertaste of his release on my tongue, there were more cocks to service and hungry men to please. I straightened my micro-mini skirt, tucked a stray strand of hair behind my ear, and sauntered down the street, my 6-inch heels clacking on the sidewalk.

As I neared the food truck district, the scent of greasy fried foods wafted through the air, but it did nothing to dampen my appetite for cock. The lunchtime crowd had already started to form insatiable lines at the various trucks, and I spotted my next mark: a burly man in a chef's uniform. His apron barely concealed his bulging pants, and he leered at me as I approached him.

"Hey there, sugar," he drawled, his accent thick with both hunger and testosterone. "I bet you can make a man's lunch break a whole lot spicier." His cock strained against his trousers, as if to punctuate his point.

I batted my eyelashes and gave him a sultry smile. "Mmm, I'd love to season your sausage, big boy." I purred, grabbing his hand and leading him to an alleyway that reeked of grease and sex. My nostrils flared at the scent of countless encounters that had taken place here, each one as filthy as the last.

The chef brought me against the grimy wall, his large hands roughly groping my chest and squeezing my ass. I moaned into the damp, musky air as he flipped me around and hiked up my skirt, exposing my soaked panties. He slid my thong to one side and spit on his fingers before working them inside me, wetting me up for what was to come. His calloused fingers were rough against my slick folds, but it only added to the experience.

With a growl, he unbuckled his pants and freed his thick, angry cock. It throbbed in anticipation, a living testament to his need for me. My own desire pooled between my legs as I glanced over my shoulder, our eyes meeting in mutual understanding: we both needed this release from the mundane life.

"Fuck me," I moaned, and fuck me he did. The chef lived up to his name as he plunged his cock inside me, filling every inch of my aching pussy with ease. His hips rocked against mine in a primal rhythm, the sound of skin slapping against skin mingling with the clatter of dishes and fryers from the nearby trucks. It was dirty, it was wrong, but it felt oh-so-right in that moment.

The chef moaned out curses in a language I didn't understand as he pounded into me mercilessly against the filthy wall, his grip on my hips tightening with each powerful thrust. My nails dug into the grime, gripping the peeling paint as I arched my back to meet his every stroke. It had been too long since I'd last felt this alive, this needed, and I mewled with each delicious invasion of his thick cock.

The chef's breathing became ragged in my ear, and I could tell he was close. Pulling out abruptly, he spun me around and shoved me to my knees. "Take it all," he growled, grabbing my head and guiding his cock to my waiting mouth. I didn't hesitate to oblige, eagerly wrapping my lips around his swollen tip and sucking hard. Pre-cum leaked onto my tongue, salty and divine, as I bobbed up and down on his shaft.

"Oh fuck, yes! Just like that," he moaned, gripping a fistful of my hair as he pumped in and out of my mouth. He tasted of salt and testosterone, a tantalizing flavor that sent shivers down my spine. I reached down and teased my clit in time with his thrusts, edging myself closer to ecstasy with every passing second.

"I'm cumming," he grunted, bucking his hips one last time before unloading his hot seed onto my hungry tongue. I swallowed every drop, savoring the salty taste of his release as he moaned out his climax. My own orgasm rocked through me in response, my pussy clenching around nothing but the cool night air.

The chef pulled back, panting heavily, his cock already softening in my hand. He tucked himself back into his pants and buckled his pants, and without a word, he disappeared back into the sea of neon lights and sizzling grease. I remained against the wall for a moment, catching my breath and savoring the euphoria that coursed through my veins.

As I smoothed out my skirt and fixed my wig, I couldn't help but smile to myself. Another hunger satisfied—for now. But I knew it was only a matter of time before I craved more.

I continued down the line of trucks, my senses on high alert for my next conquest. My eyes landed on a burly man servicing a food truck's generator with practiced ease, his biceps bulging with each twist of a wrench. His eyes met mine, a flash of hunger igniting within them. Tonight was shaping up to be a very profitable evening indeed.

The burly man put down his tools and wiped his hands on a greasy rag before approaching me with a lopsided grin. "Looking for some service, sugar?" he drawled in a sultry voice. "Well, you've come to the right place. My name's Hank, and I can fix anythin' that's broken on your fine ass car... or anything else that needs some tender, lovin' care." He winked and grabbed his crotch, adjusting the growing bulge in his pants.

I batted my lashes and sauntered over to him, my hips swaying with exaggerated motions. "Why, Hank, I do believe I've got a ' Problem ' that only a big, strong man like yourself could 'fix.' " I purred, running a manicured nail down his grease-stained chest.

Hank growled low in his throat, roughly grabbing my waist and pulling me into a bruising kiss. His tongue invaded my mouth, tasting of cigarettes and motor oil, a heady combination that sent shivers down my spine. My hand slid down to his crotch, rubbing the hardening length of his cock through his pants.

Without another word, he picked me up as if I weighed nothing and deposited me on the hood of the food truck. He wedged himself between my thighs, grinding his erection against my wet core as he trailed hungry kisses down my neck. His rough hands roamed my body, squeezing and kneading every inch of me like he owned me. I moaned in pleasure at the rough treatment, my nipples hardening through my corset and my pussy aching for more of his attention.

Hank's mouth made its way lower, dipping below my belly button and into the exposed cleavage above my skirt. He suckled and nibbled at my sensitive skin, leaving a trail of goosebumps in his wake. Reaching my stockings, he tugged them down with a growl, revealing my soaking wet slit that glistened in the dim light. He growled again, this time deeper and more primal, as if he were a beast about to feed.

He plunged his tongue into me, lapping hungrily at my folds like a man starved of water in the desert. His tongue's rough texture sent shivers up and down my spine, each lapping motion sending me closer to the brink of ecstasy. I clutched at his greasy hair, bucking my hips against his face as I neared the edge of orgasm.

"Oh, Hank! Yes!" I moaned, losing myself in the sensations he evoked in me. "Don't stop!" I demanded breathlessly.

With a low chuckle, Hank pulled away and stood up over me. With one swift motion, he undid his pants and freed his hardened cock. It was thick and long, a perfect match for the rest of his burly frame. Thick veins protruded along its length, throbbing with every beat of his heart as it slapped against his muscular stomach. Pre-cum leaked from the swollen head, glistening like a beacon that guided my eager mouth.

Kneeling before him, I took him in my hands and marveled at his girth. "My, my," I purred, running my tongue up and down the shaft, tasting his salty precum. "Someone's very excited to see me." I grinned up at him, maintaining eye contact while I licked around the head, teasing him mercilessly. Hank groaned low in his throat, his hands fisting my hair, guiding me closer to him as if he couldn't stand the anticipation any longer. Slowly, I took him into my mouth, savoring every inch of his hardness as it invaded my warmth.

He tasted even better than he looked: a heady combination of sweat, motor oil, and masculinity. I moaned around his cock, my hot breaths only serving to further inflame his arousal. My hands continued their ministrations on his balls and base while my tongue lapped at his shaft with growing enthusiasm. Hank groaned even louder this time, bucking his hips into my face as if to urge me on.

"That's it," he growled as if he were taming a wild beast. His hand tightened its grip on my hair, guiding me to take more of him into my mouth with each thrust. His cock felt impossibly large, stretching my jaw wide and pressing against the back of my throat. The tip of him hit a sensitive spot, sending sparks of pleasure through me. I moaned around him, and I could feel his cock twitch in response.

"Ohhhh, you dirty girl," he growled, "I knew you'd love it." He picked up the pace, fucking my mouth mercilessly as if I were nothing more than his personal cum receptacle. I didn't mind, though. In fact, I loved every second of it. The rough treatment only made me wetter, and I could feel juices dripping down my thighs onto the cold concrete below.

I reached down and massaged my aching clit, teasing myself in time with his thrusts. The room was filled with the sounds of our moans and the wet slapping noises that our bodies made as he plunged into my eager mouth. My other hand reached up to fondle his heavy balls, squeezing them gently and finding them tight to the touch.

"Close," he grunted, his voice a hoarse whisper in my ear. "I'm so close."

That was all the encouragement I needed. I redoubled my efforts, swirling my tongue around his swollen head and massaging the sensitive underside of his shaft with my skilled fingers. I sucked hard, creating a vacuum that sent him over the edge. With a triumphant growl, Hank crumpled against the workbench, shooting hot spurt after spurt of thick, warm cum into my waiting mouth. I swallowed greedily, savoring every drop as it coated my throat and slid down my chin.

As Hank's gasps began to even out, he pulled out of my mouth, leaving me panting and wanting more. "Damn," he panted, brushing the stray strands of hair from my damp face. "You're as talented as they say." He smirked lustily before leaning in to claim my lips in a rough kiss. I whimpered into his mouth, melting against him as his tongue explored mine with the same relentless hunger as his cock had just minutes ago.

I could feel his arousal returning already, hard and insistent against my thigh. "Greedy little thing," I purred, trailing a finger along his length. "It looks like someone has energy for round two."

Hank laughed deep in his chest, picking me up effortlessly and depositing me on the workbench. "Oh, baby," he growled through gritted teeth, "I've got enough energy for rounds two through ten if you can handle it."

His words sent a shiver down my spine as he stripped me of my tattered uniform, leaving me naked and glistening under the flickering light. His massive cock, now fully erect again, stood proudly between his legs like a monolith to his lust. My mouth watered at the sight of it, and I ached to feel it inside me once more.

He must have sensed my desire because he didn't keep me waiting long. Hank roughly spread my legs apart, teasing my wet folds with the head of his thick member before plunging in without warning. I cried out, arching my back as he filled me to the hilt in one swift motion. His girth stretched me in ways I never thought possible, yet I welcomed the delicious pain as it consumed me whole.

"So tight," he moaned, his eyes almost feral with lust. "You feel better than I ever imagined." He began to move, slowly at first, but soon enough he was picking up the pace, driving into me mercilessly. His hips slammed against mine in a primal rhythm that echoed through the cavernous garage. Each time he bottomed out, my entire body would quake with pleasure.

I dug my nails into the workbench, trying desperately to anchor myself as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. It had been so long since I'd been filled this way; I was on the brink of shattering apart. "Faster," I begged, my voice hoarse with need. Hank, ever the considerate lover, obliged, driving into me even harder, his breathing ragged and labored in my ear.

His massive hands gripped my hips, bruises blooming where his fingernails dug into my skin. I arched my back, offering him better access as he angled himself to hit that sweet spot deep inside me. The one that made me see stars every time he hit it just right. The room spun around me as pleasure coursed through every nerve ending in my body. "That's it," I moaned, "right there!"

Hank groaned in response, his thrusts becoming more erratic as his orgasm approached. His grip on my hips tightened as he increased his tempo, pounding relentlessly into me. Sensation upon sensation washed over me like a tidal wave, obliterating any semblance of thought or reason. I was reduced to nothing but a mass of quivering nerves and desperate gasps for air.

"I'm... going... to..." Hank grunted between shallow breaths. That was all the warning I needed; I met his gaze head-on as he drove himself one final time inside me, filling me with his hot seed. I convulsed around him, my own climax exploding like fireworks across the sky as our moans melded together in a chorus of passion.

As our breathing returned to normal, Hank collapsed against me, his chest heaving with exertion. "That... was..." he gasped, struggling to find the words.

"Amazing," I finished for him, my voice hoarse from screaming his name mere minutes ago. He chuckled, a deep rumbling sound that vibrated through his chest and into mine.

"Amazing doesn't even begin to cover it," he said, planting a gentle kiss on my temple before pulling out of me. I whimpered at the loss but knew there would be time for more later. For now, we needed to catch our breaths and regain our strength.

Hank helped me to my feet, his eyes never leaving my naked form. "I'm not done with you yet," he purred, his voice dripping with menace and desire as he led me towards an old leather couch in the corner. Throwing me down on the worn leather, he towered over me like a conquering warrior.

"I've got all night," I purred back, spreading my legs invitingly for him to see how wet I still was for him. His cock twitched at the sight, hardening again before my very eyes. It was a testament to his virility and stamina that he was already ready for another round so soon after such an earth-shattering climax.

Hank grinned like a predator stalking its prey, his eyes darkening with lust as he bent down to claim my lips in a bruising kiss. His tongue invaded my mouth, tasting of salt and desire as he ravaged my mouth just as he had my body moments ago. Moaning into the kiss, I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him closer to me. I could feel his hardening cock pressing against my thigh, seeking entrance once more.

"Greedy little slut," Hank growled, breaking the kiss and trailing his tongue down my neck, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. He suckled on my pulse point before moving lower, down to my chest. His strong hands roughly kneaded my breasts, squeezing and caressing them until they were heavy and aching for attention. I cried out as he flicked his tongue over one hardened nipple, then the other; the sensation sent shivers down my spine and straight to my core.

"Please," I whimpered, "I need you." Hank chuckled, the vibrations of his laughter sending vibrations straight to my core. He trailed lower still, his tongue flicking over my navel before landing at the juncture of my thighs. His hot breath washed over me like a wet whisper, making me writhe with anticipation. He knew exactly how to torture me in all the right ways.

Without another word, he buried his face between my legs, lapping hungrily at my slick folds as if he couldn't get enough. His tongue flicked and teased my sensitive nub, sending me spiraling into an abyss of pleasure. I clutched at the worn leather couch cushions, writhing and gasping as waves of ecstasy rolled through me.

Hank growled against me, his fingers digging into the flesh of my hips as he pinned me down and devoured me. His beard scratched and scraped at my inner thighs, sending shocks of pleasure through my entire body. The roughness of his stubble against my tender skin only served to heighten my arousal, and I could feel myself nearing the edge once again.

"Oh, god," I moaned, bucking my hips against his face as his tongue drove me further towards release. "Don't stop! Please don't stop!"

Hank didn't seem to hear me, or he didn't care. He kept up his relentless pace, licking and sucking and nibbling at my aching pussy until I could take no more. With a strangled cry, I came, my vision blurring and the world around me dissolving into nothingness. My whole body tensed and shuddered, wave after wave of pleasure coursing through me like a river of fire.

As the last tremors of my climax faded away, Hank sat up and grinned, his face glistening with my juices. "Delicious," he growled, licking his lips like a hungry wolf.

He slid into me, his huge penis stretching me to the point of pure bliss as he filled me completely. His hips moved at a steady, almost lazy pace, each stroke taking him deeper and deeper into my wet heat. I arched my back, matching his rhythm as we moved together in perfect harmony. His cock throbbed inside me, the thick veins pulsating with every heartbeat as he drove into me again and again.

"Oh, god, Hank," I moaned, digging my nails into his muscular back. "Yes, yes, YES!"

Hank picked up the pace, fucking me hard and fast, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he neared his peak. "Fuck, baby," he grunted, "you feel so good. So fucking good."

The room spun around us as our bodies moved as one, lost in the throes of passion. All sense of time and space dissolved, replaced by the all-consuming need for release. We were animals, fucking and sweating and crying out for each other. Our movements grew more frenzied, and the sounds of skin slapping against skin filled the air.

Suddenly, Hank stilled above me, his face contorting into a mask of pure pleasure as his climax washed over him. He roared like a wild beast, his cock pulsating deep inside me as he came hard and fast, filling me with his seed. His body shuddered violently, and he collapsed on top of me, spent and sated.

As we lay there, catching our breaths, I couldn't help but smile. My night had turned out better than I'd hoped, and it was only getting started.
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