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STORY 1




My wife Jessica and I have been married for twenty-three years now, a milestone that feels both like a blink and an eternity. We're both in our late forties, navigating that peculiar phase where life has settled into a comfortable rhythm, yet the echoes of our younger, more adventurous selves still whisper in the quiet moments. Jessica is a petite dynamo, barely five feet tall, with a figure she's maintained through sheer willpower and a love for yoga that borders on obsession. Her curves are soft yet toned, her skin pale and luminous, and her raven hair—always dyed to perfection—frames a face that's aged like fine wine, with laugh lines that crinkle endearingly when she smiles.

Our life together has been solid, built on shared dreams, inside jokes, and the kind of deep affection that comes from weathering storms side by side. But lately, I've sensed a subtle undercurrent of restlessness in Jessica. She's thrown herself into her job at the family-run warehouse, where she's climbed the ranks with her sharp wit and unyielding work ethic. Me? I'm Phil, the steady accountant who's always been more comfortable with spreadsheets than spontaneity. Our sex life, once a wildfire, has simmered to a cozy hearth—reliable, but perhaps lacking that electric spark we both secretly crave.

It all started with an innocuous invitation: Christmas dinner at the warehouse, hosted by the owner, Mr. Peterson. He's a charismatic force of nature, younger than us—in his mid-thirties, I'd guess—with a tall, athletic build and a dark complexion that speaks to his mixed heritage. His family business employs a diverse crew, many of them his relatives or close friends from similar backgrounds, adding a vibrant, multicultural flair to the workplace. Jessica raves about the camaraderie there, how it's like a big, boisterous family. When the invite arrived, she lit up like a holiday tree, insisting we make a night of it.

Jessica booked the afternoon off for the big day, and we dove into preparations with the enthusiasm of teenagers prepping for prom. We hit the shops early, her eyes sparkling as she browsed racks of festive attire. She settled on a sleek black knee-length party dress that hugged her curves like a lover's embrace—elegant yet daring, with a neckline that plunged just enough to tease. "This one's a winner, Phil," she said, twirling in the dressing room mirror. "Makes me feel alive." She also grabbed her usual raven hair dye, a ritual that always left her looking mysteriously alluring.

Back home, Jessica transformed our bathroom into a spa sanctuary. She soaked in the tub for what felt like hours, the steam carrying scents of lavender and vanilla through the house. I could hear her humming old jazz tunes, her voice soft and melodic, stirring memories of our early days when we'd dance in the kitchen to Ella Fitzgerald. The dinner was set for 8:30 p.m., and anticipating the holiday chaos, I'd wisely booked a room at the hotel venue. No fumbling for taxis in the wee hours; we'd crash there and wake up to room service bliss.

As I got ready in the bedroom—slipping into my crisp shirt and slacks, spritzing on cologne that Jessica had picked out years ago—I caught glimpses of her in the mirror. She emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a towel, her skin flushed and glowing. Dropping the towel with the casual intimacy of long-married couples, she pulled on her black silk cami-knickers, the fabric whispering against her thighs. Then came the matching black bra, cupping her ample breasts with a seductive lift. Even after all these years, the sight of her sent a familiar warmth through me. She was stunning—petite, yes, but with a presence that filled the room.

She took her dress off the hanger, stepping into it and shimmying it up her body in a dance that was both graceful and hypnotic. The fabric clung to her hips, accentuating every curve. But then, a frustrated "Damn!" escaped her lips.

Turning, I raised an eyebrow. "What's up, love?"

"It's this freaking bra! You can see the outline through the dress. I'm going to have to go braless." She tugged at the straps, her cheeks flushing slightly—not from embarrassment, but from the minor annoyance.

I shrugged, trying to play it cool, though the thought sent a subtle thrill through me. "Whatever makes you comfortable, Jess. You look amazing either way."

She flashed me a grateful smile. "Go fix me a drink while I do my makeup, darling? Vodka and coke, please."

Downstairs, I poured myself a brandy, savoring the burn as it slid down my throat, and mixed her drink strong, just how she liked it on party nights. The house felt alive with anticipation, the kind of buzz that reminded me why I fell for her—her infectious energy, her ability to turn ordinary moments into adventures.

"Call a taxi, Phil! I'm about done!" she shouted from upstairs.

Moments later, she descended the stairs like a vision from a film noir. At forty-six, she was breathtaking in that black dress, her breasts heaving gently with each step, the thin material doing little to hide her prominent nipples. The sight stirred something primal in me, a mix of pride and possessiveness. She gulped down her drink, then another, her laughter bubbling up as the alcohol warmed her veins.

The taxi ride was filled with her excited chatter about work colleagues and holiday plans. When we arrived at the hotel, I beelined for the bar, grabbing us fresh drinks to keep the momentum going. Handing hers over, we made our way to the dining room, where Mr. Peterson greeted us at the door. His eyes widened appreciably as they landed on Jessica, a flicker of admiration that didn't escape my notice.

"Jessica, Phil—welcome! You both look fantastic," he said, his voice smooth and accented with a hint of his cultural roots.

He led us to a large circular table seating about twenty, mostly couples from the warehouse. Jessica introduced me around—chatty Karen from accounting, jovial Mike from shipping—and we settled in for dinner. The meal was a feast: roasted turkey with all the trimmings, laughter echoing as stories flew across the table. Jessica mixed her drinks liberally—vodka, wine, a sneaky shot or two—and it wasn't long before her words slurred with that adorable tipsiness.

As plates cleared, we migrated to the adjoining room for the disco, shared with other holiday parties. The lights pulsed, music thumped, and Jessica and I found seats with three other couples. Conversation flowed easily, laced with holiday cheer and office gossip. But Jessica's drinking caught up fast; her giggles turned into hearty laughs, her movements loose and carefree.

"Come on, Phil—dance with me!" she demanded, grabbing my arm and hauling me to the floor with surprising strength for her size.

We swayed to a few upbeat tracks, her body pressing against mine in ways that reignited old flames. But the alcohol hit her hard; she wobbled like a sailor on stormy seas. I guided her back to our seats, chuckling at her protests. That's when a hand landed on my shoulder—Mr. Peterson, flashing his charming smile. "Mind if I steal a dance with your lovely wife?"

Before I could respond, Jessica snatched his hand, staggering onto the floor with him. He was taller than her by a foot, his dark frame contrasting sharply with her pale one. A slow song started, and she draped her arms around his neck, hanging on for dear life. At first, it was innocent, but then I noticed his hands resting on her ass—a gentle caress that evolved into a bold grope.

My stomach twisted, a cocktail of jealousy, shock, and an unexpected arousal. Why wasn't I storming over? Maybe the brandy dulled my edges, or perhaps some buried curiosity held me back. Jessica didn't pull away; if anything, she leaned into it. Soon, a line formed—other colleagues, mostly his dark-skinned kin from the warehouse, each taking a turn. It was like a conga line of handsy dances, their touches lingering on her curves while I sat there, a passive spectator.

When she finally returned, flushed and breathless, I quipped, "Enjoy yourself, did you?"

She grinned wickedly, downing two double vodkas. "More than you know, darling." Her eyes sparkled with mischief, and I felt a pang of something—regret? Excitement?

Mr. Peterson—Ali, as he introduced himself casually—and his cousin Mo joined us. Ali was suave, with a quick wit that had Jessica in stitches. Morgan was quieter, stockier, with a mischievous glint in his eye. Jessica flirted shamelessly, her braless breasts jiggling with every laugh, drawing their gazes like magnets. The party raged on, drinks flowing, until the disco wound down.

"Come on, you—bedtime," I slurred, trying to haul her up. I was hammered myself, the room spinning. Ali offered help, and before I knew it, he had his arm around her waist. Morgan tagged along unnoticed until the elevator doors closed.

Jessica slumped against the wall, then slid to the floor in a drunken heap. Ali and Morgan hoisted her up, carrying her down the hall while I fumbled with the key. I caught Mo's hand cupping her breast—accidental? Doubtful, but my foggy brain dismissed it.

They laid her on the bed gently. I gripped the bedside chair for balance, too wasted to stand unaided. Ali asked, "Should we get her out of that dress? Make her comfortable?"

In my stupor, I mumbled, "Sure, go ahead."

They rolled her, unzipping the dress and peeling it down. Her milky white breasts spilled free, nipples long and erect, drawing their appreciative stares. They tugged the dress off, revealing her black cami-panties. I expected them to stop, but Morgan hooked his fingers in the waistband, sliding them down to expose her dark, hairy bush.

I stumbled forward. "Better get her under the covers now."

Ali's eyes gleamed. "She looks good enough to eat."

"Yeah," I echoed dumbly, my mind reeling.

"Can I touch her?" Ali asked, his voice husky.

Why did I say yes? "Sure, why not."

He fondled her breasts, sucking her nipples to stiff peaks. Jessica remained oblivious, lost in alcoholic slumber. He parted her legs, brushing her mound, his finger slipping into her wetness. My cock twitched, a shameful erection building as I watched.

"God, she's wet," Ali murmured, inhaling her scent. "Smells sweet too." He licked her slit, then turned to me. "Can I fuck her?"

"No," I protested weakly. "She might wake up."

"She's out cold, man. Won't remember a thing. Come on—think of it as a promotion perk."

I resisted, but his pleas wore me down. Exhaustion, booze, and a dark curiosity won. "Okay, but pull out. Promise?"

"No problem."

He stripped, revealing a massive black cock—twice my size, veined and throbbing. He positioned between her legs, lifting them over his shoulders. Holding her lips apart, he pressed in. Her pussy resisted at first, then yielded, the head vanishing inside. With a thrust, he buried himself, balls against her ass.

"She's so tight!" he groaned, beginning a slow fuck. Her lips clung to his shaft, glistening. I pulled out my own cock, stroking as Mo did the same—his shorter but coke-bottle thick.

Ali's pace quickened, hammering her. To our shock, Jessica's eyes fluttered open, locking on Morgan, then me. She smiled sultrily. "God, I thought I was dreaming."

That ignited Ali. She pushed back, groaning, her body awakening to pleasure. Morgan teased her nipples, sucking them as she moaned. Sweat poured off Ali as he jackhammered, Jessica quivering into orgasm after orgasm.

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming again!"

I stroked furiously, mesmerized by the contrast—his dark skin against her pale, his black cock stretching her. She wrapped her legs around him, screaming in delight. The bed shook, noise surely waking neighbors.

"I'm gonna come!" Ali announced.

"Pull out!" I patted his shoulder.

But he thrust deep, grunting as he unloaded, cum coating his shaft on withdrawal. "Damn, that was fine."

He headed to shower. Jessica's pussy gaped, sperm dripping. Morgan stripped, guiding her hand to his fat cock. Shocked, she stroked it, then licked the head tentatively. Morgan fingered her clit, sending her into another orgasm.

"Okay, time you really got fucked," Morgan growled.

They kissed passionately, her forgetting me entirely. He rubbed his cock along her slit, teasing. She squirmed, lifting her hips. He pressed in slowly, her face contorting in pain-pleasure. "Ow! Be gentle!"

He sank deep, balls on her ass, then fucked slow, stretching her. She came hard, bucking. His pace built, biting her neck, hammering relentlessly. "Fuck me harder!" she screamed, orgasming again.

Morgan roared, cumming deep inside. He withdrew, cum flooding out. I crawled atop her, my cock sliding easily into her sloppy hole. I rammed furiously, exploding in ecstasy. Behind me, Ali clapped slowly. "Well done, man."

I retreated to the bathroom, collapsing, passing out.

Hours later, maid knocking woke me. Jessica lay bruised, pussy swollen and glistening. "What's been going on?"

She smiled wickedly. "After you vanished, Ali called friends. They fucked me like six fucking times."

Shock hit, but blame was mine. We showered, left silently. Home, she slept. We never discussed it, but her promotion came, late nights followed. I knew, deep down, our marriage had ignited anew—in flames of forbidden fire.


STORY 2




Like many couples, my wife and I had long indulged in the intoxicating thrill of fantasies during our most heated fucks, whispering filthy scenarios where she surrendered her body to some other man—his cock plunging deep into her slick, aching cunt while I watched, helpless and hard as steel. It never failed to ignite us both, pushing us to the brink where our orgasms crashed like tidal waves, raw and unrelenting. It was our secret spice, a harmless blaze that kept the embers of our sex life roaring without scorching the foundation of our marriage. Or so I thought. Little did I know that those whispered depravities would soon erupt into a reality so filthy, so utterly debauched, that it would redefine the boundaries of our desires.

Let me paint you a picture of my wife, Susan—a vision of pure, unadulterated temptation at just twenty-three years old. Standing at a diminutive five feet one inch, she was a compact bundle of sheer, dripping sexuality, the kind that made men stumble over their own feet and women seethe with envy. I don't boast lightly, but fuck, she was stunning: her brown hair cropped into a sleek bob that framed her innocent, doe-like face, complete with those massive, soul-sucking brown eyes that could melt steel or harden a cock with a single glance. Her body was a masterpiece of curves—36D tits that defied gravity, ballooning out like ripe, heavy melons on her tiny frame, begging to be mauled, sucked, and splattered with cum. And those legs? Slender, toned pillars that led up to an ass so pert and round it could make a saint sin. What I'm about to recount unfolded when we were both twenty, raw and reckless, our bodies still humming with the unbridled lust of youth.

About three years ago, our fantasies began to morph, twisting into something darker, nastier, more insatiable. During our sweat-soaked sessions, Susan would transform from my sweet, demure wife into a ravenous whore, her voice dropping to a guttural rasp as she begged for multiple cocks to ravage her at once—the more, the filthier, the better. She'd paint vivid pictures of being stuffed airtight, her holes stretched to their limits by throbbing shafts, her body a vessel for endless loads of hot, sticky seed. But it didn't stop there; oh no, she escalated, her words dripping with taboo venom. "I want them black, baby," she'd moan, her cunt clenching around my cock as I pounded her. "Big, black bulls with cocks like battering rams, three of them at once—fucking my tight little ass, my greedy mouth, my sopping wet pussy—then all lining up to ram their massive black dicks into my fertile cunt and pump me full of their thick cum until it overflows."

Those sessions always culminated in explosive climaxes, her pussy convulsing like a vice around my sheathed cock—because we'd decided to delay starting a family, and the pill wreaked havoc on her body, so I dutifully wrapped up every time. Her slutty confessions, so at odds with her everyday innocence, never failed to drain my balls dry, leaving me spent and shuddering as her filthy mouth milked every last drop from me.

One fateful evening, we ventured out to a pulsating nightclub in a nearby town, the air thick with bass and the promise of debauchery. I'd been rock-hard all night, my cock straining against my pants just from stealing glances at Susan. She'd dressed like a goddamn succubus that night—sluttier than I'd ever seen her, her makeup heavy and sluttish: eyes shadowed in smoky black, lashes thick and fluttering, cheeks rouged to a flushed glow, and those plump lips slathered in thick, glossy pink lipstick that screamed "fuck my face." Black high-heeled stilettos elongated her legs, sheer black stockings hugged her thighs like a second skin, and her mini-skirt was so short it barely concealed the curve of her ass cheeks. But the top—fuck, that low-cut number plunged daringly, exposing acres of her massive tits, the fabric straining against her hardened nipples, threatening to spill her out with every breath.

When she'd emerged from our bedroom earlier, I'd been stunned, my cock twitching at the sight of this transformed vixen. But I played it cool, pretending nothing was amiss, eager to uncover whatever game she was playing. Truth be told, she looked hotter than sin, a walking invitation to depravity, and I had no intention of interrupting the view. By 1 a.m., we'd both downed enough liquor to blur the edges of inhibition—me nursing a whiskey buzz, her cheeks rosy from shots and cocktails that made her giggle and sway with liquid courage.

We'd danced a few times earlier, her body grinding against mine in ways that had my dick throbbing, but now I was too sloshed to keep up. "Mind if I dance alone for a bit, honey?" she purred, her voice laced with that teasing lilt. I waved her off with a grin, no objections—until I watched her rise, bending over to rummage in her handbag on the floor. Her mini-skirt hiked up shamelessly, flashing her bare, juicy ass cheeks and the glistening slit of her pussy—no panties, the little slut. My heart pounded as I scanned the room, spotting three black guys nearby, their eyes locked on her exposed flesh, grinning like wolves scenting prey.

Susan noticed them too, and in a move straight out of our dirtiest fantasies, she straightened slowly, placing a cigarette between those glossy pink lips. With deliberate slutiness, she flicked her lighter, sucking hard on the filter, her cheeks hollowing as she drew in deeply. Her massive tits heaved upward, nipples poking like diamonds through her top, as she held their gaze. Then, tilting her head back slightly, she exhaled a thick, languid plume of smoke toward the ceiling, her eyes smoldering with invitation. She shot me a sly, knowing grin before sauntering to the dance floor, hips swaying like a siren calling sailors to their doom.

My cock was iron-hard after that display—I've always had a fetish for watching women smoke, the way their lips purse around the cigarette, inhaling like they're sucking dick. Regaining my composure, I glanced sidelong at the black guys; one was already heading to the floor. Worry gnawed at me then—the fantasy was scorching, but the reality? Seeing my wife actually fucked by strangers? I wasn't sure I could handle it. Nervously, I sipped my drink, scanning the writhing crowd until I spotted them.

There, amid the throng of dancers, was my supposedly shy, innocent Susan, pressed obscenely close to this towering black stranger—at least a foot taller than her petite frame. His bulge, massive and insistent, ground against her belly as she semi-straddled his thick thigh, humping her bare cunt against him like a bitch in heat, her juices no doubt soaking his pants. She caught my stare, locking eyes with me as she took another deep drag from her cigarette, exhaling a defiant stream in my direction before grinning wickedly and resuming her grind.

I couldn't believe it—outrage boiled in my veins, but so did arousal, my cock leaking pre-cum into my boxers. Then it escalated: she craned her neck up, and he leaned down, their mouths crashing in a sloppy, open French kiss, tongues dueling visibly for all to see. I nearly stormed over, but froze as another black guy approached from behind, sandwiching her between them. His hands snaked around to grope her massive tits, squeezing the overflowing flesh, thumbs flicking her rock-hard nipples through the thin fabric.

Susan's legs buckled slightly, her mouth falling open in a moan I swore I heard over the pounding music. She placed her cigarette between her lips, arching back into him, her top half yielding to his mauling while her hips thrust forward, grinding her dripping cunt harder against the first guy's leg. Her small hands reached back and forward, fumbling until she was squeezing both their covered cocks, stroking them through their pants like a seasoned whore.

I was stunned, my mind reeling at the sight: my beloved wife, in the middle of a crowded dance floor, cigarette dangling from her smeared pink lips, tits being roughly groped by one black stud while she dry-humped another's thigh, her bare pussy leaving slick trails, and her hands shamelessly jacking off their hidden shafts. She looked like a complete, utter slut—and fuck, it made my cock throb painfully. The third black guy joined soon after, his hands roaming her body as she unzipped them all, her fingers delving inside to wrap around their massive, hardening cocks.

By now, Susan was lost in it, humping and grinding with feral intensity, her tits thrust out against their pawing hands, nipples swollen and begging for abuse. Her little hands worked their zippers open, fishing out their enormous black dicks—each at least twelve inches of veined, ebony meat, thick as her wrist—and she stroked them brazenly, pre-cum slicking her palms.

One whispered in her ear; she laughed throatily, then straightened, turning to face me. The sight hit like a punch: my demure wife, one hand on her hip, high heels planted wide, stockings laddered from the friction, top askew with her huge nipples tenting the fabric obscenely. Her skirt bunched around her waist, exposing her glistening, bald pussy—shaved smooth, something I'd begged for but she'd always refused. Her face was transformed: innocent features twisted into pure, slutty hunger, hair tousled, lipstick smeared, cigarette still smoldering between her lips. Her eyes locked on mine—teasing, humiliating, dripping with need.

We held that gaze, the air crackling, and in those seconds, I knew: the bitch was in heat, the slut within unleashed. She took a final drag, dropped the butt, and ground it out with her heel, exhaling at me like a challenge. Then, breaking contact, she turned, guiding the three black men by their cocks toward the men's toilet. Eyes followed her—mine included—as did a few curious onlookers: a young couple and a stunning black woman. I trailed behind, my heart hammering, cock aching, into the den of filth.

The bathroom was a stark contrast to the club's chaos: harsh fluorescent lights buzzing over graffiti-scarred white tiles, the floor awash in a half-centimeter of pungent piss, the air reeking of urine and stale sweat. Two cubicles, a long urinal, three washbasins with cracked mirrors—it was a perfect pit for depravity. Seven of us crammed in: me, my whore-wife Susan, the three black bulls, the young couple (her a naive-looking redhead of nineteen, medium tits under conservative clothes, him a wholesome nineteen-year-old), and the elegant black woman, about twenty-five, towering in spike heels, sheer stockings, short skirt, crop top showcasing her braless 38DD tits with nipples like bullets, leather jacket slung over, pouty purple lips, almond eyes, straight hair curling inward.

The third black guy locked the door, joining his friends around Susan. She caught my eye, grinning like a devil, then hopped onto the space between two washbasins, skirt hiked to her waist, legs splayed wide to display her sloppy, puffy cunt—lips swollen and parted, clit throbbing visibly. Giggling filthily, she groped one massive tit through her top, kneading it roughly, while her other hand dove between her thighs, ramming three fingers knuckle-deep into her dripping hole. She moaned like a bitch, finger-fucking herself with savage thrusts, her cunt squelching audibly.

We all watched, transfixed, as this trashy white slut performed for strangers. The young couple tried to hide their arousal at first—she licking her lips, hand absently rubbing her crotch through her skirt; he pocket-fondling his dick. But soon, they were blatant: him whipping out his cock to stroke furiously, her hiking her skirt, plunging into her white cotton panties to frig clumsily. The black bulls had their monsters out—twelve-plus inches each, wrist-thick, veined and pulsing—as they jacked slowly, eyes devouring Susan.

The black woman groaned, hiking her skirt to expose her shaved, dripping pussy, leaning back against a cubicle door in a squat, frantically circling her clit with manicured fingers, her juices mingling with the dirty floor. I had my own cock out, stroking as Susan locked eyes with me and came—shuddering, swearing like a dockside hooker: "Fuck yes! Watch me, you cucks! I'm such a dirty fucking whore, finger-banging my slutty cunt for all you perverts!"

Her fingers blurred, sloshing loudly as she abused her hole, obscenities pouring out: "I need cock! Big, black nigger cock stretching my white trash pussy!" She finished with a wail, pulling her fingers free, slick with her cream, and licked them clean while staring at me. "Okay, who's first to fuck this breeding slut?"

My cock reared at her words—the reality hitting: my wife was going to get railed raw. The first black bull stepped between her legs, his massive cockhead nudging her entrance. "Ready, bitch?"

Susan groaned, humping forward obscenely. "Fuck me! Ram that big black cock into my slutty cunt! Pound it balls-deep until you're slamming my ass!"

He obliged, thrusting three-quarters in with one brutal shove, her walls stretching around his girth. Still eyeing me, she yelled: "All of it, you fucker! Stuff every inch of that black dick into my trashy white hole! I'm a filthy bitch begging for it!"

I tore my gaze away briefly, surveying the room. The redhead obeyed Susan's earlier command, cramming three fingers into her tight cunt, moaning as she pumped. Her boyfriend jacked wildly; the black woman pistoned four fingers into her sopping slit; the other bulls stroked their beasts. Me? I rubbed slowly, savoring the sight of Susan clinging to her bull, legs locked around his back, arms around his neck, as he hammered her deep. They French-kissed sloppily, tongues lashing, her breaking to moan: "Your big black cock feels so good wrecking my slutty cunt! Fuck me like the white trash slag I am! Harder, bro—ram it into my womb!"

At "womb," alarm bells rang—she wasn't protected. This smelly piss-pit only amplified her sluttiness. "Susan, wait—let me get rubbers from the machine," I stammered, pointing to the corner dispenser.

Everyone froze. The bull smirked: "'Susan,' huh? But call her slut."

"Yeah," she purred, "I'm just a hole to use. And honey? Fuck you!" She humped him harder, eliciting laughs—even from the redhead, who giggled cutely.

Susan urged everyone to "keep it hot," promising turns. My mind raced, but I trusted she'd make him pull out. The room resumed: black woman squatting low, fingers pistoning, ass dipping on the dirty floor; redhead clumsily fingering, panties soaked from her wetness; boyfriend jacking; bulls stroking; me rubbing as I watched the bull's ebony pole plunder Susan's cunt, lips stretched thin, juices splashing.

"You, bitch!" Susan yelled at the redhead. "Three fingers up that virgin-tight cunt—fuck it hard!"

The girl blushed but complied, moaning deeply. Attention snapped back as Susan screamed: "FUCK! YES! CUMMING! SHOVE THAT BIG DICK UP MY TWAT! USE ME LIKE A WHORE!"

She orgasmed violently, grinding against him. He groaned: "Gonna cum, bitch—want me out?"

Staring at me, she begged: "Don't! Cum in my cunt! I'm not on the pill—knock this white slut up!"

Moans echoed; my cock twitched in horror and thrill. He jerked harder; she humped: "Up my fucking womb! Spunk me full—make me a black baby momma!"

He roared, slamming deep, flooding her with jets of cum. She came again, taunting me: "Watch, honey! Your little wife getting bred by this bull! Feel his spunk filling my womb—I'm knocked up for sure! Am I slutty enough?"

It shattered me—I erupted untouched, cum jetting toward the redhead, splattering her hand and cunt. She moaned, frigging my seed in, orgasming as her juices mixed with mine. Her boyfriend turned, blasting the black woman—covering her tits, face, hair. She screamed in ecstasy, licking it up: "Tha's it, slut—make him give me all!"

The redhead meekly helped, directing his cock, squeezing his balls. He finished with a shot to the black woman's eye; she came hard.

Susan purred contentedly as her bull softened, pumping to ensure impregnation. He withdrew with a sloppy pop, cum flooding from her gaped cunt—lips loose, hole wrecked. "Oh dear, honey," she cooed in mock innocence, toying her messy pussy. "Your Susan's got herself bred. What'll we do?"

Everyone laughed at my renewed hard-on. She grinned: "Well, everyone, glad you saw me get impregnated—but who's next?"


STORY 3




Maybe it was the way my black halter dress clung to every curve of my plus-size figure, or perhaps it was Jacob fantasizing about the debauchery awaiting us, but as I glanced at him in our bedroom, his trousers betrayed a massive erection—the kind that made my pussy pulse with anticipation. At ten inches long and as thick as a beer can, his black cock was a beast, and I couldn’t resist the urge to worship it. With a wicked grin, I knelt before him, unzipping his pants with deliberate slowness, letting his monstrous shaft spring free, heavy and throbbing. Even after years of marriage, our desire burned hotter than ever, a primal fire that never dulled. I untied the top of my dress, letting my massive, creamy white tits spill out, their rosy nipples hardening under his hungry gaze as I leaned in to suck his delicious black cock.

We had to be quick—our teens needed dropping off at their friends’ for a sleepover—but I was ravenous. My lips wrapped around his bulbous head, tongue swirling over the salty pre-cum leaking from his slit. I moaned, taking him deeper, my throat stretching to accommodate his girth as he groaned, fingers tangling in my hair. “Fuck, Alexa, you’re such a dirty slut,” he rasped, and I hummed in agreement, my pussy soaking my lace panties. I bobbed faster, sucking hard, my tits jiggling as he thrust gently, fucking my mouth. It took mere minutes before his balls tightened, and with a guttural roar, he erupted, thick ropes of hot cum flooding my mouth. Butterflies danced in my belly as I swallowed every drop, looking up at him with my naughtiest smile—the one that drove him wild. “Time to clean up, lover,” I purred, licking my lips. “We’ve got places to be.”

We hustled to get ready, dropping the kids off and heading downtown for a house party hosted by Jacob’s colleague, Tamika. I hadn’t been to the city in ages, living our quiet suburban life fifty minutes away with Jacob and our two teens. At forty-five, our routine was cozy but predictable, and tonight’s invitation to Tamika’s fancy penthouse promised a thrilling escape. The city buzzed with electric energy—towering buildings, flashing lights, and vibrant crowds a stark contrast to our sleepy neighborhood, which I often joked felt post-apocalyptic after dark.

Jacob had begged me to dress sexier, and I obliged, slipping into my favorite black halter dress—a plus-size masterpiece with a plunging neckline, high side slit, and open back that showcased my voluptuous curves. My crimson manicure gleamed, silver hoop earrings swayed, and my black heeled sandals added a comfortable lift. Walking hand-in-hand with Jacob, I felt the appreciative stares of passersby, their eyes lingering on my ample cleavage and thick thighs. It wasn’t unpleasant, and Jacob’s proud grin confirmed he loved the attention as much as I did.

“You’re fucking gorgeous, Alexa,” he said, his dark eyes smoldering. “I’ll be the luckiest bastard at this party.”

I laughed, nudging him. “Sweet talker. But Tamika’s gonna steal the show, you know that. She’s the hot young thing.”

“Fuck that,” he growled playfully. “Real men crave a curvy goddess like you. Those guys on the street were practically drooling.”

“I guess you’re not most guys,” I teased, melting under his wink as we reached Tamika’s building.

She opened the door in a red dress so short and tight it was practically painted on, her long blonde hair cascading over her perky frame, silver stilettos gleaming. “You look great,” she told me with a smile that screamed but not as good as me. Jacob didn’t notice, but I felt the subtle jab. Her penthouse was a shrine to excess—sleek furniture, glittering chandeliers, and a view that screamed money. No husband, no kids, just a palace of self-indulgence. I wouldn’t trade my chaotic family life for it, but damn, it stung a little.

We settled on her massive couch with champagne, but Jacob was soon pulled into work talk with Scott, another colleague, leaving me nodding politely through their inside jokes. More champagne dulled the boredom until he walked in—a tall, dark-skinned Adonis in his early thirties, the only black man in the room, stealing my breath. His dress shoes shone, tailored pants hugged his sculpted ass and hinted at a massive bulge, and his partially unbuttoned shirt revealed a chiseled chest. My palms sweated, my pussy clenched, and I took a deep breath, rubbing my hands on my dress. Jacob caught my stare, a sly smirk playing on his lips, but I looked away, flustered.

“Hey, man, good to see you,” Jacob greeted him, shaking hands with a quick hug. “Alexa, this is Scott, visiting from the West Coast branch.”

Scott’s eyes locked onto mine, a slow, appreciative scan that set my skin ablaze. “You must be Jacob’s lovely wife. I’m Scott.”

“Y-Yes, hi,” I stammered, my cheeks burning. “Nice to meet you.”

Jacob explained Scott’s week-long visit, and we chatted, the champagne loosening my tongue. Tamika shot us jealous glances, but Scott’s attention stayed on me, his charm disarming. When Jacob got dragged into another conversation, Scott and I hit it off, laughing and drinking for an hour. It felt like a date—flirty, electric, and dangerously close to our fantasies of me with a black stud. Jacob’s satisfied grin confirmed my suspicions: he’d orchestrated this.

Scott leaned in, his voice low. “Is it true what Jacob told me? That you dream of fucking a black man?”

I nearly choked on my champagne, glaring at Jacob, who shrugged innocently. “He told you that?”

“Said you’ve been fantasizing about a big black cock,” Scott continued, unfazed. “That you’re open to making it real.”

My heart raced, torn between fury and arousal. This was our private fantasy, but Scott’s intense gaze and Jacob’s encouragement made it feel inevitable. “He wasn’t lying,” I admitted, my voice shaky. “You’re exactly the type I imagine.”

“Fuck, Alexa, you’re killing me,” he growled. “I saw your picture and wanted you instantly. What if tonight’s the night?”

My pussy throbbed, inhibitions crumbling. “It’s just… I’m married, a mom.”

“Makes it hotter,” he whispered, his breath warm against my ear. “You’re a filthy goddess, and I need to fuck you senseless.”

His dirty words ignited me, and I glanced at Jacob, his nod screaming do it. My hand grazed Scott’s thigh, brushing his hardening cock, and we slipped away, Jacob trailing to keep watch. Tamika’s soundproof bedroom was our destination—a delicious fuck-you to her perfection. I locked the door, and Scott pinned me against the wall, his lips devouring mine, tongue plunging deep as he groped my tits, freeing them from my dress.

“Fuck, I need you,” I moaned, tearing at his clothes. His massive cock sprang free—ten inches of beer-can-thick black meat, veins pulsing. I yanked off my lace panties, climbing onto Tamika’s silk sheets as Scott connected his phone to a Bluetooth speaker, sultry R&B filling the air.

He joined me, hands worshipping my curves, cock growing impossibly larger. “You’re so fucking sexy,” he growled, kissing me between words. I pulled him to the floor, kneeling on the plush carpet, licking his shaft from base to tip, teasing the leaking head. His firm black ass filled my hands as I sucked him deep, gagging on his girth, my pussy dripping. “Goddamn, you suck cock like a whore,” he groaned, and I moaned louder, loving the filth.

He laid me on the bed, spreading my thighs wide, his tongue lashing my swollen clit as two thick fingers plunged into my soaking cunt. I screamed, bucking against his mouth, craving more. He climbed up, kissing me with my own juices, then slammed into me missionary-style, his huge cock stretching my pussy to its limits. The mattress groaned as he pounded me, my curvy body shaking, tits bouncing wildly.

“Fuck me harder,” I begged, and he flipped me onto my knees, taking me doggy-style—my favorite. His cock filled me completely, hitting spots Jacob never could, driving me to a shattering vaginal orgasm.

“Cum in me,” I gasped, knowing it was risky but too lost to care. His hot seed flooded my pussy, a perfect creampie, and I screamed, my body convulsing.

We paused, gulping expensive spring water from Tamika’s mini fridge, catching our breath. Scott lit her scented candles, dimming the lights, and buried his face in my tits, sucking my nipples until I moaned. He slid his cock between my breasts, tit-fucking me as I whimpered, loving the friction. Then he lifted my legs, sucking my crimson-painted toes, his spit-slicked finger teasing my asshole.

“You want this?” he asked, rubbing his cock against my tight hole.

“Fuck yes,” I breathed, grabbing Tamika’s lube. He worked it in slowly, my ass resisting his massive girth. I played with my clit, relaxing as he pushed deeper, stretching me open.

“Oh God, fuck my ass,” I begged, and he did, slow and deep, my body trembling with pleasure. I squirted—a first—my pussy gushing as I came, his cum filling my ass in a hot rush.

Exhausted, we collapsed, staring at the ceiling. “Jacob wanted me to feel this,” I laughed, sipping water. “The power of a big black cock.”

“Honored to deliver,” Scott grinned. “You’re fucking addictive.”

Round three beckoned. I straddled him on the floor, riding his cock, my tits bouncing as he squeezed them with his big black hands. I crawled to the window, pressing my breasts against the glass as he fucked me from behind, fingers rubbing my clit. I bit my hand, screaming through another mind-blowing orgasm as he pounded my dripping pussy.

Kneeling, I sucked him again, locking eyes as he jacked off, exploding across my lips, tits, and open mouth. I swallowed every drop, licking him clean. “So tasty,” I giggled, winking.

“Jacob’s a lucky fucker,” he panted, pulling me close.

We cuddled for twenty minutes, basking in the afterglow, then dressed and returned separately to avoid suspicion. Jacob’s eyes lit up when he saw my satisfied grin. “Good mood, huh?” he whispered.

“Fucking exhausted,” I admitted. “Let’s go home.”

We said goodbye, my wave to Scott loaded with promise. In the car, I spilled every filthy detail—three loads in my pussy, ass, and mouth. Jacob’s cock strained as I spoke. “You’re my hotwife now,” he growled, thrilled.

“Starving,” I said. “Drive-thru, then fuck me senseless.”

He grinned, kissing me deeply, our tongues entwined. “I love you, you filthy goddess.”

As we drove into the night, I knew our marriage had ignited into something wilder, dirtier, and infinitely hotter.


STORY 4




I’m sprawled on a cushioned lounger under the scorching Berlin sun, the Spree River glinting nearby, its lazy ripples a stark contrast to the feverish pulse thrumming through my veins. The city’s summer energy is electric—vibrant, hedonistic, a far cry from our usual suburban routine. My husband, Jacob, lounges beside me, his dark skin glistening with sweat, his swim trunks doing little to hide the monstrous ten-inch, beer-can-thick black cock I know so well. We’re at a secluded riverside beach club, a hidden gem in Berlin’s eclectic sprawl, surrounded by a handful of strangers but blissfully free of friends or obligations. A few cocktails—spiked with sharp German gin—have us buzzing, our skin flushed from sun and desire. All morning, we’ve been teasing each other with heated glances and filthy whispers, my pussy aching for him, but Jacob’s playing coy, making me wait, drawing out the torment with that wicked smirk of his.

“Patience, Alexa,” he murmurs, his voice a low rumble that sends shivers down my spine. “You’ll get fucked when I say so.”

I pout, adjusting my crimson bikini, the fabric barely containing my heavy, creamy-white tits, my nipples stiffening under his gaze. My curves—full hips, thick thighs, a round ass that begs to be spanked—are on brazen display, and I catch the hungry eyes of passersby. Jacob loves it, his massive cock twitching as he watches me flaunt myself. But before I can drag him back to our hotel, a shadow falls over us—an athletic, tanned man in his early forties, his chiseled frame wrapped in tight swim briefs that leave little to the imagination. He claims the lounger next to us, his dark hair flecked with silver, his eyes a piercing blue that rake over me with unabashed interest.

“Mind if I join you?” he asks, his accent a smooth British lilt, settling in with a beer. “Name’s Scott.”

We exchange pleasantries, learning he’s on holiday, waiting for his wife, Tamika, to arrive tomorrow. He’s charming, confident, and as we chat about Berlin’s nightlife and hidden gems, I can’t help but flirt—leaning forward to let my tits spill forward, brushing my hair back to expose my neck, my voice dropping to a sultry purr. Jacob watches, his gaze smoldering, not with jealousy but with that dark, kinky thrill we share in our dirtiest fantasies. Scott’s eyes linger on my curves, his briefs tightening as his cock stirs, and I feel my pussy slicken, my clit pulsing with need.

“Fuck, it’s hot out here,” I say, fanning myself, my eyes locked on Scott’s. “I need to cool off. Fancy a dip in the river?”

Scott grins, glancing at Jacob. “You joining us, mate?”

Jacob shakes his head, his stare burning into me. “Nah, Alexa’s got this. Have fun, baby.” His tone drips with permission, a silent command to indulge, and my cunt throbs at the unspoken promise.

Scott and I wade into the Spree, the water warm and silky, lifting us with each gentle swell. I glide behind him, my hands gripping his broad shoulders, my full tits pressing against his muscular back, nipples scraping deliciously against his skin. My breath grazes his neck, hot and teasing. “Won’t your husband mind?” he murmurs, voice husky.

“Don’t worry,” I whisper, nipping his earlobe. “This is exactly what he wants—me being a filthy little slut for you.”

That’s his cue. He spins me around, pulling me against his chest, my legs wrapping around his waist as I cling to him. Our lips meet in a tentative kiss, then deepen, his tongue teasing mine, slow and sensual. I moan softly, grinding my pussy against the hardening bulge in his briefs, feeling his cock swell—thick, not as massive as Jacob’s, but eager. His hands slide under my ass, squeezing the plump cheeks, fingers brushing the edge of my bikini bottoms. They slip beneath, grazing my slick folds, and we both groan as he feels how drenched I am. “Fuck, you’re so wet,” he growls, and I untie my bikini top, letting it fall away, my heavy tits bared to the sun, nipples stiff and aching.

I glance at Jacob on shore, his eyes locked on us, a sly smile curving his lips. Emboldened, I kiss Scott harder, my tongue fucking his mouth as my nipples rub against his chest, his fingers probing my cunt, teasing my clit. “Got plans later?” I purr, grinding harder.

“Not anymore,” he replies, voice thick with lust. “You’re my fucking plan.”

We wade back to shore, my tits still exposed, swaying with each step, drawing stares. Jacob’s grin widens as we approach. “Good swim?” he asks, voice dripping with amusement.

I lean over, my bare breasts brushing his arm, and whisper, “So fucking hot.” I kiss him deeply, my tongue dancing with his, tasting the gin on his breath. Sitting back, I hand Scott my lotion, smirking. “Mind helping?”

He kneels, starting at my feet, his strong hands massaging the lotion into my skin, working up my calves, my thighs. His thumbs slip under my bikini ties, grazing my pussy lips, sending jolts through me. I close my eyes, moaning softly as he reaches my tits, rolling my nipples between his fingers, pinching just hard enough to make me gasp. Jacob’s watching, his cock straining, and I know he’s done waiting. “Room. Now,” he growls, standing.

Our hotel room is a cool oasis, the bed still rumpled from our morning fuck, the air heavy with the scent of sex. The thought of being railed by Scott where Jacob fucked me hours ago sends a thrill through me. I kiss Jacob, slow and dirty, then turn to Scott, pulling him into a sloppy, tongue-heavy kiss. “Undress me,” I command, my voice a husky demand.

Jacob steps forward, untying my bikini top again, letting it drop as Scott kneels behind me, sliding my bottoms down, his lips trailing kisses over my plump ass cheeks. His fingers graze my inner thighs, teasing my dripping cunt, and I moan, pushing back, craving more. Jacob bends to suck my nipple, his tongue swirling, teeth grazing, making me pant. He guides my hands to my tits, squeezing them as Scott’s fingers probe my pussy, maddeningly light. I open my eyes to see Jacob in a chair, shirt unbuttoned, his massive black cock out, stroking slowly, the sight making my cunt gush.

Scott lifts me onto the dresser, spreading my thighs wide, exposing my glistening pussy. His tongue circles my clit, slow and deliberate, then flicks it rapidly, making me squirm. “Fuck, yes, eat my cunt,” I moan, gripping his hair. He sucks my clit hard, his hands forcing my legs apart as I buck, cumming with a scream, my juices coating his face. Jacob watches, stroking faster, and I know what he wants.

“Lie on the bed,” he orders Scott.

I crawl over, straddling Scott’s face, teasing his thick cock with my tongue, lapping the pre-cum dripping from his slit. I look at Jacob, holding his gaze as I take Scott’s shaft deep, sucking slow and deliberate, my lips stretching around him. He groans, pulling me onto him, and I position my pussy over his cock, spreading my ass for Jacob’s view. His head’s thick, stretching me as I lower myself, gasping as it pops past my tight entrance. I ease down, inch by inch, until he’s balls-deep, my cunt clenching. I ride him slow, his cock glistening with my juices, splitting me open as Jacob watches, his massive shaft throbbing in his hand.

“Fuck, look at that wet pussy taking him,” Jacob growls, and I speed up, my clit grinding against Scott, cumming hard, my screams echoing. I remember a night we used a dildo in Jacob’s guest room, fantasizing about this exact scenario. “Against the wall,” I pant, pulling Scott up.

I back against him, leaning forward, my tits swaying. Jacob pulls a chair close, his face inches from my breasts. Scott guides his cock to my pussy, teasing the entrance. Jacob grabs my hips, shoving me back hard, forcing Scott’s full length inside me.

“Take it, you slut,” Jacob snarls, pushing me as Scott pulls, their hands controlling me, fucking me rough. My pussy aches, but I love submitting, the pain mingling with pleasure. Jacob pulls me off, shoving me to my knees. “Suck him.”

I take Scott’s cock, slick with my juices, into my mouth, sucking greedily as Jacob watches, stroking his monster cock. After a minute, Jacob grabs my hair, shoving his ten-inch beast past my lips. I alternate, slurping one, then the other, my mouth stuffed with cock, spit dripping down my chin. “Dirty fucking whore,” Jacob growls, and I moan, my pussy leaking onto the floor.

Scott guides me to the bed, laying me on my back near the edge. He stands between my legs, sliding in easily now, his balls slapping my ass as he fucks me hard. Jacob straddles my chest, feeding me his cock, my lips stretching wide. I struggle to focus, Scott’s fingers rubbing my clit, driving me wild. Jacob’s hips pump, fucking my mouth as Scott pounds my cunt. I feel another orgasm building, my body trembling. Jacob tenses, grunting, and floods my mouth with thick cum. I swallow every drop, gasping as he collapses beside me.

Scott grabs my hips, fucking me harder, his fingers circling my clit. “Cum for me, you filthy slut,” he growls, and I do, screaming, my pussy clamping his cock. He pulls out, spraying hot cum across my stomach, the warmth pooling on my skin. I lie between them, Jacob’s hand cupping my tit, Scott’s resting on my soaked pussy, his fingers lazily teasing my folds.

But I’m not done. “I want that cock in my ass,” I purr, rolling onto my side, presenting my plump cheeks. Scott groans, grabbing lube from the nightstand—a bottle we’d packed for just this kink. He slicks his fingers, teasing my tight hole, circling the puckered rim before slipping one inside, then two, stretching me. I moan, pushing back, my clit throbbing as Jacob watches, his cock hardening again. “Fuck her ass,” he orders, voice thick with lust.

Scott lubes his thick shaft, pressing the head against my asshole. I relax, breathing deep, and he pushes in, slow and deliberate, the stretch burning deliciously. “Oh fuck, so tight,” he groans, inching deeper until his balls press against me. I whimper, fingering my clit as he starts to fuck my ass, slow at first, then harder, his thrusts shaking my body.

“Yes, fuck my slutty ass,” I beg, my voice raw. Jacob kneels beside me, sucking my nipple, his fingers plunging into my dripping cunt, curling against my G-spot.

“Goddamn, you love this, don’t you?” Jacob growls, and I nod, lost in pleasure. Scott’s pace quickens, his cock pounding my ass, the sensation overwhelming. I cum again, squirting across the sheets, my scream muffled as Jacob shoves his cock back in my mouth. Scott grunts, slamming deep, and fills my ass with hot cum, the warmth flooding me as I shudder through another orgasm.

We collapse, panting, my body slick with sweat and cum. Jacob kisses me, tasting himself on my lips, while Scott’s hand strokes my thigh. We nap, tangled together, the room heavy with the scent of sex. When I wake, Scott’s gone, but a note lies on the dresser with his number: Meet Tamika tomorrow. The four of us will have even dirtier fun.

I show Jacob, his cock twitching at the promise. “Berlin’s about to get filthier,” he grins, pulling me close, and I know this is just the beginning.


STORY 5




The office holiday party in Berlin’s pulsing heart is a riot of excess, a December indulgence far removed from Christmas cheer. It’s early in the month, but venues book up fast in this city, where hedonism is practically a religion. Thank God it’s Friday—nothing’s worse than dragging yourself to work post-party, piecing together the mortifying blur of drunken antics. My marketing squad—Clara, Rosalie, and I—are primed to unleash chaos. The doors swing open at 6 p.m., and we’re at the bar of this sleek Kreuzberg loft in seconds, claiming free Cosmopolitans like seasoned vultures. One, two, three—pink liquor burns my throat, igniting my veins as the night hums with promise.

The loft is a cavern of industrial chic: exposed brick walls, dim Edison bulbs casting sultry shadows, and a DJ spinning techno that throbs through my bones like a second heartbeat. Our company’s ballooned, and unfamiliar faces swirl around me—sharp suits, daring dresses, and eyes that linger too long. By 9 p.m., Clara’s three Cosmos deep, her giggles loud and infectious. She leans in, her blonde curls bouncing, her voice a conspiratorial hiss over the bassline. “Alright, girls, who’re we taking home tonight? Smooth and sophisticated, or rough trade?”

Rosalie flushes, her auburn hair glowing under the lights, her cheeks matching. “What kind of girl do you think I am?”

“Oh, we know,” I tease, winking. “Spill it, Rosalie. Didn’t you dish about Clark from IT? His kink was… what, a vibrator up his ass on max while he railed you doggy style?” We cackle, and I add, “I couldn’t look at him without smirking when he fixed my laptop. ‘I know, you know,’ vibes.”

Rosalie’s blush deepens, but she grins, nostalgic. “Fine. Which IT guy’s catching your eye tonight?”

Clara chimes in, her eyes glinting. “Why are IT guys such freaks? Horniest bastards out there—probably because they dodge the porn blockers. Remember Jez? After a fancy dinner, he begged me to shit on him post-fuck.”

I choke on my drink, laughing. “And did you?”

“Sure,” she shrugs, smirking wistfully. “He paid for the meal, so I gave him the full experience—input and output. He was very grateful.”

My eyes scan the crowd, landing on a new face—a tall, dark-skinned god in his early thirties, his chiseled frame wrapped in a fitted black shirt, unbuttoned to reveal sculpted pecs that gleam under the lights. His presence is magnetic, a stark contrast to the pale Berlin crowd, his movements exuding confidence. My pussy clenches, a familiar ache blooming.

“Who’s that?” I ask, nodding toward him. “He looks innocent, like he needs corrupting.”

“That’s Kevin,” Clara says, her voice dripping with mischief. “New IT hire. Your mission, Jenny. We expect a full report tomorrow.”

I strategize, plotting a seduction that’s subtle but lethal. No need to spook the fresh meat. I wait until Kevin heads to the buffet, his plate piled with hors d’oeuvres, and saunter over, my tight black dress clinging to my curves—full 36DD tits, round hips, an ass that begs to be slapped. The plunging neckline barely contains me, and I drop my napkin deliberately, bending low to give him a front-row view of my cleavage. His dark eyes widen, lingering, and I smile innocently, my crimson lips curling. Later, when he approaches the bar, I’m there first.

“Oh, hi again,” I purr, feigning surprise. “Little miss butterfingers, remember? Can I get you a drink?”

“It’s free, isn’t it?” he asks, his voice smooth, laced with a faint Caribbean lilt, his eyes twinkling with interest.

“Figuratively,” I reply, batting my lashes. “I’m Jenny. Vodka tonic for me, and…?”

“Irish whiskey, no ice,” he says. “I’m Kevin.”

“Pleasure’s mine,” I murmur, my tone dripping with promise. “Make them doubles,” I tell the bartender.

We drink, we flirt, my trade-secret lines reeling him in—whispers about Berlin’s underground clubs, coy glances that linger on his lips, his chest. The liquor loosens us, and we hit the dance floor, the techno pulsing like a primal call. Sweat sheens my skin, my pheromones screaming as I sway, my dress riding up to flash my thick thighs, my black lace panties barely visible. The DJ shifts to slower, sensual beats, and I pull Kevin close.

“No need to keep your distance,” I whisper, guiding his hands to my waist, my hips grinding subtly against him. “Lean in so we don’t look like idiots falling over.”

His hands tighten, and I feel his cock harden against my hip—a thick, heavy bulge that makes my pussy throb, my clit pulsing under the lace. “Is that a hard drive in your pocket, or are you just happy to see me?” I murmur in his ear, my lips brushing his warm skin, inhaling his musky scent.

He laughs, a low rumble that vibrates through me. “Option two, definitely.”

The party’s winding down, and subtlety’s out the window. I slide my hand between us, cupping his cock and balls through his trousers, feeling the weight of his arousal—ten inches, thick as a beer can, straining for release. His eyes widen, then he grins, relieved. “Wow,” he croaks. “Guess I’m really happy to see you.” In the dim light, his hands slip under my dress, kneading my tits through my bra, his lips grazing my neck, licking a bead of sweat from the hollow above my cleavage. “You feel fucking incredible,” he whispers, his breath hot.

“It’s too loud here,” I say, my voice husky with need. “My flat’s two streets away in Prenzlauer Berg. Wanna get out of here?”

My apartment is a cozy haven, tidied just enough to avoid embarrassment. The moment the door clicks shut, I pull Kevin close, our mouths crashing together in a sloppy, desperate kiss, tongues tangling with raw hunger. My hand finds his cock again, still rock-hard, and I moan into his mouth, my pussy soaking my panties. He spins me, pinning me against the door, yanking my dress over my head to reveal my black lace bra, my tits heaving. Holding my wrists above me with one strong hand, he buries his face in my armpit, inhaling deeply.

“Fuck, you’re a salty, sweaty goddess,” he growls, his tongue rasping over the slight stubble, the sensation sending jolts to my clit. He switches sides, licking my other pit, then unhooks my bra, letting it fall. My heavy tits spill free, pink nipples hardening under his gaze, the deep pink areolas puckering. He buries his face between them, sucking and nibbling, his teeth grazing until they pulse with need, my cunt dripping.

I drop to my knees, unbuttoning his trousers, pulling down his boxers to free his cock—a glorious ten inches, thick as a beer can, veins pulsing, pre-cum glistening like dew. “Holy fuck,” I breathe, my pussy clenching, soaking my lace. I tease his foreskin back with my lips, tasting his salty essence, my tongue swirling over the bulbous head, lapping the leaking slit.

“I need this monster inside me,” I moan, sucking gently, careful not to push him too far, my hands cupping his heavy balls, his firm black ass filling my palms.

“Careful,” he groans, his voice strained. “It’s been… a while. Months.”

I smirk, standing, stripping off my dress and panties, baring my shaved pussy, my lips glistening with arousal. “We’ve got a problem, Kevin. You’re gonna blow in five seconds, and I’ve got needs. First, we drain those balls. Then we rebuild. Then you fuck my brains out. Deal?”

He nods, eyes wide with lust. I push his clothes off, pressing my naked body against his, guiding his massive cock between my thighs, the shaft grazing my slick cunt, the tip nestled between my plump ass cheeks.

“Fuck me like your personal slut,” I purr, my voice dripping with need. “Don’t worry about me yet—just fill my pussy with that big black cock.”

He lifts me, carrying me to the bedroom, where clothes from my pre-party try-ons litter the bed. We sweep them aside, and I spread my legs wide, my wet cunt glistening under the soft light, lips parted, clit throbbing. He fingers my clit, ensuring I’m ready, then slides in, his thick cock stretching my walls deliciously, the burn exquisite.

“Fuck, yes,” I moan, my cunt clenching as he thrusts, his heavy balls slapping my ass. It’s quick—too quick.

Within minutes, he groans, “I’m cumming!” and floods my pussy with hot, thick spurts—five, six, seven, my cunt milking every drop, his seed spilling out, dripping down my thighs.

He collapses, panting, his dark skin slick with sweat. “That was… fucking unreal,” he grins, boyish and sated. “But I’m spent.”

“We’ll see,” I tease, sliding off him, his cum a creamy river on my skin. I lean down, sucking his softening cock, tasting our mixed juices—salt, musk, and raw sex, better than any Cosmo. “I need to pee,” I say, pausing, my eyes glinting. “Wanna watch?”

His eyes light up, dark and hungry. “Hell yeah.”

In the en-suite, I sit on the toilet, legs spread wide, giving him a full view as my golden stream hisses, flushing out his cum, the sight taboo and thrilling. He kneels, dipping his fingers in the warm flow, laughing. “So fucking hot,” he says, playfully blocking the stream, making it splash over us—warm, intimate, filthy. We giggle, the act igniting my clit, my pussy aching anew.

“Round two,” he says, grinning. “But first, I want you smooth.” He grabs my razor. “Can I shave you?”

“Careful,” I warn, my voice firm. “And I get to shave you after.”

He lathers my bush, carefully shaving my mound, his fingers grazing my swollen clit, making me squirm, my juices mixing with the foam. “Quality control,” he smirks, kneeling to lick my freshly shaved pussy, his tongue plunging deep, circling my clit until I’m writhing. “Perfect,” he groans, sucking hard, and I cum, screaming, my juices coating his face, my body shaking with the intensity.

My turn. I lather his pubic hair, shaving his shaft, his wrinkled scrotum, his ass, my fingers probing his tight hole, keeping him hard. “You love this, don’t you?” I tease, stroking his cock, now slick with baby oil. Back in the bedroom, I straddle him, cowgirl-style, rubbing his thick cockhead against my slick folds, teasing my entrance.

“Fuck me,” he begs, his voice desperate, and I sink down, his massive shaft filling me, my cunt clenching tight. I grind my clit against his smooth mound, riding hard, my heavy tits bouncing, nipples aching.

“Ride me, you dirty slut,” he growls, his hands squeezing my ass, and I lose it, cumming hard, my pussy spasming, squirting over his cock, soaking the sheets.

“Ass time,” I purr, grabbing lube from the nightstand.

On my knees, I spread my cheeks, and he circles my tight hole with a slick finger, easing it in, the cold gel making me shiver. His hot cockhead follows, stretching my asshole slowly, the burn exquisite.

“Fuck, so tight,” he groans, pushing deeper, inch by inch, until his balls slap my cheeks. He fucks my ass hard, kissing my neck, pinching my nipples, while I finger my clit, cumming again, my screams echoing as my pussy gushes.

“You love this big black cock in your ass, don’t you?” he growls, and I nod, lost in ecstasy.

He pulls out, flipping me onto my back, and slams into my pussy, grinding against my clit with every thrust. “Take it, you filthy whore,” he snarls, his hips relentless. I cum again, my body shaking, pussy clenching, milking his cock.

“Cum on my face,” I beg, and he pulls out, stroking his massive shaft over my mouth. I suck the tip, my tongue swirling, as he explodes, thick ropes of cum hitting my throat, my lips, my tits, splattering my face. I swallow greedily, milking every drop, his groans filling the room as I lick him clean, savoring the creamy, salty taste.

We collapse, spent, my body slick with cum, sweat, and oil, the air heavy with the scent of sex. “Six months without pussy?” I tease, tracing a finger over his chest. “You made up for it, stud.”

“Fucking unreal,” he pants, his eyes heavy. “I’ve jerked off to porn, but this… you’re a fucking goddess.”

“Come back anytime,” I say, my mind already spinning with plans for round three. As he drifts off, I know Berlin’s nights are just getting started, and Kevin’s big black cock is my new obsession.
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