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CHAPTER 1




I've never hated summer in my 25 years of life more than I did the day my car decided to sputter and die on the side of the highway, leaving me stranded under the relentless blaze of the sun. The heat was oppressive, a thick, suffocating blanket that pressed down on me like an unwanted lover, making my skin slick with sweat and my thoughts hazy with frustration. I was on my way to surprise Jonathan at his office with a homemade lunch—chicken salad sandwiches, fresh fruit, and that lemon meringue pie he adored. It was my desperate attempt to bridge the growing chasm between us, to remind him of the passion we'd once shared. But lately, our marriage felt like a wilting flower in this godforsaken heatwave. We'd tied the knot right out of college, high school sweethearts turned husband and wife, and for the first few years, it was bliss. Jonathan had been my first and only lover, his gentle touches and familiar body the sum total of my sexual world. But over the past months, something had shifted. He couldn't get it up anymore, no matter how I teased or tempted him. I'd confronted him about it, my voice trembling with a mix of hurt and accusation, suggesting maybe he was seeing someone else, that perhaps my curves—my full 34C breasts, my soft hips, and that fat pink pussy he'd once worshipped—no longer excited him. He'd shrugged it off with a weary sigh, blaming the stress of his high-pressure job in finance. "It's just work, Pris," he'd murmured, avoiding my eyes. "Give me time." I wanted to believe him, to support him like a good wife should, so here I was, baking in my broken-down sedan, the lunch cooling in its insulated bag on the passenger seat.

I popped the hood, staring helplessly at the engine as if my glare could magically revive it. Cars were Jonathan's domain; I knew next to nothing about them. The highway stretched out like a mirage, shimmering in the 115-degree inferno, with sparse traffic whizzing by without a second glance. Sweat trickled down my neck, soaking into the collar of my sundress—a light blue number that hugged my honey-brown skin and accentuated my curves. My long, curly hair clung to my shoulders in damp ringlets, and I could feel the perspiration pooling between my thighs, making my panties stick uncomfortably.

"Fuck me," I mumbled angrily, slamming the hood shut. Out of all the times for this to happen, it had to be now, when I was trying to salvage my marriage?

Just as despair started to set in, a pickup truck rumbled to a stop behind me, its engine growling like a beast awakening. I turned, shielding my eyes from the sun, and there he was—Harry, though I didn't know his name yet. He stepped out, a towering figure of raw masculinity, probably 6'4" with broad shoulders that strained against his grease-stained mechanic's shirt. His skin was a deep, rich ebony, glistening slightly in the heat, and his muscles rippled with every movement, honed from years of wrenching under hoods and lifting heavy parts. Short, neatly trimmed hair framed a face that was all sharp angles and smoldering intensity: full lips, a strong jaw, and dark eyes that seemed to pierce right through me. He was sexy in a way that made my pulse quicken unbidden—a black Adonis in work boots and jeans that hugged his powerful thighs.

"You alright there, ma'am?" he called out, his voice a deep, velvety baritone with a hint of Southern drawl that sent an unexpected shiver down my spine despite the heat.

I nodded, trying to compose myself. "My car just... died. No warning. I'm not sure what's wrong."

He approached with easy confidence, his gaze flicking over me—not leering, but appreciative, like he was assessing a fine machine. "Let me take a look. Name's Harry. I own the auto shop a few miles back. Saw you pulled over and figured you could use a hand."

"Priscilla," I replied, my voice steadier than I felt. "Thank you. I was on my way to my husband's office with lunch. This is the last thing I needed."

He popped the hood again, his large hands moving with practiced efficiency as he poked and prodded. I stood nearby, fanning myself with my hand, watching the way his biceps flexed under his sleeves. There was something magnetic about him, a primal allure that stirred feelings I'd long suppressed. Jonathan's impotence had left me aching, my body craving the kind of raw, uninhibited pleasure we used to share. But Harry? He was a stranger, a sexy black mechanic whose very presence made my neglected pussy throb with forbidden curiosity. I'd never been with anyone but Jonathan, never felt a cock bigger than his average size, and certainly never a black one. The thought flitted through my mind like a taboo whisper, making my cheeks flush hotter than the sun.

After a few minutes, he straightened up, wiping his hands on a rag from his pocket. "Looks like your alternator's shot. I can fix it, but it'll take some tools from my truck. No charge—consider it a good deed for a lady in distress."

I blinked, surprised. "Really? That's too kind. At least let me repay you somehow. Coffee? Lunch?" I gestured to the bag in my car, my heart pounding as our eyes locked.

He chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through me. "No need, Priscilla. But if you're insistent... how about you keep me company while I work? Gets lonely out here sometimes."

I hesitated, but the heat and my frustration with Jonathan pushed me forward. "Deal."

As he worked under the hood, we chatted—about the weather, my job as a graphic designer, his shop. His stories were laced with humor, his laugh infectious, and I found myself leaning closer, inhaling his scent: a mix of motor oil, sweat, and something distinctly masculine. Sweat dripped down my cleavage, drawing his gaze momentarily, and I didn't pull away. Instead, I felt a spark ignite, my pussy clenching at the thought of his strong hands on me.

It didn't take long for him to fix it—a loose connection he tightened with expert precision. "There you go. Should run smooth now."

I tested the engine, and it purred to life. Relief washed over me, but so did a strange reluctance to leave. "Harry, seriously, how can I thank you?"

His dark eyes met mine, intense and hungry. "Well... if you're offering, maybe we could grab a drink somewhere cooler. My shop's got AC, and it's just down the road."

My mind screamed caution—married, Priscilla, remember?—but my body betrayed me, nipples hardening under my dress at the implication. Jonathan's lunch could wait. "Lead the way."

I followed his truck to his small auto shop, a modest building with bays full of cars in various states of repair. He parked and ushered me inside, the cool blast of air conditioning a godsend. The place was empty, his employees gone for the day, leaving us alone amid the tools and oil drums. He grabbed two cold sodas from a mini-fridge in the back office, handing me one as we sat on a worn couch.

"You're a lifesaver," I said, sipping the fizzy drink, my eyes tracing the veins on his forearms.

He smiled, leaning back. "Glad to help. You look like you could use a break from this heat."

We talked more, the conversation flowing easily, but the air thickened with unspoken tension. I crossed my legs, feeling the dampness between my thighs grow. Harry noticed, his gaze dropping to my hemline where my sundress rode up slightly, exposing the smooth skin of my thighs.

"You alright?" he asked, his voice dropping an octave.

I licked my lips, the soda's sweetness lingering. "Just... hot. Even in here."

His eyes darkened. "Yeah? Maybe I can help with that too."

Before I could overthink it, I set my soda down and shifted closer, my hand brushing his knee. "Harry... I shouldn't, but..."

He cupped my chin gently, tilting my face up. "But what, Priscilla? Tell me."

"I'm married," I whispered, even as my body leaned into him. "But he... he can't anymore. And you... God, you're so sexy."

His thumb traced my lower lip. "Then let me show you what you've been missing."

Our lips met in a searing kiss, his mouth claiming mine with a hunger that made me gasp. His tongue delved deep, tasting me, while his large hands roamed my body, squeezing my full breasts through the thin fabric of my dress. I moaned into his mouth, my hands fumbling with his shirt, desperate to feel his skin. He was rock-hard everywhere—chest, abs, and oh God, the massive bulge pressing against my thigh.

"Never had a man like me before?" he growled, nipping at my neck as he pulled my dress straps down, exposing my lace bra.

"No," I admitted breathlessly. "Jonathan's my only... and he's not... big."

Harry chuckled darkly, unhooking my bra with one hand. "Then prepare yourself, baby. I'm gonna stretch that pussy like it's never been stretched."

My nipples peaked under his gaze as he freed my breasts, his mouth latching onto one, sucking hard while his fingers pinched the other. Electric jolts shot straight to my core, my pussy flooding with arousal. I arched into him, grinding against his thigh, feeling the heat build.

"Harry... please..."

He stood, lifting me effortlessly onto a workbench, tools clattering aside. My dress hiked up, revealing my soaked panties. He knelt between my legs, inhaling deeply. "Smells like heaven. Bet that married cunt is dripping for me."

I nodded, shameless now. "It is. Touch me."

His fingers hooked into my panties, yanking them down. My fat pussy lips parted slightly, glistening with need. Harry's eyes widened appreciatively. "Look at that pretty pink slit. So tight, so wet. Never had a big black cock in there, huh?"

"Never," I panted, spreading my legs wider. "Be my first."

He dove in, his tongue lapping at my folds, savoring my juices like a man starved. I cried out, fingers tangling in his hair as he sucked my clit, swirling around the swollen nub. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, building faster than with Jonathan. Harry's fingers joined, two thick digits plunging into my tightness, curling to hit my G-spot.

"Oh fuck, Harry! Right there!"

He finger-fucked me relentlessly, his mouth devouring my pussy, tongue flicking my clit until I shattered, my orgasm ripping through me like a storm. Juices squirted onto his chin, and he lapped them up greedily.

"That's it, cum for me, Priscilla. Taste so sweet."

Panting, I pulled him up, kissing him tasting myself on his lips. My hands went to his belt, unbuckling frantically. "I need you inside me. Now."

He freed his cock—a monstrous 10 inches, thick as my wrist, veined and throbbing, the dark skin contrasting my pale pink. I stared, mouth watering. "It's huge... will it fit?"

Harry grinned, stroking himself. "It'll fit, baby. And you'll love every inch."

He positioned the bulbous head at my entrance, rubbing it along my slick folds. I whimpered, hips bucking. "Fuck me, Harry. Fill my married pussy."

With a groan, he pushed in, inch by inch, stretching me deliciously. Pain mingled with pleasure as my walls gripped him, unused to such girth. "So tight... like a virgin," he grunted, bottoming out, his balls slapping my ass.

I gasped, nails digging into his shoulders. "Oh God, it's so big! Feels amazing..."

He started thrusting, slow at first, letting me adjust, then faster, pounding into me with raw power. Each stroke hit depths Jonathan never reached, making my cunt clench and spasm. "Take this big black dick, Priscilla. Bet your husband never made you feel this good."

"No," I moaned, legs wrapping around him. "Fuck me harder! Make me your slut!"

The workbench shook under us, tools rattling as he slammed into me, his hands gripping my hips bruisingly. My breasts bounced with each thrust, and he leaned down to suck a nipple, biting gently. Sweat slicked our bodies, the air filled with the wet slaps of skin on skin, my moans echoing in the empty shop.

"Fuck, your pussy's milking me," he growled, angling to hit my G-spot repeatedly. Another orgasm built, coiling tight.

"I'm cumming again!" I screamed, pussy convulsing around his massive cock, juices coating him.

He didn't stop, flipping me over onto my stomach, ass up. "Gonna fuck you from behind now. Watch that fat ass jiggle."

He plunged back in, deeper this way, his hands spanking my cheeks red. "Such a naughty wife, letting a stranger breed your cunt."

"Yes! Breed me, Harry! Cum inside me!"

His pace turned feral, hips pistoning as he chased his release. "Here it comes... take this fucking nut!"

With a roar, he erupted, hot ropes of cum flooding my depths, painting my walls white. I felt every pulse, my pussy overflowing with his seed. He pulled out slowly, cum dripping from my stretched hole.

We collapsed, breathing heavy. Jonathan's lunch sat forgotten in my car. Instead, Harry had feasted on me, claiming what my husband couldn't provide.

But as I caught my breath, Harry's eyes gleamed. "Round two? I'm not done with you yet."

The day was far from over.


CHAPTER 2




I've never felt so freaking alive, so utterly consumed by desire, as I did in the hazy aftermath of that first forbidden fuck with Harry in his auto shop. My body still hummed with the echoes of his massive black cock stretching my pussy to its limits, his hot cum leaking out of me in slow, sticky rivulets as I drove home that afternoon. Jonathan's lunch sat untouched in the passenger seat, the pie now a sad, melted mess under the relentless sun. Guilt flickered at the edges of my mind like a distant storm cloud, but it was drowned out by the throbbing ache between my thighs—a delicious reminder that I'd just been claimed by a man who made my husband seem like a boy in comparison. Jonathan, with his soft hands and average dick that could barely stay hard these days, had never made me cum like that, never filled me so completely that I felt every vein pulsing inside me. Harry had awakened something primal in me, a slutty hunger I'd buried under years of marital routine. And as I pulled into our driveway, my sundress rumpled and my panties discarded in the shop's trash, I knew one taste wasn't enough. I needed more.

That night, dinner with Jonathan was a torturous charade. He pecked me on the cheek when he got home, mumbling about another late meeting, his eyes glued to his phone. I served pasta, forcing a smile as I watched him poke at it absentmindedly. "How was your day, Pris?" he asked, not really listening. I shifted in my seat, feeling the faint soreness from Harry's rough pounding, my pussy clenching involuntarily at the memory. "Eventful," I replied, my voice huskier than intended. "Car broke down, but a mechanic fixed it." He nodded, uninterested, and excused himself to his home office. Alone in the kitchen, I poured a glass of wine, my mind replaying every filthy detail: Harry's tongue lapping at my clit like it was his last meal, his thick fingers curling inside me, that enormous cock splitting me open until I screamed. My hand slipped under my skirt, fingers circling my swollen nub as I imagined him bending me over the workbench again, spanking my ass red while he bred me deep. I came quickly, biting my lip to stifle the moan, but it wasn't enough. I needed the real thing—the heat of his skin, the girth that made my walls flutter in ecstasy.

The next morning, I woke up with a plan, my body already slick with anticipation. Jonathan left early for work, barely a goodbye kiss, leaving me free to indulge. I showered, letting the hot water cascade over my curves, soaping my 34C breasts until my nipples hardened like pebbles. I chose a tight red tank top that hugged my honey-brown skin, no bra to let my tits bounce freely, and a short denim skirt that barely covered my ass. Panties? Forgotten on purpose. My long curly hair fell in wild waves down my back, and I applied a slick of red lipstick, imagining it smeared around Harry's shaft. The drive to his shop felt electric, every bump in the road jolting my bare pussy against the seat, building the ache. What if he turned me away? What if it was a one-time thing? But deep down, I knew—the way he'd looked at me, promising round two, his cum still marking me inside—he wanted this as badly as I did.

The shop was busier today, a couple of cars in the bays and one of Harry's employees wrenching away. Harry emerged from under a hood as I pulled up, his eyes lighting up with dark recognition. Grease streaked his muscular arms, his ebony skin glistening with sweat, and that same mechanic's shirt clung to his broad chest.

"Priscilla," he drawled, wiping his hands, his gaze raking over me like a predator. "Back so soon? Car acting up again?"

I stepped out, hips swaying, feeling his eyes drop to my hardened nipples poking through the thin fabric. "Something like that," I purred, closing the distance. "Actually, I think I need a full inspection. Deep and thorough."

His chuckle was low, dangerous. "Shop's open, but we got customers. You sure you wanna play here?"

The risk only fueled the fire. "Where's the fun without a little danger?" I whispered, brushing my hand against his crotch, feeling him harden instantly.

He glanced around, then grabbed my wrist, pulling me into the back office—a cramped space with a desk piled high with invoices, a worn leather chair, and walls lined with tools. The door clicked shut behind us, but voices from the shop filtered through, a reminder we weren't truly alone.

"You're trouble, you know that?" he growled, pushing me against the desk. His mouth crashed onto mine, tongue invading with possessive hunger, tasting of coffee and man. I moaned into him, my hands yanking at his shirt, exposing the chiseled abs I'd fantasized about.

"Fuck, Harry, I couldn't stop thinking about your big black cock," I gasped as he hiked up my skirt, discovering my bare, dripping pussy. "Stretching me, filling me... Jonathan could never."

He smirked, fingers plunging into my wetness without preamble, three thick digits this time, curling hard against my G-spot. "That married cunt missed me already? Bet it's been twitching all night for more."

"Yes!" I cried, grinding down on his hand, my juices coating his palm.

The desk creaked under me as he finger-fucked me roughly, his thumb rubbing circles on my clit. Pleasure built fast, my tits heaving with each breath. He freed one breast from my tank top, sucking the nipple into his mouth, biting down just enough to make me yelp.

"Quiet, baby," he warned, his free hand clamping over my mouth. "Don't want my boys hearing what a slut you are."

The muffled moans only heightened the thrill. I rode his fingers harder, my pussy clenching as orgasm ripped through me, squirting onto his wrist. He licked his fingers clean, eyes locked on mine.

"Taste even better today. Now, on your knees."

I dropped eagerly, unbuckling his belt with trembling hands. His cock sprang free— that glorious 10-inch monster, thicker than yesterday, veins bulging, pre-cum beading at the tip. I'd never sucked Jonathan like this, but with Harry, I craved it. I wrapped my lips around the head, tongue swirling the salty essence, then took him deeper, gagging slightly as he hit my throat.

"That's it, choke on this big dick," he groaned, hands fisting my curls, guiding me.

I bobbed hungrily, saliva dripping down his shaft, my free hand stroking what I couldn't swallow. He face-fucked me gently at first, then harder, his balls slapping my chin. "Look at you, married mouth stuffed with black cock. Jonathan know you're out here being a whore?"

I hummed around him, the vibration making him twitch. Voices outside grew louder—a customer arguing about a bill—adding to the forbidden rush. Harry pulled out suddenly, strings of spit connecting us.

"Bend over the desk. I want that fat pussy again."

I complied, ass up, skirt flipped over my back. He spanked me hard, the crack echoing, my cheeks jiggling. "Such a perfect ass. Gonna mark it mine." Another smack, then his tongue delved between my cheeks, rimming my tight hole while fingers teased my clit. I bit my arm to stifle screams, the dual sensation driving me wild. "Harry, please... fuck me!"

He stood, aligning his cock with my entrance, then slammed in balls-deep in one thrust. I saw stars, my pussy stretching around his girth, every inch claiming me anew. "So fucking tight," he grunted, pounding relentlessly. The desk rattled, papers scattering, but he didn't stop. His hands gripped my hips, pulling me back onto him, our skin slapping wetly. "This cunt belongs to me now. Say it."

"It's yours!" I whimpered, pushing back. "Fuck my married pussy harder!"

He obliged, angling to hit deeper, his cockhead battering my cervix. Sweat poured down my back, mixing with his as he leaned over me, one hand snaking around to rub my clit. "Gonna cum inside you again. Breed that womb while your hubby's at work."

The thought sent me over—another orgasm crashing, my walls milking him. He roared, flooding me with thick ropes of cum, so much it overflowed, dripping down my thighs. We panted, connected, until he pulled out, watching his seed leak from my gaping hole.

But Harry wasn't done. "Round three? My place tonight. Bring that lunch you owe me... and wear something slutty."

I nodded, already craving more. Jonathan called later, saying he'd be late again. Perfect. The night promised even filthier delights.

As evening fell, I prepared like a woman possessed. I chose a sheer black lingerie set—crotchless panties framing my fat pink pussy, a lace bra that barely contained my tits, and a trench coat over it all. Jonathan texted he was staying at the office overnight for a "deadline." Suspicion nagged, but Harry's address burned in my pocket. I drove to his apartment, a modest place above the shop, heart racing.

He opened the door shirtless, sweatpants low on his hips, outlining his semi-hard cock. "Damn, Priscilla. Come in."

Inside, the air was thick with tension. He poured wine, but we barely sipped before his hands were on me, coat falling away. "Fuck, look at you. Dressed like a proper whore for me."

I dropped to my knees again, pulling down his pants. His cock slapped my face, fully hard now. I worshipped it, licking from base to tip, sucking his heavy balls while stroking him. "I need this every day," I confessed, mouth full.

He lifted me onto the kitchen counter, spreading my legs wide. The crotchless panties gave him full access, and he ate me out voraciously, tongue fucking my hole while fingers pinched my clit. I squirted into his mouth, screaming freely now.

"Good girl," he praised, standing to rub his cock along my folds. "Ready for more?"

"Always," I begged.

He fucked me there on the counter, slow and deep, making me feel every inch. Then he carried me to the bedroom, tossing me on the bed. "On all fours."

I arched my back, ass high. He entered from behind, one hand in my hair, pulling like reins. "Ride this dick, slut."

I bounced back, our bodies syncing in a frenzy. He spanked me rhythmically, then slipped a thumb into my ass, the new sensation making me explode. "Oh God, yes! Fuck my ass too!"

"Not yet," he teased, but added another finger, stretching me while pounding my pussy. The dual penetration had me cumming nonstop, juices soaking the sheets.

Finally, he flipped me, missionary style, legs over his shoulders. "Look at me while I breed you."

Eye contact intensified everything—his dark gaze burning into mine as he thrust savagely. "Cum with me, Priscilla."

We climaxed together, his load erupting deep, my pussy spasming around him. Exhausted, we collapsed, but as he held me, his cock stirred again. "Tomorrow?"

I smiled. "And every day after."

The affair had just begun, hotter and riskier with each encounter. Jonathan remained oblivious, but my body was Harry's now—addicted to the big black cock that redefined pleasure.


CHAPTER 3




I've never craved anything as fiercely as I did Harry's touch in the days following our second encounter, my body a live wire humming with unquenched lust. The memory of his massive black cock buried deep in my pussy, his cum seeping out of me like a secret brand, haunted my every waking moment—and my dreams, where I'd wake up soaked, fingers instinctively reaching between my thighs to mimic the stretch only he could provide. Jonathan's absences grew more frequent, his excuses thinner, but I barely noticed anymore. My world had narrowed to the throbbing need for Harry, that sexy black mechanic who'd shattered my fidelity and awakened a slut within me I'd never known existed. At 25, married young and faithful until now, I'd only ever known Jonathan's gentle, vanilla lovemaking—missionary under the covers, lights dim, his average cock barely grazing my depths. But Harry? He was a storm, ravaging me with raw power, making me beg for more. And now, as I plotted our next rendezvous, I yearned to push boundaries further, to explore the forbidden territories he'd teased at in his apartment. Anal play— the mere thought made my asshole clench in anticipation, a virgin territory I'd never dared with Jonathan. Dirty talk, filthy and degrading, to heighten the shame and thrill of betraying my vows. Tonight, I'd surrender completely.

It started with a text, my fingers trembling as I typed: "Can't stop thinking about you. Need you tonight. Your place. Bring toys if you have them." His reply was swift: "Be here at 8. Wear nothing under that coat. We're going deeper tonight, slut." The word "slut" sent a jolt straight to my core, my pussy weeping instantly. I spent the afternoon preparing, shaving every inch smooth—my mound, my lips, even around my tight rosebud, imagining his tongue there. I chose the trench coat as instructed, the fabric whispering against my bare skin, nipples pebbling from the friction. Underneath, nothing but my honey-brown curves, 34C breasts heavy and unbound, ass cheeks jiggling with each step. Jonathan called to say he'd be out late again—another "meeting." I murmured my understanding, voice steady even as my free hand dipped between my legs, circling my clit. "Goodnight, love," he said. If only he knew his wife was about to get her married holes ruined by a black cock.

The drive to Harry's apartment was agony, every red light a tease as I squirmed in my seat, the leather cool against my bare ass. By the time I knocked, my pussy was slick, thighs sticky. He opened the door in nothing but low-slung sweatpants, his ebony skin glowing under the dim light, muscles rippling like coiled springs. That bulge—God, that enormous outline—made my mouth water.

"Priscilla," he growled, pulling me inside and slamming the door. His eyes devoured me, dark and predatory. "Show me."

I untied the coat with shaky hands, letting it pool at my feet. Naked before him, I felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly aroused. "Like what you see?" I whispered, cupping my breasts, pinching my nipples to stiff peaks.

"Fuck yes," he rumbled, stepping closer, his hand trailing down my stomach to cup my mound. "This bald little pussy... all mine now. And tonight, I'm claiming that tight ass too. You ready to be my anal whore, Priscilla? Let a stranger stretch your virgin hole while your hubby jerks off alone?"

His dirty words ignited me, shame and excitement twisting into a heady cocktail. "Yes, Harry. Make me your whore. Talk dirty to me—tell me how pathetic my marriage is, how much better your big black cock is."

He chuckled darkly, grabbing my ass cheeks and spreading them wide. "Oh, I will. But first, on your knees. Worship the dick that's gonna wreck you."

I sank down eagerly, the hardwood cool against my skin. Tugging his sweatpants down, his 10-inch monster sprang free, thick and veined. I'd never get used to its size—bigger than Jonathan's wrist, it made my pussy ache just looking at it. I leaned in, inhaling his musky scent, tongue flicking out to lap at the tip.

"Mmm, tastes so good," I moaned, before engulfing the head, sucking greedily. My lips stretched around him, jaw aching as I took more, bobbing slowly.

"That's it, suck that cock like the cheating slut you are," he groaned, hands fisting my curls. "Jonathan ever get head like this? Bet he cums in seconds from your boring mouth. But me? I'm gonna face-fuck you till you gag, bitch."

He thrust deeper, hitting my throat, making me choke and drool. Tears pricked my eyes, but I loved it—the degradation, the control. I hummed around him, vibrations making him twitch, my hands stroking the base while cupping his heavy balls.

"Good girl," he praised, pulling out to slap his wet cock against my cheeks. "Now, tongue my balls. Lick 'em clean."

I obeyed, sucking each one into my mouth, tongue swirling as he jerked himself above me. "Fuck, Priscilla, you're a natural whore. Married pussy dripping for black dick. Stand up—time to play."

He led me to the bedroom, where an array of toys waited on the nightstand: lube, a vibrating plug, anal beads, and a thick dildo. My heart raced—kinky territory I'd only fantasized about.

"Bend over the bed," he commanded, and I did, ass high, legs spread. He knelt behind me, hot breath on my cheeks. "Look at this perfect ass. Never been fucked, has it? Jonathan too pussy to take it?"

"No," I whimpered, wiggling back. "It's yours. Please..."

His tongue traced my crack, then delved lower, circling my puckered hole. I gasped at the sensation—wet, warm, forbidden. "Oh God, Harry! Lick my ass!"

He rimmed me hungrily, tongue probing the tight ring, making me squirm. "Tastes like virgin territory. Gonna loosen you up, slut. Tell me how bad you want it."

"I want your tongue in my ass," I begged, voice filthy. "Eat my married asshole like Jonathan never could. Make me your anal bitch!"

He growled, tongue thrusting inside, fucking my hole shallowly while his fingers found my pussy, plunging in to rub my G-spot. Pleasure doubled, my body on fire. "So wet already. Dripping down your thighs. You're such a desperate whore—cheating on your limp-dick husband for this."

"Yes! He's worthless—can't even get hard. But you... fuck, your tongue feels amazing!" I pushed back, grinding on his face as he alternated licks and sucks, his beard scratching deliciously.

After minutes of torment, he pulled away, grabbing the lube. "Time for fingers. Relax, baby."

Cold lube dripped onto my hole, then his thick finger circled, pressing in slowly. I tensed at first—the burn unfamiliar—but as he eased past the ring, pleasure bloomed. "Oh fuck, that's tight," he murmured, pumping gently. "Gonna add another."

The second finger stretched me further, scissoring to open me up. I moaned loudly, rocking back. "Deeper, Harry! Finger-fuck my ass. Talk dirty—tell me what a slut I am."

"You're a filthy anal slut, Priscilla," he obliged, fingers thrusting faster. "Begging for black fingers in your virgin hole while your ring shines on your finger. Imagine Jonathan seeing this—his precious wife ass-up, getting prepped for my cock."

The image fueled me, pussy clenching empty. "He'd hate it... but I'd cum harder knowing. Please, more!"

He added a third finger, the fullness making me see stars. Pain edged into ecstasy as he twisted, hitting nerves that shot sparks to my clit. "Good girl, taking it like a champ. Now, the plug."

He withdrew, lubing the vibrating butt plug—a medium-sized cone with a flared base. "Breathe," he said, pressing the tip to my hole. It popped in inch by inch, stretching me wide until it seated, the vibration humming to life on low. "Oh shit!" I cried, the buzz radiating through my core, making my pussy throb.

"Feel that? Gonna leave it in while I fuck your cunt. Double stuff you like the whore you are."

He flipped me onto my back, legs over his shoulders, and slammed his cock into my pussy in one thrust. The dual penetration—plug vibrating in my ass, his massive dick filling my pussy—was overwhelming. Walls stretched thin, every nerve alight.

"Fuck, Harry! So full... your big black cock and that plug... wrecking me!"

He pounded relentlessly, dirty talk flowing. "Take it, you cheating bitch. Pussy gripping me like a vice—bet Jonathan's tiny prick slips right out. But this ass? Gonna claim it next. Make you my three-hole slut."

"Yes! Use all my holes. Cum in my ass—breed it like you bred my pussy!"

His thrusts grew savage, balls slapping my plugged ass, the vibrations intensifying as he cranked the remote. I came hard, squirting around him, body convulsing. "That's it, squirt on my dick. Filthy married whore cumming from anal play."

He pulled out, cock slick with my juices, and eased the plug free. My hole gaped slightly, winking. "Ready for the real thing?"

I nodded frantically. "Fuck my ass, Harry. Be my first."

More lube, then his head pressed against my rosebud. "Push out," he instructed, inching in. The burn was intense—his girth splitting me—but I breathed through it, the head popping past the ring. "Holy fuck, so tight!" he groaned, sinking deeper slowly.

Inch by inch, he filled my ass, the sensation foreign yet exquisite—fuller than fingers, his veins pulsing against my walls. "Oh God, it's huge... stretching my virgin ass!"

"Take every inch, you fucking slut," he growled, bottoming out, balls against my cheeks. He held still, letting me adjust, then started thrusting—shallow at first, building to deep strokes. Pain melted into pleasure, my pussy dripping untouched.

"Harder! Fuck my ass like you own it. Dirty talk me—call me names!"

"You're my anal whore, Priscilla," he snarled, pounding faster. "Married ass clenching my big black cock. Jonathan ever dream of this? His wife bent over, begging for cum in her shithole."

"No! Only you... fuck, it feels so good! Deeper, ruin me you big dick fucker!"

He gripped my hips, slamming in, the slap of skin echoing. I reached down, frigging my clit furiously, another orgasm building. "Gonna cum in your ass," he warned. "Fill you up—mark you inside and out."

"Do it! Breed my ass—make me leak your cum all night!"

With a roar, he erupted, hot jets painting my bowels, the warmth spreading. I shattered too, pussy spasming, ass milking him dry. He collapsed on me, cock softening inside.

But we weren't done. Hours blurred—him fucking my mouth, ass, pussy in rotation, dirty words nonstop. "Swallow my load, cum-dump." "Ride this dick, cheating cunt." By dawn, I was spent, holes sore and satisfied, cum leaking from every orifice.

As I dressed, he smirked. "Tomorrow? Bring a friend—let's make it a threesome."

The kink had only begun.


CHAPTER 4




I've never felt such an intoxicating blend of trepidation and exhilaration as I did that fateful evening, standing before Harry's apartment door, my body thrumming with the promise of uncharted debauchery. The previous night's anal escapades had left me sore yet insatiable, my virgin asshole now a conquered territory marked by his cum, a secret trophy of my descent into whoredom. Harry's parting words echoed in my mind like a siren's call: "Tomorrow? Bring a friend—let's make it a threesome." The idea had germinated overnight, blooming into a full-fledged obsession. A threesome—two men ravishing me, their cocks competing to fill my holes, drowning me in pleasure and cum. Jonathan, my oblivious husband, had texted another lame excuse about working late, probably buried in whatever affair or impotence-fueled distraction kept him from me. But tonight, I didn't care. At 25, I'd transformed from a faithful wife into a cock-hungry slut, and this would be my crowning indulgence, the pinnacle of my affair before I decided my fate. I'd texted Harry back: "I'll be there. Surprise me with the friend." His response—a winking emoji and "You won't regret it"—had my fat pussy clenching in anticipation all day.

I dressed for destruction: a slinky black mini-dress that clung to my honey-brown curves like a second skin, the neckline plunging to reveal the swell of my 34C breasts, no bra to constrain their bounce, and crotchless fishnet stockings that framed my bare, freshly shaved mound. Heels elevated my ass, making it jiggle invitingly with each step, and I'd dabbed perfume in all the intimate places—neck, wrists, inner thighs, even a spritz near my rosebud. Underneath, a tiny thong that would be discarded quickly. My long curly hair cascaded wildly, makeup smoky and seductive, lips painted a bold red to match the fire burning within. As I knocked, my heart pounded, nipples hardening against the fabric, pussy already slick with need. This was it—the threesome that would either shatter me or set me free.

Harry opened the door, his towering frame filling the entrance, clad in nothing but loose basketball shorts that did little to hide the semi-erect bulge of his 10-inch monster. His ebony skin gleamed under the hallway light, muscles etched like a god's, that smoldering gaze locking onto me with predatory hunger.

"Priscilla, damn... you look like sin itself," he rumbled, pulling me inside and kicking the door shut. His hands immediately roamed, cupping my ass and squeezing hard, fingers dipping between my cheeks to tease my still-tender hole.

"Ready to be our little fucktoy tonight?"

"Our?" I breathed, excitement spiking as he led me into the living room. There, lounging on the couch with a beer in hand, was his friend—Marcus, as Harry introduced him.

He was every bit as stunning: slightly shorter at 6'2", but broader, his physique a wall of rippling muscle under smooth chocolate skin, dreadlocks tied back, and piercing hazel eyes that undressed me instantly. A tattoo sleeve snaked up one arm, adding to his bad-boy allure, and the outline of what promised to be another massive cock strained against his jeans.

"Marcus here owns the gym down the street," Harry explained, his voice laced with amusement. "We've shared... adventures before. Thought he'd be perfect for breaking you in properly."

Marcus stood, towering over me as he approached, his scent—a mix of cologne and raw masculinity—making my knees weak. "Heard all about you, Priscilla," he drawled in a deep, velvety baritone. "Married little slut craving big dick. Let's see if you can handle two."

I swallowed hard, the reality hitting like a wave of heat. Two sexy black men, both hung like stallions, ready to use me. Guilt flickered briefly—Jonathan's face flashing in my mind—but it dissolved under the tidal pull of desire.

"I... I want it," I whispered, voice husky. "Use me. Both of you."

Harry grinned, exchanging a knowing look with Marcus. "That's our girl. Strip for us, slowly. Show us what that limp-dick husband doesn't appreciate."

I complied, the mini-dress sliding off my shoulders with a shimmy, pooling at my feet to reveal my near-naked form. Their eyes devoured me—breasts heaving, nipples erect like cherries begging to be sucked, the fishnets accentuating my thighs, thong barely covering my dripping slit. Marcus whistled low. "Fuck, look at those tits. And that fat pink pussy peeking through... pristine."

Harry pulled me close, his mouth claiming mine in a bruising kiss, tongue dominating as his hands kneaded my breasts. Marcus circled behind, his large palms gripping my ass, spreading my cheeks. "Bend over, slut," he commanded, and I did, hands on my knees as Harry freed his cock, that familiar 10-inch beast slapping against my cheek. I opened wide, sucking him in greedily, tongue swirling the head while bobbing deep, gagging on his girth. Marcus knelt, yanking my thong aside, his hot breath on my folds.

"Smells like eager cunt," he murmured, before diving in, tongue lapping my juices like nectar.

The dual assault was electric—Harry face-fucking me rhythmically, his balls tapping my chin, while Marcus devoured my pussy, sucking my clit and probing my hole with two thick fingers. "Mmm, taste this married snatch," Marcus groaned, his free hand spanking my ass lightly. "So wet for us already. Jonathan ever eat you like this?"

I moaned around Harry's cock, the vibration making him thrust harder. "No," I gasped when he pulled out briefly, strings of saliva connecting us. "He's nothing compared to you two. Fuck me... please."

They chuckled in unison, the sound sending shivers down my spine. Harry lifted me effortlessly, carrying me to the bedroom where a king-sized bed awaited, lit by dim lamps casting shadows that danced like our impending sins. Marcus stripped quickly, revealing his own impressive tool—9 inches, thicker than Harry's, with a slight curve that promised to hit all the right spots.

"On the bed, all fours," Harry ordered, and I obeyed, ass up, pussy and asshole on display through the fishnets.

Marcus positioned himself behind, rubbing his cockhead along my slick lips. "Gonna stretch this pink hole first," he growled, pushing in slowly. I cried out at the girth, walls clenching as he filled me inch by inch, the curve grazing my G-spot instantly.

"Oh fuck, so thick!" I panted, pushing back.

Harry knelt in front, feeding me his cock again. "Suck it, whore. Choke on me while he pounds you."

The rhythm built—Marcus slamming into my pussy with powerful thrusts, his hands gripping my hips bruisingly, balls slapping my clit, while I deep-throated Harry, saliva dripping down his shaft. The room filled with wet slaps, my muffled moans, their grunts of pleasure.

"Switch," Harry said after minutes of bliss, and they traded places seamlessly.

Now Harry's familiar length buried in my cunt, stretching me deep, while Marcus's thicker cock invaded my mouth, stretching my lips wide. I sucked hungrily, tasting my own juices on him, as Harry spanked my ass.

"Look at her, taking us like a pro," Marcus laughed. "Married for what, five years? And already a BBC addict."

"Four," I corrected breathlessly, popping off his cock. "But Jonathan's tiny dick never satisfied. You two... you're ruining me for good."

They flipped me onto my back, Marcus between my legs, hoisting them over his shoulders for deeper penetration. He pounded relentlessly, his curve hitting spots that made stars explode behind my eyes. Harry straddled my chest, tit-fucking me, his cock sliding between my breasts as I licked the tip on each upstroke.

"Squeeze those tits around me," he commanded, and I did, the friction making him groan. Marcus's thumb found my clit, circling furiously. "Cum for us, slut. Soak my dick."

The orgasm hit like a tsunami, my pussy spasming around Marcus, squirting juices that splashed his abs. "Yes! Fuck, I'm cumming!" I screamed, body arching.

But they weren't done. Harry pulled me up, sitting on the edge of the bed, impaling me on his cock reverse cowgirl. "Ride me," he growled, hands on my waist guiding the bounce. My breasts jiggled wildly as I ground down, his length hitting my cervix. Marcus stood before me, cock in hand. "Open wide."

I sucked him in, the position allowing deep throating, while Harry reached around to finger my clit. Then, sensing my readiness, Harry lubed his fingers, sliding one into my ass. "Remember last night? Time to double stuff this whore."

Excitement surged. "Yes! DP me... fill both holes!"

Marcus grinned, applying more lube to his cock. Harry lay back, pulling me with him, my back to his chest, his dick still buried in my pussy. Marcus positioned between our legs, pressing his thick head to my asshole. "Relax, baby. Take it."

The burn was intense as he inched in, my ass stretching around his girth while Harry's cock throbbed in my pussy. The fullness was overwhelming—two massive black cocks separated by a thin wall, stuffing me completely.

"Oh God, so full... it hurts so good!" I whimpered, nails digging into Harry's thighs.

They began moving in tandem—Harry thrusting up into my cunt, Marcus pounding my ass deeper with each stroke. The sensation was mind-blowing, nerves firing on overdrive, pleasure bordering on ecstasy.

"Fuck, her ass is gripping me like a vice," Marcus grunted. "Tight married hole loving black dick."

"And this pussy... milking me dry," Harry added, his hands pinching my nipples. "Tell us, Priscilla—who owns you now?"

"You do!" I cried, rocking between them. "Both of you! Fuck me harder... make me your cumslut!"

Their pace turned feral, bodies slick with sweat, the bed creaking under the assault. Dirty talk flowed like venomous honey: "Take our cocks, you cheating bitch." "Jonathan's probably jerking his little dick while we breed you." "Cum again, whore—squirt on us."

I shattered multiple times, orgasms blending into one continuous wave, my holes clenching rhythmically. Finally, they reached their peaks.

"Gonna fill her up," Marcus roared, erupting first, hot ropes flooding my ass. Harry followed, pumping cum deep into my pussy, the overflow mixing and dripping out.

We collapsed in a tangle of limbs, panting, cum leaking from my ravaged holes. But the night wasn't over—they took turns again, Marcus in my mouth while Harry ate the creampie from my pussy, then switching for more rounds. Hours blurred into a haze of positions: me riding Marcus while sucking Harry, them spit-roasting me standing, even a brief 69 with Harry while Marcus fucked me from behind. Cum coated my skin, face, tits—marking me as theirs.

As dawn crept in, exhaustion claimed us. Lying between them, their arms draped over me, a profound clarity washed over. This affair had awakened me, shown me passions Jonathan could never provide. But it couldn't last forever.

"This was amazing," I whispered, kissing each. "But it's my last night. I need to confront Jonathan, find my path."

Harry nodded understandingly. "You deserve real happiness, Priscilla. If it's not with him, find it elsewhere."

Marcus squeezed my hand. "You're a goddess. Don't settle."

I dressed, legs wobbly, body aching deliciously. Driving home, the sun rising like a new beginning, I felt empowered. Jonathan was asleep when I arrived, but I woke him gently. "We need to talk."

Over coffee, the truth spilled—his affair with his secretary, confessed tearfully, blaming stress. I revealed mine, sparing details but owning my needs. Shock turned to understanding; our marriage had been a youthful mistake. We agreed to divorce amicably, no hatred, just growth.

Months later, single and thriving, I dated freely, exploring desires without shame. Harry and Marcus became fond memories, occasional friends. I'd never regret the mechanic who fixed more than my car—he mended my spirit, unleashing the woman I was meant to be. And in quiet moments, I'd smile, touching myself to the echoes of that ultimate threesome, the beautiful end to my erotic awakening.
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