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CHAPTER 1




Kamela and I first crossed paths during our sophomore year at a modest liberal arts college nestled in the rolling hills of rural Michigan. She was the epitome of youthful vitality—a cheerleader with cascading blonde locks that caught the autumn sunlight like spun gold, her athletic frame honed from endless practices, dimples flashing in her infectious smile. She wore those pleated skirts that swayed with hypnotic grace, paired with tight sweaters that accentuated her pert, generous breasts, drawing my gaze far more than the football game unfolding on the field. I remember the crisp chill in the air, the scent of fallen leaves mingling with the distant roar of the crowd, as I sat in the bleachers, my heart pounding not from the plays but from the sight of her, a vision of Midwestern wholesomeness that stirred something primal within me.

It was later that week, in the hushed sanctity of the college library—its shelves heavy with the musty aroma of aged tomes—that I mustered the courage to approach her. The fluorescent lights cast a soft glow on her focused expression as she pored over an art history textbook. Our conversation flowed effortlessly, revealing shared roots in quaint Michigan towns, where cornfields stretched endlessly under vast blue skies. We bonded over our Christian upbringing, our conservative values that emphasized family and fidelity, and our ambitious dreams—she aspiring to nurture young minds through art, I envisioning a career in market research that would provide stability. From that serendipitous encounter, our courtship blossomed, and we've been inseparable ever since, our love a steadfast anchor in life's turbulent seas.

We exchanged vows a year post-graduation, in a quaint chapel overlooking Lake Michigan's shimmering waters, and relocated to the bustling heart of Detroit. I secured a position at a burgeoning market research firm, while Kamela channeled her passion into teaching art at a local junior high school. Our union bore fruit two years later with the arrival of our son, Jason, a bundle of joy whose laughter filled our modest home. Kamela chose to pause her career, embracing the role of devoted homemaker with a grace that only deepened my admiration for her.

As the years unfolded, my professional ascent was steady; I rose to Assistant Vice President in our sales division, navigating the corporate labyrinth with determination. Kamela, ever resilient, resumed part-time work at a community center once Jason commenced elementary school, her nurturing spirit finding outlet in guiding underprivileged youth through creative expression.

Our intimate life had always been a sanctuary of pleasure for me. Kamela retained her cheerleader physique—toned limbs, supple curves, and an unyielding athleticism that made every encounter electric. She was adventurous, open to explorations inspired by the occasional erotic films we'd rent, their flickering scenes igniting sparks of experimentation in our bedroom. We'd delved into positions that twisted our bodies in delicious contortions, whispered fantasies that blurred the lines between reality and desire.

Yet, as we neared our seventh anniversary, a subtle monotony crept in, like the slow fade of summer into fall. Our couplings occurred predictably—two or three times weekly, invariably under the cloak of night, post the late news broadcast. I'd initiate with tender kisses, trailing southward to lavish her silken folds with my tongue, savoring her nectar until her moans crescendoed, her body arching in ecstasy. Then, I'd sheath myself within her welcoming warmth, thrusting rhythmically until release claimed me. I prided myself on endurance, ensuring her climax preceded mine. Sporadically—perhaps every tenth tryst—she'd reciprocate, her lips enveloping me in a velvet caress, though rarely to fruition; instead, she'd transition seamlessly to intercourse. Anal play was a rare indulgence; Kamela found it discomforting, unsanitary, though I'd occasionally probe her rear with a digit during our passions, eliciting gasps but never reciprocity.

Approaching that milestone, curiosity compelled me to inquire if ennui shadowed her desires, if fantasies of other men ever danced in her mind. Her confession—that visions of cinematic idols or passersby occasionally stirred her—mirrored my own fleeting thoughts of other women. These revelations, shared in hushed tones, kindled a fervent blaze; mere utterances of imagined liaisons propelled us to bed, our lovemaking infused with renewed vigor. Our intimacy evolved, growing more profound, more urgent.

Emboldened, we conceived a daring pact: one designated night to indulge in extramarital dalliances, procuring tales to enrich our marital bed. The stipulations were clear—co-workers or chance encounters permissible, consummated at neutral venues, not our home. Anonymity preserved until post-event, ensuring unbiased selections.

We settled on August 14th, the prelude to our anniversary. I reached out to Jessica, a colleague five years my junior from another branch—her olive complexion a stark contrast to Kamela's fair skin, raven tresses cascading like midnight silk, chocolate eyes smoldering with mischief, and a voluptuous 40D bosom that strained against her blouses. Her flirtatious demeanor at office gatherings was legendary, whispers among peers painting her as a hedonistic siren.

She acquiesced eagerly, and we convened for dinner at an upscale bistro, champagne effervescing like our anticipation. I confessed years of simmering attraction, our dances a prelude to caresses that ignited skin. Post-meal, she beckoned me to her apartment, where cognac warmed our veins amid sultry melodies.

On her plush sofa, inhibitions dissolved; garments shed in a frenzy, we migrated to her boudoir. The novelty unnerved me—Jessica's breasts, pendulous and yielding, differed from Kamela's firm peaks. Her intimate flavor was acerbic, her labia lax, her channel capacious compared to Kamela's snug embrace. We rutted for half an hour, her cries of orgasmic bliss echoing, yet climax eluded me. I feigned ecstasy with vigorous thrusts, preserving facade.

Post-coitus, she cleansed me orally, her tongue venturing to my nether regions, deep-throating with abandon. Despite my restraint, revulsion surged at her attempted kiss, the notion of tasting my own essence repugnant. As we reclined, thoughts of Kamela inundated me—her sweetness, her perfection. This escapade reaffirmed my devotion; she was my sole desire. Yet, anxiety gnawed: envisioning her with another now evoked dread, not delight.

Returning home, disquiet mounted—Kamela absent. She'd opted to overnight with her paramour. Jason slumbered at a friend's, leaving me in solitary vigil. Work the next day dragged, calls home yielding only voicemail. Arriving post-six, dinner awaited, but Kamela's eyes—haunted, transformed—foretold upheaval.

We dined in strained normalcy, postponing revelations until Jason's bedtime. Ensconced in the living room, I proposed mutual disclosures. Her somber mien heightened my unease. "Truthfully," she murmured, "your exploits pale; mine will irrevocably alter us." Bewildered, I pressed for clarity, met with evasion: "You'll comprehend by night's end."

She'd rendezvoused with Gregory, a colleague from the community center—a towering ebony Adonis, sculpted physique exuding dominance. At his abode, he'd commanded her disrobement, initiating immediately. Probing for details elicited cryptic assurance: "You'll know soon."

Kamela professed the encounter as life's pinnacle, confessing a signed pact binding her as his slave, obedient to his whims. Incredulity surged: "One night can't redefine everything. Who is he? What transpired?"

The doorbell's chime interrupted; Kamela rose, returning subdued, gaze averted, accompanied by Gregory—six feet of chiseled obsidian muscle. "This is Gregory... henceforth, Sir Gregory. He commands my existence."

Outrage propelled me forward; his backhand felled me, stars exploding. "Kick his balls," he ordered; without falter, she complied, agony radiating. Hoisted into a chair, his threat silenced me: "Another word, and I'll pulverize them myself."

Stunned, I watched as he bade her strip—garments discarded instantaneously. "I own this slut," he declared, eyes boring into mine. "She obeys solely me. Interfere, and I'll thrash you and the boy."

Nodding mutely, I beheld him unveil his semi-erect colossus—a veined, ebony behemoth, girth rivaling my wrist. Pointing imperiously, Kamela knelt, engulfing it with fervor, deep-throating until his seed erupted; she gulped avidly, a feat she'd seldom bestowed upon me.

Commanding her supine, legs aloft, he mounted, pummeling with savage intensity. Her screams—ecstatic, unbridled—resonated as orgasms cascaded. "This cunt's mine," he sneered at me. "Tight, submissive. No more fucking her without permission. Tomorrow, key to my new domain; relocate to guest room, clear master suite—I'm the Master."

To Kamela, sprawled nude: "Fetch the kid." She complied, cradling drowsy Jason. "This is Uncle Gregory; obey him always." Jason blinked confusedly; Gregory nodded approval, she returned him abed.

"Kid's irrelevant," he told me. "Just asserting control."

That night, I slumbered fitfully in the chair, echoes of their copulations—Kamela's rapturous moans—tormenting me. Morning brought compliance: key duplicated, twin bed ordered.

Late afternoon, Kamela phoned: "Party tonight; stay out till 2 a.m., or face consequences."

Bar-bound till closing, I returned to foreign vehicles clogging driveway. Inside, raucous music pulsed; Gregory and seven black confederates lounged, beers in hand. Kamela, kneeling, serviced one orally, semen glazing her form—breasts, thighs, face.

"Join or retreat," Gregory offered. En route to guest room, a voice halted: "Fetch beers, witness tricks we've taught your whore."

Complying, I returned; Gregory commanded: "Bitch, toss Pete's salad till he says stop."

Pete disrobed, legs elevated; Kamela dove, tongue delving his anus with zeal—lapping, probing, sucking audibly for fifteen minutes. "Slut's a pro," Pete grinned.

Another flipped her, impaling her ass brutally; a third gagged her mouth. Violence notwithstanding, Kamela's muffled moans betrayed bliss. Post-climax, she sought Gregory's nod, beaming.

Retiring to guest floor (bed pending), men's grunts and her ecstatic cries lulled me—yet, strangely, arousal stirred, my member hardening at the betrayal's filth.

This commenced three years prior; Gregory reigns supreme, dynamics entrenched. I've witnessed Kamela's debauched devotions—acts defying imagination, each filthy tableau heightening my twisted adoration.

One eve, he escorted us to a shadowy Detroit nightclub, thrumming with bass and sweat-slicked bodies. Cornered, I observed him command her nudity amid the throng. Passed like chattel, she serviced thirty black patrons—sucking throbbing shafts, tongues lashing ebony flesh, cunts and asses invaded by relentless pistons. She devoured six women, lapping clits with abandon, their juices mingling on her chin. Cum-drenched, she glowed, my voyeuristic thrill mounting as jealousy intertwined with lust, emotions churning in a vortex of degradation and desire.

Another night, Gregory arrived with a cadre of black college athletes—strapping youths from a local university, their bodies honed like Greek gods, cocks immense and insatiable. "Bet on their game; they won, so reward: my slut's holes."

I remained, transfixed, as they ran a train on her—ten virile studs rotating, pounding her pussy, ass, throat in merciless succession. Gregory's massive black dick led, stretching her to limits, her screams orgasmic symphonies.

"Fuck me harder, you black gods!" she wailed, body quaking.

One after another, they filled her—cum oozing from every orifice, her blonde hair matted, skin slick. A burly lineman hoisted her, impaling deeply; twins tag-teamed, one in mouth, one in rear. The air reeked of musk, sweat, semen—filthy symphony.

Yet, her eyes locked mine intermittently, a silent communion: she reveled, and so did I. My cock throbbed, untouched, as emotions surged—love's depth amplified by this profane sharing, tears pricking at the beauty of her surrender.

Thrice monthly, permission grants me entry—thrusting till she's slick, withdrawing pre-climax. She departs for Gregory, his colossal shaft completing her ecstasy, my frustration a delicious torment.

In reciprocity, he permits my participation in gangbangs of other white wives—husbands lurking, eyes alight with mirrored arousal. Occasionally, a white interloper joins Kamela’s ravishings—another compliant spouse, rewarded.

Our Michigan haven, once idyllic, now pulses with interracial debauchery. Jason, oblivious, thrives; our facade intact. Yet, beneath, emotions roil—love's tapestry woven with filth, arousal's fire kindled by Gregory's dominance. Kamela's transformation—from demure wife to insatiable slut—ignites my soul. I adore her more profoundly, her moans my lullaby, her cum-smeared form my aphrodisiac.

Months blurred into a haze of escalating depravity, each encounter etching deeper into our psyches. Gregory's presence loomed like a dark deity, his commands absolute, his endowments legendary. That big black dick—veins bulging like rivers on obsidian stone, head flaring menacingly—became the axis of our world. He'd summon Kamela at whim, bending her over kitchen counters, fucking her raw while I prepared dinner, her cries echoing through our Detroit suburb home.

"Take it, white bitch," he'd growl, slamming into her with piston-like force, her walls clenching around his girth, juices squirting in arcs of surrender.

“Yes, gimme that big black dick,” she’ll moaned.

***

One unforgettable weekend, Gregory orchestrated a collegiate bacchanal, inviting a fraternity of black students from the University of Michigan—twenty strapping lads, hormones raging, cocks eager for conquest.

"Time for a proper train," he announced, eyes gleaming. Kamela, clad in scant lingerie, trembled with anticipation, her blue eyes dilated with lust.

They descended like wolves, stripping her bare, hands groping her athletic form—pinching nipples to ruby peaks, fingers delving her sopping cunt. Gregory initiated, his monster cock breaching her, stretching her pussy to accommodate his invasion.

"Feel that, slut? That's real dick," he taunted, pounding relentlessly, her body jolting with each thrust. She came explosively, screams tearing the air, back arching as waves crashed.

Then, the train commenced: one by one, they mounted her. A lithe point guard took her mouth, face-fucking with youthful vigor, balls slapping her chin. Simultaneously, a burly center claimed her ass, reaming her tight ring, grunts mingling with her muffled moans.

"God, yes! More black cock!" she gasped between invasions, emotions raw—tears of ecstasy streaming, her love for me flickering in glances, assuring this deepened our bond.

I watched, transfixed, my heart swelling with perverse pride. As they rotated—double penetrations, triple threats with mouth occupied—cum painted her: ropes across breasts, pooling in navel, dripping from chin. A quartet surrounded her, jerking onto her face, glazing her in pearly essence. Yet, she begged for more, body a vessel of insatiable hunger.

Midway, Gregory pulled me aside: "You love this, don't you? Seeing your wife wrecked by superior black meat." Shamefully, I nodded, erection straining. "Join," he commanded. But no—my role was observer, emotions churning: jealousy laced with adoration, arousal amplified by her bliss.

By dawn, she lay spent, body a canvas of bruises and semen, yet radiant. "I love you," she whispered to me later, as Gregory departed. "This... it's us now." Tears welled—mine of profound connection, hers of fulfillment.

Such scenes repeated, emotions weaving a complex web. Gregory's parties featured diverse black men—professionals, athletes, students—all reveling in her submission. She'd rim them with devotion, tongue burrowing deep; swallow loads with gusto; endure spankings that reddened her ass, each smack eliciting whimpers of delight.

Our dialogues post-event were intimate confessions: "It feels so dirty, so right," she'd murmur, hand on my chest. "And you... watching makes it hotter." My responses: affirmations of love, how her abandon ignited mine, our conservative roots twisted into this filthy paradise.

One poignant night, amid a smaller gathering—Gregory and three college friends—emotions peaked. They fucked her in tandem: Gregory in pussy, another in ass, third in mouth. Her body undulated, orgasms rippling. As they flooded her, she locked eyes with me, mouthing "I love you." Heartache and horniness collided; I masturbated furtively, cumming to her degradation.

Years on, this dynamic endures, our Michigan life a facade masking erotic depths. Kamela's cheerleader spirit now channels into sluttish zeal, Gregory's big black dick her obsession, black college boys her frequent ravishers. And I? I fucking love it—every filthy, dirty thrust pulling us closer, emotions raw and real in this interracial inferno.


CHAPTER 2




Oh, God, where do I even begin with that day? It's been three years since Gregory stormed into our lives like a tempest off Lake Michigan, ripping away the tidy veils of my existence and exposing the raw, throbbing underbelly of desires I never knew I harbored. Back then, in our cozy Detroit suburb—where the autumn leaves painted the streets in fiery hues and the distant hum of the city whispered promises of normalcy—I was just Kamela: the former cheerleader turned devoted wife and mother, my blonde waves tied back in a practical ponytail, my athletic body still clinging to echoes of college glory. But Gregory... Sir Gregory... he saw through it all, straight to the size queen coiled in my core, the slut who craved to be stretched, filled, and utterly claimed by something—someone—bigger, darker, more commanding than the life Russ and I had so carefully constructed.

Russ, my sweet, steadfast husband, with his kind eyes and unyielding love, had become my voyeuristic anchor in this new reality. He watched, he ached, he loved me fiercer for every filthy surrender I made. And I? I bloomed under Gregory's dominance, my body a canvas for his interracial masterpieces, each encounter leaving me drenched in sweat, semen, and a profound, soul-shaking ecstasy that blurred the lines between degradation and devotion. Our Michigan home, once a sanctuary of minivan soccer runs and Jason's crayon masterpieces on the fridge, had transformed into a den of debauchery—walls echoing with moans that carried on the crisp Great Lakes breeze.

It was a balmy Friday evening in late August, the kind where the sun dips low and gilds the neighborhood in amber, when Gregory texted me from his sleek black SUV parked curbside. Got a surprise for my white slut tonight. Be ready. Wear that sundress—the short one that shows off those cheerleader legs. My pulse quickened, a familiar heat pooling between my thighs as I slipped into the flimsy cotton number, its hem flirting scandalously with my toned ass. No panties, of course; Gregory's rule. I glanced at myself in the hallway mirror—blue eyes sparkling with anticipation, dimples deepening in a secretive smile, my 36B breasts pert against the thin fabric, nipples already hardening at the thought of what—or who—might await.

Russ was in the kitchen, stirring pasta for Jason's dinner, his broad shoulders tense under his button-down from a long day at the office. He caught my reflection and paused, fork midway to his mouth.

"Gregory?" he asked, voice laced with that mix of dread and dark excitement that had become our marital aphrodisiac.

I sauntered over, pressing my body against his back, my hands sliding down to cup the modest bulge in his khakis. "Mmm, yeah. Says it's a surprise. You know how he gets when he's feeling generous."

I nipped his earlobe, feeling him shiver. Russ turned, his hazel eyes searching mine, a storm of emotions swirling—jealousy, arousal, unwavering love. He pulled me close, kissing me deeply, his tongue tasting of marinara and devotion.

"Be careful, Kam," he murmured against my lips, though we both knew "careful" had long been excised from our lexicon. "I love you. No matter what."

"I love you too," I whispered, my heart swelling with the truth of it. This wasn't betrayal; it was evolution, our bond forged stronger in the fires of my submissions. Jason bounded in then, oblivious as ever, chattering about school, and Russ shooed me upstairs with a wink.

"Go play, gorgeous. I'll handle bedtime."

Gregory arrived twenty minutes later, his commanding frame filling the doorway like a shadow come to life. Six feet of chiseled ebony muscle, his fade haircut sharp, gold chain glinting against his crisp white tee. But he wasn't alone. Towering beside him was a colossus—a black giant who made Gregory look almost lithe. This had to be the "surprise." My breath hitched as they stepped inside, the air thickening with masculine musk and unspoken promises.

"Russ!" Gregory boomed, his voice a gravelly baritone that sent shivers racing down my spine. "Get your ass down here. Got someone for you to meet."

Russ appeared at the base of the stairs, wiping his hands on a dish towel, his face paling slightly at the sight. I hovered at the landing, heart pounding, taking in the newcomer. Big Ben—that's what Gregory called him, clapping a meaty hand on the man's boulder-like shoulder. Ben was a fucking monument to military precision: easily six-foot-five, his bald head gleaming under the foyer light like polished obsidian, every inch of him sculpted from years of brutal training. Broad chest straining his tactical polo, biceps like coiled pythons—arms that rivaled Chef Rush's, veined and unyielding, speaking of endless reps and rucksack marches. His face was handsome in a rugged, no-nonsense way—high cheekbones, full lips curved in a knowing smirk, dark eyes that pierced like bayonets. Well-groomed, from his trimmed goatee to the faint scent of bay rum cologne wafting off him. But it was the bulge—Jesus, the outline in his cargo pants—that made my mouth water. Even concealed, it promised ruin.

Russ extended a hand, his own looking boyish in comparison. "Uh, hi. Russ. Nice to... meet you."

Ben engulfed it in a vise grip, his deep laugh rumbling like distant thunder. "Big Ben. Served with Greg in the sandbox—Afghanistan, couple tours. He's been blowin' up my phone since I rotated back to the D. Says y'all got a real welcoming committee here." His gaze flicked upward, locking onto mine for the first time, and I swear my clit throbbed. There was no subtlety in that look—pure, predatory hunger.

Gregory grinned, all teeth and triumph. "Told Ben 'bout my favorite blonde bitch. Size queen extraordinaire. Figured since he's fresh off leave, he deserves a proper Michigan welcome."

Russ swallowed hard, his eyes darting between the two titans. "She's... yeah. Kamela's upstairs." I could see the awe in him—the way his posture shrank, not in defeat, but in that delicious deference that fueled our twisted harmony. He couldn't believe the sheer mass of this man, the aura of disciplined power radiating off him like heat from a forge. Years of PT, deployments, the unyielding grind of military life etched into every ridge of muscle, every confident stride.

Russ later confessed to me, in hushed tones as we lay tangled in sheets still sticky from the night's excesses, how Ben's presence had made him feel small, insignificant—and yet, hornily alive. "He's like a goddamn tank, Kam. That bald dome shining, arms that could crush steel. I knew then you'd be ruined for anyone else."

They retreated to the living room—beers cracked, stories swapped of desert skirmishes and stateside hookups—while I lingered upstairs, eavesdropping from the shadows. My skin flushed hot, nipples scraping the sundress as I imagined Ben's hands on me, that military precision turned to carnal conquest. Russ slipped away eventually, climbing the stairs with wide eyes and a tented crotch. He found me in our bedroom—Gregory's domain now, really—pacing like a caged panther.

"Babe," he breathed, pulling me into his arms. "That guy's a beast. Big Ben—retired sergeant, special forces type. Greg says they've shared more than foxholes. And Kam... fuck, the way Ben looked at the stairs, like he could smell you? He's packing, honey. Like, monstrous."

I melted against him, my hand diving straight for his zipper, stroking his familiar length through the fabric. "Tell me everything," I demanded, voice husky with need. "How big? God, Russ, I can already feel it—stretching me, owning me."

He groaned, hips bucking into my fist. "Couldn't see it, but the outline... shit, it's gotta be twelve inches, easy. Girth like a beer can. Greg called you his 'prime white pussy' for it. Said you'd take it like a champ, squirt all over his battle buddy's balls." His words painted vivid filth, and I dropped to my knees right there, yanking his pants down to swallow him whole—a frantic appetizer to the main course. Russ came quick, flooding my throat with his pent-up load, whispering praises of my eagerness.

"You're gonna love it, Kam. And I'll love watching."

Sleep evaded me that night, my dreams a feverish montage of ebony cocks and gasping surrenders. By morning, anticipation gnawed at me like a lover's teeth—breakfast forgotten, Jason shipped off to a playdate with Russ's sister's kids. I prepped the house with ritualistic care: fresh sheets on the master bed (though we both knew it'd spill into the living room), lube and toys arrayed discreetly, my body shaved smooth, pussy waxed bare and already glistening. A spritz of vanilla perfume on my wrists, my blonde hair loose in waves down my back, the sundress swapped for a sheer babydoll nightie that left nothing to imagination—pink nipples winking through lace, the hem barely grazing my ass.

They arrived at noon, the rumble of Gregory's SUV vibrating through the floorboards like a prelude to thunder. I heard the door swing open, deep voices bantering—Gregory's authoritative timbre, Ben's resonant bass—followed by the clink of keys tossed on the console. My heart hammered as I descended the stairs, each step a deliberate sway of hips, my bare feet silent on the carpet. There they were: Gregory lounging on the sectional, legs spread wide in ownership, and Big Ben beside him, that massive frame dominating the space, his cargo shorts doing little to hide the serpent coiled within.

Our eyes met across the room, and time stuttered. He was even more imposing up close—tall as a Michigan pine, dark skin gleaming with a faint sheen of summer sweat, muscles rippling under his fitted tank as he leaned back, appraising me like a general surveying spoils. Handsome didn't cover it; there was a predatory charisma in his squared jaw, the faint scar tracing his temple—a souvenir from some forgotten firefight—that only amplified his allure.

"Well, damn," Ben rumbled, his voice a velvet growl. "Greg wasn't lyin'. You that blonde bitch he been braggin' about?"

Heat flooded my cheeks, but it was the good kind—the flush of a woman claimed. I crossed the room in a haze, dropping to my knees before him without a word, the carpet rough against my skin.

Gregory chuckled, low and approving. "That's my slut. Go on, Kamela—show Ben what that pretty mouth's for."

My fingers trembled only slightly as I reached for Ben's zipper, the metallic rasp echoing like a starting gun. I fished him out—oh, fuck, even flaccid, it was a weapon. Thick as my wrist, veined like twisted ropes, the foreskin partially retracted over a plum-sized head that promised devastation. Twelve inches? It looked longer, heavier, a beer-can girth that made my jaw ache in anticipation. Dangerous didn't begin to describe it; it was a goddamn battering ram, dark and veined, pulsing faintly with latent power. A bead of precum already wept from the slit, musky and inviting.

I didn't hesitate. Leaning in, I dragged my tongue along the underside, from heavy balls to tip, savoring the salty tang of him. Ben's hand settled on my head—massive, callused from years gripping rifles—fingers tangling in my blonde locks. "That's it, white girl. Wake this big black dick up." I engulfed the head, lips stretching wide, tongue swirling as I bobbed shallowly. He swelled instantly, thickening in my mouth, the girth forcing my jaw to its limit. Inch by inch, he grew—fuck, it was like swallowing a python—hot, velvety steel against my palate.

Russ chose that moment to descend, drawn by the wet sounds undoubtedly carrying up the stairs. He froze at the sight: his wife on her knees, sundress hiked up to bare her ass, slurping greedily on a cock that dwarfed his own fantasies. "Jesus," he whispered, erection tenting his jeans.

Gregory clapped him on the shoulder, steering him to the armchair across from us. "Sit your ass down, Russ. Watch your slut-wife take the biggest dick of her life. Ben here's a fuckin' legend—twelve inches of Marine-grade meat. Gonna wreck that tight pussy you used to call yours."

Russ sank into the chair, eyes glazed with that masochistic hunger I adored. But I was lost in Ben's cock now, hollowing my cheeks as I sucked deeper, gagging softly when the head nudged my tonsils. Emboldened, I reached sideways for Gregory—my Master, my first black god—tugging his zipper open with desperate fingers. He obliged, feeding me his familiar nine-inch masterpiece, thick and curved just right to hit my sweet spots.

Now I had them both: Ben's monstrous log in one hand, stroking the saliva-slick shaft while I nursed the head; Gregory's in my mouth, thrusting lazily as I moaned around him. "Fuck yeah," Gregory groaned. "Look at this greedy bitch—suckin' two big black cocks like she was born for it."

I pulled off Gregory with a pop, diving low to lap at their balls—Ben's heavy, pendulous orbs drawn tight, musky with sweat; Gregory's smoother, tighter, tasting of his signature soap. I slobbered, strings of spit connecting my lips to their sacs, gagging wetly as I alternated, tongue bathing every wrinkle. Ben's grip tightened, guiding me back to his shaft.

"Open wide, slut. Time to throat this beast."

He stabbed forward without mercy—twelve inches plunging like a piston, the girth sealing my airway. I gagged violently, eyes watering, throat convulsing around the invasion. "Grrk—glurk!" Spit bubbled from my lips, drooling down my chin onto my heaving breasts. He fucked my mouth like a pussy—ruthless, unrelenting—hips snapping, balls slapping my chin with obscene smacks. I retched, bile rising, but he didn't stop, growling, "Take it, you white cum-dump. Choke on this soldier dick." Almost puked—fuck, the pressure in my gut, the burn in my esophagus—but the humiliation ignited me, pussy clenching emptily, juices trickling down my thighs.

Gregory watched, stroking himself lazily. "She's learnin', Ben. Used to tap out at eight inches. Now look—facin' her demons."

Ben's breath hitched, his massive frame tensing. "Shit, Greg... this mouth's heaven. Wanna nut down her gullet so bad—flood that blonde throat." But restraint won; he yanked free with a wet schlorp, my lips swollen and numb. "Nah. Gotta pound that white cunt first. Bend over, bitch."

I scrambled up, heart racing, and draped myself over the living room couch—ass high, knees spread on the cushions, nightie rucked up to expose my dripping slit. The air kissed my folds, cool against the inferno. Ben loomed behind me, hands—rough, battle-hardened—gripping my hips, thumbs digging bruises into my pale flesh. He spanked me first—crack!—the sting blooming hot, my ass cheek jiggling.

"Look at this juicy white booty," he rumbled, squeezing hard, kneading like dough. Another smack—harder—then a third, my skin reddening under his palm. "Greg says you love it rough. That true, slut?"

"Y-yes, Sir," I whimpered, arching back, presenting myself. "Please... fuck me. Stretch me with that huge black cock."

He chuckled darkly, rubbing the bulbous head along my slit—teasing, coating himself in my nectar. "Beggin' already? Good girl." One hand on my hip, the other guiding—then the breach. Oh, fuck. The head popped in, my labia yielding with a burn that bordered pain, stretching me to my limits. Inch after agonizing inch followed, the girth splitting me open, veins dragging against my walls. I gasped, fingers clawing the couch, head thrown back.

"Oh God—it's too big! Russ—baby, it's splitting me!"

Russ leaned forward, transfixed, his hand palming his crotch. "You got this, Kam. Take it for me. Fuck, you're beautiful like this—stuffed full."

Ben bottomed out—twelve inches buried to the hilt, cockhead battering my cervix like a ram. I felt invaded, impaled, every nerve singing. "SHIT, I CAN FEEL THAT FUCKING DICK IN MY STOMACH!" I hollered, the words raw, surprised—shocked—that my pussy could accommodate such monstrosity, walls fluttering in protest and bliss.

"Damn right you can," Ben snarled, pulling back slow—my pussy clinging, reluctant—before slamming home.

The pound began in earnest: brutal, piston-like thrusts, his hips slapping my ass with meaty thwacks. Each drive kissed my cervix, sending jolts of electric pleasure-pain radiating through my core. He spanked in rhythm—crack-pow!—squeezing my cheeks apart to watch his cock disappear into my pink depths.

"This white hole's grippin' me like a vice. You built for BBC, ain't ya? Size queen slut, milkin' soldier meat."

I moaned, incoherent—yes, fuck yes—body rocking forward with every impact. Gregory sauntered over, his cock bobbing hard and proud. He grabbed my hair, yanking my head up. "Open up, bitch. Suck while he breeds you." I obeyed, lips parting eagerly as he fed me his length, fucking my face in counterpoint to Ben's rear assault. Gagging around him, drool cascading, I hollowed my cheeks, tongue lashing the underside.

Ben spat then—a thick glob landing on his shaft as it withdrew, lubing the plunge. "Hear that? Your pussy's talkin'—squelchin' like a wet dream." Slurp-slurp—the filthy symphony of my arousal, lips gripping his girth with lewd suction. He talked dirty, voice a filthy litany: "Gonna flood this married cunt, slut. Pump you full of black baby batter. Bet your hubby's dreamin' of it—watchin' you get ruined."

It undid me. The words, the stretch, the dual invasion—orgasm crashed like a Michigan squall, my walls seizing his cock in rhythmic spasms. "Fuuuuck—cumming! Oh God, Ben—harder!" I wailed around Gregory's dick, moaning vibrations humming through him. Juices squirted, soaking his balls, the couch darkening beneath me.

But he didn't relent. Ben's fingers—thick, insistent—slid down, two plunging into my sopping folds alongside his cock. No—wait, he withdrew just enough to curl them inside, pumping my G-spot with merciless precision. Military training? Fuck, it was surgical—hooking, rubbing that spongy ridge until stars burst behind my eyes.

"Squirt for me, white bitch," he commanded, thumb circling my clit.

Pressure built, unbearable—then release: a gush, hot and forceful, spraying his wrist, the floor. I screamed, body convulsing, pussy fluttering wildly.

"Again," Gregory ordered, thrusting deeper into my throat. Ben obliged, finger-banging relentlessly—three digits now, stretching my entrance further as his cock teased the rim. Pump-pump-pump, the squelch obscene, my hips bucking back involuntarily. Another squirt—arcing high, splattering Russ's jeans. He groaned, unzipping, stroking himself openly now, eyes locked on my debasement.

Ben flipped me then—like I weighed nothing—onto my back on the couch, legs hooked over his elbows. Missionary, but savage: he folded me, knees to ears, and drove in deep. The angle—oh, mercy—his cockhead grinding my cervix with every downward slam. Pounding, pounding—relentless, sweat dripping from his bald pate onto my tits.

"Take this dick, slut. Feel it rearrangin' your guts." Dirty talk poured: "Your hubby's tiny prick could never hit this deep. This pussy's mine now—black-owned forever."

Gregory straddled my chest, slapping his cock on my face. "Clean it, whore. Taste your throat on me." I lapped eagerly, sucking his balls while Ben railed me, the dual assault pushing me toward oblivion. Fingers returned—Ben's, delving deep, pumping my G-spot anew.

"Cum on this fat cock," he growled. I did—explosively, squirting around his girth, the spray misting his abs. Wave after wave, my body a fountain, couch sodden, air thick with my musk.

He chased his peak then, thrusts erratic, balls drawing tight. "Gonna creampie this bitch—fill 'er up!" With a bellow that shook the windows, Ben erupted—hot ropes blasting my womb, so much it overflowed instantly, creamy rivulets seeping around his shaft. I milked him, clenching, another mini-squirt mixing our essences.

Gregory wasn't far behind. Pulling from my mouth, he jacked furiously, painting my face—thick spurts across cheeks, lips, forehead. "Swallow what you can, slut." I did, tongue darting, savoring the salty flood.

They withdrew slowly, Ben's cock exiting with a vulgar pop—my pussy gaping, a wrecked rose, stretched to yawning void, cum bubbling out in lazy streams. I lay there, panting, body humming with aftershocks, emotions crashing: shame's sweet sting, love's fierce anchor in Russ's gaze, the profound thrill of being so utterly used.

"Clean up on aisle five," Gregory quipped, zipping up. Ben tucked himself away—still semi-hard, a god among men—and they clinked beers, toasting my ruin.

"Good bitch," Ben rumbled, patting my thigh. "We'll do this again—maybe bring the squad next time."

They left an hour later, laughter fading into the afternoon haze, leaving Russ and me in the wreckage. He crossed to me immediately, eyes dark with need, pulling me into his lap on the cum-soaked couch.

"Kam... fuck, that was intense. You okay?"

I nodded, tears pricking—not sorrow, but release. "More than okay. It was... everything." Our kiss was tender at first, then hungry—his tongue tasting Gregory's remnants on mine. His hand dipped between my thighs, fingers slipping effortlessly into my gape—three, four, no resistance.

"God, you're so open," he murmured, awe threading his voice. "Stretched for days."

He entered me then—sloppy seconds, his modest length gliding in like a whisper compared to Ben's roar. No friction, just slick warmth, cum squelching around him. But it was perfect: intimate, reclaiming. He fucked slow, deep, our eyes locked—emotions raw, words unnecessary.

"I love you," he gasped, thrusting through the mess. "Love seein' you like that—my dirty, beautiful slut."

I came softly around him, squirting one last feeble arc, whispering back, "Love you too. This is us—forever." He followed, adding his load to the cocktail, and we collapsed, tangled and sated, the Michigan sun filtering through blinds like a benediction on our filth.

But that was just the spark. Over the following weeks, Big Ben became a fixture—rotating in with Gregory's college crews, his twelve-inch destroyer the star of every train.

One night, he arrived solo, post-workout, sweat-slicked and ravenous, bending me over the kitchen island while Russ grilled steaks outside. "Missed this white pussy," he grunted, spanking my ass cherry-red before plunging in, fingers pumping my G-spot until I hosed the tiles, creampie dripping down my legs as I served dinner—leaking, marked.

Another time, he and Gregory tag-teamed me in the master bath—steam from the shower veiling us as Ben fucked my pussy against the glass, Gregory my ass, double penetration that had me squirting in arcs, hitting the mirror.

"Filthy fuckin' sandwich," Ben laughed, his dirty barbs—"Gonna breed both holes, slut"—pushing me to multiples, body quaking, heart soaring in the emotional high of total surrender.

Russ always watched, sometimes joining to lap the creampies from my wrecked folds, his enjoyment in the slop a testament to our unbreakable bond. And me? I was alive—truly, filthily alive—in this interracial odyssey, every stretch, every squirt, every degrading word weaving deeper into the tapestry of our love.

OEBPS/image_rsrcDU.jpg
JSOVIRALL





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Contents


    		CHAPTER 1


    		CHAPTER 2


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28






