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Breaking News: more Africans
in Europe

 


Several weeks passed after her first fuck
with Davo. He was a fucking good sex partner and so was Susan for
him. All the building knew these two were very close and the other
women considered her a slut.

Things could have continued like this if it
was for a major event, the refugee crisis. Global Warming, quicker
than expected, has become a real threat for a lot of African
countries. As a consequence, a lot of young African men were
determined to reach the coasts of Europe no matter the cost!

 


Millions of them managed to cross the
Mediterranean Sea, landing on the beaches of Spain, France, Italy
and Greece. The different governments of Europe, like their
population, were divided between closing the borders or welcoming
these poor souls. Eventually, the choice was made to welcome them
under the pressure of the UN pleading the Human Rights and the
responsibility of Europe for the Global Warming.

 


Susan was interesting by this subject. What
could she do to play her part? A lot of groups were getting
organized to help what was expected to be eight hundred thousand
African men only for France. Davo obviously supported her in this
cause and gave her the best idea she could have had. What if she
welcomed some of them in her flat!

Davo told her he couldn’t because he was
working at home and couldn’t share his flat with someone else. But
he offered to give her money to help out with the food. Doubting
about this idea, she finally accepted, her love for Black people
was stronger than her fears.

 


 



Opened Heart

 


Two weeks later, she met her two new
roommates, Ahmed and Ruslan, two men from Sudan around thirty
years-old.

Ahmed was tall, rather slim but muscular,
bald, with a beard, large hands and a very determined look. Ruslan
on his part was smaller, stocky, with short hair and no beard, his
well-build body was quite amazing.

 


“Hi, I’m Susan, you will live at my home for
the next two weeks. Who are you?” she asked with a broad smile.

“Ahmed”.

“Ruslan.”

“Great, have you got any question?”

“You are single?” asked Ahmed ogling her
up.

“Not really but kind of. Follow me, we will
discuss in my living room.”

 


They followed her, exchanging a look while
speaking in their native language, saying she was surely a slut.
For them, first she was a White girl, second she told them she had
a boyfriend but not really, so she was surely open for any cock.
They entered her flat certain that they could take advantage of her
to empty their testicles full at 200% after a slog of several
months.

Once that they were seated on the sofa:

 


“What do you want to drink?”

“Coca-cola.”

“The same.”

 


The group had forgot to tell her they were
Muslim. These two weeks would be long without alcohol. She came
back with two cans of Coca and for her, a glass of orange
juice.

 


“From where do you come from in Sudan?”

“Both from villages in the North,” answered
Ahmed.

“You already knew each other there?”

“No, we met on the road, in Libya.”

“Wow, I heard there is slavery there.”

“There is, we are lucky.”

“And what about you?” asked Ruslan.

“I am American and am staying one year in
France.”

“Interesting, American girl,” answered
Ahmed.

 


Someone knocked at the door. She stood up to
answer, walking quickly in her tight black jeans highlighting the
very pale skin of her ankles and waist.

 


“Hi Susan, you’re alone?”

“No, there are here,” she whispered.

“Ok, I will say hi then.”

 


Davo came into the living room and shook
their hands.

 


“You’re American too?” asked Ahmed.

“French, Black French. My family is from
Côte d’Ivoire.”

“Ok, you found a native to marry?”

“Not yet bro, a lot of White girls are still
shy with Black men.

“Good to know. We both need a woman”

 


Susan took Davo’s hand.

 


“He is my boyfriend if you want to
know.”

“So you like Blacks.”

“I wouldn’t have expected but yes, a lot. Do
you have a wife?”

“Many, and a lot of child. But we have not
fucked a woman for months!”

“Might be harsh. There are plenty of women
here, don’t worry.”

“We want to fuck you, woman!”

 


Susan was shocked. It was so sudden. She
looked at Davo, hoping for something he clearly wasn’t going to
give her.

 


“Susan, maybe… maybe you could be kind with
them, said Davo.

“I didn’t think of it. I’m trying to get rid
of my sex addiction.”

“But they walked for months and you are the
first woman available, moreover a White woman. It would be nice to
allow them some pleasure, to welcome them, isn’t it?”

“It would be,” added Ahmed.

“But, I’m not a doll.”

“Of course not [we all know she is of
course]. Why do we not take a shower together, and if you like it
with me, then they might join us to take care of you?”

“A hot shower with my strong Black man, nice
idea. You try to turn me again into a slut.”

“No, just to let you enjoy the pleasures of
life and the benefits of the Big Black Cock.”

 


Susan took the hand of Davo and led him to
the bathroom. Ahmed and Ruslan were excited by this young White
slut horny enough to be fucked by her Black boyfriend while they
were in the living room. Before she closed the door, Davo winked at
them, a clear invitation to share her once the shower was hot
enough.

 


 


 


 


 



And Open Pussy

 


She smiled at Davo and removed her tight
jean and her panties. Only wearing her tank-top, he grabbed her by
the thighs and lifted her on the washstand. He stuck his Black cock
still in his shorts against her shaven pale pussy and kissed her.
They were so aroused they were biting their lips. He quickly
removed her top and took in his large hands her two round and warm
boobs.

 


He loved to have her boobs in his hands, to
squeeze, feel, and twist them. It always made his cock so hard it
hurt him to keep his shorts. Susan knew it and pulled his thick
Black cock out, taking the mast into her sensual and very feminine
hands. It was huge, it was hard, it was hot, it was Black, pure
African hot meat to drill hard in her.

 


She wanked him, the skin of his phallus
moving quickly under her hands. She liked the feeling of
controlling him through his cock, at least she thought she was. She
loved to make him as hard as possible, always hoping of getting one
more inch of length or girth. As for him, he was still enjoying her
pale boobs and also fingering her tight pussy.

 


She was still wearing her ankle socks when
she slowly led his glans into her pussy. A first quick penetration
before the real game which should take place under the hot shower.
She let out some muted moans Ahmed and Ruslan nevertheless heard,
waiting just behind the bathroom door. The pleasure of this female
gave her a real boner which forced them to wank to release the
pressure. Fucking her was not an option, it was a due!

 


Davo’s Big Black Cock was sliding in and out
of her pussy as he was now holding her ankles in his hands,
spreading her legs to the widest possible. Each movement caused a
moan Ahmed and Ruslan heard, which turned them crazy about how a
slutty she was.

 


“Let’s… have a… shower…,” managed to say
Susan between her moans.

“Ok, I will fuck you all afternoon.”

 


They both got entirely naked and started
running the hot water, taking their fuck again. This time, she had
put her hands on the tiles of the wall, her back bended to offer
her tight ass to him. She grabbed her tight White ass and dived
back into her very wet pussy.

 


The hot water made her skin nearly red,
delicate White skin, delicate White body pounded hard by her Black
lover. Her moans were now louder and Ahmed and Ruslan couldn’t wait
anymore. They opened the door, unlocked thanks to Davo, undressed,
took their Big Black refugee cocks in their hands, and progressed
toward their ultimate goal: this American White Bitch!

 


“Susan, I will share you with our
friends.”

“…What…,” she said while he
was still digging hard in her.

“Ahmed and Ruslan, they will taste your
White pussy.”

“…Mmmmmh…ok”.

 


Davo winked at them, pulling out of her
opened pussy. Ahmed came first, aiming at her White pussy with his
Big Black Cock like a sniper on a target. A dream was coming true;
he would be conquering her in only a few seconds.

 


When he went in, it was pure pleasure, the
heaven. His thick circumcised cock was going into her welcoming,
warn and wet pinky pussy. Once in, he touched her breast before
grabbing her by the hair, pulling back her head, and began to screw
her like the dirtiest slut he had found.

 


“Ouchhhh,” she let out.

 


Davo had been nice with her compared to
Ahmed. He was not only fucking her; he was dominating her. She was
a female, and moreover a White female, a slutty one. No respect,
she deserved it the hardest way possible!

 


“Ouuuuuchhhh…Mmmmmhhhh”.

 


He worked her well for more than twenty
minutes. Davo and Ruslan were keeping their huge Black phallus
ready for when it would be their turn to dig deep in that pale
pussy. But Ahmed didn’t want to leave so soon, instead, he fucked
her harder, slapping her labia with his testicles each time he went
in, making Susan letting out a cry of pain.

 


“It hurts,” she managed to say between two
thumps.

 


But he didn’t listen and went harder,
faster, deeper.

 


“Calm down bro, you hurt her,” said
Davo.

“Shut up coward, I fuck this female as I
want!”

 


Davo stepped back, not willing to take any
risk with a real African. Too bad for Susan, she would have to take
their three cocks.

 


“I fuck you the American way,” said Ahmed
while slapping her now red ass.

 


Susan couldn’t restrain, despite of the
pain, her pleasure. Ahmed was more manly than the other Blacks who
had fucked her, he was a true African male. She also felt it when
he cummed in her. He breathed out for each spurt of seed that
invaded her pussy. Then he stayed a short time in, wiped his glans
on her labia, and finally pulled out.

 


“Ruslan, come taste the slut.”

 


Ruslan came closer and grabbed Susan by her
ass.

 


“You destroyed her man!”

“Take another hole…”

 


Ruslan had no other choice than to dig in
her butt. Her pussy was a mess full of cum, come, and with a little
blood.

 


“Slower… please.”

“Shut up bitch, shut the fuck up!”

 


He went straight in her ass. 12 inches long,
nearly 3 inches thick (as thick as his body) entered her butt in a
single determined and hard move. A vigorous thrust that made Susan
barely lose consciousness. Ahmed smiled at Davo, proud to have seen
Ruslan working the slut well.

 


Ruslan then went back before working her
ass. The pain was intense; her very tight White butt was opened
large by Ruslan’s huge African cock. She never had such a big cock
in her delicate body. How was that possible did she think between
two cries.

 


“Go Ruslan, she is yours!”

 


Ahmed was encouraging him to pound her even
harder than him. He loved to hear her pain, to see her delicate
White body broken under the pressure of their potent African
cocks.

 


Ruslan pushed her against the wall; she
couldn’t hold the pressure with her hands. Now her face and her
breast against the tiles, he fucked her ass while grabbing her
right boob, squeezing it until she wriggled of pain.

Davo was very excited by this situation. It
felt great to fuck her without any respect.

 


After half an hour of war in her ass, Ruslan
pulled out, quickly entered her pussy, and then emptied his big
balls inside her cunt, filling her again of African seed.

 


“You can fuck your girlfriend now…,” said
Ahmed to Davo.

 


Davo came behind her ass, such a mess, Hell
on Earth. A mix of cum and blood even the hot water struggled to
clean.

He penetrated her pussy, a big opened hole
after the passing of Ahmed and Ruslan, but anyway, it felt
good.

 


“I can’t come anymore,” whispered Susan.

 


Davo felt offended. What? She had many
orgasms with these two strangers and she couldn’t come for him? Did
he need to pound her like a slutty whore to make her come?

 


So he began to fuck like Ahmed and Ruslan
had did it, brutally and deep.

It worked!

 


Susan was out of breath but the strength of
Davo made her desire growing, she was moaning, her pale pussy
begging again for more Big Black Cocks. Of course he gave her some,
a hand on a boob, the other one on her womb he would have loved to
impregnate if she was not on the pill.

 


He drilled her hard and when he couldn’t
suppress his need to expel his seed, he asked her to kneel and to
turn her face toward him.

 


“If you want can cum again, use her face,”
he said to the two others.

 


Of course they had enough sperm to cum a
second time, above all if it was to humiliate her by covering her
pretty White face.

 


All around her, wanking fast their Black
masts while she was looking at them with her beautiful blue eyes,
they shot their sperm and covered her face. You could have barely
recognized her.

 


“Good job White slut, you welcomed us
warmly,” said Ahmed.

“Next time tomorrow?” asked Ruslan.

“No, let her have a break, the day after
tomorrow is better,” answered Ahmed.

“I may know a girl who could… help me,” said
Susan while trying to remove the sperm of her face.

“Another White girl, good. Good White
pussy!” answered Ahmed, proud to watch her in such a mess.

“If she brings a girl, you fuck her, Susan
is mine,” said Davo.

“Agree, we prefer to taste fresh flesh,”
answered Ahmed.

 


They all took their shower and Susan went to
bed early that day. It had been fierce; she couldn’t remember how
many orgasms she had. Still feeling pain between her legs, she
nevertheless felt satisfied to have made these men so hard for her.
Turning men mad is a compliment for a slut like her.

 


 


End

 


Susan’s Debauchery is far from over, the
next scene will be available soon.

 


You can read in the same series

1. First Contact in France

2. More is Always Better

3. Two
Girls for the same Man

4. Cuckolding Game

5. Drunk Gang Fucked White Girl

6. The
Hot Black Neighbor

 


To wait, you can also read
my free interracial short stories: Interracial Short Stories & Interracial Short Story.

 


To be easily notified of
new releases, subscribe to my Wordpress
blog.

Find me also on
Tumblr: paulwit.tumblr.com

 


Please, favorite me at
Smashwords: https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/PaulWit

 


 


cover.jpg
7 Mlc%ﬂ@msm \
& Bue [rRis I0 0





