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Part 1: Lucy

“I really don’t think that’s a good idea. I’m not used to drinking much. And who’s going to drive?”
“Relax, Martina, and have one more margarita,” Chloe urged. “It’s your bachelorette party, after all, and we’re getting a cab.”
Lucy stood and followed Chloe to the kitchen, where they began preparing another batch of frozen margaritas. The group of four best friends was celebrating Martina’s upcoming wedding. They had been close since their high school days and had maintained their friendship throughout the years.
The party was at Chloe’s place in Northeast Pennsylvania. Martina and Carla were from nearby New Jersey and New York, while Lucy lived in New York City. Martina’s wedding was just three days away.
“Martina didn’t seem too thrilled with your present,” Chloe remarked. Lucy had presented a gag gift typical for such occasions — a dildo — to Martina, who was quite conservative.
“Yeah, I know,” Lucy replied. “I searched all over the city for a white one that looked real, but all the adult stores only have these huge black ones now. They’re all like ten to fourteen inches. But that’s not all I got her.”
“Okay,” Chloe said in a hushed tone, careful not to let Martina and Carla overhear. “What else are you planning?”
“Me?” Lucy feigned surprise. “Why do you think I’m planning something?”
“Because you’re always scheming, and if you didn’t have something up your sleeve, you would’ve dragged us to a bar by now.”
“Caught me,” admitted Lucy, known for her adventurous spirit. She had a striking figure, with a slender waist and ample bust, which often drew male attention. Lucy had embraced her sexuality early in high school and was the only one among them, apart from Martina, who wasn’t married. At twenty-five, except for the twenty-one-year-old Martina, Lucy believed one should enjoy their twenties instead of rushing into marriage. “I’ve arranged for a stripper.”
“I had a feeling,” Chloe responded. “How did you find one?”
“Yellow pages. Found a place called the Zebra Lounge just outside Jersey. I asked for a buff blonde guy — I like the surfer look. I just hope he’s well-tanned.”
“I just hope he’s well-endowed,” Chloe added.
“Chloe! I’m starting to influence you,” Lucy teased.
Chloe’s cheeks turned a shade of red. “I’ve been married to Steve for five years. It’s lovely, but it’s a bit mundane, you know, seeing the same person every night. I adore Steve and wouldn’t dream of betraying him, but it wouldn’t hurt to just look at another man for a change.” Chloe, with her reddish-brown hair, pale, freckled skin, and toned body, had the looks of a bikini model, while Lucy’s appearance was more in line with a stripper’s.
“It sounds like the spark’s fading a bit.”
“Yeah, we’re only having sex maybe once a month now if I’m lucky. Teaching all day just leaves us exhausted. I wouldn’t change my life for anything, but I do miss the excitement of our early dating days.”
Lucy gave her friend a comforting pat on the shoulder, then took two margaritas to the living room.
While they were sharing old memories, the doorbell chimed. “I’ll get it,” announced Chloe, with Lucy close behind.
At the door, Chloe found herself gazing up at a tall, muscular figure in a uniform, complete with a badge. A motorcycle helmet and reflective sunglasses obscured the man’s face. “Is something wrong, officer?”
“Did someone order a stripper?” the man inquired.
Lucy laughed. “I asked for a tall, blonde guy.”
Removing his helmet, the man revealed his dyed blonde hair. “Well, here I am.”
“But I wasn’t expecting a bl...”
“Do you have an issue with black people?” the stripper cut in.
“No, not at all,” Lucy hurried to clarify. She held no prejudices, though she knew Carla had quite different views.
“It’s me or nobody,” the man stated. “Name’s Ricardo.”
“Okay, Ricardo, let’s get started,” Lucy agreed.
Ricardo handed Chloe a boombox, instructing her to play it on his cue. “Who’s the bride-to-be?”
“The one in the recliner,” Chloe pointed out. “But be gentle. She’s quite reserved.”
Ricardo made his way past them into the living room. The other women looked up, startled. “Ladies, we’ve had complaints about noise from this address.”
“Oh, I’m so sorry, officer,” Martina responded, sitting up straight. “I didn’t realize we were being loud.”
“You weren’t, but that’s exactly what we need to change. Let’s liven things up,” Ricardo declared, gesturing to Chloe. As she pressed play on the boombox, a fast-paced rap song filled the room. In a dramatic move, Ricardo tore open his shirt, revealing his impressively muscular chest to the astonished Martina. She blushed deeply, her eyes fixed on his physique, something she had never seen on a man before. He had the build of a boxer rather than a dancer, yet his movements were surprisingly fluid.
Carla appeared unimpressed, yet she couldn’t help but watch as well. Lucy and Chloe, on the other hand, were fully engaged, cheering him on enthusiastically.
Ricardo moved rhythmically around the room, approaching each woman in turn, his hips gyrating suggestively. He flung his sunglasses aside, followed by his helmet. Before long, he was down to just his trousers, having kicked off his shoes, fully immersing himself in the performance.
“Wow, imagine that on a white guy,” Lucy mused aloud, her eyes still fixed on Ricardo’s chiseled chest. Meanwhile, Ricardo was dancing in front of Carla, who looked notably uncomfortable. Her expression was one of such obvious distaste that Lucy wondered if Ricardo might take offense. Carla’s background included a family with strong racist views originating from her grandfather and trickling down through the generations. These views had unfortunately influenced Carla in her younger years.
Carla, with her deep black hair and pale complexion, was distinct in the group as the only mother. Prior to her daughter’s birth, she had maintained a trim figure, but she had struggled to shed the weight gained during pregnancy.
Carla was one of those women who divided male opinion. Her boobs were now huge and not as firm as they used to be, and her body jiggled in places that were once smooth and firm. But for now, she just about had the kind of voluptuous body that drove a lot of men absolutely crazy. But then some guys would refer to her as a chubby little slut and had no interest in her. It was a real mixed bag, but all her friends knew one thing. She would either get her ass back in shape, or she would be fat by the time she was thirty. Carla never did things in half measures.
“I think he’s sexy, even if he is black,” said Chloe, clapping her hands in delight when he came back over to dance for her. “I wish my husband had a chest half this nice.”
“Feel free to touch,” Ricardo offered. Chloe didn’t hesitate, her hand gliding over Ricardo’s chest down to his sculpted abs. His physique was a testament to rigorous training, each muscle defined and firm to the touch.
Lucy quickly joined in, standing to run her hand across his torso. “I’ve never felt muscles this solid,” she exclaimed, clearly impressed.
Turning to Martina and Carla, Ricardo playfully asked, “Any of you ladies want to feel a cop or cop a feel?”
Martina, her face flushed with embarrassment, quickly shook her head in refusal. Carla, maintaining her disapproving demeanor, also declined with a headshake. The atmosphere was a mix of excitement and awkwardness as Ricardo continued his performance, playing to the varied reactions of the group.
As Ricardo continued his performance, Lucy settled back into her seat, noticing the slick residue on her hands from his sweat. The room had gradually filled with his scent, a masculine aroma that Lucy found surprisingly appealing. She resisted the urge to sniff her hands more closely, aware of the watchful eyes of her friends.
Lucy became acutely aware of her own physical reaction. Her body responded involuntarily, a testament to Ricardo’s effect on her. This was an unfamiliar experience for Lucy, as she had never previously found herself attracted to a black man in such a way, but Ricardo’s unique allure was undeniable.
Casting a glance at Chloe, she noticed similar signs of arousal. Chloe’s nipples were visibly outlined against her blouse, showing that she, too, was affected by the performance. It was clear that both friends were experiencing a similar, intense reaction to the stripper’s presence and charisma.
Lucy’s mind suddenly flashed back to when she was gift hunting in some of New York’s sex shops. She couldn’t help but notice how Interracial magazines and movies had taken up pretty much half the floor space in every store that she went into. All of them seemed to feature muscular black guys with busty white women on the covers. The amount of floor space devoted to such stuff obviously showed just how popular it was, and she had been surprised to discover that almost all the dildoes in every store also reflected this trend. Every one of them had been black and, in her opinion, at least, unrealistically large.
Lucy looked over at the ten-inch black dildo that was standing erect on the nightstand next to Martina, then she turned her attention back on the black man. “Hey Ricardo, show us what you’ve got under those pants,” yelled Lucy.
“You need to pay if you want to see it,” said Ricardo as he looked down at Carla. She shook her head to say no, and she was trying not to stare at Ricardo’s chest. Lucy couldn’t help but notice the outlines of her nipples showing through her blouse, too. Even her slightly bigoted friend was getting turned on, and Lucy found it almost funny that she was trying to hide it so hard and getting obviously embarrassed by her reaction.
Chloe suddenly waved a twenty-dollar bill, and Ricardo danced over to her. When she slid the bill into his trousers. Ricardo slowly unbuckled his belt and pulled it out, causing his fake gun and handcuffs to fall to the floor.
Lucy quickly pulled out another twenty, and Ricardo danced over to her. She slid the twenty-dollar bill into his pocket and looked up at him. “Unbutton my pants then, baby,” he said, looking down at her. Lucy was quite surprised to find her hands actually shaking as she reached up and started to unbutton his pants. “That’s it, girl, now pull the zipper down,” he ordered. Lucy did as he instructed, staring as a pair of tiger print briefs slowly revealed themselves before he danced out of her reach and over towards Martina. Lucy suddenly felt jealous of her friend. She wanted to finish removing Ricardo’s pants.
“How about you then, my gorgeous little bride-to-be?” asked Ricardo. Martina was still blushing bright red, and she shook her head, trying her best to say no, but as she did, everyone could see her eyes were wide as she stared at his now-open trousers.
Martina had long, almost perfectly straight brown hair, which she always wore pulled back in a ponytail. She never wore any makeup, which annoyed a lot of girls, including some of her friends, and she was never one to show off her body, always wearing long skirts and bulky blouses. The way her clothes would bulge out suggested a figure to rival Lucy’s. It was just that no one had ever seen it, not even her fiancé, for that matter. Martina was painfully shy, and although, eventually, they started to have semi-regular sex, she would only let him have sex with her in the dark. Lucy couldn’t help but think she could have been the best-looking girl in the group if she just put some effort in.
“Come on, Martina,” shouted Chloe.
“Yeah, do it,” yelled Lucy. “Come on, girl, have some fun for once.”
Martina reached into her purse and pulled out a ten. “Is this alright?” she asked nervously.
“Yeah, baby. But you got to put it in my pants.” Martina reached out and stuffed the bill into his pants, and as she pulled her hand away, Ricardo added. “Now pull my pants down over my hips.”
Lucy was getting slightly jealous now as she watched Ricardo’s ass appear. It wasn’t a pair of briefs that he was wearing, after all. It was more like a loincloth turned back around to Carla now and smiled a little as he noticed even she was looking a little flushed. Lucy could see that the loin cloth looked longer than normal, and she felt her eyes widen slightly when she saw that it was a little tented up about halfway down to Ricardo’s knees. She got a better view when Ricardo came back over to Chloe. “How far are you allowed to go?” asked Lucy.
“That all depends on how much you tip,” said Ricardo.
“Is it worth it?” asked Chloe, pushing a twenty into the string around his waist.
“Oh, trust me, babe, it’s worth it. You see that dildo over there? Well, that’s just a cute little toy compared to me.
“I’m calling bull shit on that,” said Lucy.
“Okay, then I'll tell you what. If you agree to tip me ten bucks an inch, I’ll take it all off right now.”
“You're on,” said Lucy. “I’ve got to see that monster.” Ricardo slowly untied his loincloth and, without saying a word, just let it fall to the floor. “Holy fuck,” said both Lucy and Chloe at the same time.
“Come on, let me see,” pleaded Martina, shocking even herself with her enthusiasm as the margaritas clearly helped make her less uptight.
Ricardo didn’t hesitate as he started walking around the room naked. Martina actually furrowed her brows in disbelief at what she saw, and Carla’s jaw fell open. Ricardo’s cock dangled down in front of him. It had to be close to seven inches, and it was still soft. His cock was bigger than any man any of them had ever seen, and he wasn’t even hard yet. It was slightly plump, and it angled out and bent ever so slightly down towards the floor. Even his balls were enormous.
“Holy fuck! How big does that get hard?” asked Lucy.
“Maybe you should touch it to find out,” said Ricardo, returning his attention to her. Lucy hesitated for a second, mainly because of being surrounded by her friends, but soon overcame her nerves. She reached up and grabbed his cock with her hand. “Just give it a few tugs, and you’ll see,” he said.
Lucy slid her hand up and down his cock, feeling her grip being forced open as it swelled in her hand. The thick black cock lengthened and rose up until it was now angled almost straight up and rock hard. “Oh, my god. How big is that thing?” asked Lucy.
“Ten inches,” said Ricardo proudly. “That’s $100 dollars you owe me.”
“Can I touch it?” asked Chloe.
Lucy was very reluctant to release her grip on it, but Ricardo tugged it out of her grasp and moved so he could let Chloe run her hands all over it. “Wow, it’s so hard,” said Chloe. “I’ve never seen or felt anything like it.” His cock was so huge it seemed to defy gravity. Ricardo was also uncircumcised, which was new to her, and just the tip of a huge, bulbous cock-head poked out of his foreskin. Chloe pulled down on his shaft, sliding the foreskin down so that his cock-head emerged, now looking a lot more familiar to her, and she could see that his head was every bit as big and hard as the rest of his cock.
Ricardo pulled it out of her grip with a smile from both of them and walked over to Carla, but despite her obvious nipple erection and flushed skin, she recoiled as his cock neared her, and so he moved on to Martina. “Does the bride-to-be wanna touch it?” he asked as he waved it under her nose.
Martina sniffed the air around his cock, then breathed in deeply as if she was inhaling his scent. Then, much to Lucy and Chloe’s surprise, the shy, conservative Martina reached out and gently squeezed the head. “Oh god, it’s so much bigger than my fiance’s,” she almost moaned.
“I guess he’s not black,” said Ricardo as he danced back over to Lucy. “Anything else you girls wanna see before I put this thing away?”
“Please don’t put it away,” said Lucy, thinking to herself how it was a crime to cover up such a beautiful and enormous cock.
“You like my cock then, baby?”
“It’s fucking incredible.”
“Well, why don’t you give the head a little kiss, then?”
Her hand had moved automatically as soon as he said it, and Lucy didn’t hesitate to move her head forward, either. In fact, at that moment, she had completely forgotten about the other girls in the room as she opened her mouth and kissed the purplish-black, plum-sized head of Ricardo’s cock. Carla gasped, then stood up and left the room, mumbling something about going for a cigarette but clearly leaving in disgust at her friend’s actions. As soon as Lucy’s lips touched his cock, she didn’t even care what her friends thought anymore. She gave the tip a little kiss, tasting his pre-cum, and as her lips slowly slid down over the head of his cock, she knew she was prepared to do a lot more. But just then, the music stopped, and Ricardo backed away. The girls just sat in stunned silence as he got dressed. Lucy couldn’t even bring herself to look at them.
As Ricardo gathered his things, ready to leave in his convincing cop uniform, he addressed the group. “Well, I hope you ladies enjoyed the show.” The three women in the room nodded in response, though Carla was notably absent, having not returned.
“There’s just the matter of my fee,” Ricardo continued, turning his attention to Lucy. “And there’s still $100 outstanding.”
“I guess I’m covering it all,” Lucy acknowledged.
“Come with me to my truck,” Ricardo instructed. Lucy got up from the couch and followed him outside.
Once they were standing by his truck, Lucy asked, “How much do I owe you in total?”
“It’s $200 for the appearance, plus the $100 for the additional bet,” Ricardo explained, outlining the total cost of his services.
“I don’t have that much cash on me. I mean, I can cover the fee because that’s what we agreed, but I really hadn’t planned on spending another $100. I mean, how was I meant to know your penis was that big?”
“Oh, come on, girl. Little white boys have penises. You’re trying to say you didn’t expect my black cock to be so big.” As Ricardo spoke, he was unbuttoning his pants and slowly pulling his still rock-hard cock out. “I’ve got a plan, a way you can cover the debt and help me out. You see, this ain’t gonna go down until I cum, and I’ve got an hour or more driving home yet. So why don’t you finish what you started, and I’ll let you slide on the bet?”
“You don’t mean... wait…..”
“Yeah, you got it. I want you to suck my cock.”
“But I can’t,” she blurted out instinctively, even though the thought excited her enormously. Lucy had wanted to suck him off only a few minutes ago. Normally, a blow job was just something she did so that a guy would return the favor. She loved it when a guy went down on her, so she couldn’t exactly say no to giving head. But with Ricardo, she actually wanted to do it. She wanted to please him. Something about the idea of it made her feel honored. She felt privileged to have the chance to make that huge black cock cum. The only thing that had stopped her earlier and was stopping her now was her friends.
“I mean, it’s that, or you can go ask the girls to lend you some money. I’m doing you a massive favor here.”
“Yeah, I guess you are. Thank you,” said Lucy. She thought he was being kind, letting her slide on the bet. It was $100 she didn’t have, and she knew she would definitely enjoy settling the debt this way a lot more than handing over card hold cash she didn’t have. Before she had even made her final decision, she found herself falling to her knees in front of his cock. She took Ricardo’s cock-head in her mouth and started to run her tongue all over it. Then she stretched her jaw as wide as she could and pushed her lips towards his thick, black cock head.
Lucy wanted to make this the best blow job she had ever given, but she had never sucked a cock this large, and she had never even seen an uncircumcised cock in the flesh until tonight. She had no idea what to do, but she was a quick learner, and as she wrapped her lips around his head, she slowly slid her hand down his shaft, pulling back his foreskin and exposing the head before she pushed her mouth forward, sliding her lips down his shaft until she felt herself choking as his thick cock pushed into her throat. She relaxed her jaw even more and vowed to try harder.
********************
“What’s taking Lucy so long?” asked Martina as Carla walked back into the room.
Chloe got up and looked out of the window. “I don’t know. I can see him standing there, his head sticking up above a truck, but I can’t see Lucy anywhere. His body must be blocking her.”
“Can you believe the size of that thing? Oh my god, it was so big,” Martina said, still amazed.
“I don’t know how you can think it was hot. They’re so ugly, black guys, I mean. Sure, he might have an enormous cock, but so what? It’s black. A white dick would look so much better.” said Carla. “I can’t believe she actually sucked a black cock like that.”
Chloe’s nod of agreement was half-hearted at best. Ricardo’s ten-inch long cock was something she would never forget. She strongly suspected that if she had been in Lucy’s place, she would have kissed it too.
********************
“You like sucking my cock, don’t you, Lucy?”
Lucy nodded her head as she moved her lips along several inches of Ricardo’s thick, black shaft. She had managed to take just over six inches into her mouth but was having trouble with the rest. Eventually, she gave up trying to get any more in and just focussed on sucking on the first five inches while stroking the rest with both her hands. His cock was swelling and getting thicker, and it seemed to throb as she knew his orgasm was approaching.
“Do you swallow?”
Lucy shook her head quite forcefully without removing his cock from her mouth. She had always hated the taste of cum.
“Well, you’re going to swallow mine.”
Lucy hesitated, but then she felt herself nodding her agreement like she was on autopilot and her body was doing things even if her mind said no. A minute or two later, she felt his cock explode in her mouth, quickly filling it with his cum. She instantly tasted the disgusting salty taste, but even though Lucy hated the taste of cum, she had always been able to put up with it if she swallowed quickly, which was what she did. She gulped down the first spurt of his cum, getting almost all of it, although some still trickled down her chin. Lucy was just about ready to release his cock when it blasted another huge spurt into her mouth, almost as the first. None of her boyfriends in the past had ever come close to matching one spurt of Ricardo’s cum, but then again, none of them had the black man’s enormous balls, either.
He shot several smaller spurts into her mouth, and she swallowed every last drop, wondering why she had always struggled to swallow before. Although she couldn’t deny she hated the taste, there was something indescribably wonderful about kneeling in front of such a masculine man and swallowing all of his cum from his massive black cock. She squeezed her lips tight around the head until it softened, and she was sure he was done.
Ricardo pulled his now soft cock out and slapped his wet cock against her cheeks. “You want this cock inside you, don’t you?”
“Yes, but my friends are...”
“Come to my club late, and I’ll give you exactly what you want.”
********************
“What took so long? Have you been crying?” Chloe asked with concern, noticing Lucy’s puffy cheeks.
“No, I’m okay. I was just getting some directions,” Lucy replied. “Ricardo invited us to his club. He mentioned they’d put on a special show just for us.”
“I’m not sure, it’s getting late,” Carla voiced her hesitation.
Lucy quickly added, “He said there would be free drinks.”
That swayed Chloe, who promptly said, “I’m in.” Turning to Martina, she encouraged, “What do you think? It is your party, after all.”
Martina, weighing the options, finally agreed. “Okay, let’s go. But we’re definitely getting a taxi back if we end up drinking too much.”
Lucy’s car was the largest, so the group followed her as they left Chloe’s house, embarking on the next part of their adventurous evening.




Part 2: Chloe

"Where are we headed?" asked Martina.
"His club is just outside New York City, in Jersey," said Lucy, not taking her eyes off Ricardo's truck in the distance.
"New York! That's well over an hour away," exclaimed Carla.
"Relax, you can all crash at my place." Lucy lived in New York City.
"Steve will be worried," said Martina, thinking about her fiance. It was her bachelorette party, but he also had his bachelor party tonight.
"He's probably drunk out of his mind and looking at some big fake tits on his own stripper."
"Not my Steve." Martina had lucked out and managed to find someone a lot like her. He was conservative, moral, and really not much of a drinker at all. He also had a good job and some money saved up too, and they were talking about starting a family almost immediately.
Eventually, their car arrived at the strip club, pulling up behind Ricardo. Lucy didn't even wait for the other girls to get out of the car; she just hopped out and practically ran straight to Ricardo. She seemed completely infatuated with the black stripper with the blonde hair and the huge penis. Chloe couldn’t deny she felt a strong desire for the stripper, too; after seeing him wave that giant black cock right under her nose, she couldn’t stop thinking about it either.
Chloe got out of the car, followed by Martina and Carla. The place had clearly closed up a while ago, and the parking lot was almost deserted. It had started raining about a half hour before, and now the only people she could see were a white woman with a black man. The white woman was sitting on the hood of a car with her legs wrapped around the back of a tall and muscular black man. They were kissing passionately and completely ignoring the rain.
A big neon sign above the door read Zebra Lounge, and it looked like it was actually two clubs in one. Two massive black guys stood outside one door. Ricardo led them to the other door on the opposite side of the building.
"This better be worth it, Ricardo," shouted a deep voice when the blonde-haired black guy walked into the club. "I turned down two dates and two hundred bucks to wait for you."
"Oh, don’t worry, man, it will be," said Ricardo. Chloe followed Lucy into the bar. Two black guys sat around some empty round tables near the stage, and an absolute giant of a black man with a belly was putting the bar stools up.
Ricardo said to the bartender, "Hey man, can you pour these girls something special. Martina here's getting married in three days' time."
The bartender suddenly grinned a huge grin, walked behind the bar, then a few minutes later returned with four beers and placed them in front of the women.
Martina felt bad because Ricardo had promised them free drinks, and she hated beer. "Could I have a cocktail or something instead? I know they cost extra. I’ll pay, don’t worry."
"What would you like?"
"I don't know, any cocktail?"
The bartender mixed her a drink that included vodka, cranberry, and at least one other shot that she couldn’t really see.
"Wow, that's really good,” said Martina, tasting it after he had set it in front of her. “What is it?”
“It’s called a white Russian."
"I really like it. But why the funny name?"
"It's cause white guys are always Russian through sex."
Martina just frowned at the huge black man and his joke. She actually found him slightly obnoxious, and he kept staring at her bulky clothes like he was trying to see through them, somehow trying to work out what she was hiding under them. But she couldn’t deny he did mix a good drink. "What do I owe you for that?"
"Nothing. It's after last call, so I can't charge you."
"Thanks," Lucy said, taking her drink. The alcohol was barely discernible, and she had finished half of it by the time she rejoined the girls.
Chloe chose to sit next to Lucy, near the stage where Ricardo was, while Martina and Carla settled at a table a bit further away.
The atmosphere in the club was charged with anticipation as the music started and the curtains on the stage drew open. The man who previously complained about losing two dates emerged on stage, embodying the persona of an African warrior. He was adorned with a faux lion skin headdress and cape, a grass skirt, and a necklace made of white teeth. His chest was even more muscular and broader than Ricardo's, a sight that immediately captivated the audience.
Chloe caught herself holding her breath as he began his performance, the intensity of his presence and the allure of his costume adding a raw, almost primal energy to the show. The ambiance in the club, already lively, seemed to elevate further with the start of his performance.
"That's Carter," said Ricardo. "He's one of our best dancers." Ricardo danced around doing some kind of tribal dance routine, waving his arms about and thrusting his hips. Sweat was soon dripping down his chest, making his body glisten under the lights.
As Carter danced energetically around the stage, Chloe, caught up in the moment, rummaged through her purse and pulled out a five-dollar bill. Carter, noticing her gesture, approached and knelt down close to her. He wore a band around his leg, clearly intended for tips, and Chloe slipped the bill into it. His broad smile was infectious, showcasing his bright white teeth against his dark complexion.
Suddenly, Carter reached behind himself and made a quick adjustment. His grass skirt fell to his feet as he stood back up, revealing a tiger-striped loincloth underneath. For a brief moment, Chloe caught sight of his impressively large penis, barely contained within tight underwear, before the loincloth obscured the view.
Curious to see if Lucy had witnessed the same, Chloe turned to her friend, only to find Lucy preoccupied. Lucy was running her hand under Ricardo's shirt, tracing the contours of his chest, seemingly oblivious to the performance on stage.
"What are those rooms for?" asked Lucy as she looked around the bar.
"They're for private dances," responded Ricardo.
"What goes on in a private dance?"
"Well, you get a much more private experience. You get one-on-one interaction with the dancer. And some touching is aloud too."
"Can we do it?"
"Sure, it’s fifty bucks for a private dance."
"Okay, let's go then."
Chloe watched as Ricardo led Lucy by the hand to one of these rooms, and as she looked up, she could see Martina and Carla were watching them leave with frowns on their faces.
Chloe, finding herself as the sole audience member at the edge of the stage, quickly became the focal point of Carter's performance. He teased the possibility of removing his loincloth multiple times, each feint drawing a reaction from Chloe but stopping just short of an actual revelation. Understanding the unspoken suggestion, Chloe reached into her purse and retrieved another five-dollar bill.
Carter kneeled in front of her again, positioning himself so that Chloe's gaze was unavoidably directed at his crotch. With a mix of nervousness and excitement, Chloe extended her hand, grazing very close to the prominent bulge beneath his loincloth as she placed the bill next to the other on his thigh. Her action seemed to be the cue he was waiting for.
With a confident motion, Carter stood and began to untie the loincloth, escalating the performance to a new level of boldness. The anticipation in the air was palpable as he prepared to reveal more, engaging his audience with a mix of audacity and allure. At the center of this moment, Chloe found herself both exhilarated and apprehensive about what would come next.
Chloe felt her heart flutter for a second as he stood up. The height of the stage gave the impression that she was lying at his feet like she was looking up at some kind of black god in front of her. He was dancing for her pleasure, but despite that, she felt like the subservient one. It was like she was being rewarded for her behavior by being allowed to see more of Carter's body after each tip. She couldn't imagine what this place would be like when it was crowded with dozens of women all competing for Carter's attention at the same time.
The loincloth fell to the floor as Carter also discarded the lion skin cape. He was now standing there entirely naked except for the necklace and briefs, and they were so thin and tiny they looked like they were about to burst. The front of them was just a pouch designed to hold privates that were much smaller than Carter's. She could see the very visible outline of his balls, and the material was so tight that she could make out the crease between them. She could also see his cock, which seemed coiled around itself,  and she could make out the large mushroom-shaped lump that showed a cock-head that was easily the size of a golf ball. He danced away briefly, and as he did, she could see only a tiny string traveling between his ass cheeks, leaving his muscular ass cheeks completely bare.
"You wanna see more?" he asked as he knelt before her again.
"Are you allowed to show me more?" she replied.
"Not when we're open, but we’re closed. This is purely a private party. So I can show you whatever you want to see."
Chloe dug into her purse and soon realized she was completely out of small bills. She pulled out a twenty. She didn’t hesitate, seeing that monster was well worth a twenty. As she reached out with the bill in her hand and stuck it beside the others, Carter smiled, then stood up and yanked his underwear down.
It seemed to almost fall out of his underwear, and after bouncing slightly, it fell almost halfway down to his knees. Carter's cock was thick and dark, looking like a thick black banana as it swayed between his legs. Suddenly Chloe heard the other girls gasp behind her at the sight of his cock. She had completely forgotten they were even there. Her eyes followed his swinging black cock, and she couldn’t help but think it was so different from her husband's penis. Her husband was probably six inches long when fully hard, and now she was looking at Carter's cock, which was longer and thicker than her husband, and he was still completely soft. As she stared at it, she could see it swelling up and getting even bigger. As Carter stepped out of his underwear and pulled off the necklace, he was now completely naked as he slowly squatted right in front of her face. As he squatted down, she could see his cock so long that the head brushed the stage. "Go on then, Chloe, touch it."
Chloe reached out and wrapped her fingers around the second black cock she had touched in as many hours. Both Ricardo and Carter far outclassed her husband or, in fact, any white man she had ever seen. Of course, she realized they were strippers and probably gifted well beyond any normal man.
Chloe started to squeeze it until his cock started to swell, growing in her hand. It was now getting harder and was soon harder than any cock she had ever felt, both unbendable and completely unyielding as it stopped growing at just over nine inches long.
"You look impressed?" he asked.
"Holy fuck, yes," she said, sliding her hand along his cock. She had a very strong urge to take his cock into her mouth. Fortunately for her, before she could give in to her impure thoughts, Carter stood and left the stage before she got carried away. But as soon as he left, a big bald stripper replaced him, and he had every bit as much promise in the crotch areas as Carter and Ricardo.
Chloe glanced at the private booth. She could glimpse a naked Ricardo standing between Lucy's legs, and she had to do a double take for a second as it looked like she was licking the head of his cock. She was licking his cock. Chloe envied Lucy's unmarried status at that moment more than she ever imagined.
"If you tip me, I'll let you touch it," said Carter.
Chloe turned. A naked Carter, with his cock still rock hard, was standing beside the other two women, doing his rounds. "No thanks," said Carla looking disgusted but unable to take her eyes off Carter's cock.
"I'll do it," said Martina as she took a bill from her purse. The bride-to-be stuck the bill beside the others and reached out and grabbed Carter's cock. "Very nice to meet you," she said, shaking it like she was giving a handshake and giggling drunkenly.
That wasn't like Martina at all. But as she looked over, Chloe could see three empty glasses of white Russians on the table beside her friend. Martina could be a lot more fun when she loosened up.
Carter headed over to Chloe, and as he did, she could feel her heart rate increasing. His big cock preceded him, sticking out nine inches in front of his body as she walked. Holy fuck, she never remembered being this horny before. "So, did you enjoy the show, little lady?" he asked.
"I'm Chloe, and yes, I did, very much so." She found it impossible not to stare at the baseball bat-sized cock between his legs. He moved slightly so that his tipping band was right beside her, and Chloe took the hint and reached in her purse again; this time, her hand came out holding a fifty. She glanced over at the private rooms, then back down at the fifty, and then up at Carter. "So, I’ve got a fifty. Can I get a private dance?"
"Sure, baby," said Carter, grabbing the fifty out of her hand. "Let’s go."
Chloe stood up and followed Carter. Behind her, Martina said, "Come on, Carla, let's move up to the stage."
Carter moved the curtain aside, and Chloe saw an amazing site. Ricardo was sitting on the bench stroking his cock while Lucy danced for him. She had already stripped down to a sexy lacy bra and a pair of panties. "I didn't know you could dance," said Chloe, watching Lucy sway her hips. Lucy had the body of a stripper, whereas Chloe's was more like a model's body with her smaller, firmer boobs.
Lucy looked like she was genuinely upset at being disturbed," but looked over and said, "It's just coming naturally."
"It is perfectly natural for a woman to dance to please a man," said Ricardo.
Chloe found the comment quite sexist, but she didn't respond and was kind of shocked when Lucy nodded her head in agreement with Ricardo. Lucy was a very free-spirited girl and usually didn't take crap from guys. But now she was acting like a love-sick puppy, and it was all because she had seen Ricardo's cock.
Carter spun her around and sat her down on the bench beside Ricardo. The seats put her perfectly at face level with Carter's hard black cock as it bobbed as he started to dance. For something called a privacy booth, there really wasn't much privacy. She glanced at Ricardo and could see his massive cock glistening from where Lucy had been sucking on it. Lucy was now completely topless, and Ricardo was playing with her big tits, pulling on her nipples and, every now and then, leaning forward to suck them.
Carter reached out and grabbed her head and turned it to face his cock as he started moving it right in front of her eyes. The movement had a hypnotic effect on her, and as soon as she saw it, she couldn't take her eyes off it. His voice eventually broke her trance. "How long have you been married, Chloe?"
She rubbed her thumb along her ring finger without taking her eyes off Carter's huge cock. "Just over five years."
"Oh wow. That’s nice. But tell me something. Does your husband have a cock like this?"
"Fuck no. No he doens’t, not even close."
"Oh well. That’s too bad for you, I guess. I bet you haven't had a good hard fuck in years then."
'Wow, that’s rude,' she thought when she heard it, but at the same time, she couldn’t deny that he wasn't wrong. It had been well over a year since she had an orgasm from sex. Chloe stopped for a second and did the math in her head. No, in fact, it had been a couple of years. She and Steve just always seemed too busy teaching, and sex felt more like a duty now than fun. Sure, she could still cum when he went down on her, but that was a rare event these days too, and now, with every nerve in her body was telling her that the delicious-smelling cock only inches from her face wouldn't have trouble giving her orgasms she could feel her mind wandering to places she knew it shouldn’t go.
"Holy fuck, that feels so good."
That was Lucy. Chloe glanced over at her friend and was stunned to see she was naked and had lowered herself over Ricardo’s dick. Chloe could see her friend’s swollen pussy lips spread wide around the huge intruder, and it looked like she had only managed to take a couple of inches so far.
"OH FUCK I'M CUMMING"
Chloe watched as a steady stream of almost clear fluid slid down Ricardo's cock, helping to coat it, and with that, Lucy slid down it another couple of inches. The extremely hot sex show next to her and the sexual smell that was filling the confined room all helped to combine with her unusual state of arousal and led to what Chloe did next. Her tongue poked out of her mouth and licked along the tip of Carter's cock. He immediately stopped moving it as soon as he felt her tongue and held it right in front of her face as her tongue licked all around the head.
Chloe couldn’t explain what came over her, but she knew she just had to suck him off; she just had to. And in her mind, she said to herself that a blow job wasn't really cheating anyway. She wasn't going to let it go any further.
Chloe started to kiss and suck Carter’s cock, but she almost instantly realized just how out of practice she was. She hadn't done this for her husband in so long she could barely remember, and that had been like swallowing a straw compared to Carter's thick black PVC pipe. With Steve, she would sometimes suck his cock for a minute or so just to lubricate him before sex, and she never swallowed. She had tried it once, in college, and that was enough for her. But suddenly, with her lips on Carter’s cock, she felt like her purpose was to show her respect for his masculinity.
Chloe stretched her jaw open as wide as she could, then moved in and sealed her lips around his cock head, and took him into her mouth. She pushed her head forward and felt herself gag as the huge head entered her throat.
Carter stepped back, pulled her to her feet, and then switched places with her. He pushed her back down onto her knees and sat himself down beside Ricardo. Chloe was now kneeling on the dirty floor in front of him, and she glanced over at Lucy. Her friend had now impaled herself on Ricardo's cock and was sitting still while she let herself get accustomed to having her pussy stuffed so full. Chloe could clearly see the steady stream of her friend's pussy juice dripping over Ricardo's balls. Carter snapped her back to reality by smacking his cock across her face, and she took the hint, immediately taking him into her mouth once again.
This position was a lot easier on her throat, and she managed to push down, taking several inches into her throat without struggling this time. It felt surprisingly natural and almost primal to be kneeling between his legs like this. Chloe found herself letting go with each passing second, attacking his cock with more enthusiasm than she had ever shown for sucking her husband’s cock.
Carter slid his cock out of her mouth when she had bobbed her head up all the way to the tip, then pulled his cock back to his stomach and looked down at her and said, "Lick my balls." Chloe didn’t question; she just obeyed, licking all around his hairy ball sack, amazed at how big and full they seemed. When he released his cock, it slapped down on her face, and she quickly returned to sucking his shaft into her mouth.
Eventually, she could feel Carter's cock swelling and somehow getting even bigger, and when it started twitching, she knew what was about to happen. Normally, that was her signal to take her mouth away, but not tonight. Tonight she wanted him to cum more than anything, but strangely she also wanted this to last forever. The head of his thick cock swelled in her mouth, and she briefly feared it would actually wedge in her throat, so she backed off slightly, just sucking on the tip as his huge black cock spasmed and filled her mouth with so much cum that her cheeks bulged out. She swallowed it, fighting against her urge to gag, only to have her mouth filled with cum again and again. She had never even tried to swallow Steve's cum before, but as she swallowed Carter’s huge load, she thought to herself that her husband hadn't cum this much in five years of marriage.
Carter stood up, and as he did, she kept the tip of his cock in her mouth, making sure that she had sucked every drop out of it. "Keep sucking, baby; it'll stay hard," he said as he switched places with her again. His cock never left her mouth as he lifted her up and placed her down on the bench. Chloe glanced at Lucy. Milky white cum now coated Ricardo's shaft as Lucy continued to slowly ride him. Her eyes had rolled into the back of her head, and she looked like she was in heaven.
Carter pulled Chloe to her feet again and started to unbutton her blouse. She looked with shock in her eyes at his still-hard cock as it glistened with her saliva as he unbuttoned and opened her shirt. "No, Carter, we can't go any further. You know I'm married. I don't know why I just did that."
"Relax, baby," he said. "I only want to see you. It's only fair, after all. I mean, you've seen me naked, and I haven’t seen you at all.”
Chloe didn’t put up any resistance as he removed her blouse, and his skilled hands quickly unsnapped her bra. "But…but… you’re a stripper. I'm meant to see you naked. That’s the deal right. In exchange for tipping you, I see your body. Ahhhh..." Chloe moaned as Carter started to pinch her nipples. Her boobs weren't particularly large, and her nipples were quite small, but this was the hardest she had ever seen them.
"Well, if you let me see you naked, maybe I'll tip you," said Carter, already reaching down and unbuttoning her jeans.
Chloe had already spent over a hundred bucks that night on the two strippers, and she wondered how much of it she could get back if Carter tipped her like he said. She held still as he pulled her jeans down over her hips. She looked down, and as soon as she saw the wet patch on her panties, she quickly yanked them down, embarrassed not only by the wet patch but also by their drabness compared to Lucy's sexy little ones.
“So, am I worth tipping?" she asked,  her body quivering with fear, nervous that he might reject her. Chloe knew that she was an attractive girl and that she had a great figure, but she had always felt quite plain next to Lucy.
"You’re really beautiful, Chloe. I think you definitely deserve a big tip." Chloe flushed with pleasure at his compliment. He smiled as he continued, "But first, I want to see you. Sit down." Chloe obeyed, although she suddenly felt herself becoming a little embarrassed by her hairy bush. She hadn't shaved off any of the reddish-brown hair for at least six months. One of the perks of married life, she thought to herself. You no longer needed to stay as on top of grooming as you did when you were single. "Open your legs up for me. I want to see what you look like properly."
Chloe hesitated for a fraction of a second, but his eyes were so assertive; something about his look just said he wouldn't take no for an answer, and she soon found her knees slowly opening.
"No, that’s not good enough," said Carter. He bent down and reached for her ankles, then used them to spread her legs wide open. Chloe gasped as she felt her pussy open up for him to see. "Wow, girl, is your pussy always this wet?"
'No, no, it’s not."
"Okay, so one last thing before I tip you," said Carter, moving forward between her legs and bending down. "I want to give those pretty red lips a kiss."
"I shouldn't….I’m married……it’s wrong….." she stuttered as his powerful black body loomed over her. His hands were still gripping her ankles and spreading them wide as he moved in.
"It’s just a little kiss, and then I’ll give you your tip." Chloe took a deep breath and parted her lips as the huge black guy brought his lips down against hers. She planned on making it just a really quick peck, but as soon as his tongue pushed into her mouth, she felt her resolve crumble. For a second, she pushed back, trying to force his tongue out of her mouth, but a second later, she surrendered, and they just slid around each other. "Okay baby, here's your tip," he said as he broke contact with her lips.
Chloe suddenly felt her pussy lips parting as Carter's bulbous cock-head slid into her. She was so wet, and her pussy was so spread open that it just slid inside so easily. "Oh god, no. No, don’t do that. Please," she moaned. "What are you doing to me. I’m married. "
"It's only the tip," he said as he kissed her again. "It's what you wanted, right? You want me to take my tip back?"
"No….Fuck no," she cried, ashamed of herself for not being able to resist. "You want an even bigger tip?"
"Yes."
Carter pushed his hips forward some more, then pulled back. He started thrusting his hips, letting Chloe’s juices coat his cock, as with each thrust, he pushed more in.
"Oh my god, Steve, why don't you feel this good when your cock is inside me," she cried, feeling so guilty that she was betraying her husband but even more guilty for enjoying it so much.
"It's because he's just a little white bitch. Steve’s little cock will never feel as good inside, and after this, he’ll never make you cum again." With one powerful thrust Carter slammed his entire cock inside her.
Chloe felt her pussy suddenly stretch around his cock, and then she felt her muscles squeeze down against it, almost like they did not want to let his cock out of her. Her pussy started to spasm around it almost instantly, and a wave of pleasure traveled up her body from her pussy, spreading out all over her as her first orgasm from penetration in years exploded out of her pussy. None of the orgasms she had ever experienced before, even from oral, came anywhere near close to the one Carter's fat cock had just given her.
And that was just the first of many orgasms. Carter leaned forward and braced himself on the bench as Chloe threw her legs up over his shoulders and held on as Carter started to move. He started pretty slow, keeping his cock buried deep inside her and just moving it a little with each stroke. His thrusts started to get deeper and more powerful until, finally, Carter was fucking her with the entire length of his cock, and his powerful, piston-like strokes caused orgasm after orgasm to explode out of her. Chloe had never been multi-orgasmic, she had cum twice once, many years ago, but normally she was a cum and done kind of girl. Well, in that moment with Carter, that had well and truly changed.
As she came for the third or fourth time, she no longer felt guilty for cheating on Steve. She now started to feel angry that for all these years, there had been men, real men, out there who could  fuck like Carter, and apparently Ricardo also, and she had never experienced one. Real men who knew how to treat a woman, black men. "Oh god, fuck me," she growled at him, raising her hips up and driving them into his thrusting cock. "Fuck me with that big black cock."
Carter buried his cock deep into her, and it started to spasm as he impaled her. Chloe started to scream and writhe about on his cock as she had her biggest orgasm so far. She felt jet after jet of his hot sticky cum spraying into places no man had ever got to inside her before, causing her to thrash around in total ecstasy.
Carter pulled his cock out slowly and stood up. "I need a drink. I'll be back in a minute." Chloe could see Carla, the bigot of the group, standing over by the curtains and peeping in as Carter left. Her friend looked totally aghast at what she had seen as the curtains fell closed again.
Chloe sat on the bench with her legs wide open as Carter's cum started to drip out of her pussy. His cum pooled on the floor in front of her, and as she watched it, she noticed the stains on the floor already. They looked like countless pools of cum had already landed on the floor. The stains were faint, as if someone attempted to clean them up, but the cleaning had clearly been in vain.
Lucy was now sitting up beside her, sucking on Ricardo's massive black cock as he stood between her legs. Chloe couldn’t believe how black guys seemed to have amazing powers of recovery. "I hope I get another belly full of your cum," said Lucy as she teased the tip of Ricardo's cock with her tongue. His cock was swollen and glistening, and the way his body was tensing up made it clear he was approaching orgasm again.
“So you want to swallow some more of my cum, do you?" Ricardo pulled his cock out of Lucy's mouth but was looking down at Chloe as he said it. He took a step back, then squatted down in front of Chloe's spread legs, and quickly pushed his cock into her.
"Another hot little white pussy that’s been satisfied by a black cock," he said. Ricardo had been very close to cumming from Lucy's blow job, and not surprisingly, he didn't last long in Chloe’s pussy. "I'm going to fill your little white pussy with some more black cum, bitch."
"No, Ricardo, I wanted it," protested Lucy.
Ricardo's back was arched as he started to shoot Chloe's cum-soaked pussy full of his own cum. "You want it. There you go. Go get it. He pulled Lucy up and pushed her head down between Chloe's legs.
Lucy stared at Chloe's cum filled pussy for a moment and then leaned forward. Chloe arched her back as a huge wave of pleasure surged up her spine. Lucy's tongue on her pussy sounded like a dog lapping up water as it slid over her labia and up to her very swollen clit. Lucy was running her tongue around, trying to get all the cum she could, and she was completely unconcerned with Chloe's pleasure, but she still managed to cause her to cum extremely hard as Chloe started to writhe in pleasure, grinding her pussy into Lucy's mouth.
Suddenly she let out a scream as she felt Lucy's tongue shoot deep into her pussy, Chloe opened her eyes just as she saw the bartender had entered the room again and was now behind Lucy, and it looked like he had shoved his huge cock into... "Oh my god Luce, he's fucking your ass."
"You're going to be next little lady," said Carter as he walked back into the room, his cock already rising as he spoke. The big bald stripper was following Carter, and his huge cock swung between his legs but was also rapidly rising as he stared at the two naked girls.
Chloe just nodded. She knew it was wrong, and she didn’t even like anal, but for some reason, she was willing to do anything to please these men. Another huge orgasm shot up her spine as Lucy's tongue repeatedly forced its way into her pussy deeper and deeper as the ass fucking she was getting pushed her whole body further against her friend’s mouth. Chloe had no idea how she'd take Carter's huge cock up her ass, but tonight she was willing to try anything.




Part 3: Carla

"Come on, Martina, we're getting out of this place," said Carla, still reeling from seeing what her two closest friends had just done. She couldn’t believe they had debased themselves like that with two black men.
"Why, what's wrong?" asked Martina. She never usually drank, and the white Russians had clearly gone straight to her head.
"Those two little sluts are in there fucking those black guys. Jesus, what’s wrong with them. I can’t believe they’re doing it. I can’t believe they're fucking black men."
"Even Chloe? She isn’t. No, she’s married?"
"Even Chloe." Carla didn't want anything to do with Lucy and Chloe again. She was so angry with them for what they had done, but although she’d never admit it, she was even angrier with herself for being so turned on by it. She knew she had never been this horny in her entire life. She couldn't deny that she felt a little flutter in her stomach every time she saw one of the strippers' enormous black cocks waving under her nose.
"What's your hurry, ladies? I’ve fixed you up some more drinks." It was the bartender holding two drinks out for them. He had now stripped off and was standing there completely naked, too. As Carla looked at him, she felt her eyes widen and her jaw drop slightly. His rock-hard black cock stood out in front of him. She couldn’t take her eyes off it. It wasn’t all that long. Maybe six or possibly close to seven inches, definitely not the longest Carla had seen. But it was about the thickness of a Coke can, which shocked her. And now that she could see his body naked, he was unbelievably thick and muscular.
“You can’t go yet; I thought we were going to have some fun?"
"Nice to meet you," said Martina, giggling again as she reached out and grabbed the bartender’s cock and shook it like she was shaking a hand. She had done the same thing with Carter and giggled like it was the funniest thing in the world. She really couldn’t handle her drink.
"Come on, Martina, let’s get out of this place."
The bartender looked very frustrated as they left. He had been really looking forward to finding out what Martina kept hidden under her bulky clothes. But he wasn’t going to let that ruin his night. Win some, lose some, he thought to himself. And at least there were two more sluts available. He turned and headed for the private booths.
Carla looked back into the room as they walked out of the club into the rain only to see the bartender, the other stripper, and Carter, all now completely naked, all converging on where the fourth black guy and her two friends were waiting for them.
"How are we getting home?" asked Martina, suppressing a burp as she spoke.
"Fuck! Those two sluts have the fucking car keys. I really don't want anything to do with them after their little performance tonight."
"But Lucy's my maid of honor. And it’s not like she's married or anything."
"You don't get it, do you? They're black guys. Why are those two sluts debasing themselves with some fucking black guy?. We'll get an Uber." Carla loaded up the app and started to look at the prices, and 45 minutes was what the app said. Carla couldn’t believe it. They weren’t going to stand out in the rain for 45 minutes. But then she remembered the other club next door.
As she looked up, she could see the bouncers were still standing there despite the club's closing hours ago. "Excuse me," said Carla as she walked over to them. "We’re waiting for an Uber. Is it okay to go inside? " These bouncers were big, very big, and Carla felt that flutter in her stomach again. She couldn't help glancing down and seeing their bulges. Instinct told her that these two guys were every bit as big as the other black guys she had seen that night.
"We’re closed, so I can’t let you girls in for drinks or anything. But if you want, there’s a phone by the bar for a local taxi company. They’re usually quicker than Uber up here. You can go inside and use it if you want," said one bouncer. He had a shaved head, a neat goatee, and very big muscular arms.
"Okay, wait here, I'll be right back," Carla said to Martina as she headed inside. They were protected from the rain by a large awning where the bouncers were standing as she waited.
"What are you two doing working this late?" Martina asked the two bouncers.
"Have you had a little bit to drink? I’m surprised you didn’t get involved, a pretty young girl like you," said one of the bouncers.
"We have to stay here until everyone has gone, just in case any husbands show up looking for their wives," said the other bouncer.
"Why? I don’t understand?” said Martina.
"Well, you saw the male dancers next door. Lots of married white women wander in here looking for a black guy to fuck."
Martina couldn't imagine so many married white women were willing to do something like that in the bar that they needed to keep bouncers on so late. But then again, Chloe was apparently getting fucked right at this moment, as was Lucy. But Lucy wasn't married. Martina felt quite conflicted. She didn’t really mind what Lucy was doing. She was a single girl and just having some fun, even if Martina thought it was very slutty. But she found what Chloe was doing really immoral. She was about to get married and took those vows very seriously. She was starting to doubt if they would stay friends after this.
********************
Carla's first experience in a strip club was unfolding in an environment that matched her expectations from movies. The club featured multiple stages, each adorned with a shiny gold pole and mirrored walls, suggesting a venue accustomed to larger crowds. The tables surrounding the stages contributed to the typical ambiance of such an establishment, with one table occupied by a large black man who appeared to be passed out.
Apart from the dancers, the only other person in the room was another black man tidying up the bar area. He, too, was notably muscular, fitting the physical profile Carla had observed in the other men she had seen that day. Her thoughts, influenced by stereotypes and misconceptions, led her to assume that their muscular physiques were a result of being ex-convicts with ample time to exercise, a common and misguided trope.
Interrupting her observations, the bartender, also a muscular black man, approached her. "Can I help you, Miss?" he inquired politely.
"Yes, I was wondering if I could use your phone?" Carla asked, hoping to make a call.
"It's broken," the bartender responded, indicating that the phone was out of service. This left Carla unable to make her call, adding a layer of inconvenience to her already unfamiliar and somewhat uncomfortable experience in the club.
Carla jumped as she felt a huge hand coming down on her shoulder and spinning her around. She suddenly saw a huge black man now towering over her. She thought he was the ugliest man she had ever seen. His skin was really dark black, his forehead was huge, and he had sideburns that came all the way down. She hated the way his nose was so broad; he resembled the racist caricatures of black people she had seen in her granddaddy's KKK newsletters all those years ago.
"One more dance," growled the black guy.
"What?"
"The night's not over yet. I want one more dance."
"I'm not a fucking dancer. I just came in here to use the phone."
"One more dance slut. Now!"
This was one seriously scary-looking black guy. Carla looked over at the bartender for help, but he just shrugged and said, "You better do what he says, little lady. That's Marcus, and he's a one mean son of a bitch, and he’s an even meaner drunk.”
“Help me.” Carla shuddered when she got to the phone and realized it really wasn’t working, and she couldn't call the cops.
"I can't stop him." The bartender was a big guy, huge even, but he looked tiny next to Marcus.
"Get the bouncers then," she begged.
"Dance slut." Marcus's voice boomed out.
The bartender placed a shot in front of Carla. "Here, drink that; it'll help loosen you up. "I'll go try to find the bouncers, but they've probably already left. Marcus is alright, really; he just likes watching dancers."
Carla tilted her head back and downed the shot in one go, just before Marcus lifted her up and threw her over his shoulder. She pounded her fists onto his huge back, but it felt like she was like hitting a brick wall.
Marcus winked at the bartender, who then hit the play button on the stereo, and rap started blaring out of the speakers. They had played this game many times before. They loved taking an uptight white girl and putting her in this situation to see what she would do. Very occasionally, one would refuse, maybe run past them and out of the bar. But 90% of the time, they eventually gave in, not to Marcus but to their inner desires.
Jordan, the bartender, watched Carla’s ass jiggle as Marcus carried her over to the stage and placed her down on the stage facing the bar. Her whole body had that exciting little jiggle, and he couldn't wait to see those huge tits.
Jordan walked out to where the two bouncers were standing with a very attractive but very overdressed woman. "Your friend decided to stay for a while," he said.
"But she's trying to get us a taxi home."
"Eddie and Dylan can give you a ride home. It's part of their jobs."
"Gladly," said Dylan.
Jordan returned inside, intending to watch for a little while before joining in.
Marcus had set Carla on the stage, and she just stood there looking down at him as he sat on the stage. "Dance!” He slammed his fist down hard on the stage.
Carla started swaying her hips. She had always enjoyed dancing and was a pretty good dancer, but she had never done a strip tease before, not even for her husband. But as she stood on the stage, she felt herself starting to relax. Perhaps she hoped the bartender would return with the bouncers any second to save her. But for now, she was just going to give the huge black man what he wanted. She closed her eyes and listened to the music. Carla hated rap, but the underlying beat was conducive to dancing. Her body started moving in time with the rhythm of the music. Carla had been seriously horny all night, even though she tried her best to deny it. As she danced, she could feel that the horniness was increasing until a few minutes later, all she could think about was getting her pussy stuffed. She tried to picture her husband, but the only image that kept flashing through in her mind was Ricardo's and Carter's huge black dicks.
"Now take that shirt off."
The bartender had to come back soon. As Carla opened her eyes, she saw that she and Marcus were the only ones in the room. She thought she'd just have to take it slow. Carla slowly started to untuck her shirt from her jeans and then pulled it off over her head. Her massive boobs bounced out one after the other. They were held up by a lacy dark blue bra, and much to her embarrassment, her nipples were so hard they looked like little missiles.
"Now take off the pants too."
It was hard to dance and remove tight jeans at the same time, but Carla managed it, although she almost fell as she pulled it off her legs. She immediately felt the cold air on her bare ass cheeks; she was wearing a thong.
"You're one sexy bitch."
Carla wasn’t fat, but the birth of her daughter just over a year ago had added a bit of extra flesh to her formerly quite skinny body. It had really swelled her boobs, taking them up to a full double D. The way she was eating she was probably going to keep gaining weight. It wouldn’t be long before she ended up fat instead of curvy, but for now she had a really sexy, voluptuous body shape. Her husband went crazy over her new huge tits and big ass. He insisted she only wore sexy underwear and bought her several new sets that ranged from sexy to outright sleazy. She wore a lacy, blue bra and panties set, one where the material was so sheer you could see her nipples clearly through the bra, and the panties did nothing to hide her pubic hair. And obviously, the thong left her ass cheeks completely bare. The blue material contrasted nicely with her dark black hair and her very pale skin. The lingerie had actually been an anniversary gift from her husband.
"Let's see those titties," yelled Marcus for the first time, holding up a twenty-dollar bill.
Carla looked around, but there was still no sign of anyone coming to help. Suddenly, it hit her. She figured, why the hell not make something out of this humiliating experience. She Stdanced over to Marcus and knelt down in front of him while he stuck the twenty in the waistband of her panties. The feel of his fingers on her flesh sent both a shudder of pure disgust and a jolt of sexual excitement up her spine. Holy fuck was she horny. But there was no way it could possibly be from dancing half-naked in front of a black man, was there?
Marcus had paid to see her boobs, and so Carla stood up and reached around to unhook her bra. Her huge tits fell three inches as soon as she released them from the bra. She tossed the bra down to the floor, and as she looked down, she paused. She had never seen her nipples so swollen and hard as they were right now. “What the fuck is wrong with me?” she wondered to herself.
Marcus stood up and adjusted what looked like another massive erection underneath his sweatpants. They were very loose-fitting, and she could still see his huge bulge and what looked like a pair of huge testicles pushing out through the material. Why did all these black men appear to be so gifted in that area? He sat back down with what she thought had to be a very uncomfortable erection, pushing out his sweats.
"Now the panties as well," he said, pulling out another twenty-dollar bill.
Carla decided, why not? She was already practically naked. It wasn’t like the seethrough panties covered anything, and for some reason, even though it disgusted her to think about it, she enjoyed knowing that her body had caused his massive erection. Also, although she didn’t want to accept it, a fresh wave of lubrication had coated her pussy as soon as she saw his massive bulge, and by now, her panties were getting uncomfortably sticky.
She walked over to him, turned around, and stooped so that he could add this bill to the last. His huge black hands caressed her bare ass cheeks before she stood back up. Carla gulped and slowly pulled out the waistband of her lacy thong. She bent forward, keeping her legs straight, and slid the panties down over her legs. She watched the two bills he had tipped her fall to the floor in front of her, knowing his eyes were fixed on her ass and pussy. Marcus was getting a better view of Carla than even her husband had ever had.
“God, I need a cock, a nice big one,” Carla said to herself. If he was white, she probably would have gone over there and fucked the shit out of him right then and there. Carla could be quite aggressive in the bedroom, and at that moment, she knew deep down she wouldn’t have stopped just because she was married. She danced naked on the stage for a while before saying, "I'm sorry, Marcus, but I’ve really got to get going."
"Not yet, baby. I want a lap dance first," said Marcus, pulling out fifty-dollar bills and tossing them on stage.
"What do I do?"
"Don’t be stupid slut. You just come over here and dance between my legs for a little bit."
"Okay, but if I give you a lap dance, can I go?"
"You can go whenever you want."
Carla nodded and walked off the stage, and as she did, Marcus never took his eyes off her big hanging tits as they bounced about. She walked over to him and started dancing as she approached. She knew it was so unnatural for a naked white woman to be dancing for a black man's pleasure, but for some reason, what she was doing felt perfectly natural at that moment. There was something primal about dancing before a man such as Marcus.
He opened his legs, instantly drawing her eyes to the tent in his sweatpants. She danced closer, approaching his huge cock as she swayed her hips from side to side and held her long black hair up with both hands. He was a perfect gentleman, keeping his hands on his knees. "Turn around, baby; I want to see that fat ass, he ordered.
Carla danced out from between his legs and turned around. "Holy fuck girl, that's a nice ass. Are you sure you don't have some black blood in you somewhere because that’s a fat ass a black girl would be proud of?" Carla felt a guilty thrill go up her spine, knowing that he was pleased with what he saw, but she also felt insulted to be compared with a black woman.
"Baby got back. Now bring that big ass closer."
Carla danced backward and straight onto Marcus's cock. Luckily, it didn't get between her legs; it just slid up her ass crack as she danced. But suddenly, she felt Marcus shift his legs forward a few inches, and she felt his cock slide between her legs. The next thing she knew, it was sliding along her labia, growing slick with her juices. It slid so far between her legs that she actually saw an obscene, cock-head shaped tent the size of a small apple emerging between her legs as she looked down between her big hanging tits. The head disappeared as she felt it sliding toward the entrance to her pussy. Just the slight contact of his sweatpants-covered cock against her pussy actually brought Carla to a small orgasm.
The temporary release that the tiny orgasm gave her brought her back to her senses, and she just about composed herself in time to jump up off his cock before it could slide into her. She spun around and stared at the monstrosity in front of her. It was the most hideous thing that she had ever seen, although it also attracted her in a way she couldn’t explain. He had pulled his sweats down, leaving them around his knees, revealing his entire cock and balls. Marcus's cock was about nine inches long, and it looked as thick as her wrist. It had a strong rightward curve; in fact, his entire crotch had a rightward slant. The head was leaking out so much precum that, for a split second, she thought he had cum.
"I said I wanted a lap dance. Now sit your ass on my lap. Marcus grabbed her waist and pulled her forward. This time, he pushed his knees between her legs and opened them, making her part her legs and straddle his tree trunk-sized thighs. His hands reached around, grabbed her ass cheeks, and used them to pull her forwards. His huge black cock slid between her legs again, this time starting with the base. Her first orgasm hadn't been enough to satisfy the craving that was building between her legs, and now Carla knew that she needed to cum again. Just one more orgasm would be enough, and then she could jump up and run out of there.
Marcus wasn’t just pulling her up and along his cock. His huge black hands were now effortlessly lifting her up off her feet, too. She could feel her pussy lips sliding along his shaft until she felt them suddenly open up and part around the head as he slid his cock into her. The thick head entered her, stretching her open the widest she'd been since she gave birth. It only took her ten or fifteen seconds at the most to cum again as he slowly raised and lowered her over just a few inches of his cock. It was a very powerful orgasm, but it did nothing to satisfy her urges. In fact, it only increased her horniness. "More," she said, and with that, Marcus just smiled at her and let go, sending her slamming down.
A sudden jolt of pain combined with extreme pleasure radiated out from her pussy as she was impaled by almost twice the amount of cock she was used to. Her pussy somehow stretched out and reformed itself around the huge invader. She didn’t know how she was doing it, but she thanked god that her unusual state of extreme arousal had her pussy wet enough to coat such a monster cock. His cock felt so huge it felt like his cock-head was going to rip her apart like it should be emerging from her throat any second. But instead, the only things emerging from her throat were her increasing cries of pleasure. Marcus started raising and lowering her along the entire length of his cock, and as her pussy clamped down over his shaft, squeezing every inch of his massive black cock, it once again started spasming in orgasm around it. "Oh fuck. Fuck. Fuck yes," she cried.
"You need to be more vocal," Marcus said.
"What? I don’t get it. What are you talking about?” Carla asked as she had to suck in her lip to keep from screaming out in pleasure.
"You need to tell me how much you're enjoying it. How much you’re enjoying what my big black cock is doing to you?"
"You're fucking me so good." Carla shuddered in orgasm.
"And now?" He asked as he raised her up until his cock almost popped out of her pussy.
"Put it back in me," she begged. "Please, god, don't stop. Please don't fucking stop."
Marcus slowly lowered her back down his shaft, slowly this time. "Now tell me how much you like it."
As soon as her feet were back on the ground, Marcus let go of her ass cheeks, and Carla hugged him tight and started riding his cock, bouncing her big ass up and down, thrashing around in his lap. "I fucking love it. I love having your huge black cock in me. I've never been fucked like this before. Now fuck me as hard as you can with your big black cock."
Marcus grabbed her back and leaned forward, lowering his mouth and taking one of her nipples into his mouth.
"Pull her up a bit, man; I want to fuck her ass," said Jordan. Marcus looked up at him, and Jordan continued.
Carla looked over her shoulder in shock, completely unaware that Jordan had returned, while Marcus reached down and pulled her ass cheeks open. The bartender was now standing behind her, naked and with his own impressive cock on display. Carla looked at it and smiled. He was about the same length as Marcus but nowhere near as thick. Jordan’s cock was just long and thick, but nothing like the monster thickness of Marcus, thank god!.
"You ever had your ass fucked, slut," asked the bartender.
"Not for a long time, but you can fuck it," Carla said as he eyes widened and her face looked crazy with lust.
Jordan spit on his hand and then reached down and used it to coat the tip of his cock with his saliva. Marcus was spreading her plump ass cheeks wide apart for him. Jordan brought the tip of his cock up to her sphincter and pushed forward slowly.
"Holy fuck, that's big," she cried. "Stop, fuck, it hurts. Your cock is so big, it’s like it’s ripping my ass in two." But slowly, Carla’s ass stretched out to accommodate his size, and the pain started to fade once the big round head had slid into her. But despite the pain, and despite the fact she was now getting fucked by two black cocks at the same time, something that truly disgusted her, never once did Carla consider asking him to stop.
Carla could feel the bartender's cock pushing deep into her ass, rubbing against Marcus's cock, which was now separated by just a thin piece of skin. She started bouncing up and down again, fucking both their cocks at the same time, and now cumming almost constantly as the double penetration satisfied her like nothing had ever done before.
Marcus was the first to cum, becoming only the second man to ever fill her unprotected pussy with cum. The size and force of his orgasms were truly amazing. Carla could feel the huge wads of cum as they exploded out from his cock and assaulted her womb. It felt as if someone had turned a hose on inside her pussy. She could feel his huge balls expanding and contracting under her thighs, and seconds later, his orgasm gave her an absolute mind-blowing orgasm of her own that caused her to collapse on his chest.
When she had recovered, Jordan started to take over fucking her ass and was pounding her like a jackhammer. She was still mounted on Marcus's cock, and it didn't feel much smaller, although it wasn't as hard anymore. A minute later, Jordan bellowed as he started to empty the contents of his balls into her ass. Kerry shuddered as another orgasm overwhelmed her, this time from her ass, which was something she had never even thought possible until then.
Jordan's cum rose to the surface, spilling down her ass crack as he removed his cock. Marcus then lifted her up and slowly slid his cock out of her. "Please give me more," she begged. "Fuck me again."
"Shit, Jordan, this is one horny bitch," said Marcus.
"Will you two black cunts shut up and fuck me some more."
"This bitch needs an attitude adjustment," growled Marcus.
"I'll make some calls; I’m sure I can find someone else to fuck you tonight," Jordan said as he headed over to the bar.
Carla was about to remind the bartender that he said his phone wasn't working when Marcus picked her up and placed her down on the stage. He climbed up behind her.
Marcus started tugging on his cock. It was strange that he never really shrank. Even soft, it was long and seriously thick. It was like when he got an erection, it just kind of fattened up a bit and hardened. "You want some more of this black cock?”
“God, yes."
"Why do you want it so much?"
"Because it's fucking incredible. It made me cum like no other cock ever has. I've never had even close to this many orgasms."
"It's superior to your husband, isn’t it?"
"Superior? Yes, yes, it fucking  is."
"Superior to anything you ever got from a white guy?"
"Fuck yes, it's superior to my husband's cock or any of my old boyfriends."
"It isn’t my cock that’s superior." He replied now that Carla had crawled up to him now, and he was slapping her around the face with his massive black cock.
"It isn't?" she asked, desperately trying to kiss his cock.
"No, it's more than just my cock. Black men are superior all around. Our cocks are just an expression of that. Now beg for it."
"Please give me some more of your amazing cock. I've never been this horny in my entire life. The only thing that can satisfy me is your black cock."
"Call me master, you little slut, and I'll make sure that you get all the superior black cock you can cope with."
"Thank you, master." With that, Marcus quit moving his cock around and allowed her to slide her lips over the head as she tasted the combination of his cum and her juices on his cock.
"What's your name?" Marcus pulled his cock out of her mouth.
"Car..."
"Shut the fuck up slut. From now on, your name is now slut. You answer to slut from now on. Do you understand?"
"Yes, master."
"Good. Now suck my cock, slut."
As Carla licked around the head of his cock some more, he reached down and yanked it out and held it up, thrusting his massive balls into her face. Carla started licking them before he let her have the shaft again. Carla once again started eagerly sucking his cock into her mouth, afraid he would pull it back out again. By now, she was craving his huge cock in her pussy, but she also didn’t want to take it out of her mouth. Luckily, the problem soon solved itself. Half of Marcus's cock was now shoved down her throat as Jordan returned, and she felt him behind her, thrusting his big cock into her pussy again.
Carla's huge, hanging tits swung as Jordan slammed his big black cock in and out of her pussy. Each thrust pushed more of Marcus's cock down her throat. She couldn't show Marcus's cock the respect it deserved, with Jordan pounding her pussy, so she just waited for Jordan to cum.
Eventually, Jordan did cum, filling her pussy with another load of his thick black cum, and as he did, it triggered another orgasm for Carla too. When she had come down from her orgasmic high, she began worshiping the big cock that was being shoved down her throat.
Marcus kept his big black hand on the back of her head, controlling the speed of her movements until he felt the cum churning in his balls. When he felt it, he removed his hand, and with both hands, he reached down and grabbed her nipples. Marcus squeezed her nipples seriously hard between his fingers, and he started stroking them. 
He used her nipples to drag her head forward and back with each stroke as he started to Marcus pump her mouth full of his cum. The amount caught Carla completely off guard, and she reared her head, letting his cock slide out of her mouth. As her head reared up, she caught the second squirt full in the face. It wasn't a strand or a few drops; it was like an entire shot glass full of cum was just thrown in her face. She eventually regained control and clamped her lips over the head of his cock,  catching and swallowing the subsequent squirts.
"More," begged Carla stroking the last drop of sperm from Marcus's cock.
"You want more, then you got it Slut," said Marcus.
Carla suddenly snapped her head to the left as she heard applause. She was stunned to see four black men, all just as muscular as Jordan, sitting there watching the show. They all stood up and started stripping as she watched.
She was sure she heard the sound of car doors slamming outside as the black men climbed on the stage.
It took those four and another three black men to quench the fire that burned in her pussy that night. At one point, Carla had a cock in her ass, another in her pussy, one in her mouth, and a cock in each hand. Her thighs and pussy were red and sore, but thankfully her pussy somehow continued to stay wet as it became so full of cum that she had no trouble taking them all. She fucked each and every one of them, some up her us, and some in her pussy with so much cum going down her throat she thought she might throw up.
Some of the black guys had big cocks like Marcus and Jordan, but a couple just had what looked like average cocks; although the smallest was probably six inches, compared to the other guys, they felt small. Obviously, it wasn't true that all black men were incredibly well-hung, but when they were big, they were really huge.
It wasn’t much before dawn when Carla felt herself being carried out of the building. She opened her eyes to see Lucy and Chloe supporting her. Where Carla was sore and exhausted, the other two girls looked positively radiant. Carla had been lying in a pool of cum and actually felt bad for getting Lucy's car dirty, but as she looked at her friends, she could see they were almost as covered as she was. Chloe returned to the bar to retrieve Carla's clothes, and then they drove off to Lucy's apartment in New York to get cleaned up. Amazingly, Carla was horny again before they even reached the city, and for a brief second, she wondered what had happened to Martina.




Part 4: Martina

"Hic, sorry. Excuse me," said Martina as she tried to suppress the hiccups. For one of the only times in her life, she had loosened up a little and had gotten drunk. She knew it was going to be the last time she would get to loosen up like that, as she was getting married in three days' time. "You two sure you don't mind taking me home?"
"No, not at all," said Eddie as he grinned at her. He was driving the car, and his buddy Dylan had gotten in the back seat with Martina for some reason. "It's no trouble at all."
"That's right," added Dylan, "one of our jobs is to escort the dancers home, make sure they get there safe, so why not you? You lost your ride and are too drunk to even think about driving anyway."
All three of them were still soaking wet from having to run to Eddie's car in the pouring rain. It was raining even harder now, pounding down on the roof of the car. "I can't thank you enough. You two are real gentlemen. It’s so nice you’d help a woman in distress."
"Oh, don’t worry about it. It’s our pleasure," said Eddie.
"And it’ll be yours," added Dylan with a smile.
The two black guys laughed at that, but Martina didn’t get the joke. She sat back in her seat and looked at her saviors. Both black guys had goatees and shaved heads. They were both masses of muscles, even more so than Ricardo and Carter. Eddie had dark black skin, while Dylan was much lighter. She couldn’t help casting a glance down to see if they had bulges like she had seen on the strippers, and to her surprise, they did. She could see the outlines of their two huge cocks running down their pants legs.
“You see something you like down there?” asked Dylan, catching her staring at his bulge.
Martina blushed, but the white Russians had well and truly lowered her inhibitions. “You two look just as big as the strippers I saw earlier."
"We're black, aren't we?" asked Eddie.
"Are all black guys big?" she asked.
"Of course they are," said Dylan with a smile. "That's why black guys make much better lovers."
Yesterday, Martina wouldn't have believed him, but today, after everything she had seen at the bar and knowing that Lucy and even married Chloe were sleeping with black guys at this moment, she was easily convinced. She wondered where Carla was? One thing was for sure: there was no way her bigoted friend was with a black guy.
Martina turned back to look at the road, but the glare of the oncoming headlights made her dizzy. She soon found her attention being drawn back to the black guys's crotches. She couldn’t explain it, but she had an overwhelming desire to see what they were packing in there. "If I give you guys a good tip, will you let me see your penises?"
"Babe, we ain't strippers," said Eddie, and Martina felt her hopes sink, but then he smiled and added, "You don’t need to pay us. You can see ours for free."
"But there’s one thing you need to remember. We don't have penises," added Dylan. "We have cocks. We have big black cocks. White guys have little penises. Now why don’t you ask us to show you our big black cocks."
"Boys, please, may I see your big black cocks?" Martina asked, delighted that she was going to get to see them and it wasn't going to cost her anything. She needed all the money she could scrape together for the wedding and honeymoon.
Dylan went first. He reached down, unzipped his pants, then raised his hips up and slid them off. His briefs were so overstretched that the material looked like it had been thinned, but she couldn't tell much more than that as the car was too dark. Dylan then smiled and slid his briefs down, and his cock instantly sprang up at half-mast. He gave the tip a couple of slow strokes, and soon, it hardened and grew to its full length. Martina didn’t say a word as it came into view. She just sat there gobsmacked. She had never seen a cock bigger than her future husband’s six inches before, but here she was, looking at something that must have been two or three inches longer. But what really shocked her was the width. His cock had to be twice as thick as her fiance’s.
Martina leaned down in the back of the dark car for a closer look. "Oh my god, it's as thick as a fucking Coke can." She said out loud, and it wasn't an exaggeration. He often struggled to even get his cock into a white girl, and some never recovered from Dylan's cock. After him, many white wives had struggled to ever feel their husband’s cock again. His balls were splayed out and were huge. Looking like a pair of the fortune-telling eight balls that children often play with. He knew they produced a hell of a lot of cum too. He had yet to meet a girl who could swallow his load completely. Even the sluttiest cum swallower he had ever met, a girl known by her friends as ‘Blowie Beth, ’ spat out about half of his load once it overwhelmed her.
"You'd better take mine out for me as I'm driving," called Eddie from the front. Martina really wanted to, but at the same time, she was reluctant to take her eyes off Dylan's massive cock, but she did want to see what Eddie was packing.
Martina reached around into the front of the car and fumbled, trying to undo the buttons on Eddie's jeans. "Hurry up," he said, "You need to get it out before it gets hard. Otherwise, it’ll get stuck down my pant leg. It can get really uncomfortable." Martina hurried with the zipper. "Come on, faster, it's getting hard." Martina reached in, grabbed it, and yanked it out, feeling it starting to swell up in her hand. Martina stared in awe at Eddie's huge cock. It was longer than Dylan's, probably another inch or so longer, although it wasn’t quite as thick as Dylan's cock.
Eddie had one of the longest cocks in the group. He knew from measuring that it was just under ten inches, and that was him measuring properly, and he had one goal. To find a white girl who could deepthroat him. ‘Blowie Beth’ had come the closest so far, with an inch or so left. But he wanted, just once, to be deepthroated. "You can touch mine too," said Dylan.
Martina had never released Eddie's cock from her grip, even as she had reached around and got Dylan’s out. Her hand had been gently stroking it. She brought her left hand over to Dylan's cock and squeezed it too. She was holding two huge cock, and she felt honored.
The car started to fill with the smell of their cocks, and the smell assaulted her brain, working its way into every thought. They had the same hold on her now as Ricardo's cock had earlier; the only difference was she was trapped in the car, and that made the odor even more powerful. Martina felt the tape she used to cover her nipples so they wouldn’t be visible if they got hard, starting to stretch as they tried to harden, and she could feel her panties were already soaking wet.
She was never the sort of girl who got really wet. In fact, her fiancé Steve had to use lube when they had sex unless he went down on her first. But now she was dripping wet, and suddenly, she had the strangest feeling come over her. She felt sorry for the two black guys. She could see and feel just how swollen their  cocks were. They were so hard they had to hurt. They needed to cum; she could tell that. But she was engaged and in love, and she was going to have to disappoint them.
A few seconds later, Dyland pulled into a motel and pulled his cock out of her hands as he got out of the car. He walked over to the reception desk and started talking to the desk clerk, who was an older black man who seemed to know him. He soon returned to the car, and although her eyes couldn't focus on it, it really did look like he hadn't put his cock away, even when he was talking to the clerk. "Where are we?" she asked.
"We're going to get a motel room."
"I thought you were taking me home?"
"We will in the morning, but you live so far away, and the rain is getting worse. I’m also getting tired and probably shouldn't do any more driving tonight."
"I'm tired too," said Dylan, yawning as he grinned at her.
"I see," she replied, slurring her words ever so slightly. She was still a little drunk, but seeing their big cocks had seemed to have a sobering effect on her. Dylan helped her out, and she took a big lungful of fresh air. The rain was pouring now, but the fresh air helped clear her head and forced out some of the impure thoughts. She knew that after another minute in the car, she might have given in. She really wasn't sure what she would have done. Their cocks just seemed to draw her to them like magnets. They all ran through the rain to the room.
Eddie unlocked the door, and they walked in. Martina instantly saw there was only one king-sized bed. "Where am I going to sleep?" asked Martina.
"We're all sharing the bed. It’s big enough, and we're all adults here," said Dylan, removing his shirt. Eddie was already topless and working on his pants. Both guys had the torsos of Greek gods, only with black skin.
Their huge cocks sprang free as soon as their pants came off. They hadn't got any smaller or any softer, and if anything, these two were more muscular than any others she had seen tonight.
"You probably should get out of those wet clothes before you catch a chill," said Eddie before he reached in and started to open her bulky blouse.
"Wait," she said nervously. "I can't; I mean, I've nothing to wear." Eddie pulled the blouse up over her head, which covered her mouth and muffled her voice. As her eyes were covered by the blouse, she felt hands undoing her ankle-length skirt, and a second later, it fell to the floor. She heard a voices say, "fuck, they look like my grandma's old panties.” She was almost ready to be offended before another voice interrupted her thought process.
"Holy fuck, that is one hot-looking bitch though." Before she could say anything, she felt the cold flesh of someone’s fingers slide inside the waistband of her panties and slid them down. And then her bra was unclasped.
Martina had a very large, very firm pair of breasts that rivaled Lucy's; it’s just that her bras were always designed to conceal them as much as possible, as she was uncomfortable showing off her body, whereas Lucy did everything possible to show off her big tits. "Look at this shit, man. What the fuck is this? She seriously wears this to cover her nipples." The bandages covering her nipples were ripped off and caused a muffled "ouch" to come from Martina's mouth under the shirt. Her two puffy, half-inch-long nipples sprang free. They were some of the biggest and thickest nipples that either black guy had seen. She always used to cover them to stop them from poking out her clothes and embarrassing her. Martina’s body was actually built like a cartoon slut,.
Martina struggled and pulled the blouse over her head and suddenly realized she was standing in the middle of the room naked, and these guys were standing there seeing more of her than anyone else ever had, even including her fiancé. They had completely stripped her in under a minute. "I say Martina," said Eddie. "You really are one of the hottest women I've ever seen."
"Yeah," added Dylan. "Your body is fucking incredible. Why do you try so hard to hide it?"
"I get embarrassed." She was blushing from head to toe now. “Just look how big they are. I hate them.” She said as she hefted her breasts just under her nipples, "There’s no way you can find these attractive." Neither man answered, but the way both of their cocks spasmed as she held up her boobs made the answer very clear.
"We should hurry up and get to bed; it’s cold," said Dylan. He was staring at her body with a look of awe on his face as she stared at his cock. Suddenly, a huge wave of self-confidence flooded through her when she saw how these guys were reacting to her.
"I don't think it’s really appropriate to sleep naked together," she said. "I'm about to get married. In three..no wait, it’s two days now." It was late in the morning.
"You're right. It probably isn’t, but there aren't any more rooms available tonight."
"I didn't see that many cars in the parking lot. How can it be full? "
"They're doing some remodeling. I'll tell you what, though, if it makes you feel better, we'll face different directions. Hop in."
Martina sat on the bed. She had been planning on squeezing in on the edge, but Eddie and Dylan swiftly moved in on either side of her, trapping her between their muscular bodies.
They were gentlemen and let her lay down in the normal position while they put their heads where you would normally place your feet. Their big, muscular bodies took up most of the kingsized bed, tightly wedging her between them. Her bare flesh felt like it was constantly rubbing against theirs. She was facing Dylan, and she could feel his thick cock pressing against her stomach. She thought she'd feel more comfortable if they turned out the lights, but she also knew that she wanted to take this opportunity to examine his cock up close. As Dylan stretched, his cock moved up the bed, sliding up so it was almost in her face as he did so.
Martina flipped over only to find herself in the exact same situation again, but this time with. Eddie's longer cock, which already extended so that it was touching her neck. "Can you two slide down the bed a bit more, please? Your cocks are pretty much in my face."
Eddie grabbed her legs without warning and pulled her down the bed instead of sliding down himself. She was now staring right at his chiseled six-pack abs. That’s much better, she thought to herself, until Eddie let out a big yawn. As he did, his tongue flicked out, and what she realized was his mouth was now right between her legs, and the tip of his tongue gently touched the tip of her clit. A jolt of electricity seemed to run up her spine at his touch.
Martina struggled to climb back up the bed to get away from his tongue, but as she did, she ended up almost face-to-face with his cock again. So she slid back down, and sure enough, as she did, he yawned again. This time, his tongue seemed to lick up the nub a lot harder, and another jolt went up her spine. Martina flipped over to try to get away, and Dylan yawned, too. His tongue felt larger and like it was curling around the tip of her pussy before slipping away.
Martina had no idea what to do. She turned back over, and Eddie let out another big yawn. He then lapped the tip of his tongue up and down a couple of times, and Martina groaned as it felt so good. She tried to stifle her moans, but she was already struggling. She could still feel the tip of his tongue on her clit, like he was sticking his tongue out and just holding it there. Then, without meaning to, her hips moved completely involuntarily so that his tongue slid across her pussy properly. Martina's legs parted instinctively, and she started thrusting her hips more excitedly. She was fucking his extended tongue now, and as soon as she started, Eddie grabbed her legs and spread them wider as he moved forward and buried his face in her pussy.
Martina instantly felt it was disgusting, but nothing had ever felt so pleasurable either. She knew it was completely wrong, but with each flicker of his tongue, shockwaves of pleasure surged out from her pussy. It felt so good she couldn't gather the strength to even try to push him away. Eddie moved his arm, and Martina felt one thick finger slide its way into her vagina. The tip started rubbing around a spot deep in her pussy, and Martina's hips started bucking uncontrollably. She really wanted to say stop. She knew she shouldn’t be doing this. But as his tongue started to lick her pussy the only thing she could think of wasn’t how to stop or how this was cheating on her husband. No, the only thing she could think of was how embarrassed she was by her rudely hairy pussy. Martina hadn’t shaved her pussy, ever. She trimmed the sides a little, but this was easily the hairiest pussy Eddie had ever seen, let alone licked.
Then it happened as Eddie moved in and started to suck on her clit. Martina was still writhing with pleasure from the movement of his finger, but as he placed his lips on her clit and sucked inward, she felt the explosions start in her pussy and radiate outward through her whole body. Martina had never had an orgasm like that. She had only ever been with Steve, who was just as inexperienced as she was. Her previous orgasms were tiny compared to this, and it was incredible. Her pussy seemed to squeeze his finger only to balloon up again, then repeat it all over again and again. It felt like a series of firecrackers going off one after the other inside her.
Martina’s pussy was still spasming from the orgasm when she felt her ass cheeks being pulled apart by Dylan. She felt a moment of panic that he was going to try to put his cock up there, but then she remembered his head was down that end, not his cock, and a second later, she felt his tongue slide down her ass crack and around her ass hole. Martina didn't have time to object or be disgusted like she normally would be; she was too busy moaning to speak. By the time she recovered from the orgasm, Dylan was pushing his tongue into her ass hole, and it actually felt so good she couldn’t say anything. Eddie was still sucking on her clit while fingering her, and the additional sensations coming from her ass had a second huge orgasm exploding from her pussy within seconds of the first. Martina reared her head and found herself staring at Eddie's huge, thick cock-head. She couldn’t explain why, but she followed her first instinct, which was to stretch her neck towards his thick black cock. He was so tall that she was barely able to reach it, but she did manage to place a kiss on the head, almost as a way of saying thank you to him. When she finally recovered from the second orgasm, she realized what she had done and couldn't believe it. She had just kissed the thing a guy peed from, and a black stranger’s one at that. But even though Martina never gave blowjobs, it had felt completely natural to her.
"Next time, you get the ass," said Dylan to Eddie.
"That felt so amazing," said Martina, stretching.
"You ready to try out what all your friends are having?" asked Dylan.
"No, no, I can't. I can’t cheat on my fiancé. I really want to, but I can’t." Martina was now lying flat on her back and could feel their big cock-heads touching her hair. She was starting to understand why her friends hadn't been able to resist the black guys. She realized she would have to forgive Chloe for the sin of adultery.
Suddenly, Eddie jumped off the bed. "Ow, ow, ow," he said, limping around the room.
"What's wrong?" asked Martina, sitting up concerned.
"Fuck. Fuck. Charley horse."
"Can I help?"
"Yes, yeah, can you massage my leg for me? Help work it out."
"Of course."
Eddie pulled her to her feet and then sat on the bed. He spread his legs wide as she kneeled at his feet and started rubbing his calf muscle. This put her at eye-level with his crotch, and she found herself staring at his huge erect black cock as she kneeled at his feet. The head bobbed right before her eyes as she massaged his muscular leg.
"Did you enjoy having your pussy licked?" asked Eddie.
"Yes, I loved it," Martina answered without thinking as she rubbed his leg harder. His leg was so muscular it was like rubbing stone. "I hope my fiance will do it to me."
"I doubt it. White boys like him don't like to eat pussy. They're just too prissy and selfish. Now massage my thigh."
"My Steve will do anything for me," she said, working her hands up to his thighs. Though Eddie was right, Steve was prissy, and she really couldn't picture him doing what Eddie had just done to her.
Moving her hands up to his thighs meant she had to move her lips closer to his bobbing cock-head and one of her hands against his balls. The smell coming off his cock was delicious; even after cumming twice in quick succession, she was still unbelievably horny, and smelling his cock seemed to make her hornier.
"Why don't you lift my balls out of the way?" ordered Eddie. Martina obeyed, impressed with how heavy they were. “Why did you kiss my cock, Martina?”
Martina blushed. “I don’t know, I really don’t know. What you were doing just felt so good; I wanted to thank you. It just felt right."
"I could barely feel it. Perhaps you could you thank me again?"
Martina nodded slowly as her left hand reached down and over to the base of his cock and held it steady as her right hand carried on massaging his balls. She moved her lips forward and gently kissed the crown, being very careful to avoid the precum leaking out from the tip. "Thank you," she said before moving back in and kissing it again. She let this kiss linger a little longer while she inhaled his scent through her nose.
"You do know it's customary to return the favor."
"What? What do you mean?" she asked as she removed her lips but still kept her hand wrapped around his cock. For some reason, she found herself reluctant to release it.
"Well, I made you cum with my mouth, so now you have to do the same for me."
"Oh no. No, I couldn't do that. That’s so slutty dirty. I don’t do that." But as Martina spoke, she could feel her nipples were so hard they were hurting. "Plus, even if I did do that, I can’t cheat on Steve."
"Oh, come on, girl, oral isn't cheating. It’s just a bit of fun. Besides, your fiancé will absolutely love it when you go home and do it to him; if you do a really good job, he might just eat your pussy as good as we did. You want to have your pussy licked again, right?"
"Yes, god, Yes. I want that so much."
"Okay, well then, the trick is to do such a good job sucking his cock, that he'll do absolutely anything for you to do it again. However, you need to do a good job, and that will take a lot of practice."
"I can practice on you!"
"That’s it. I said you were a smart girl. Now, you can start by licking all over it. Start at the head and work your way all the way down.”
Suddenly, for whatever reason, it sounded like a great idea to Martina. Between her arousal, the alcohol, and her sudden urge to be licked out again, Martina's thoughts were clouded. She couldn't think clearly, and she found it easier to let him do her thinking for her. Martina stuck her tongue out and began to lick the tip of his cock.
"Lick everywhere," ordered Eddie.
Until then, Martina had been avoiding the steady flow of pre-cum oozing out his pee-slit, but with that order, she sighed and moved her tongue over it, licking the clear liquid. There was so much of it that it had actually been quite hard to avoid anyway, but then she figured a cock this big needed a lot of lubrication. She was also quite surprised that it really didn’t taste that bad at all. Sure, it wasn’t exactly nice, but it wasn’t unpleasant either, and her tongue pushed into his pee-slit now, trying to get more of his juices. His cock spasmed as she teased the head.
"Now, work your way down the shaft."
Martina nodded and moved her tongue down his cock,  licking every ridge, every bump, and every thick blue vein as she coated his shaft with her saliva.
"Don't forget my balls."
Martina licked down the underside of his cock all the way down to his balls which were about the size of tennis balls and only looked small compared with the monsters that dangled between Dylan's legs. She licked around his left testicle and then the right.
"Now it's time to find out how good a cock sucker you are naturally. Put the head in your mouth and try to see how much you can fit in  your mouth."
Martina pulled a pubic hair off her tongue and then licked her way back up his shaft. As she reached the top, she stretched her mouth open as wide as she could and slid his head inside. She gagged as soon as his cock touched the back of her throat.
"Take it nice and easy, baby. Just relax. Take a little bit in at a time and breathe through your nose. Remember, if you can do a good job on me, then your husband's little white penis will be a breeze to suck."
Martina hadn't even thought of her fiancé by this point; she was too intent on serving Eddie. She couldn't even think how Steve must compare to Eddie. Was he half as big, maybe a third? She hadn't really seen his cock, not properly, because they always did it with the lights off. But just from the feel, she figured Eddie's thumb was probably bigger.
Martina tried again, this time relaxing her throat first and breathing through her nose, and it worked; this time, she took the tip all the way to the back of her throat before she had to pull it out. She tried again and again, each time taking a little more until, finally, she was sucking it deep, and it felt like the head was in her belly. She was crying and trying not to gag as she did it.
"Come on, baby, relax. Don't overdo it," said Eddie. "It takes a lot of practice, and you'll never be able to get it all in there. But what’s really important is how you suck. Just suck the amount you're comfortable with and jerk off the rest."
Martina nodded her head. She wasn’t crying because she didn’t enjoy it. In fact, the total opposite was true. She enjoyed it far more than she ever thought possible. She was crying because she feared she was failing at this, and Eddie wouldn't be happy with her. She started bobbing her head up and down, taking just over just half of his cock into her mouth while stroking the rest with both hands.
Eddie reached over her head and took her scrunchie off, letting her hair cascade over her shoulders and down back. "You have such beautiful dark hair. Never wear it up again," he ordered
Martina continued sucking and stroking his cock, and from time to time, whenever she needed to rest, she continued licking the head while catching her breath. Eventually, the rock-hard shaft in her mouth and hands started to grow even bigger. Because she had never given head before, Martina had no idea what was happening as the head swelled up even bigger and the veins hardened. Even when Edie placed his hand on the back of her head, keeping his cock in her throat, she didn’t see what was coming.
In fact, it was his grunt that warned her first. Then his cock seemed to recoil and twitch, shooting forward and jerking in her throat. And then she felt it. She felt his thick hot cum flowing down her throat and into her stomach. He was slowly withdrawing his cock as the head slid out to the point it was about halfway into her mouth, and she could feel her throat close up behind it. Martina's mouth immediately filled up with cum until her cheeks bulged out, and it was dribbling down her chin.
Martina had no idea what to do. She had never even given a blowjob before, let alone had a guy cum in her mouth, and although she tried to swallow, she found herself choking. She fell forward onto all fours, cum pouring out her mouth as she gagged at the sheer amount of cum, although she thought strangely not at the taste. As she gagged on all fours, another equally large load of cum splattered across her back and hair. She swallowed what she could, then brought her mouth up to his cock-head and caught the third wave across her face before her lips clamped down over the head in time to swallow several more mouthfuls. As Martina swallowed his cum she couldn’t deny the strangest thing was happening. She actually quite liked the taste of cum. All the other girls had always said how much they hated it, and she had assumed she would, too. But now that she had tried, she really didn’t hate it.
Martina kneeled between this incredible man's legs, with the head of a huge dark black cock in her mouth, swallowing his cum. She looked up at his muscular chest and handsome face as he stared down at her. A strange feeling came over her. It was like a sense of belonging; a sense of purpose filled her entire being. It was as if she knew her place in the universe and had just discovered her true purpose in life.
His cock finally softened and went completely flaccid in her mouth, and as she reluctantly pulled her lips off it, she couldn’t help but notice it was still much larger than Steve, and that was when he was hard.
"That’s not fair; you’ve got to get me off, too," said Dylan. "I'll never be able to sleep like this. My cock is so hard it hurts."
"There's no way I'll be able to fit that thing in my mouth," Martina replied, but she was already licking her lips at the thought of getting more cum in her mouth, even though her belly felt full.
"You’ve got to at least try. Remember, I helped get you off with my mouth.”
“Okay, I’ll try, but let me go get cleaned up first. I’m a mess" Martina went to the bathroom and used a washcloth to wipe the sticky cum off her face, well, all of the cum that she couldn't reach with her tongue. She reached around and cleaned off what she could on her back and in her hair as well, and as she looked up at the mirror, it was like a completely different woman was staring back at her. Her cheeks were puffy, and her eyes were red, but her entire face and body were glowing. The person looking back at her wasn’t the shy, timid wife-to-be anymore. Now, the woman looking back was an exciting sexual being, not what she was used to seeing at all.
She walked back into the bedroom naked and strangely proud of her body and her hairy pussy in particular, and with a  previously unknown sway finding its way to her hips. Dylan was now sitting on the bed with his rock-hard, coke-can-thick cock sticking up. "Eddie said you were pretty good. Let’s see if you can handle this."
"Yeah, man," said Eddie, "what she lacks in experience, she definitely makes up for with her enthusiasm."
'My god!' thought Martina. Hearing it really hit home. ‘I was showing enthusiasm for sucking cock. What the fuck am I doing? It must be the drink; this isn't me. I don’t give blowjobs. Before she could think anymore, Dylan grabbed her hips and pulled her down in front of him. She fell to her knees and looked cross-eyed down his huge thick black cock. There was no way she could take that in her mouth. Martina wrapped her right hand around the base, amazed by the fact that there was at least an inch gap between her fingers. Impatient, Dylan placed one large hand around the back of her head and pulled her forward.
Martina started licking around his huge, thick head, willingly lapping up the pre-cum this time without any nerves. Her tongue teased his pee-slit, then slid around the head of his cock, and the entire time she was moaning with satisfaction. By the time her tongue had made it to the base of his massive cock she was almost moaning nonstop. Not only was she showing enthusiasm for sucking these guys off! She was actually enjoying it! A lot!
Martina returned back up to the head and stretched her jaw as wide as she could. Her tongue twirled over the head as it entered her mouth. He continued forward, sliding more of his cock into her mouth, but as it pressed against the back of her throat, Martina’s head jerked back as she found herself choking. She relaxed her mouth and tried again, and this time, she took a tiny bit more into her throat. She realized it was probably something she couldn't have done if she hadn’t just sucked off Eddie. Martina took another inch but ended up choking again. She kept trying but could never take more than a couple of inches down her throat. These huge cocks were starting to make her tonsils sore. "I'm sorry, you're cock is just too thick. I can’t do this properly. Can I just jerk you off?"
"No, I’ve got a better idea. Get up on the bed and lay on your back."
Martina stood up and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She had no idea what he was going to do, but she climbed on the bed anyway. She held her legs tightly shut; the one thing she was sure of was that she wasn’t going to let anyone fuck her, even though every instinct screamed at her to spread them wide open and let this dominant male take her.
Dylan walked to the bathroom and looked in the bowl of toiletries. He picked out the tube of body oil and returned to the bedroom.
Eddie was lying beside Martina, caressing her breasts and belly, when Dylan returned to the room. Amazingly, Eddie's cock was almost fully hard again as Dylan climbed on the bed and straddled her legs. "What are you going to do to me?" she asked.
"I'm going to fuck your big tits." Dylan climbed on the bed and straddled her chest as a submissive thrill caused Martina to shiver with excitement as she looked up at his huge cock and muscular chest above her. Dylan had a small tube in his hand, and he emptied the oil along the shaft of his cock. He started rubbing the oil around the head before Martina said, "Here, let me do that," and reached up to grab his cock. She ran her hands all over it, coating it completely with the oil. In fact, she was reluctant to stop and actually started jerking him off.
Dylan let her stroke him for a while before he said, "Enough." He then pulled her hands off his cock and pushed them down, and rubbed them over the insides of her big tits. "Now pull my cock down there and get it into place between your tits."
Martina grabbed the tip of Dylan's cock and pulled down, absolutely amazed at the amount of force she had to use to move the big thing. She pulled it down to her chest, and Dylan squeezed her tits together, engulfing his cock. It was so big that the head reached her neck. If it had been Eddie’s even longer cock she probably could have taken the tip in her mouth.
Dylan started thrusting his hips back and forth, and Martina watched, absolutely fascinated, as his huge thick cock head slid down, disappearing between her big boobs only to spring forward again. Dylan increased the pace and was soon rapidly bucking his hips. She could feel his huge balls slapping against her belly, and she wondered how much cum they held.
"Squeeze them together bitch," he said, and Martina raised her hands up to squeeze her boobs together so that he could fuck them properly. Dylan had wanted to keep his hands free to play with her nipples. Martina's areolas were puffy and the size of half-dollars, but it was her nipples that fascinated guys the most. Once they got hard, they were really fat, about half an inch long, and extremely sensitive. Dylan squeezed both her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, pulling them roughly and stretching them out, but it felt good, and Martina started moaning.
Martina's moans soon turned to cries of delight when Eddie slid his finger back into her pussy. She tried desperately to raise her hips into Eddie's finger, but Dylan's weight held her down on the bed, completely immobile, and her moans turned to ones of frustration.
Eddie rose up on his knees beside her, and her hand reached out and automatically grabbed his cock without taking her eyes off Dylan's cock. Dylan's hand moved into where hers had been, helping to keep her tits squeezed tightly around his thrusting cock. Was it her imagination, or did it somehow look even bigger? Dylan's torso was glistening with sweat now, and he was grunting rhythmically as his cock worked between her tits. Martina's legs were spread wide open now, trying to thrust up into Eddie's thick black finger while her hand was still wrapped around his cock, stroking it slowly.
Eddie slid his finger out and suddenly, without warning, jabbed two fingers deep into her pussy just as Dylan thrust his cock forward between her tits, then held it there. Martina watched in what seemed like slow motion as the pee-slit opened. It wasn't a strand or a squirt of cum, so much as it was a wave that exploded out from the tip. She started to scream in orgasm just as his cum splattered all over her face, covering her from her forehead down to her neck. A lot went in her mouth, and she leaned her chin down, opening her mouth as wide as possible to catch as much of the second wave as she could, and she ended up swallowing a lot.
Dylan wasn't happy with her just swallowing some of his cum; he always liked to completely baptize his sluts with it, so he pulled back and jerked his third huge squirt of cum all over her tits. His third squirt was about as much as Eddie's first.
Dylan got off her chest and kneeled on the other side of her from Eddie and carried on cumming, blowing another load on her stomach and then moved up towards her face bending his cock down towards her lips. He jerked his cock off into her mouth, and she sucked up the last of his cum with a smile on her face.
Eddie was still fingering her, and Martina could feel another orgasm approaching, but just as it did, he pulled his finger out. She let go of his cock and sat up, desperate to get his finger back inside her but too ashamed to ask for it.
Martina climbed off the bed and went to the bathroom to clean up again. She was now covered in cum and turned the shower on. This was going to take a while, she thought to herself as she looked at her reflection. She was still so horny too. Eddie's finger had taken her to the brink of orgasm just before he pulled out. But now, as she stood in the shower, her own finger found its way between her legs as she showered, but she was too inexperienced to actually get herself off in there. Martina spent a long time cleaning up, and she discovered that cum seemed to become stringy when wet and was actually even more difficult to get it all off.
When she returned to the bedroom, she could see the two black guys were fast asleep on top of the mattress. They had stripped off the soiled covers and were sleeping on either end of the bed. Eddie’s cock was still rock-hard and seemed to twitch every now and then, and as she looked over, she was amazed that  Dylan's seemed to have hardened a little again too.
Martina crawled onto the bed between them, but with her head at the same end of the bed as them this time. She didn't want their cocks in her face again, not because she didn’t enjoy it, but because she couldn't trust herself to keep her mouth off their cocks. She faced Eddie, staring into his handsome face as he slept. Then he moved his arm up, placing his hand on her hip. Martina didn't object; in fact, a shiver of excitement rose up her spine from his touch.
Eddie's hand remained there for a few minutes until it started to slowly caress down her legs and around to her ass cheek. He squeezed her ass cheek and then pulled her tightly into his arms. Her body felt like it was being crushed up against him, with her big boobs mashing into his chest. She had never felt so protected or meek in Steve’s arms. "Missed you, baby," he murmured as he slept.
Eddie's hand then moved from her ass cheek up to her thigh and lifted her leg up slightly, using the extra space to push his cock in between her legs. "Eddie," she said softly, trying to wake him. He didn't budge, and Martina felt a sudden shiver of pleasure surge through her as she felt his hard shaft sliding back and forth along her labia. "EDDIE," she said louder this time, shaking him by the shoulders too, but he still didn't wake up.
Eddie just groaned in his sleep, and he had pulled his cock back so that just the tip was now dangerously close to entering Martina’s little hairy pussy. Without saying a word, he rolled over and ended up on top of her, his weight forcing her legs to open wider. Martina could feel his huge cock-head forcing its way in between her labia and pressing against the entrance to her pussy. She looked over at Dylan and could see he was now awake and watching her with a smile. Eddie turned her head up to his and mashed his broad lips down against hers. At first, Martina struggled, but only for a second or two before she found her own tongue pushing into his mouth as well, while the tip of his cock slowly slid its way into her pussy. She couldn’t fight against it; the feeling between her legs was so incredibly good. The thick cock-head starting to move around in her pussy felt too good for her to even say stop. In fact, her legs were now automatically opening wider and wider to receive more of it.
"Holy fuck, that’s one tight pussy," growled Eddie. "Are you a virgin or something?"
"No," she moaned. "Although this feels like the first time." Martina took a deep breath as she realized this was what sex was supposed to feel like. This was the reason she had given in and let Steve make love to her that first time. But the difference was Steve had completely underwhelmed her. But this was the kind of sex she had read about in her cheesy romance novels. The experience of being possessed and dominated by a well-built man. With that realization, Martina wrapped her legs around Eddie's ass and squeezed, trying to pull his cock in even deeper.
Eddie took the hint and started bucking his hips, forcing more of his cock into her with each thrust. Martina's nails dug into his back as she came from sex for the first time in her life, and with less than half his cock inside her. Martina started raising her hips to match his thrusts, growling and moaning as he fucked her. Eddie arched his back and was looking down at her. He smiled as he could see that the shy, overdressed, conservative young woman was gone forever and now replaced by the young woman that looked like a wanton slut, comfortable with her body and sexuality. Martina was fucking him back with all she had. "Come on, girl, beg me to fuck you," he growled.
"Please fuck me, Eddie. Please give me that big black cock. I love that big black cock. I love your cock. Fuck me with it, please.”
Eddie sat up, kneeling as he grabbed her legs under her knees. He held her legs spread wide open as he started to pound his big cock in and out of her pussy. No woman had ever taken his entire cock so easily as Martina was currently doing. She thrashed around like a bitch in heat, screaming and moaning in response to each thrust as orgasm after orgasm crashed through her body. Dylan kneeled by her face and started pushing his cock down towards her lips. She was too overwhelmed to suck on it properly, but she opened her mouth and just let him fuck her lips, slobbering all over the head with her tongue between her massive orgasms.
Her seriously tight pussy and her big nipples were driving Eddie absolutely crazy. He couldn’t help, but this really was the hottest bitch he had ever fucked. Her pussy was so tight it was milking his cock, and it felt so good; he knew he wasn't even going to last long. He thrust his cock into her, bellowing as the cum erupted from his balls.
Martina froze, staring up at him with disbelief as she felt his cum filling her pussy. Her stomach was spasming, and her eyes rolled back in her head, and she started to scream as the biggest orgasm yet exploded from her pussy and actually causing her to black out for a second.
Martina came to, and a second later, she felt a growing pain in her pussy. As she opened her eyes, she saw Dylan, now on top of her, stuffing his huge thick cock in her pussy. "My god, no. You’ll break me with that thing."
"Just relax, baby. I’m sure you can take it." Dylan pushed, feeling her pussy lips spreading further apart for him.
Martina lay back, utterly amazed at her own body's elasticity, as she felt his huge cock slide into her. Somehow her labia opened wider than ever before for the enormous cock-head, and she started to moan as the thick ridge scraped over her clit. There was another moment of pain as the thick part under the head slid into her pussy. Dylan kept steadily pushing more in. Martina could feel every ridge, bump, and vein on Dylan's huge cock. If she hadn't already fucked Eddie, she knew there would have been no way she could have just taken Dylan's thick shaft like that. But now her pussy seemed to be stretching wide around Dylan's cock, almost like it was molding itself to his size. Martina wondered if her pussy would ever return to normal after this. Her breathing was fast and shallow as he buried his entire cock inside her. She felt like he was shoving a baseball bat into her pussy with each thrust. Dylan held his cock still, giving her time to adapt until he felt her juices dripping down his balls; then, he knew she was ready. "Get on all fours for me slut," he ordered, pulling his cock out.
Martina suddenly felt very empty without his cock inside her, and she quickly rolled over and got into position on all fours. Dylan stood beside the bed, grabbed her by the hips, and pulled her over to the edge of the bed, where he quickly slid his cock back into her. He started pumping his hips so fast that his balls were slapping against her thighs. Martina had never been fucked in this position, and something about it really disgusted her. It was so animalistic, so primal. But that was also what was turning her on so much. Dylan was just using her like a slut, using her body solely for his pleasure, and for some reason she loved it. That's when the huge orgasms started coming again.
Eddie sat up on the bed and kneeled in front of her. His cock was soft now, and it danced about like a thick black banana, swinging before her face. Martina kissed it and took the head in her mouth. It rapidly hardened again, getting just as big and firm as it had the first time she had touched it. Dylan's thrusts pushed her into Eddie's cock, and soon she was sucking it deep down her throat.
They fucked and sucked like this for a very long time before she felt a slight stab of pain in her pussy once again. She realized that Dylan's cock was swelling as he was getting close to cumming, and Then, with one final thrust, he buried his cock in her, holding it still as the first wave of cum assaulted her cervix. Martina choked on Eddie's cock as she had her most powerful orgasm yet.
Luckily she had taken her birth control because otherwise, the continuous waves of cum bombarding the inner walls of her pussy would surely have gotten her pregnant. Dylan's cock acted like a cork, keeping her pussy full of their combined cum loads. Martina knew at that moment she would need their cocks again and knew she would need to keep taking her birth control. There was no way that she could ever make them wear a condom. Her slutty nature had been awakened, and now she needed to feel their cum squirting into her pussy.
When Dylan eventually pulled his cock out,  cum flowed into the vacuum, pouring out of her pussy with some very loud and truly disgusting noises. As he slid his cock out and smacked it across her ass, Martina couldn’t believe it. His cock was still hard somehow! "I want you to ride me now slut," he said. Eddie pulled his cock out of her mouth and smiled as he got off the bed. His long black cock glistened with her saliva as he took it out of reach for her mouth.
Dylan pushed her out of the way and laid down on the bed. He reached down and held his rock-hard cock up for her. Martina felt whole again as she lowered herself down on his thick black shaft. She tried her best to ride him, but by now, she was too weak. Strangely, he didn't seem in that much of a hurry either. Dylan pulled her forward so that her nipples and tits mashed into his chest, and his big hands reached down and grabbed her ass cheeks, and as he grabbed them, he spread them apart. She suddenly realized why Eddie hadn't been upset when the blowjob ended prematurely. He was getting ready to fuck her up her ass.
Eddie knew her saliva alone wouldn’t be enough, and so he had grabbed some more oil from the bathroom. He nearly emptied the entire tube on his shaft and squirted some on the cute little rosebud that Dylan was holding open for him. He pushed down, watching her asshole slowly yield and open for his cock. Martina groaned and tried to crawl up Dylan's body to escape the pain she could feel at the entrance to her ass, but Eddie kept pushing forward, and Dylan took the opportunity to suck on her nipples so hard that she soon gave in. Eddie kept pressing forward, slowly and steadily forcing about seven inches of his thick cock inside her and holding it still until her ass relaxed, and he started pumping.
Martina couldn't believe how stuffed she felt as she was sandwiched between the two guys. Dylan started bucking his hips under her when Eddie started moving. Her ass grew warm from the friction, and she thought Eddie might have cum, but it kept heating up. The two black guys took their turns, alternately pumping and then slamming both their cocks into her body at once. The combined stimulation and the heat in her ass was too much for Martina, and it had her cumming again in no time. These guys were so skilled and so in tune with one another that she thought they must have done this before, but what were the odds?
They fucked her like that for another twenty minutes or so, and then both guys came within a few seconds of each other, triggering Martina’s final mind-blowing orgasm of the night as both her pussy and ass filled with cum. It was at that moment that Martina had an epiphany. She realized she was their slave. She might not have said it out loud, but both her mind and her body had surrendered to them a long time ago. She knew there wasn't anything she wouldn't do to please them. She serviced them all night after that, until just before dawn when Dylan decided there was only one place he hadn't marked with his cum...her ass!
Martina knew it would hurt at first, so she crammed the corner of the pillow in her mouth to keep from screaming. Dylan had forced the head of his cock into her already overstretched ass hole, but it was so tight he hadn't been able to get much more in. He knew it was just too thick. But he still wanted to cum up her ass, so he reached out, took her hand, and pulled it back, placing it on his shaft while the head remained up her ass. "Here slut, you make it cum in your ass."
Martina grabbed it and started stroking his shaft. It was difficult, and she had to switch arms regularly, but eventually, it started to swell. "Fuck Dylan, you're ripping me in two." His cock-head had grown even thicker as he approached orgasm, and Martina was sure she could actually feel the pee-slit opening inside her as he came. Her ass was quickly filling with his hot cum, and once he had finished cumming she passed out from sheer exhaustion.
**********
Martina woke up, splayed out in the middle of the bed, and instantly realized how much everything hurt. Her head hurt, her pussy hurt, her ass definitely hurt, and her jaw was aching and sore. But despite the pain, she felt liberated, like she was reborn. She sat up and looked around, but as she did, she could see that Eddie and Dylan were gone, as were their clothes. She got up and looked out of the window and saw their car was gone, too. They had abandoned her.
Martina picked up the phone and tried Lucy's cell phone. Lucy eventually answered, sounding very groggy and as tired as Martina felt. Her friend said she'd pick Martina up in an hour or so after Martina figured out exactly where she was. That's when Martina glanced at the clock and saw it was almost two in the afternoon. She had a load of important errands to run for the wedding that day, and she was still almost a two-hour drive from home. Her entire day was ruined.
Martina got up, found out where she was, and texted Lucy the details. Then she went and took a nice long hot shower. When she walked back into the bedroom, she found that her clothes were ruined. Her blouse had buttons ripped off and cum all over it, almost like someone had used it to wipe off on. Her skirt was still intact but was also covered in cum.
Right on time, she heard a car horn sounding outside, and as she leaned out the door with a towel wrapped around her, she could see Lucy. She shouted over to her, "My clothes are ruined. Can I borrow something of yours?"
Lucy nodded, and soon, she was out of the car and walking into the motel room. "This is all I’ve got, and I know you won't wear it."
Martina looked at the tight cut-off shorts and halter top. “That’ll be fine."
Lucy watched, amazed, as Martina casually dropped the towel and revealed her body for the first time. Lucy felt a twinge of jealousy as she saw the flawless, voluptuous perfection of her friend's body, although she was genuinely shocked at how hairy her pussy was. What self-respecting twenty-something-year-old has a pussy like that?
But jealousy wasn't the only emotion she felt. Ricardo had gotten her to eat Chloe's pussy the night, and she loved it. In fact, she loved it so much that she now felt an urge to go down on Martina, too. Martina was simply gorgeous. Lucy had never actually seen her with her hair down before, and her wet hair clung to Martina's face and shoulders, giving her a wanton, deeply sexual look.
Lucy reached out and lifted a strand of Martina's hair and noticed it was wadded with dried cum. "I guess they got you too, huh?"
"Yes," Martina replied as she slipped into her new outfit. To Lucy’s shock, she didn't seem even the least bit embarrassed by the outfit. Her boobs were actually even bigger than Lucy’s and stretched out the thin halter much more. Her nipples were clearly visible and poking through the thin material, but she didn’t seem to care. The halter also exposed Martina's sexy stomach, and the shorts were so tiny on her that they stopped just under her ass cheeks. Not only was Martina Lucy's friend, but she was also now a massive rival.
The two women left the motel room, and as they walked down the corridor, they were greeted by the old black desk clerk. He was wearing a robe even this late in the afternoon. "Right, now what about the bill?" he said with a smile.
"Oh, I thought my companions settled it," said Martina.
"And you're checking out late, so you owe me a late checkout fee, too. Why don’t you follow me to my office."
"Meet me at the lobby in a few minutes," Martina sighed to her friend.
The clerk had heard Martina all night, so he knew the sort of woman he was dealing with.
Martina was actually a little miffed that Eddie and Dylan had stuck her with the bill. She was even more pissed when she realized she didn't actually have enough money to settle the bill. It was her bachelorette party, weren’t her friends meant to cover everything.
"If you don’t want to pay cash, you can suck on this to cover the bill." The clerk opened his robe as he said it to reveal a rather pathetic-looking five-inch skinny penis, even smaller than her fiances. Martina didn’t even need to think about it. She dropped to her knees automatically, but as she did it, she laughed as she held it.
"Laugh all you want slut, but my time is coming."
Martina took him in her mouth but had no idea what he was talking about. She thought it was strange because Eddie and Dylan had told her all black guys were well-hung. Perhaps cocks shrank with age? Perhaps they had lied to her? Anyway, getting the old guy off was an absolute breeze. It took her no more than thirty seconds, and as she did it, she found it entirely unrewarding, in no small part because she realized the rest of her life would be spent with a man who had a cock this small, but she did love Steve.
The clerk looked down and watched her sucking his cock and was impressed at how the skillful slut was sucking the cum right out of his balls within a minute or so. "What took you so long?" asked Lucy as Martina returned to the car.
"I had a little trouble paying the bill."
Martina got in the backseat next to Carla, who was sitting there with her skirt up, her legs spread wide open, and her fingers working on her clit. "She had been like this ever since we left the club," said Chloe. Martina could see Carla's pussy was stretched out, and the inside of her thighs were red and raw.
"I just can't help it," said Carla, the former bigot. "I really want more black cock."
"I think I'm going to end up wanting more, too," said Martina, as the others looked at her with surprise evident on their faces. "I say we should make this a regular thing. How about weekly? Say, every Friday, we have a girls’ night out together at the Zebra Lounge.
The other three girls just nodded their agreement. "Here's to girls’ night out."
"To girls’ night out," they all shouted.
"But we can’t start straight away, can we. Because next Friday, you'll be on your honeymoon," Added Lucy.
"Go without me next week. I’m sure I can wait." Martina knew she probably couldn’t, but she still didn't want her friends to know just how big a slut she had become so quickly. Her honeymoon was booked, ten nights in the Bahamas in a five-star resort, so she was sure there was plenty of big black cock there if she needed it. Martina then thought about the clerk and shook her head. It was obvious not all black guys weren't well-hung. But she didn’t let that put her off the idea; she'd just have to keep trying until she found the right big black cock to satisfy her.
"I really don't think I can wait until Friday," said Carla, still rubbing her clit. "I need it now."The End
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Big Black Bull: A BBC Bull Takes His Prizes
 
“Look at my pussy, baby. I’m just sat here gaping wide open.”

With that, Sarah consciously contracted her vaginal muscles, and a second later, a thick stream of cum started to flow out of her.

“Look at all his cum, baby. How does it feel to see your wife’s pussy filled with black bull cum? How does it feel to see it there and know you’re now a cuckold? I bet you loved it as much as I did, you little cuck bitch.”

Stuart could only nod at first, but after a few seconds, he eventually choked out his reply.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, I love it. I love being cuckolded by a huge black cock. It’s incredible."
Vacation Cuckold: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Exposed On Vacation
 
It all started with something completely innocent; pure coincidence brought Luke to the website. But the chance to win a free vacation grabbed his attention. Apparently, all you had to do was agree to answer some questions and go through a screening interview and you would be in with a chance.

But after the first round of pretty normal questions with his wife Emma, they were invited back for the second stage. And that's when it got weird.

What sort of question is it to ask a husband what he thought about the idea of his wife giving oral sex to a black man? And when they asked both Luke and Emma to rank different men and women in terms of attractiveness, it didn't seem that strange until Emma found herself looking at image after image of naked black guys with huge cocks.

But the truly weird bit wasn't that she quite enjoyed it; they were good-looking guys with massive penises; what was not to like for her? The really weird bit was when Luke took a similar test and watched images of his wife next to big black cocks he felt his cock getting harder and harder.

And before they knew it, they had opened Pandora's box. They won the vacation, all expenses paid, with no strings attached. Two weeks in a beautiful Caribbean paradise.
Big Black Surprise: A Wife Discovers Her Husband's Dark Secret
 
If you had asked me what was going to happen on this vacation, I would have told you. Lots of sun, lots of drinking, and, of course, lots of sex.

But I never would have said that sex would be between me and my best friend, Chloe. I'm entirely straight. Well, I thought I was. But then, if you had told me I'd be sucking her husband Jordan's big black cock I would have said you were crazy too. None of that was ever even a possibility. I mean, sure, I guess I could have seen myself maybe sucking his cock, in some sort of crazy alternative reality where I like sucking cock, and he wasn't married to my best friend. But it was still crazy talk.

But the bit that I would have said wasn't even a possibility in an alternate reality was seeing my husband, Taylor, on his knees, with Jordan's massive black cock in his mouth. Sure, we were drunk, and yes, it was a dare, but there was no way this should have happened. And there was definitely no way Taylor should have got a boner doing it!

This vacation really has been a big black surprise for both of us!
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