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My name is Christina Campion, Chrissie to my friends and Champion to everyone else. My family moved to the States from Brazil when I was thirteen, and I was thrust into sports immediately. My Mom thought it would help me make friends, my father knew better though. Sports didn't make me any friends, but they made me a winner. I've dominated at everything I've ever tried. I was all state in Soccer, and my team took top in our division Volleyball in High School. I got a free ride to college on sports scholarships, but even college-level athletes posed no challenge. I learned a lot my freshmen year though, mostly about the differences between boys and men. I was as good at sex as I was at everything else, word got around and I became pretty popular. This didn't win me any more friends than sports did though, well, except for June.
Juniper Maki was my dorm-mate in my second semester, and she was the first person to ever understand me. She saw men how I did, as conquests, challenges to be surmounted by "real women". She kept a comically large dildo on her desk, and would cut notches in it after each victory. She was working her way up for what she called "the ultimate challenge". It was called "The Queen of Spades Gauntlet" a no-breaks marathon of pleasure through some house in Atlanta. Apparently a friend of hers organized it a few years back and no one had completed it since. That was all I needed to hear, I knew I would beat it. There were a few obstacles though. First of all, I had never been with a black man, let alone eight of them. Secondly, I had never been in a gangbang before. The last hurdle that had to be jumped, was my lack of any red dresses, which apparently was required for this event. Everyone has a weakness, even me, and mine is shopping. I'm just not great at it. So, with a little goading, I took June with me to pick out what she called a "Fuck'em Dress", but it just wasn't me. I convinced June that if I was going to do this, I'd do it my way.
The week before the event, June and I were going over my strategy.
"Alright J, be real with me, that thing they say about black guys-" I started but she cut me off.
"Oh yeah," she said, grinning ear to ear, "so huge."
I gulped, I usually got a little nervous before competitions, but this was ridiculous. I was anxious, excited and terrified all at once, not to mention very wet.
"What else do I need to know?" I asked.
"I've tried twice before, and I really don't know what to tell you..." She said with a chuckle, "I've never made it past the first room."
I could hardly believe that, I had never met anyone as insatiable as June.
"How did your friend do it?" I asked, grasping at straws.
"Oh, Shiloh?" June responded, "She practically lives black cock."
I began to think I might be in over my head already, but I've never backed down from a challenge. Not ever.That friday morning, June and I took the train to Atlanta. On the ride, I told her my plan. I had been working my way up with an oversized dildo for the last week and I was certain I could handle whatever the boys could swing at me. I had also packed my long red jersey top and my black short-shorts that made my ass look incredible. June took one look at the jersey and sighed heavily.
"That's not a Fuck'em Dress, Chrissy..." She said scoldingly.
"I know, but I'm not a Fuck'em Girl, I'm a winner." I said with a grin.
The rest of the ride consisted of June regaling me with tales of the big black bulls she's bedded in the past, and occasionally rambling about her friend Shiloh as if she were a movie star. I'm not above admitting that by the end of the ride, I'm was squirming with excitement. We went to the hotel, and June helped me do my make-up. Also not my strong point. She went a little heavy on the mascara, but she said it was important for "Psychological Warfare" so I didn't complain. She said the same thing about the bright red lipstick. I threw on the long red jersey, my crotch-less black fishnets and the short-shorts.
"Look, don't get too worn out on the first few guys, the faster you make them cum, the faster you can move on." June said as I pulled my auburn hair into a loose ponytail.
"I got this J, I'm the champ, remember?" I said, drawing two thick lines of eye-black under my eyes. "This is my game face." I said pulling on a ball cap backwards and steeling myself. It was 8:45, game time.
June and I took the bus to the guy's house, apparently he was some local rap producer with an in-house studio. We walked up to the porch and there were two tall black men in tailored suits standing in front of the door.
"Which one of you signed up?" The first one said, looking us over with a visible hunger.
"She did, I'm just here to see Shiloh." June said, pointing at me.
"She's upstairs with Darnell." He responded, opening the door and letting June through.
I tried to follow but the other man put out his arm.
"Not you, Red..." He said, unzipping his fly, "You start here."
I looked around, the sun was down but the neighborhood was well lit. Cars were passing the house and a couple was walking their dog.
"I've never done anything like this in public." I said, trying not to show how nervous I was.
"First time for everything, Red." The first guy said, unzipping with a smile.
I thought about June's advice, I had to make this fast. I dropped to my knees, licked my lips and locked eyes on the two biggest cocks I'd ever seen. They were long and girthy, but the way they were swinging in my face told me that they weren't yet fully erect. For the first time in my life, I wasn't sure if I could do this. These two were massive, and I hadn't seen the other six. I took one in each hand, gently massaging them. I could feel them growing in my hands, but I couldn't waste any more time marveling at their size. I wrapped my lips around the first black beast. I took it slow at first, building up saliva and working the shaft with my hand. He was moaning, loudly, and the dog-walkers had stopped to stare. I pulled his huge cock out of my mouth quickly, the suction making a satisfying popping sound. Without hesitating, I stuffed the other cock into my mouth. Sucking and slurping, I got it wet enough to start going deeper. It was difficult at first, I had never had anything this big in my throat, but after a few tries, I was able to take him halfway before gagging. I came up for air, and with gag-induced tears in my eyes, I went back to the first guy. I let go of both cocks, dug my fingers into the back of his legs and forced his huge meat all the way down my throat. I held it there for a moment, opened my eyes, looked up at him and winked.
"Oh damn, Red." He moaned, as I pulled back and started stroking him with both hands.
"You gonna feed me that hot cum? I whispered, batting my big green eyes.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah I'm gon-" He was interrupted by his own involuntary moan as he shot his huge load in my hands.
Big cocks or no, they were still just men, I could do this. Reassured of my dominance, I licked his cum off my hands and went back to his friend. I patted his hard cock on my tongue, moaning playfully. I was having the time of my life, people were stopping in the street to watch, and I was loving it. I took the second man's cock back into my mouth again and again, slowing going deeper each time. Then I kept my tongue out, flicking along the underside of his shaft as I took him down my throat. As the tip of my tongue touched his balls, he came, sending a torrent of hot cum down my throat. I came up for air again, grinning ear to ear.
I wiped my mouth on his shirt and stood up whispering, "I take it I can go inside now?"
The men stepped away from the door wordlessly. I looked over my shoulder before going inside, and slapped my ass while looking at the dog walkers. Inside were two more guys, built like linebackers and covered in tattoos. They were sitting on opposite sides of the black couch completely nude. I pulled off my jersey and threw it at them, ran my hands down my body slowly and then got on all fours. I crawled towards them, biting my lip and moaning. One of them stood up to meet me, his thick black meat swinging between his legs. I reached for it, but he walked around me, pulled down my shorts and slapped my ass hard. I cried out, my pussy was soaking, for a moment I didn't care about finishing the gauntlet, I just needed that huge cock inside me. He lifted me off the ground like I weighed nothing, and positioned me over the armrest of the couch. I looked back at him as he slowly slid his massive cock inside my dripping pussy. It was so big, I was so full, so stretched, I couldn't believe it. I turned my head back forward just in time to get a face full of the other guy's big dick.
He slapped his heavy meat against my lips and I opened wide for it. It was in my mouth just in time, because the guy behind me thrust deep, causing me to scream into the hardening cock. I felt that huge cock slide in and out of me, slowly at first, giving me a moment to get used to being so thoroughly stuffed before he began to pick up speed. It was so much, it was too much, I'd never felt anything like this before. I was so overwhelmed by his huge, pounding cock that I couldn't focus on the one in my mouth. That didn't matter much to its owner, who grabbed my ponytail and began to thrust his cock into my mouth. I came, then again and again, each time moaning loudly into the mouthful of black meat that was sliding over my slick, red lips. I'm good at deepthroating, I've had a lot of practice in the area, but this was something entirely different. Thick, bubbly ropes of saliva and faint streaks of lipstick ran along his hard cock, giving it a sheen. My mascara was running in lines, flowing over my eye-black. He pulled out of my mouth and rubbed his spit-slick cock against my face, smearing my make-up further. The guy behind me pulled out too, and I started to catch my breath.
My break didn't last though, as the first guy picked me up again and laid me on my back over the Ottoman. They high-fived and traded holes, the guy who was fucking my mouth grabbed my ankles and pushed them up towards my head as he stuffed his red-ringed cock inside my aching pussy. This angle was tighter, it hurt more but the pleasure was indescribable. My head was hanging over the edge, and I could see the huge, hard cock that was pounding me just moments ago standing at full attention, inches from my mouth. My former pussy pounder slid off my hat and grabbed a handful of my hair before stuffing his thick cock straight down my throat in one thrust. His balls hit my face and I gagged on his huge cock. If I had been face-fucked a minute ago, I was being throat-fucked now. It was easier to take it in my throat from this angle, but the size was still the key issue. I coughed up spit and pre-cum, and it ran down my face in thick layers. My head was swimming, I saw stars, I couldn't breathe and I was being fucked harder than I'd ever been fucked in my life.
The guy fucking my throat grabbed my ankles. The other one started to rub my clit with one thumb as he drove his long cock into me to the shaft again and again. I came again, harder than I'd ever cum before. My legs were trembling, and I was digging my fingers into the black leather of the ottoman. The guy fucking my throat gasped, pulled out and rapidly squeezed out a hot load right onto my forehead. I was exhausted, my throat was raw and my breath came out in ragged gasps. The room was spinning and I had forgotten why I came here in the first place. The other man was still slamming his cock inside me, sending lightning bolts of co-mingled pleasure and pain through my body. It all started to come back to me, and I wrapped my legs around his waist. I pulled him deep and took his hand off my clit, bringing his fingers to my lips. In time with his thrusts, I sucked his fingers, first one, then two , then three at a time. He moaned loudly and started to pull out, but I held him there, feeling his hot cum fill my pussy. Then I pressed my heel against his chest, and pushed him off of me.
"Damn, girl, you a freak." He gasped, looking up at me as I got to my feet.
"No, I'm a champion." I said confidently as I found my hat and pulled it back over my cum-drenched hair.
"You're halfway done, Champ, the rest of the guys are upstairs with the Queen."
I took the stairs two at a time, June had never made it past the living room, but I was going to beat this challenge. At the top of the stairs was a long hallway, a trail of black rose petals on the white carpet pointed towards a pair of double doors at the end. I passed a few rooms on my way, and could have sworn I heard June getting fucked in one of them. I pushed open the double doors and inside were four towering black men, standing around a blond woman dressed in red lingerie.
"I didn't expect you to make it this far on your first try." She said with a warm smile.
"I'm a winner." I said breathlessly.
"Have you ever done anal?" She asked, producing a bottle of lube.
"Once with a toy, but nothing that big." I replied, gesturing towards the four massive cocks lined up in the room.
"There's a first time for everything." She said as her smile shifted to something between coy and cruel.
I smiled back, took off my hat, let my stiffening hair down.
"Let's go." I whispered hoarsely.
One of the guys, tall and lanky with dreads pulled back, approached me first. He looked like he could be my age. He took two hair ties off his wrist, and put my sticky hair up into two rough pigtails. The guy who had fixed my hair walked back to the bed and sat on the edge, stroking his big dick.
"Hop on whenever you're ready." He chuckled.
I pulled my hat back on and climbed ontop of him, feeling his huge cock fill me. I expected more pain, but maybe my pussy was getting used to this sort of abuse. I started to ride him, slow and steady, as two more guys got on the bed. I leaned forward a bit, grabbing their dicks and starting to stroke in time with my own motion. As I rode, the woman poured the lube over my ass and slipped a finger inside. I cried out, I couldn't help it, it felt incredible. I kept riding, and she slipped in another, stretching my ass gently.
"Don't stop riding, that's the key." She cooed, sliding a third inside me.
I moaned, and the men repositioned so that one was standing and I could get his cock in my mouth. When her fourth finger slid inside me, I screamed into his stiff rod. I focused on riding, sucking and stroking as she worked the better part of her hand around inside me. I came hard, squirting for the first time in my life, soaking the young man under me. He responded by bucking his hips, sending waves of pleasure through my entire being.
The woman pulled her hand out, and before I could react, I felt the fourth man's huge, mercifully lubricated cock pressing against my gaping ass. He grabbed my pigtails and worked his rod inside me, eliciting another primal pleasure scream from me. I rode the younger man's cock like a wild woman, rocking with each thrust of the other man. I had never felt this way before, so fulfilled, so completely pleasured. I was ruined to all other experiences, everything else was lesser because of tonight. I took one of the free cocks, and thrust it down my throat until I choked on it again and again. I couldn't tell you how many times I came, but after what felt like forever, the man jerked on my pigtails and thrust his huge cock into my ass. He went in to the hilt, and came, a hot river of sticky cum filled me and I bucked back against him. My bucking must have done something for the man I was riding, because he came a moment later, flooding me with more cum. I climbed off of him, and pushed the man I had been deepthroating down onto the bed. I stroked him off into my mouth and swallowed every drop of his sticky-sweet seed. The last man looked at me as he got off the bed, I followed and he positioned me on my knees, back against the bed. As I rested head against the mattress, he dangled his huge cock in front of me.
"What are you waiting for?" I asked, "Fuck my fucking mouth already."
I spat onto his cock, and he took hold of my hair and thrust his thick, throbbing cock down my throat. He fucked my face violently until he was about to burst, then he pulled out, tore off my hat and dropped his huge load into it. I had never seen so much cum from one man, it was amazing, awe inspiring, I was still thinking about how he could produce that much cum when he slapped the hat back on my head and pushed it down over my eyes.
I sat there quietly for a minute, until I heard the blonde woman's voice again.
"Looks like you're in the club." She laughed.
"What club" I asked, looking up at the blonde woman.
She handed me a small, black jewelry box, and inside was a charm bracelet with one charm on it. A small, silver playing card. The Queen of Spades.
"Any of these men are yours when you want them, how you want them, unless I'm using them at the time..." She said smiling warmly, "You've earned them."
"I won?" I asked, the room was spinning again.
"Girl, we all just won." The younger man said, stroking his cock.
"I could use a shower, anyone want to join me?" I asked, watching his cock slowly stiffening all over again.
"I'm in." He said, standing at full attention again.
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It's not that I wasn't happy. Happy isn't the right qualifier. Tommy and I got along fine, and all of our friends were mutual. In a lot of ways, I really did like him, that's probably why we stayed together for so many years. The problem, at its core, was fulfillment. I was totally unfulfilled. My unfulfillment set the cracks forming, and sent my mind wandering. I started to want something else, something Tommy wasn't giving me. Sex. Tommy didn't fuck. He didn't even make love. Tommy didn't even try. For some reason that I was never made privy to, my six-foot-one, alpha-male, football playing boyfriend had no interest in me sexually. Despite his machismo, and my carefully toned collage cheerleader body, Tommy couldn't have been bothered to give two shakes of a half-stiff cock for me, or my tight ass, or my double-d's. It's been my pet theory that I was just his beard, but I never asked him and he never offered an explanation. For all I know, he could have had a black chick fetish. Maybe a few side-pieces. It didn't matter then, and it doesn't now. All that ever mattered was finding release for the building need I had, and I found it. Goddamn did I find it.
It was Tommy himself who bought me the ticket to the 'Dat Krew' concert for my birthday. He knew they were my favorite rap group. He probably even knew that I had a crush on Contendah, partially because he was the best rapper in the Krew, but mostly because he was hot. Like, really goddamn hot. Plus, all the groupies on the messageboard said he had a huge cock. Tommy couldn't have known how bad my celeb crush really was. He couldn't have known about all the sleepless nights I'd spent laying in bed, one hand between my legs as I stared at the bulge in Contendah's pants on my "Dat Krew" poster. Nor could he have known about my second, secret Tumblr account where I spent my time reblogging interracial porn and messaging that chick from Atlanta who said she'd slept with the Krew before they really got big. Her name was Shiloh, and she ran a swingers club for interracial encounters. She'd invited me to one of their parties, but I couldn't afford to go to Atlanta at the drop of a hat like that. Tommy also couldn't have known how I drooled over every explicit detail of Shiloh's stories, feeling the ache grow and needing to know what it felt like to be really stretched out. Tommy was a good guy, the sexless thing aside, but I didn't need a guy. I needed a bull. A big, black bull to dominate me. A big, black bull to stretch me, break me, fill me up. If Tommy had known any of this, he probably wouldn't have sprung for backstage passes.
I can't remember ever being more excited for a birthday present in my whole life. For the next two weeks, I spent every free second talking to Shiloh and watching BBC porn. Shiloh told me all about her bull, Darnell and how he got her gangbanged by all of Dat Krew the night of their first album launch party. Apparently Darnell was the Krew's producer and Shiloh runs 'entertainment' for his clientele. Suffice it to say, she made me an incredibly jealous girl. When I told her how far my crush on Contendah went, she decided to help out. Let me tell you something, when Shiloh Cash says she's going to help you out, she helps you the fuck out. She called Darnell and set everything up for me, all I had to do is mention her name to security when I got backstage and I'd score what she called a "Private Performance".
She also mailed me a shirt to wear. It was a simple black tank top that cut off above the midriff. There was a Spade on the front with a "Q" inside of it, and on the back, black letters spelled out "Certified Black Cock Slut". It arrived in a plain brown box with a note that read "NO BRA!!". The words were underlined several times, and the note was signed "June Maki, CoS Wardrobe Department". After trying it on in the mirror, sans bra of course, I made a mental note to give June the biggest hug in the world when I finally met her. It fit like a cotton/polyester dream, and needless to say, it made my intentions very, very clear. I'm not an assertive person by nature, I mean, I'd dated tommy for years without ever bringing up how dissatisfied I was. The only person I'd ever even mentioned it to was Shiloh, but I guess that paid off, so it's okay.
Maybe I was sex starved, maybe I just needed attention, whatever the reason, I had zero reservations when I got out of Tommy's car and strode into the venue dressed to fuck. The venue was massive, mainly because of the headliner. Some scrawny backpack rapper that I couldn't give less of a shit about. I went there for the Krew, I went for Contendah. Tommy blended in as well as a frog in a cat parade, but if I'm being honest, I didn't give a shit about that either. It definitely wasn't his scene, but it was mine. For the first time in my entire life, I knew what my scene was. I knew where I fit in. In my knee high black boots, black fishnets, short skirt with no panties and tanktop with no bra, I was dressed for the fucking occasion. Tommy bought me a drink and then I moved through the dance floor biting my lip and scoping out all the action. He watched quietly from the sidelines while I almost salivated as I looked over the young, hardbodied thugs in their sagging jeans and muscle-tees. Before long, the Krew hit the stage and I lost what little self control I had.
Their stage show exuded that macho-gangsta dominance that I loved, they were sex incarnate. I slid through the crowd, not dancing with, but dancing on any guy I could find who wasn't already strictly taken. When the Krew performed their club hit "Snowbunny Afterparty" (A song Shiloh insists was written about her) I legitimately got wet. Halfway through their set I was sucking my thumb and grinding on some tall, bald thug with tattoos who's name I never caught. His hands were all over my body and his touch was like fire running across ice. He slid one big hand up my shirt and I turned around and kissed him full on the mouth. The next thing I knew, I had a hand down his pants and he was whispering that we should head for the bathroom. I turned him down, but not before squeezing that big, black cock and feeling it swell in my hand. Turning that cock down was one of the hardest things I've ever had to do, but I had bigger fish to fry. If the poster was true, much, much bigger. After I disengaged from my dance partner, I glanced over at the bar and caught sight of Tommy, sipping a beer and playing on his phone. I felt an instant pang of guilt and rushed across the hall to apologize.
"Jenny, you do know that I don't give a shit what you do, right?" Tommy said with a gentle, easy smile.
He didn't elaborate on why, and frankly I didn't ask him to, the Krew's set ended so I kissed Tommy on the cheek and hurried off towards the security door with my backstage pass in my hand. Guarding it on either side were the two largest human beings I'd ever actually seen in real life. Two towering black men, both built like freight trains, dressed identically. To the unobservant, they could pass for twins. I however, observed the hell out of them. I looked them up and down, taking in the outline of each delicious ripple of musculature betrayed by their tight grey crewnecks.
"So what are you two doing after the show?" I asked before I could remember what I was actually supposed to say.
"That depends, girl, you available?" The one on the left asked, his eyes locked on my rack and only on my rack.
"Yeah, girl, you down?" The one on the right asked, reaching around me and squeezing my ass.
"Maybe, that depends on Contendah. He's expecting me." I said with a confident smile.
"Oh is he? Girl, we hear that shit a lot, from a lot of groupie-bimbos. You need to meet up with the backstage tour guide, and go with everyone else." The one of the left said, his smile fading quickly.
"Don't feel bad babygirl, you can always come 'round our hotel, we'll treat you real good." Righty said, still palming my ass.
"You don't understand, Shiloh Cash sent me." I stammered out, crushed at the prospect of not seeing the Crew.
"Oh shit, reals?" Lefty shouted.
"You's one of Shiloh's girls?" Righty asked.
"Yeah, I guess." I responded.
"Con's in luck tonight, get in there girl." Lefty said, opening the door while Righty slapped my ass.
I walked down the corridor until I found the room labeled "Contendah" and I knocked.
"Who is it?" A voice, Contendah's voice, asked loudly.
"Snowbunny delivery, courtesy of Shiloh Cash and the Court of Spades." I said, remembering what Shiloh had told me.
The door was flung open suddenly, I saw them. Contendah, T1-milli, and Muggy Mike. Dat Krew, all in the flesh. They stared at me silently for just a moment, looking me up and down, assessing every inch of my body.
"What's your name, girl?" Contendah asked, his raspy voice sending shivers up my spine.
"I'm Jenny Martin, I'm your biggest fan." I whispered. I couldn't take my eyes off of his bulge now that I'd seen it in person. I was a woman entranced. I wanted nothing more in the whole world than to feel that cock inside me.
Contendah must have read my mind because without a second's thought he dropped his grey sweatpants to the ground and started stroking his already huge cock in my direction.
"Hey there Jenny, this is my cock. He's going to be your biggest fan tonight." Contendah said with a crooked smile.
"Hell yeah, let's fuck this ho!" Mike shouted, whipping out his own sizable member.
Milli walked over to me, pulling his cock from his pants and slapping it's thick length against the palm of his free hand like a billyclub. The gesture was equal parts humorous and threatening.
"You gonna take this dick, you gonna take all of this dick." Milli said as his cock stiffened in his hand.
I dropped to my knees in front of Contendah, no longer able to restrain myself. He barely got a word out before I stuffed his cock into my mouth. I spit, slurped and slobbered all over it, pulling it out of my mouth occasionally just to look at it in awe before hurriedly stuffing it back into my mouth. I'd never in my life enjoyed sucking a cock this much, but I guess I'd never had this much cock to suck before. Honestly I was somewhere between ecstatic and overwhelmed, with just a hint of in-over-my-head. Despite all this, I was determined to give it my all. I sucked that cock like it contained the last drop of the antidote. I worked both hands in gentle twists along the spit slick shaft and moaned loudly. Then, without warning, Mike grabbed my hands and pulled them behind me. Milli grabbed my head and pushed me down on Contendah's impossibly big cock, making me take it deeper than I would have thought possible. I gagged, choked, sputtered. My eyes watered and my mascara ran in black streaming tears. Milli's thick fingers entangled in my hair, he bobbed my head on Contendah's cock over and over. I stole gasps of fresh air when I could and soldiered through the abuse. I'd never been facefucked, there was a certain excitement in the loss of control. I realized at that moment, that my sole purpose in that room was to please these men. I was theirs to use and I loved it. A few hard thrusts and I felt Contendah's cock slide deep into my throat. He held it there until my eyes rolled back and I became lightheaded. Then I was pulled back and helped to my feet. I coughed out a weak "thank you" before Milli roughly bent me over the coffee table and jerked my skirt up. I felt a few heavy hands fall sharply on my exposed ass and I quivered.
"That's right
"Fuck yes! That's what I came here for!" I moaned.
"Goddamn! Look at that ass!" Milli shouted, squeezing my stinging ass hard with both hands.
"We gonna run a train on that tight little ass, Ma." Mike said, his rumbling baritone making my knees weak.
Contendah's big, rough hands slid down my back sending shivers through my whole body, then he slapped that big black monster on my ass.
"Fuck me, please fuck me." I begged, wiggling my tight white ass at him.
"What's that, bitch?" Contendah growled. "You want this big cock?"
"God yes! I want that big fucking cock!" I screamed, all but humping the table.
"Be a good little white slut and call me Daddy." Contendah demanded, slapping the wet weight of that massive meatstick against my ass again.
"Fuck me Daddy." I begged, looking back at him with pleading eyes. "Fuck this little white pussy."
I felt the broad tip of his huge cock stretch its way past my dripping folds and I moaned. It was happening, it was really happening. I was being stretched out by a big black cock. I was the happiest girl in the world. As the massive head finally slid into me, I screamed out in pleasure. He grabbed my hair with one big hand and jerked it back. My legs trembled and another scream escaped me as I hit the first of many orgasms. Barely half of him was inside me and I could hardly breathe. Slowly and steadily, Contendah started to pick up speed with his thrusts. As the speed increased, he started driving deeper and deeper into my soaking sex. My toes curled. I dug my nails into the table. I beat my fist against the wood and screamed in primal ecstasy. My whole world was changing, everything made sense now. I'd always known there was something essential missing in my life, and as I felt the last inches of Contendah's cock fill me completely, I knew what it was. I was broken by black cock and reforged a new woman. A complete woman. He slammed that massive fucking cock into my tight pussy until I screamed myself hoarse.
"That's right, slut. Scream for this dick. I'm beatin' this little pussy up." Contendah shouted, yanking my hair and slapping my ass in time to his thrusts.
"Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!" I screamed in response, unable to form any words more complicated as orgasm after incredible orgasm rolled over me.
Contendah pulled out suddenly, but before I could beg him to not stop, Milli took his spot, thrusting his big black cock inside me without any ceremony. He wasn't as long as Contendah, but he was thicker. The stretching pain replaced the slamming pain, but it mixed just as beautifully with the pleasure. He put both hands on my hips and fucked me harder and faster than I'd ever imagined was possible. I came again and again. It became harder and harder to hold concrete thoughts. Everything was floating, I was lightheaded and breathless. I had transcended. I was in black cock heaven. I was fuck drunk. I couldn't even scream anymore, I just laid my face against the table and moaned. That was, until Mike grabbed my hair and pulled my face up to meet his meat. The next thing I knew, I was being savaged from both ends and I was loving every sloppy second of it. I was brutalized, used for the pleasure of two massive black bulls. I was a black cock slut. A fucktoy for my new black masters. If I could have spoken, I would have simply begged them to never, ever, ever stop.
After what felt simultaneously like forever, and not nearly long enough, Milli pulled out, and Mike took a crack at my aching pussy. He rolled me on my back, threw my legs over his shoulders and shoved his big, black beast hilt deep in one fluid motion. I opened my mouth to scream and Contendah filled it with is wonderful rod. I'd missed him. I'd missed the contours of his beautiful cock and the way he hit the back of my throat every time.
"You ain't gon' be walkin, bitch!" Mike grunted. "You ain't gon' be talkin', bitch!" He continued, staying well paced and deep with his downward thrusts. "You just gon' be laid out, thinkin' 'bout this fuckin' 'til the next one."
"Dat's right, bitch! All you're ever gonna want now, is this big, black cock." Milli said, slapping my tits with his wet, hot cock and stroking it slowly.
"Yeah, slut. It's nigga dick or nothin' from here on out." Contendah said, pulling his cock out of my mouth and smearing my makeup with it.
"Say it, white girl!" Mike shouted, crossing my legs in front of him and making me so tight I almost couldn't stand his size.
"Say all you ever gonna want is big, black dick!" Milli commanded, waving his cock in my face, inches away from my open, wanting mouth.
"Say you belong to black cock." Contendah said sternly, using my hair to make me look at his delicious, delectable, indescribable dick.
"I'm a black cock slut!" I moaned in ragged breaths. "I belong to big, black cock!"
"You ain't never goin' back, right ho?" Mike asked, still pumping away at my thoroughly pounded pussy.
"My life is black cock!" I screamed as another life-changing orgasm rocked me to my very core. "I live to serve black cock!"
Mike pulled out and left me soaked and shaking. He walked around the table to join his groupmates and started stroking that massive cock slowly and rhythmically.
"You want to swallow this nut, snowbunny slut?" Contendah asked.
"Yes Daddy, feed me your hot cum please." I begged.
Contendah took my hands and placed them on his hard cock.
"Feed yourself, slut. And tell us how much you love this nigga dick." He growled.
"I love black cock. I love it so much. I want to taste your hot cum. I want to feel it on my face and on my tits. I want you to cum all over me." I whispered, stroking his massive cock with both hands until he granted my wish.
Contendah shot a huge, hot load all over my face. I swallowed what landed in my mouth, and then used my hands to push the rest in so I could swallow it too. Moments later, Milli grabbed my hair, turned my head, and shot his own load on my forehead. Then, before I could react, Mike was fucking my face again. It didn't take him long to climax, filling my mouth with his salty-sweet seed. I swallowed as much as I could, but a lot dripped out the corner of my mouth.
I laid there quietly, catching my breath and enjoying the feel of my three bull's cum on my skin. It was a baptism. I'd been born again as a snowbunny. A black cock slut. I would never serve enough black men, never feel full enough or taste enough cum, but I was going to try. This was my new religion and my sacred quest. Black cock was my god now and I was devout as fuck.
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When Shiloh called me, I didn't really know what to expect. Luckily, Shiloh doesn't beat around any bushes. I picked up on the second ring, and she started talking immediately.
"Hey June, how do you feel about cum? Like a whole lot of cum?" She asked, the assertive tone in her voice making it clear this wasn't a random question.
"You know me Shy, I'd eat that stuff on a-" She didn't let me finish, things were obviously urgent.
"Good. Chrissie dropped out of a very special engagement at the last possible moment. The Court of Spades website hit a major subscriber benchmark, and we're having a little party for our viewers. I've rented a building, the crew's been there for weeks building a set and putting in bleachers. Do you know how much fucking bleachers cost?" She said, talking faster and faster.
I didn't bother to answer, when Queen Shiloh gets like this, it's better to just listen anyway.
"Anyway, I need someone to handle this, I'm out of town meeting with a guy to get us moving on Blu-ray. How's your gag-reflex?" She asked.
"That's not a problem anymore, I've been practicing." I said, grinning.
My mind wandered to Tremaine and his long cock. I slipped a hand into my panties as I thought about all our nights of practice. The feeling of his hard cock sliding wetly down my throat. The taste of his salty-sweet cum in my mouth. I realized I was masturbating when I heard Shiloh yelling into the phone.
"June? June are you still there? Goddamnit June!" She all-but screamed.
"Sorry boss, got distracted. What do you need me to do?" I asked timidly.
"I'll text you the address, just go there and put on a show. This is your moment, June, I need your A-Game." She said, with a great deal of exasperation.
"I'll be the best little fucktoy they've ever seen." I said, grinning ear-to-ear.
I put on my shortest pink skirt, no underwear, tennis shoes with high socks and an adorable white tank-top. I threw a few black markers in my handbag, pulled my hair into pigtails and really dolled on the mascara. Then headed down to the dorm parking.
The drive was pure agony, by the time I made it to the warehouse district, I was panting like a bitch in heat. Luckily I drive an automatic, so I was able to keep one hand between my legs the whole time. By the time I got there, there was a soaked spot in the driver's seat. I didn't have time to worry about that, I was already running late. I pulled around the back of the old building and ran inside. I wasn't prepared for what I'd see inside though. Up until now, we'd done all of our scenes in Darnell's house. Mostly in his basement, but I'd spent some time in the living room as well. This though, this was the big-leagues. The set looked phenomenal, it looked like they actually went out and got a filthy club bathroom. I pranced toward it eagerly, smiling and waving at the two sets of full bleachers. The crowd cheered my arrival and clapped at my antics. Then I noticed Tremaine standing in front of the crowd. He was dressed in his best show-man's suit and holding a megaphone.
"Who here wants to see this little Asian slut get destroyed?" He asked, his baritone blaring in the megaphone and echoing in the warehouse. The crowd stood and cheered. It was my first standing ovation, graduations not included.
"I said, who here wants to see this little Asian slut get fucking destroyed?" He yelled into the megaphone, eliciting even louder cheers.
I pranced over to him and put my hand on his chest. "Just tell me what to do, Master." I said, loud enough for the audience to hear. Tremain took me by one pigtail and all-but drug me to the bathroom set. He made me drop to my knees with my back to a very vandalized faux-urinal. Then, pulling out a set of handcuffs, he chained my wrists to the pipe on top of the urinal.
"I have some markers in my purse." I whispered when he leaned in to secure the cuffs.
"The freaky bitch brought markers!" He exclaimed into the megaphone. I could see his cock stiffening through the thin material of his dress pants. I leaned forward and ran my tongue along his bulge. His body shivered at the touch of my tongue and for a moment he was speechless. I reveled in catching him off guard.
"Looks like she's ready to go." He laughed. "Let's get her decorated first. First honor goes to our very first subscriber, Jimmy St. James, come on down!"
A middle-aged white man got up from the stands and walked towards me. Between his pot-belly, receding hairline and circular glasses, I couldn't help thinking he looked like a substitute math teacher. He took a marker from Tremaine and looked me over, licking his lips slowly. For a while, he just stared at me in silence, his watery eyes moving over every inch of my body.
"What's wrong baby?" I asked gently. "Write something slutty on me."
"I... I don't know what to write." He whispered, his face turning almost purple.
"Well, is there anything I can do to help?"
"I uh... I want... Tell me how pathetic my little white cock is please." He finally managed.
"You'll have to pull it out, if that's what you want." I said with a devilish grin.
"Oh... Okay." He almost moaned. Then he unzipped his fly and let his tiny pink cock see the light of day. It was small, but rock hard. It stood full mast at an almost ninety-degree angle, just under four inches by best estimation. A small dribble of precum sat on it's tip.
"Goddamn, Jimmy. You weren't kidding. That's the saddest thing I've ever seen." I said, trying to remember that this was what he wanted. I'd never dealt with the whole cuckolding/humiliation thing before, but it really was pretty pathetic. "Jimmy? Are you ready to see my pretty face get fucked by big black men?" I asked, biting my lip and gyrating my hips.
"Ye... Yes." He said quietly.
"Do you want to see what a real man can do with a little slut like me?" I asked.
"God yes." He moaned.
"Then put that sad little thing away, and write something filthy on my face." I commanded, doing my best to channel my inner Shiloh Cash.
He zipped up, leaned in and scrawled "Cum Here" on my forehead as a small wet patch developed on his pants. Then he quietly returned to his seat and Tremaine called another audience member up.
"This is our contest runner up, Sean Mann". He said, reaching out and patting Sean on the back. Sean was younger than Jimmy. Mid-to-late twenties, with wildly out of control facial hair that didn't fit his emaciated, wiry frame. His ice-blue eyes would have looked beautiful on a less unfortunate face. Sean needed no prodding whatsoever, he looked me over for a moment and pulled my top down, exposing my tits to more cheers. Then he wrote "Filthy Cum Dumpster" on my chest before heading back up to the bleachers.
"Our contest winner, a mr. Will Buyers, could not be here today, so I'll do the honors of writing what he requested." Tremaine said into the megaphone before walking over to me and producing a marker from his pocket. He wrote "Break My Throat" on my left cheek and "With Your BBC" on my right. Then he wrote "Black Cum Diet" on my exposed stomach before stepping back and gesturing towards me theatrically. The crowd erupted into applause again.
"Is it time yet?" I moaned loudly. "I'm getting hungry."
"I think she's ready, are you all ready?" Tremaine asked the crowd. They responded with more frantic cheering. He called to "bring in the boys" and in they came. Five of the biggest, blackest cocks I'd ever laid eyes on swung onto the set, all attached to five of the most muscular men I'd ever drooled over in my wildest, wettest dreams.
The first one stepped up to bat, pressed the tip of his massive meatstick against my lips and smiled. "I'mma break you, bitch." He growled. Then, with little warning, he thrust his cock into my mouth. His cock was wide, and my mouth could barely stretch enough to accommodate it's girth. He pressed on anyways, sliding his thick rod in and out of my mouth again and again, slamming into the back of my throat. My eyes were already watering, and I was having trouble relaxing my throat, but I was having the time of my life. He pulled out of my mouth for a moment, and stroked his huge cock, sliding my drool around on his glistening ebony member. I caught my breath and spoke up.
"I thought you were going to break my little throat, daddy..." I moaned out, "Show Jimmy what a real man can do." I caught a glimpse of Jimmy shifting back and forth in the front row, a big smile on his face and one hand in his pocket.
He took his cue, grabbing my pigtails and thrusting his cock straight into my throat in one motion. His balls slapped against my chin, my eyes welled over with tears and I came hard. He held it there in my throat for a moment before pulling out and doing it again. I was getting light headed, I came over and over as he choked me with his thick rod. He pulled out again and slapped my face with his big wet cock. I kissed it as he rubbed it on my face, smearing my makeup covering my face in my own drool.
"I'm your little cum-slut, daddy, feed me your hot cum." I moaned, my lips pressed against his slick cock. I stuck my tongue out, tilted my head back and said "Ah". He stroked his cock faster and faster, then dumped a huge load into my open mouth. I swallowed some of it, but let the rest run over my lips and drip down my face. Then I looked into the crowd and blew a kiss at Jimmy. The crowd cheered, cameras flashed and I smiled a cum-drenched smile.
The next man stepped up moments later. His cock was long and veiny, and I knew immediately I wouldn't be able to take it all. Deep inside though, I knew Chrissie would still try, and I wasn't going to be outdone. He stroked his long shaft almost menacingly, then he reached down and grabbed my tits one by one. He squeezed them, and slapped them as he stroked his cock inches from my face. I could taste him on the air in front of me. The crowd began chanting "Fuck her throat" in unison, but he just continued to tease me. Finally I snapped.
"Fuck my fucking face!" I shouted. My need for black cock overcoming my submissive persona. He seemed to like it though, as he grabbed my head with one hand, and guided his cock between my lips with the other. I sucked and slurped happily, tasting as much of him as I could, feeling him fill my mouth with his hot cock. He started thrusting, pounding at my throat but I could only take about half of him. He thrusted harder and harder, but earned only my muffled gags and a great many tears. I could feel my mascara running heavily, streaking black tears of pleasure down my face. He pulled his cock out of my mouth with a loud "Pop" and pressed it against my face. I slurped my drool off of him and spit it onto his balls. He took the hint, lifting his balls to my mouth and letting me suck on them like a woman starved. He moaned loudly as I sucked his balls, then he stroked out a thick, hot load directly onto my forehead. I felt it run down my face slowly, and moaned myself.
"Damn this girl's a freak!" Tremaine shouted into the megaphone, gesturing towards me again. The crowd obviously agreed with him.
"I... I want more... " I managed to gasp. "Give me more black cock... More cum..."
Tremaine obliged, calling over the last three all at once. They waved their big rods in my face and I felt like I was at a buffet. A buffet where they only serve my favorite meal, and the portion sizes are always huge. Using my pigtails to control my head, they took turns fucking my throat as hard as they could. I choked, gagged, slurped and sucked, but they continued unrepentant and unimpeded. One would fuck my face sloppy for a minute or two, and then pass me to the next with just a moment for me to catch my breath. When one was busy abusing my throat, the other two amused themselves by biting, slapping and squeezing my tits. Occasionally, one would finger my aching pussy and my body would rock with shaking orgasm after shaking orgasm. Once, they even managed to stuff two of their massive cocks into my mouth at once, both fucking my face viciously. The room was spinning and my vision had long since gone blurry when the first one shot his hot load directly down my throat. The next one undid the handcuffs and I started to fall forward towards the cool linoleum. They both caught me, and slumped me back against the faux urinal. Bracing my head against the porcelain, the second one plowed my throat with a force I had never endured before. I think I blacked out for a moment, because the next thing I knew he had pulled out and was cumming right between my eyes. I looked into the crowd as I licked the cum that dripped down towards my mouth. The last one took my hands and lifted them to his massive, slobber-slicked cock. With both hands, I stroked him off into my mouth and swallowed every last drop.
The crowd's cheers echoing in the warehouse, I briefly contemplated standing up, but my legs were far too shaky. Instead I crawled on all fours towards the bleachers, and crawled into Jimmy St. James' lap.
"Did you like the show?" I whispered, my voice hoarse and breathy. My throat hurt worse than I could have ever imagined.
"Ye... Yes ma'am." He stammered, trying and failing to not stare at the cum plastered over the words he had written. I could feel the cold jizz in his lap on my bare legs. I took his face in my hands, and kissed him deeply. His eyes went wide and his little cock grew erect in his pants. As we kissed, I grinded my butt against his minute bulge until I felt him cum again. Then I broke away.
"I wanted you to taste a real man." I said with a wink.
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I don't know what it was that night that drove me to what I did. Maybe it was the crushing boredom of being a suburban housewife. Maybe it was the two hours I had already spent listening to principal McKinney ramble on about attendance and the importance of the PTA. Maybe it was the never-ending despair of a ten-year marriage that had produced one child and exactly zero orgasms. Hell, maybe I just have a thing for black men. Or gym teachers. Or black gym teachers. Maybe though, just maybe, it was the fact that I'd seen Coach Barrett's big cock through his sweatpants every day this year when I dropped Nicholas Jr. off for school. I had seen how long it was. How thick. How it stretched the fabric of his otherwise loose-fitting gym wear. Whatever the catalyst, when Barrett got up and walked out of the assembly hall, I told my husband that I needed a cigarette and gave chase.
I followed him around the side of the building, he was leaning in against one of the big picture windows. From the inside, you could easily see his back from the waist up.
"Too boring for you too, Mrs Jones?" He asked, looking somehow exhausted and restless at the same time.
Even in the dim lights, I could see the bulge in his pants. It was completely unaffected by the Autumn chill. I didn't answer, instead I just stepped in front of him and pressed a finger to his lips before dropping to my knees.
"Mrs Jones, I don't think I understand what's going on here..." He whispered as I massaged his growing bulge through his soft sweatpants.
My heart pounding at the idea that someone could have seen me in the moments I was in front of the window.
"Yes you do, now shut up before you get us caught." I whispered, though the thought of being discovered excited me just as much as the thought of Barrett's big black cock. Maybe even more.
"And it's Becky to you, big boy." I added with a smirk.
With no further delay, I pulled Barrett's pants down and took his massive member in my hands. For a moment, I was awestruck. It was even bigger than I had first thought. I stroked it gently at first, watching it grow and stiffen in the yellow glow of the outdoor lighting. It was a magnificent thing, almost the length of my forearm, and nearly as big around as my wrist. All in all, it was a far cry from my husband's angry looking little pink thing. Time seemed to stand still as a hundred thoughts ran through my mind. Part of me was terrified of its sheer size, but the rest of me ached with an animalistic need to have it inside me. Then, after only a moment's more hesitation, I guided it hungrily into my mouth. Everything about him was incredible. The smell, the taste, the raw masculinity.
My heart was pounding like a jackhammer at the sensation of him in my mouth, but even more so at the thought that my husband could walk out here at any moment. I pictured him shifting uncomfortably in his seat, wondering what was taking me so long. I thought about him walking out and catching me slurping hungrily on Coach Barrett's thick cock. I played with his big black balls. I ran my tongue from base to tip and back again. I even took him as deep into my throat as I could without gagging. Then I took him deeper until my eyes watered. I lived out every one of my filthy, cock-sucking fantasies and Coach Barrett simply rested his big strong hands on my head, trying desperately not to moan too loudly. I, on the other hand, had given up on being quiet all together. I was sucking and slurping loudly, pulling his cock out of my mouth with an audible pop only long enough to spit on it so that I could slurp the spit back up like a cock hungry slut. I was in heaven, completely cock-drunk. I was riding the mixed high of big black cock and potential discovery. It was magical, I had never been so wet.
"Show me those big titties, girl." He half begged, half demanded. I pulled his huge cock out of my mouth with another loud pop and looked at it. Its stark, monolithic majesty gleaming with the wetness from my mouth was absolutely breathtaking. It was truly a king among cocks, and I couldn't bare to say no to royalty.
I pulled my top down, letting my breasts fall free, then I brought them around his thick meat and began to massage it between them. He was long enough that I could still suck the tip while he fucked my tits to his heart's content.
"Ah shit, Mrs... I mean, Becky. I love your big, milky white tits... Goddamn." He moaned as he slowly slid his big rod between my breasts.
After a bit I stopped him, I was worried he'd cum before I could try one last thing. I felt his hands tighten in my thick, blonde curls. I could feel the primal release building in him. I looked up into his deep brown eyes and innocently batted my baby-blues.
"You wanna drive a bit, Coach? You can fuck my mouth until you cum. I'll swallow everything." I asked sweetly.
"I'd rather fuck your little white pussy." He all but growled, his rumbling baritone making my panties soaked.
"Next time baby, I promise." I whispered apologetically before taking him back into my mouth and bobbing a few more times in rapid succession.
"Next time?" Barrett asked, trying his best to focus on our conversation and not my actions.
"Oh baby, I think we're going to have a lot of next times." I replied with a big grin, casually stroking his full length.
Barrett needed no further assurance, he tightened his grip in my hair, slid between my lips and started thrusting. He pounded at my throat. My eyes rolled back and welled up with tears. I felt a long, ropey strand of drool drip down to my breasts and slide into my cleavage. I slipped one hand up my skirt and easily worked myself to orgasm after earthshaking orgasm. As if we'd rehearsed it, just as my body was rocked with a final orgasmic release, Coach Barrett shot his huge load into my mouth and down my throat. I swallowed every bit, just as I'd promised. Then I took his cock into my hands and kept sucking, trying desperately to milk out even more of his salty-sweet seed.
When I finished, he slid to the concrete with a relaxed sigh and sporting a huge grin. I lit a cigarette and took a long drag, still trying to regain my composure. He asked me when next time would be, and promised to really 'break in my little white pussy'. His words. I sat silently and finished my cigarette, then I told him it would be very, very soon. After a little more silence, as the afterglow finally started to fade I put the butt out on the cement and walked back in with his taste still in my mouth. Principle McKinney was wrapping up the longest speech in history, and my husband was nervously glancing over his shoulder at the door. I strode to him confidently, feeling a strange desire to french-kiss him with the taste of Coach Barrett's cum still fresh in my mouth.
"You were gone a while." He sat said as I sat back down. He looked more bored than worried.
"I had to find something more interesting than listening to McKinney, any more of his shit and I'd off myself right here." I replied.
"Did you find anything? Interesting, I mean." He asked in a hushed tone, trying to be respectful of the still rambling Principle.
"The only thing out there is more bored people looking for something to do." I said with a smile, then I kissed him full on the mouth and my heart raced.
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"Can't we just stay in tonight?" Jason whined, not taking his eyes off the television.
"We talked about this, Jason... I want to go out more." I said sternly, finishing up my lipstick.
"Yeah... But a club downtown? That's just, you know, not somewhere I'd fit in." He said, still playing his game.
"But it's somewhere I'll have fun. And you'd have fun too if you'd just cut loose a little." I replied, slipping into a tight red dress.
"I just... I don't know, Tonya." He mumbled.
"I'm going Jason, you can come with me if you want but I'm getting really tired of arguing about this." I spat, strapping on my black heels and checking my reflection one last time.
Jason threw on a hoodie and reluctantly followed me out of the apartment. Jason drove because he wasn't planning to drink, and he complained all the way. To be honest, I'd been thinking about breaking it off with him for a while. There were a lot of reasons to do it, and a lot of reasons not to.
On one hand, I was comfortable. Jason was easy to live with and I had absolutely no idea how to be single. On the other hand however, he didn't make me happy. He didn't fulfill me. It wasn't all about sex, but that was a big part of the problem.
Jason had no stamina, like, at all. He had no staying power. He always, and I mean always, came before I could. It didn't help that his package left so much to be desired. It hadn't taken me long to realize that Jason's little pink thing would never get me off. He was kind though, and he could eat pussy with the best of them, so I did always climax eventually. It wasn't the same though. It wasn't what I wanted and that was seriously putting a strain on the rest of our relationship.
I loved him though, I really did, and that left me in a tough spot. That's the main reason I wanted to go out that night. I thought a night on the town, drinking and living it up would either help us reconnect or give me the liquid courage to finally do something about it. All told, it sorta did both.
The club was packed and loud, and Jason wasn't feeling it at first, but after a few drinks and a little dancing, he started to mellow out a little. Halfway through the night, and we were actually starting to have a lot of fun. Jason was getting pretty wasted and I wasn't very far behind him. The bartender had been slipping me free drinks for most of the night, and we'd been making small talk in between songs. It was the sort of thing that would have probably made Jason jealous right away had he been sober enough to notice.
The bartender's name was Maurice, and he might have been the hottest man I'd ever spoken to. Had I not been so drunk, I might have been a little quicker to rebuff his obvious flirtation, but at first I told myself that he was just fishing for tips. After a while though, we started talking about more serious stuff. He listened to me prattle on about what I wanted to do with my life and how I felt stuck sometimes.
"You're not stuck, Tonya. You're being held back. You're not getting what you want, and I can tell you why." He said, looking at me sympathetically.
"I don't know what you mean." I said, growing aware that this conversation was becoming a little too personal.
I glanced over at my boyfriend, he was tipping back another shot, and staring blankly at the wall of bottles. His face was fire engine red, and his eyes were glazed over.
"Yes you do. You're too good for him." Maurice said, nodding towards Jason.
"That's not funny." I countered, feeling defensive because it hit way too close to home.
"I'm serious, Tonya, you're the sexiest woman in this club. I don't just say things I don't mean." Maurice said, leaning close so that I could hear him over the thumping music.
He was tall and broad-shouldered, built like a linebacker. When he mixed my drink, I found myself watching his big, strong hands glide deftly over the bottles and shakers. His deep brown eyes seemed to bore into my soul when he looked at me, and his smile made my knees weak. When I took what had to be my fifth drink from him, our hands touched and I couldn't help but stare at the way his big dark hand contrasted with my small white one. He closed his hand around mine and traced small circles in my palm with his thumb. I opened my mouth to object, but then closed it.
"You should come back to my place. My shift is almost over and I don't want to stop talking to you." He said softly.
My heart was racing, I wanted to say no but I couldn't find the words. I tried to politely decline, to make some sort of excuse, but I couldn't. Instead, I just blushed and looked over at Jason. He was face-down on the bar, out like a light. Maurice had been slipping him free drinks all night too, and he'd hit his limit half an hour ago.
"He can come too, if that's what you're wondering. I have a really comfortable couch where he can sleep this off." Maurice said with a soft chuckle.
I looked down and saw that he was still holding my hand. I pulled my hand away and smiled, shame starting to build up inside me. I looked back over at my boyfriend, a puddle of drool was forming where his lips met the bar. Some drunk guy bumped into him and spilled a drink down the back of his hoodie, ice and all, but Jason didn't move.
"I don't know, I think we should just go home." I stammered, looking back at Jason again.
"I live right around the block from here. He can sleep it off, and I'll bring you guys back up to your car in the morning. It would be irresponsible of me to let either of you drive home like this anyway." He said, his voice turning stern.
Something about the shift in his voice made me nervous, but it also excited me. Seeing no other option, I agreed, and helped Maurice carry Jason to his car. We loaded my unconscious boyfriend into the back seat of Maurice's Lincoln, and I sat upfront.
Maurice lived quite a bit farther from the bar than I'd assumed, and as we drove down the dark city streets, he placed one big hand on my exposed thigh and squeezed. It sent shivers down my spine and made my heart race. In spite of myself, I let out a small moan. Maurice took my reaction as an invitation, and slid his hand up my dress. I thought about stopping him, but I didn't. When his big fingers found my clit, I gasped. I was already soaking wet, and this goaded the black bartender on. As we turned down another street I didn't recognize, he slid a finger inside me. I moaned louder, and Jason started to stir in the back seat.
"What's... Hey... What's goin' on?" My boyfriend mumbled from behind me.
"Nothing you need to worry about, go back to sleep." Maurice said calmly, not stopping what he was doing for a second.
When we pulled up to his house, he turned to me. He placed a hand on my neck, pulled me close and kissed me full on the lips. The kiss was deep, passionate, thrilling. It made me tremble.
"Let's get Jason tucked in, and I'll make us some more drinks." He said, smiling.
"I'd like that." I admitted, very conscious of how turned on I was.
Any shame or misgivings I would have had about all of this, were absolutely dwarfed by the combination of dissatisfaction with Jason and rampant intoxication. I was ready to throw caution to the wind and let whatever happened, happen. Damn the consequences.
Maurice carried Jason into the house like a child, and laid him down on a big white couch in the middle of his living room. Then he draped a black blanket over him and dimmed the lights. He took my arm and guided me into the kitchen. From the bar, I could see Jason sleeping heavily. Maurice mixed a pair of drinks and handed me one. I looked him over again and smiled. He was gorgeous. Tall, muscular and bald, with a smile that could kill. That wasn't all though, as my gaze crept down, I noticed his massive bulge and found that I couldn't look away. I felt my face flush at the sight of it.
"You going to stare at it all night, or do you want to touch it?" He asked, taking my free hand in his.
"I uh..." I managed to stammer before looking away.
Then I felt it. He pulled my hand to his crotch and pressed it against his cock. I could feel it's length and girth through his jeans. I could feel the heat radiating off of it. I was overcome with an incredible desire to drop to my knees right then and there.
"Bigger than your boyfriend's?" He asked with a warm laugh.
I nodded.
"You want to see it?" He asked, sliding my hand across it.
I nodded again, unable to stop myself. I'd reached the point of no return. This was happening, and I couldn't stop it now.
"I need to hear you say it, I'm not on some non-consensual shit." He replied sternly.
"I want to see it." I whispered, and then swallowed hard, trying to choke back my growing fear.
He smiled and released my hand. Then he unbuckled his belt and unzipped his fly. I knocked back my drink to calm my nerves and watched with growing desire.
Once free of its denim confines, Maurice's huge cock hung half erect in the dim light of the kitchen. It was incredible just to look at. Easily three times the length of my boyfriend's cock, and almost impossibly thick. It hung in the air like an unanswered question, and before I could think, I'd dropped to my knees and wrapped both hands around it.
"You sure you want to do this?" He asked quietly, smiling in a way that let me know he knew the answer.
I responded by running my tongue along the base of that huge cock, slowly. Then I stretched my mouth around the head and started to suck. He put his big hands in my hair and moaned softly. I sucked and licked the mammoth black cock, and stroked it with both hands. I pulled back, spit on it, and then slurped my spit back off of it. The taste of him was intoxicating. The way he filled my mouth was exhilarating. There was just so much I could do with his cock that I couldn't with Jason's little thing. This was a real cock, after all. This is what a cock was supposed to be like. Big and thick and hot and powerful. I took it as deep as I could. I took it until I gagged and my mascara ran. I choked myself on his big, black cock, and I loved it. I rubbed it on my face, reveling in feeling the wet heat on my skin. Then I slapped it on my tongue, and stroked it while I licked his heavy balls. I was lost in the ecstasy of it all. I was on my knees worshiping this black man's massive cock when I heard a voice speak up from behind me, dragging me out of heaven.
"Tonya! What the fuck!" Jason shouted, his words slurring.
"Jason-" I started, but Maurice cut me off.
"You best go sit the fuck back down, White Boy." Maurice growled, tensing his hands.
"That's my girlfriend, asshole!" Jason cried.
"Yeah? She's not acting' like your girlfriend right now, is she?" Maurice retorted, placing a hand on my head.
"Tonya, get off the floor and come on, we're leaving!" My boyfriend demanded.
"Hold on, this is just-" I started, but Maurice interrupted me again.
"Man, she don't want your limp little white dick. Not after she's seen what a real man's got." Maurice laughed.
"I'm her fuckin' boyfriend!" Jason stammered.
"Maybe she doesn't need a boyfriend, maybe she needs a man." Maurice said, cupping his hand on my cheek.
The way he worded it made me think about our conversation at the club. Everything started to fall into place. I knew what he'd been trying to tell me. I knew why I'd agreed to come back to his place. I knew that this wasn't a moment of weakness, but a moment of triumph. A decision that would change my life forever.
"Tonya..." Jason mewled.
"Go sit down, Jason." I said, sternly.
"Tonya, I..." He whimpered, his voice cracking.
"I don't think you understood the lady, maybe I can help. Drop your pants." Maurice said, in that stern, commanding voice.
Jason made a choked sound, but didn't respond. This had gone completely off the rails. I knew there was no fixing this. Deep down inside, I didn't want to fix this. It wasn't broken, the balance had just changed. So, after just a moment's hesitation I went with my heart.
"Drop your fucking pants, Jason. Right now." I said, harshly.
My boyfriend did as he was commanded, and his little pink dick was hard and twitching. Instinct drove me to action. My body was acting on its own. My libido was calling the shots now, and millinia of mating instinct had made a woman's libido wise. I reached out and touched my boyfriend's little thing with two fingers. A short, barking laugh escaped me.mHis little dick twitched pathetically in my fingers.
"Why would I ever chose this..." I said, squeezing the little pink thing, "When I can have this?"
I stroked Maurice's huge cock slowly, and Jason watched. His eyes were wide, his jaw hung open in disbelief, but he was silent.
"Now, Jason, Baby, go sit down. Not on the couch, on the floor. Maurice is going to fuck me, and you're going to watch." I said, squeezing his little dick again.
"Yeah, 'lil boy, go sit your ass down. I'm gonna show you how a real man fucks a fine woman like this." Maurice said, slapping my ass as I stood up beside him.
Jason walked quietly back to the living room and sat down in front of the couch. He didn't even bother to pull his pants back up. I watched his little dick bounce as he walked, and I couldn't hold back laughing. Maurice wrapped his hands around my breasts and squeezed, kneading them as he kissed my neck from behind. I felt his huge, hard cock pressing against my ass. I turned to face him, and we kissed again, tongues exploring each other's mouths as he pressed our bodies together with his strong arms. He helped me out of my dress, and pulled his tight shirt off. Then, naked except for my underwear and heels, I walked over to the couch and stood in front of Jason.
I slipped out of my bra, taking it slow so that both of them could enjoy the show. Then I dropped it into Jason's lap and pressed my breasts together and bit my lip at Maurice. I turned my back to Jason and bent over the couch, shaking my ass in his face.
"Help me out of this thong, won't you sweetie?" I cooed, the act of humiliating my boyfriend becoming increasingly arousing.
Jason made another quiet whimpering sound, but his shaky hands found the thong and slowly pulled it down. I looked over my shoulder and saw Maurice step up behind Jason. Completely nude, every inch of his ebony frame rippled with muscle. I made a mental note to ask him how often he worked out. He was like a work of art, a statue carved of some god. I looked at the huge cock swinging between his legs, and I knew what he was the god of. He placed his hands roughly in Jason's hair and pushed his face into my still shaking ass. I followed suit, pushing back with my hips and grinding my ass in Jason's face.
"Get her pussy good and ready for me, White Boy." Maurice commanded, holding Jason's head firm.
Jason did as he was told, eating me out like his life depended on it. He was always so good at that part anyway. It was nice knowing that he still had a role to play even though things were changing so fast. He gripped my thighs with trembling hands and plunged his tongue deep inside me. He licked, slurped and explored with his tongue. Bit gently, and sucked at the lips, while rubbing his face in the wetness of me. My whole body shook, and I felt a flood pour out of me. Maurice pulled him back by the hair and sat down on the couch. He waved his big cock in the air and grinned. I didn't need any more explanation, turning to face my boyfriend, I climbed on the black bartender's huge cock.
The feeling was nearly indescribable. The way the length and girth of his monster cock stretched my pussy sent an electric current of pain and pleasure jolting through my entire body. As he filled me, really filled me, I experienced what Jason had never gotten me close to. I had a screaming penetrative orgasm. My legs shook and I lost my balance, gravity driving his massive cock deeper inside me before I could catch myself. I came again, screaming louder in sheer disbelief at the unimaginable pleasure I was experiencing. Nothing I'd ever experienced had ever come close to this. No amount of oral, no toy, no fantasy, nothing could live up to the feeling of Maurice's big black cock stretching out my little white pussy. My head swam and I saw stars. It was hard to breath, hard to think. Maurice reached around my waist and stroked my clit, sending fireworks of pleasure exploding through me. I started to bounce on his huge cock, rhythmically rocking my hips and riding wave after wave of mind-blowing bliss.
When my head started to clear, I looked at Jason. His eyes were wet with tears, but he was staring straight at us, stroking his pathetic little cock. Something primal rose up inside me. The sight of his commingled humiliation and uncontrollable self-pleasure heightened my enthusiasm. Somewhere deep in my subconscious, I learned something immutable about human nature. I learned what it meant to be a primal animal choosing a mate. The revelation sent me into a fervor, and I rode the bigger, black cock harder and faster, letting Jason's disgrace feed me.
The joy, the delirium of it all was so all encompassing, but it wasn't enough. Not yet. I had to take it further. I had to have more.
"Like what you see, Jason?" I moaned, rocking my hips more exaggeratedly.
"I bet he does, pathetic Cuck." Maurice said, grabbing my breast and looking over my shoulder at my boyfriend.
Jason looked down at his little cock, and then slowly returned his gaze to the show I was putting on for him. I threw my head back in exaltation as another world-shattering orgasm rocked my body.
"Tell him how it feels to be fucked by a real man." Maurice growled, his lips touching my ear.
"It feels so good..." I moaned. "God, I love it so much!"
"That little white dick's never going to be enough for you again, is it?" He asked, locking eyes with my boyfriend.
"It never was!" I screamed, orgasming again. "It never was enough!"
"You're never going back to white cock, are you?" He asked, standing up and taking me with him.
I was borne aloft, held up by the black bartender's big, strong arms. He started to lift and drop me, bouncing me again and again on his huge cock. Impaling me to the limit of my depth, each bounce forcing a high pitched squeal from me. I saw stars, and I screamed my assertion that I'd never go back. I pledged my eternal fealty to bigger, better black cock in ragged shrieks of wordless exaltation.
"Tonya..." I heard Jason moan as a few pitiful dribbles of cum leaked from the tip of his little pink dick.
"Little Cuck can't even cum like a man." Maurice growled, turning to face the couch without breaking the bouncing rhythm that kept me rolling in ecstasy.
He lifted me off of his cock, and I suddenly felt an overwhelming emptiness. I felt hollow, and I ached to be filled again. Maurice placed my feet back on the ground and pushed me forward. I braced myself on the couch, eagerly awaiting that big cock sliding back where it belonged. He slapped his wet, heavy rod on my ass and I moaned in anticipation.
"Get over here, White Boy. I want you to see this." He commanded, grabbing my hair with his free hand.
I looked over my shoulder and watched Jason crawl reluctantly to my side. In the dim light, I could see that his hand was still wet with his feeble drippings. I started to feel sorry for him again, but my need to feel that big cock inside me again completely dwarfed my sympathy.
"Lay down between your girl's legs, Cuck. I want you to see everything." Maurice growled, still slapping my ass with his monster cock.
"I uh... Tonya... I..." Jason mewled, looking down at his limp dick.
"If you want more of this black cock, you'll tell your boyfriend to do what I said." Maurice said sternly, teasing my aching opening with the broad head of his cock.



"Goddamnit Jason! Get down there and watch him fuck me!" I screamed, unable to stand the emptiness after being so full.
Jason crawled between my legs and rolled onto his back. I looked down and I could see him fumbling in vain with his inadequate member, but it failed to rise to the occasion so soon after orgasm. Still, as Maurice slid back inside me and I got what I needed, Jason persisted in embarrassing himself further, uselessly stroking his limp little thing.
From this angle, my new black lover was able to fuck me harder and faster than before. He slammed that massive meatstick in me over and over again, drilling me as I wailed like an animal into the couch cushions. I dug my nails into the couch and my eyes welled up with tears of pure joy. I'd never been so happy, so satisfied, in my entire life. This was heaven.
Maurice ravished me. Ravaged me. Took and used me in a carnal, primal, awe-inspiring way. My mind shattered as orgasm after orgasm drove me into hedonistic abandon. I was a trembling, moaning mess, but still Maurice continued to hammer into me.
He fucked me for hours as I moaned and cooed and writhed on the couch. Then, finally, when my mind and body could take no more, I felt his rhythm change. He started to pull back but I found my voice in time. I said what I'd never said to Jason. I asked him to do what I'd never let Jason do.
"Please..." I moaned. "Please cum inside me... I want you to cum inside me."
"No... No... Please..." I heard Jason whisper, but Maurice ignored him and so did I.
Maurice slammed his massive cock hilt-deep, and unleashed a torrent of hot cum inside me. My legs shook as another impossibly intense orgasm burned through me. I pushed my hips back against him, trying to feel him even deeper.
"Thank... Thank you..." I gasped, trying to catch my breath.
I pushed myself up on my arms, and looked down between my breasts. I watched as he slowly pulled his big, beautiful black cock out of me. An overflow of his hot cum poured out of me, and as I shakily tried to stand, I watched it drip all over my boyfriend's face, some of it running down into his mouth. This gave me a wicked idea, and the deviousness of the thought filled my exhausted body with renewed energy. I dropped into a crouch, straddling Jason's head. He started to protest, but the shock and disgrace limited him to a quiet moan. Then I took Maurice's cock in my hand, and lowered my dripping, aching pussy onto my boyfriend's face.
"Clean me up, Cucky. Clean me up while I clean him up." I commanded, bringing Maurice's superior black cock to my lips.
Jason ate my pussy dutifully, doing again the only thing he was good for. As he did so, I slurped and sucked on the cock that deserved it. The real cock. The big, black cock. To my surprise, I felt it growing firm again in my mouth.
"Ready for round two?" Maurice asked, flashing me that beautiful smile again.
"That depends, can we make Jason watch again?" I asked, nuzzling my face against the length of his amazing cock.
"You know what this means, don't you?" He asked. "You have a choice to make."
I looked up at him, staring in wonder at his smile, his muscles, and his glorious cock. I knew that my choice was already made. Nature had decided for me.
"I'll be your Bull. You'll be my bitch. You can have this big, black cock anytime you want, but that's a two-way street. You'll belong to me, and I'll never let you feel unfulfilled again." He explained, waving his huge cock as he took a step back.
I crawled off of my boyfriend's face and followed the object of my desire.
"That's what I want..." I said, batting my eyes up at him.
"Don't tell me, bitch. Tell your limp-dick boyfriend." He said.
I turned to Jason and stroked his hair, smearing Maurice's cum and mine in it.
"Things are going to be different now." I started. "I'm not just your girlfriend anymore. I still love you, but... Jason... His cock is just so big. You can't imagine how good it feels. I want this. I need this more than you could ever understand. I'm willing to let you watch, if you want, but I'm not going to stop fucking him. He's my Bull now, and if you want to stay, then you're going to have to be our Cuck."
He looked up at me, but didn't speak. His little cock was starting to stiffen again.
"Make your choice, Jason. I've made mine." I said, standing up and putting an arm around my Bull.
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I'm not usually a fan of being dragged along on my husband's business trips. The company tends to send him to the most boring parts of the most boring cities in the world, and I end up sitting in a boring hotel being bored. Boringly.
Atlanta though... Atlanta isn't boring. Nothing about it is boring. I didn't see that at first though. When we first arrived, I holed up in the hotel as usual, watching reality television and eating overpriced room service meals on my husband's employer's dime. Eventually however, the boredom became too much.
I'd begun to wish, and not for the first time, that I'd stayed home. My neighbor is this smoking hot black guy. He's just a few years older than me, but he's got these huge, powerful arms, and big strong hands. Without my husband around, I'd be free to watch him do yard work all week. He always did yard work shirtless, and I loved to watch any chance I got. Sometimes he'd even come over to borrow something. I thought maybe if I invited him in and he'd put those big, strong hands on my body, but I never took the chance.
Two days into sitting in the hotel by myself all day, and I was about to snap. I felt like the walls were closing in on me. I kept losing myself in daydreams. I'd masturbated so many times, mostly out of boredom, that I'd lost count. I needed air. I needed an escape. I needed to get the fuck out of this hotel for a few hours. So I grabbed a sticky note off of the desk, scrawled 'Cabin Fever, be back later, love you.' on it and bolted out the door.
On my way through the lobby, I grabbed a handful of those little tourist pamphlets, hoping I'd find something interesting to do. I thumbed through them as I walked, but nothing really caught my interest. My husband had taken the car, so if I wanted to go anywhere I'd have to either walk, take a cab, or ride the train. I opted for the train, partially because I thought it would be cheaper than a cab, and also because I didn't really have a destination in mind yet.
I swiped my card and walked to the very back of the monorail. I didn't care where I went, as long as it was far, far away from that damn hotel room. I sat down and started to look over the pamphlets again.
Stops came and went. People embarked, and disembarked. The sun drifted lazily across the sky, and my mind wandered back to my neighbor. I thought about him a lot. Him, and the black bartender at my favorite restaurant, the one who worked at that club on the weekends. Then there was this one black state trooper who pulled my husband and I over a few years ago. I had this running fantasy about what he would do to me if I were handcuffed. As my mind wandered, so did my hands. Sitting in the back of the monorail, I slipped a hand up my dress and pictured taking a nice cold beer out to my neighbor. Him thanking me by bending me over his Trans-Am. I imagined what his cock would look like, what it would feel like, what it would taste like. I imagined being taken by my neighbor, that bartender and the cop all at the same time. I thought about them filling all my holes at once and my body shook.
"Hey, the fuck is you doin'?" A voice shouted, dragging me out of my fantasy.
It was dark. The sun had set, and I had no idea where I was. I looked around the train car for some indication of what stop I was near, but I couldn't see past the people standing in front of me.
There were six of them. Six young black men, tall and athletically built with defined, sinewy muscles. Three of them were wearing shirts, and they were all wearing loose basketball shorts. My gaze fixated on their shorts, and even in the dim light I could see the outlines of their cocks.
"Hey bitch, I asked you what you were doing." The first one said, stepping towards me. "You crazy or somethin?"
He was one of the ones not wearing a shirt. I stared at his tight, defined abs, and fought the urge to reach out and touch them. In doing so, I realized that my hand was still up my dress, and a wave of shame washed over me. I'd been masturbating in public. The fantasies were getting too strong, I was losing my grip. I started to stand up and excuse myself, deciding to just get off at the next stop and find my way back from there. Maybe take a cab, anything to get out of the situation.
"I'm sorry, I'll just get off right-" I started, but stopped as the six men stepped in closer to me.
"Hey now, baby... No reason to go so soon." A second one said, grabbing my ass.
I brushed his hand away and tried to step back, but fell back into the seat.
"Wait just a second..." I whispered.
"Nah, bitch. We saw what you were doin'." A third spoke up, grabbing his crotch and smiling at me.
"Seems to us, you could use a little help." The first laughed, closing the distance and grabbing my breast.
"No, you don't understand... I'm married and..." I stammered, trying and failing to not stare at the bulge in his shorts.
"Yeah? So?" He replied, grabbing the top of my dress and pulling it down, exposing my breasts.
I frantically tried to cover up, but they closed in on either side and grabbed my hands. I looked from left to right, looking at them all. They were staring at me like a piece of meat. Something about their predatory grins and growing bulges was equally as exciting as it was intimidating.
"You weren't acting married, finger-blastin' yourself in the back of the train just as soon as we sat down." A fourth said sternly.
His growling baritone made my knees weak. I wondered if I had started just when they got on. I didn't remember even seeing them sit down. The comingiling fear and arousal was overwhelming. I opened my mouth to try to explain, but when the first one dropped his shorts I found it impossible to say anything at all. Instead, I could only stare transfixed at his cock. His, big, beautiful, black cock. It was frankly fucking massive. It was monument in gleaming ebony. More than twice the length of my husband's and thicker than I could believe at first glance.
"Yeah, that's right. This is what you want, ain't it bitch?" He laughed, waving it in my face.
A soft sound escaped my throat. Something like a mewling affirmation. He took a step forward and tapped the tip of it on my lips. Reflexively, I kissed it, then I immediately turned my head away.
"Married... I'm married." I whispered, feeling my cheeks grow hot with shame.
"Baby, everyone knows marriage don't mean shit when there's a big, black cock in your face." The second one said warmly, dropping his shorts and revealing his equally monsterous cock.
"And with six of those mother-fuckers... Shit..." The third laughed, freeing his big cock from his shorts.
"You don't have a chance, white girl." The fourth said, already stroking his to full attention.
"It's just nature, baby, you can't resist nature." The third said, pressing the broad head of his cock against my lips.
My lips parted for it, and it slid over my tongue, filling my mouth with the intoxicating salty-sweet taste of sweat and precum. Immediately I began to suck on it. I bobbed my head up and down, rolled my tongue around it's incredible girth and slurped noisily. I felt disconnected from my own life. It was like one of my fantasies. I thought for a moment that I was imagining it, For a moment, it was like I was having the most vivid and wonderful dream. Just me and six huge, thick, beautiful black cocks to do with as I pleased.
That thought shattered as the first one grabbed my hair, and yanked me away from his friend. It hurt, but it also thrilled me. I didn't think to struggle or protest, I just let him pin my head against the seat cushion. He took a step up onto the seat, then he stuffed his cock into my mouth before I could speak. He didn't let me suck it, despite how badly I wanted to. Instead he held my head against the back of the seat and started to fuck my face. I coughed and sputtered. I gagged and felt hot tears running down my cheeks. Slobber ran in thick rivulets down my chin and I felt it drip onto my exposed tits. He held my hair tight and pushed deeper, choking me with his cock until I felt his heavy balls touch my chin. Tears welled up and spilled down my cheeks. Then, unceremoniously, he pulled back and slapped his wet cock across my face.
"That's right, bitch. I can give you what you want." He laughed. "I can give you every big black inch of it, all goddamn night."
I stared in awe at his cock, unable to look away. It was so big. So thick. So beautiful. It gleamed in the soft light, shimmering with wetness from my mouth. I felt a growing wetness between my legs as well, and started to imagine what it would feel like to have him slam that huge thing inside me. I looked down at my hand, at my wedding ring, and knew that I had to make a choice.
I reached forward and gripped his huge cock with my hand, watching the light gleam off of my ring as I did it. I watched a pearl of precum build up at the tip, and fought to resist licking it up. I could feel my self control breaking down, I was teetering on the edge of giving in totally.
"You want this big nigga dick?" He growled.
I didn't respond. I just stared wide-eyed at the magnificent work of art I was holding. I could feel the heat radiating off of it. I squeezed gently and felt it pulse in my palm.
"Tell me you want it." He demanded, grabbing my hair and making me look into his eyes.
"I want it." I whispered honestly.
"You sure? You sure you don't want to just get off the train and go back to your husband?" He asked, flashing me a devilish grin.
"I want your big black cock. I want all of your big black cocks." I said, unable to stop myself.
His friends pulled me up to my feet. In the next second, they crowded around me. I felt strong black hands all over my body. They tore my dress off of me, ripped off my panties and pulled off my bra. One of them slipped two fingers into my pussy, and my legs trembled. Another started to suck on my tit, while two more grabbed and slapped my ass. They turned me around so that I was facing the back of the train, then the first one bent me over the seat.
"Shake that ass, bitch. I'm gonna break that married white pussy in." He laughed, slapping my ass hard.
"Gonna be like a virgin up in here." The second said, groping my tits. "Madonna and shit."
I did as I was told, and bounced my ass at him. He slapped it again and again, and I moaned and pressed my face into the seat. I felt a sharp tug on my hair. When I turned my head one of his friends was leveling his own huge cock at me. I bent towards him and greedily took it in my mouth.
Just then I felt the broad tip of the first one's monster cock pressing against my pussy. I wanted to tell him to go slow, or to be careful, but my mouth was full. Instead, he lined up and drove that massive cock deep inside me. I screamed, but with a mouthful of big, black cock, it came out as a muffled gurgle. The first thrust was life changing. The second was mind breaking. The third... Goddamn... The third changed everything. I came harder than I'd ever come in my life before he even really got started. The third brought an orgasm that shook me to my core. An orgasm that made every orgasm I'd ever experienced in my life prior pale in comparison. The feeling of being filled, really filled, was more than I could stand. I was completely full, stretched out and open. My body was wracked with a blending of pain and pleasure so powerful that I wanted to weep. Then he really got started.
I couldn't suck the cock in my mouth, I was too busy trying in vain to scream around it. To compensate, the two worked in tandem, each fucking me savagely from their end. I gagged and choked, my eyes rolled back and my back arched. I came again and again and again. But they didn't let up. Before they themselves came, they tagged out. I felt a fleeting moment of agonizing emptiness while they jockeyed for position, but soon I was full again. Everyone got their turn hammering my aching pussy, then everyone got their second turn pounding me into sweet oblivion. They slapped my ass, pulled my hair, and fucked the shit out of me. One after another, they gave me everything I'd ever wanted. Everything I'd ever imagined. Everything I'd ever fantasized about and so much more.
Positions changed, and I was on my back on the dingy floor. My legs were spread wide, and one of them was on top of me, thrusting deeper than I could have ever imagined. I had my arms around him, and my face pressed into his shoulder. I craned my neck and whispered into his ear, begging him to not stop, to never stop. He buried his face in my neck and moaned. It was a harsh, rasping sound that pushed me clear over the edge.
When he finally did have to tap out, another quickly took his place. This one crossed my legs and turned me on my side, making me so tight around his thick cock that I shrieked as he plunged inside. He wasn't deterred in the slightest though, rocking his hips against me and sending me spiralling into a euphoric haze.
I'd come so many times that my mind was spent. The small train car seemed to spin around me. I tried to form coherent thoughts, but couldn't.
The next thing I knew, I was on my hands and knees. One of them was behind me, pulling my hair and slamming his cock into me fast and hard.
"Tell me you love it!" I heard him shout, seemingly from a distance.
I felt a heavy hand fall on my stinging ass.
"I love it! I love it so much! I love big black cock!" I screamed, my throat raw and voice hoarse.
"You're our slut now, aren't you?" He growled, his breath hot on my neck.
I pushed my face to the floor and arched my back as another world shattering orgasm rocked my entire body. Electric bolts of ecstasy surged through me and I beat my fist on the floor. A primal, animal scream erupted from me as I was totally overwhelmed.
"Yes! Yes! Yes! I'm your slut! I'm your fucking slut!" I gasped, eyes blurring with tears of pure bliss.
I threw my hips back against him, forcing him deeper than ever. The world I knew before was gone, shattered, destroyed. I was somewhere else. I was drifting aloft on wave after wave of unimaginable pleasure. I was in heaven. Lost in an endless ocean of satisfaction. I couldn't breathe. Everything went black. All I could do was feel that all encompassing, overwhelming, indescribable pleasure. I think, for a while, I blacked out, totally delirious with the rapture of it all.
When I came to, I was sitting slumped against the corner of the car and my six black lovers were standing around me, stroking their huge cocks.
"Open your mouth." The first one growled, stepping towards me cock in hand.
I obliged happily, opening my mouth and sticking out my tongue. I was just in time for him to stuff his huge, hard cock back into my mouth. I wrapped my fingers around it and stroked, licking and slurping, tasting myself on him. He gripped my hair tight, moaning loudly, then shot a torrent of his hot, salty sweet cum down my throat. I swallowed it eagerly, still stroking his cock with one hand and massaging his heavy balls with the other. He backed away and I followed him on all fours.
"More... I want more..." I half begged, half demanded, looking up at them as I burned with desire.
They were happy to give me what I wanted. One by one, they stroked themselves off on my face and tits. Cum landed in my mouth and in my hair. Then, one by one, slowly and deliberately, I cleaned their cocks with my mouth, making sure not to miss a drop.
"Goddamn, baby..." The second one moaned as I drained him.
"You got a name, girl?" Another asked, looking down on me beaming.
"I'm Donna." I said, grinning ear to ear.
"Well, Donna, our stop is coming up. You want to come back to our place?" He asked, extending a hand to me. "We'll take real good care of you."
I looked down at my ring, cum from one of them was dripping off of it. Then I looked at the six heavy, thick, black cocks surrounding me. I thought about my husband, my marriage, my house, and then I stopped. I let everything else slip away. I dragged my wedding ring through a pool of cum on my breast, and licked it off. My old life fell away in pieces, and I felt free. For the first time, I felt like I was truly and completely myself. I reached up and took his hand.
"Of course I'm coming with you. I'm your slut, after all." I said, choosing pleasure over all else.
I was pulled to my feet, and they helped me back into my clothes. We got off at their stop, and I left my phone and ring on the seat. I never looked back. No one who'd experienced what I had could ever blame me. Life is too short to deny yourself what you really want. I know who I am. I know what I am, and I love it.
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It took me a few weeks to figure out how to pull it off. I wasn't hesitating, scheduling was just a bitch. My husband had come down with the flu, so he was home all the time and I had to play nursemaid. Eventually though, he started feeling well enough to go back to work, and I started working on a plan to get my hands around Coach Barret's big black cock again.
It was a simple desire, I suppose. I'm not a complicated woman, just an agonizingly unsatisfied one. I refuse flatly to make any excuses for my actions. I'm not pretending to be the victim here. I'm not. I'm just a woman who figured out what she wanted, and decided to get it. I'm not a saint by any stretch, and my husband didn't intentionally do anything wrong. My infidelity wasn't his fault, it was simply a result of me having needs he couldn't meet. I suppose that everyone is the hero of their own story, and this is mine.
Teasing him every morning at the carpool drop off had been fun. Last Wednesday I'd 'accidentally' backed up into him, and rubbed my ass on his crotch. The day after I'd waited until I was the last parent left, then I approached him. When I got close, I leaned in and whispered in his ear.
"I need you, Barret. I need your hard black cock."
He'd followed me back to my car, but I just told him "soon", and drove off. Then I went home and masturbated. It was fun having this much control, but I needed to close the deal soon or I'd run out of patience and jump his bones in the parking lot.
The plan I eventually settled on, was as simple as the desire that motivated it. In fact, it was beautiful in its simplicity. It hinged entirely on Coach Barret's professional position, and my son's lack of coordination. The idea came, as most good ideas do, in the shower. Specifically, it came to me just after I finished masturbating in the shower. The post-orgasm clarity is not to be underestimated.
My son, taking very much after his father, was woefully uncoordinated. Frail, would also be a description that suited both of them. Gangly. Lean. But, like his father, he was tall. Very tall for his age, in fact. This presented me with a unique option. I called the school, and had the receptionist patch me through to Coach Barret.
"Beck- Mrs Johnson, hey, what can I do for you?" He asked, stammering slightly.
It sounded like he wasn't alone. School had already let out, so he was probably in the teachers lounge or something.
"Oh, I think you already know what you can do for me, Coach." I said, making my voice as breathy as I could.
"I uh, I'm sorta busy right now Mrs-" He started, but I cut him off.
"You don't have to say anything incriminating, just listen." I said, stretching out on my bed. "You're going to call me in for a parent-teacher conference. Something to do with my son, you want him to try basketball or something. It doesn't matter. You call me in, and I'll show up like the good parent I am. You just make sure your schedule is clear for the rest of the afternoon."
"I think I can do that." He said, "Let me just-"
"You better. Because I plan on making it worth your while." I moaned, sliding my hand inside my bathrobe and finding my clit.
His breathing was getting heavy, so I hung up. Then I started to wish that I had his cell number. It would at least make it significantly easier to tease him. I made a mental note to get it from him, and started to masturbate again. When I brought myself to toe-curling orgasm while thinking about his huge black cock, I realized that I definitely had a thing for black guys. Or at least their cocks.
The very next day, my son brought a note home requesting my presence in a parent-teacher meeting. Nicolas, my husband, looked it over slowly, adjusting his eyeglasses four or five times.
"I think I can get off work early enough to drop by. I don't think I've spoken with this teacher yet." He said, scratching absentmindedly at a stain on his tie.
"Don't you worry about it, sweetie. I'll take care of it." I started, taking the note out of his hand.
"I want to be involved in our son's education, Rebecca. I mean, I didn't even know he was in gym." He continued, looking up at me.
"I appreciate that, but I'd really prefer if you let me handle this. I see the coach just about every day, we have a... rapport." I said as calmly as I could manage, though the fear of missing this opportunity was starting to build.
"What sort of rapport?" He asked, adjusting his glasses again, then taking them off and cleaning them on his dirty tie.
"The kind you get when you talk to the man every morning for a year. He's the carpool monitor." I shot back, perhaps too quickly.
"I see. So you don't want me to talk to him?" He asked, his blue eyes flashing.
My husband is a lot of things, many of which are negative, but he is not stupid. He'd been an insurance investigator for over a decade. Catching people in lies was his whole job. I had to handle this correctly.
Of all my husband's flaws, his most exploitable one was his very situational spine. From the other side of a desk, or over the phone, or through a strongly worded email, he could be a genuinely intimidating presence. However, when confronted in person, he tended to fold like origami.
"Sweetie, you know I love you. But I already said I would take care of it. If you keep pushing it, I'm going to think that you don't trust me to handle things." I replied sternly.
"It's not that I don't trust you to handle things, Rebecca. It's just that this seems like a pretty big deal, and I-" He started, speaking slowly and diplomatically.
"I can handle big things too, sweetie. I promise." I said, trying to make my growing grin seem reassuring.
"I know... I'm sorry." He replied, glancing down at the table.
"There's nothing to be sorry about. You're just trying to be a good dad. But you already are. You just have to let me handle certain things. Some things require a woman's touch." I said soothingly, stroking his arm.
"I understand. Besides... It is gym and-" He started, after a pause.
"And gym was never really your subject. But it was mine, remember?" I replied warmly, squeezing his slight bicep.
"Of course, dear. I'll wait until there's a parent teacher conference with someone in the math department." He chuckled, turning his attention back to his newspaper.
Once he'd relented, I headed off to the bedroom to figure out what I was going to wear on Friday. I needed to make an impact. I wished again that I had Barret's cell number, I thought it would be fun to send him pictures of myself trying on different outfits and see how he reacted. Instead, I tried to figure out what would be the most fun to take off in front of him. Eventually, I settled on a short blue dress, black high heels, white bra and matching thong. The bra and thong set was something I'd picked up to wear for Nicholas on our anniversary two years ago. He'd enjoyed it a lot, so I figured Barret would too.
The next few days were pure agony. My excitement had quickly boiled over, and left me more anxious than anything else. The thought of getting caught crossed my mind more than once, but the singular, overwhelming desire to go through with it never waned. I thought of Barret's cock constantly. I pictured him when I was making love to my husband. I pictured him when I was masturbating after my husband fell asleep. I dreamed about him when I finally fell asleep myself. I burned dinner Thursday night because I lost track of time daydreaming about it. Ever since I'd first given in to desire and taken him in my mouth, he's been on my mind. Now however, as Friday drew closer and closer, I couldn't think about anything else.
When Friday finally did arrive, I was ecstatic. I paced the house, watching the clock and thinking about that huge cock. Thinking about finally getting what I wanted. When it was finally time, I drove to the school, grinning maniacally.
As I strode into his office, I watched his jaw drop. I shut his door behind me and locked it, then I walked over to his desk. I made sure to swish my hips with every step. I pressed my breasts together and bit my lip, looking him up and down like a piece of meat.
"Hey there, Coach..." I cooed, "You wanted to see me?"
"Goddamn, Becky." He chuckled, returning my hungry gaze. "Tryin' to give me a heart-attack?"
"I'm trying to give you something." I said, leaning over the desk and shaking my tits in his face.
"So that's how we're playing this." He said, shaking his head and smiling.
"I don't know what you mean, Barret." I said breathily, pulling my dress down and exposing my breasts.
"I'm just used to being in charge, it's different with you." He said, smiling but there was something challenging in his voice.
"Would you have me any other way, Coach?" I asked, climbing onto the desk.
"Hell naw." He said, standing and adjusting the growing bulge in his pants.
His thick cock was pressing out from the inside of his grey sweatpants. I leaned forward and licked it through the stretching fabric. His whole body shivered, and he ran his big strong hands through my hair.
"You're the sexiest woman in the world." He groaned.
"You flatterer." I said, pulling his pants down and freeing the beast.
It was bigger than I'd remembered, and a soft gasp escaped me. For a moment, I was worried that I wouldn't be able to fit it inside me, but I was already so wet that I didn't think it would be a problem. Just looking at that big, beautiful black cock was driving me over the edge. I leaned forward again, opening my mouth to take him. I needed to taste him again, needed to feel the heat of him on my tongue.
There was a knock on the door, and I sat bolt upright. My heart was racing. My tits were out. I didn't know what to do, so I scrambled under his desk as he tried desperately to tuck his huge, throbbing cock into is waistband and pull his shirt over it. I noticed that it reached past his belly button and I couldn't stop smiling. He walked around the big desk and I heard the door open.
"I um... I hope I'm not too late, I was hoping to meet with you." I heard a familiar voice say.
My husband was here. My husband was standing just a few feet from the desk I was hiding under, talking to the man I was trying to have an affair with.
"Well, Mr. Johnson, I didn't expect to see you, but your Wife called and canceled the meeting just a few minutes ago." Barret said, taking a seat back at his desk and rolling the chair towards me.
I wondered what he was doing. I wondered why he wasn't just sending Nicolas away. Then, my eyes locked on that huge bulge again, it was inches from my face. I understood. This was a power play. He was taking charge, seeing how far he could push me. Two could play this game. While he started to talk to my husband about our son, I ran my hands up the inside of his legs and nibbled at his thighs.
"Your son... You see... He's real tall. I think he'd be good in basketball, if he just had a... A push, you know?" Barret said, doing a pretty good job of maintaining his composure while I pulled his sweatpants down.
"Nicolas has just never been particularly interested in sports, so I guess I don't understand this sudden proposal." My husband said, and I could almost hear him cleaning his glasses.
"I know, but that might be because he hasn't been exposed to them enough. I just think it'd be nice he... If he tried out. Maybe he'd have a good time... If he tried, that is. He might even make some new friends..." Barret managed, but I could tell he was having difficulty, taking his time with every word.
"Mr... Barret, is it? Are you alright?" My husband asked, with a hint of forced condensation in his voice.
I took that incredible cock, in all of its ebony glory, into my mouth greedily. I sucked it gently and stroked it with both hands. I was careful not to make any noise.
"Yeah, just having a head... A hard day. I got a new workout partner recently and she's been giving me hell. Honestly, Mr. Johnson, I think she's trying to kill me." Barret said, then he laughed.
My husband chuckled dryly along with him, and then began to speak again.
"I can understand that, I suppose. Sometimes I think my boss has it out for me as well. I feel like I'm never home anymore. Anyway, if you think basketball would be good for my son, I don't see why he can't try it." Nicolas said, his voice never raising above a vaguely disinterested monotone.
Sucking Barret's huge black cock while my husband sat a foot away, totally unaware was the hottest thing ever. This took the risk of discovery to an unimaginable level. I slid one hand up my dress and began to finger my soaking wet pussy. I'd never been so turned on in my life. Barret's little control game had backfired spectacularly.
They made small-talk for a little while longer, and I grew more and more eager. I started taking him deeper, gagging slightly, taking pleasure in making him stumble over his words.
When Nicolas got up to leave, Barret stood carefully. His hard cock was pressed against the bottom of the desk. I wrapped my hands around his legs and licked his heavy balls. Then I took one into my mouth and sucked. The heat of it, the musky, sweaty-salty-sweet taste of him. I was enthralled by it. I sucked his balls and stroked his cock under the desk as I listened to my husband leave the room, and once I heard the door shut, I stopped.
"Fuck..." He sighed, falling back into his seat with his pants now around his ankles.
"What's wrong, baby... Too much for you?" I asked, crawling out from under the desk.
I walked back over to the door and locked it again. Then I felt his arms around me. He pulled me tight against him and kissed my neck.
"No... But almost." He said, his lips still pressed against my skin.
His breath against my neck sent goosebumps down my arms and shivers down my spine. He helped me out of my dress, and I turned to face him. We kissed, deep and passionately. He unhooked my bra and I let it fall to the floor. He lifted me into the air and placed me on the desk. I wrapped my legs around him and we kissed more, our tongues exploring each other's mouths. His hands squeezed my breasts. I ran my nails down his back. I could feel his hard cock pressing against the front of my thong, teasing me with immanent pleasure. It was so close. I was getting what I wanted.
He pulled away, and pulled off his shirt. I bit my lip as I looked over his heavily muscled frame. His dark skin, bulging muscles and huge cock made him the living embodiment of masculinity. He was pure power. He dropped to his knees, and pulled me towards him. Then, he carefully pulled my thong down with his teeth.
"You're so wet." He whispered.
"Have you seen you?" I laughed.
Instead of answering me, he pressed his mouth to my dripping pussy and ran his tongue between my lips. My toes curled and my head rolled back. A loud moan escaped my lips, and as his tongue found my clit I went completely over the edge. He ate my pussy like his life depended on it. Nibbling, sucking, licking, slurping. He gripped my ass and pulled me onto his face. I ran the heels of my shoes up and down his back as he brought me hurtling to orgasm. I tried to cover my mouth, tried to muffle the scream, but it escaped regardless. The pleasure was too much. I didn't have the control.
He sat up, grinning at me. His face was dripping from my wetness.
"If that's all it takes to make you scream, Becky, you're in a lot of trouble." He laughed, standing up and slapping his huge, hard cock in one hand like a club.
He was right. I'd underestimated him, and I was certainly in trouble. I was in trouble, and I was so excited.
"Take me, Barret. Make me scream." I moaned, spreading my legs and staring up into his eyes.
"Say the magic word, Becky." He said, stepping forward and pressing the broad tip of his cock against my pussy.
"What's the magic word?" I asked, wrapping my legs around him and trying to draw him into me.
"Call me Daddy." He said, sternly. "Call me Daddy, and I'll give you what you want."
"Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me hard." I said, meeting his glare and grinning.
He did as I asked, happily. He slid his big, hard, black cock inside my soaking, aching white pussy. I felt him stretch me. Felt him fill me. I was overcome with a combination of pleasure and pain that was nearly indescribable. I opened my mouth to scream, but he caught me in another deep kiss. As more and more of him slid into me, hitting spots I'd never imagined, I tore my mouth away and shrieked in ecstasy. I raked my nails down his back and held tight to him with my legs. He slid a hand under my ass and another cradling my neck. He braced himself against the desk and began to roll his hips fluidly into me.
Within moments, he'd found a rhythm and was pumping in and out of me in long, even strokes. Lightning bolts of pleasure shot throughout my body. I felt instant bliss. The first building waves of orgasm rolled over me in time with his long, slow thrusts. I bit down on his shoulder, and then he picked up speed.
When sped up, it was like flipping a switch. I went from gently moaning into his warm skin to biting back a primal scream. The intensity of the pleasure ramped up to far and so fast that I tipped clear over the edge as I was overcome with my first truly mind-blowing, earth-shattering orgasm.
He didn't slow down. He didn't even break stride for a second. He just sat up, raised my legs to my head and continued to jackhammer into me with an animal savagery that I'd always needed. I threw my head back and screamed as another orgasm overwhelmed me.
"Yes! Fuck yes! Fuck! Me! Daddy!" I heard myself say, but the conscious me was lost in a sea of ecstasy.
He did as he was bid, continuing to slam his huge black cock into me. I could hear his heavy balls slapping against me. I could hear myself screaming for him to fuck me harder. Part of me feared that he'd break me. The rest of me begged him to.
He pulled out suddenly, and rolled me onto my front. Then his hands clamped down around my hips and pulled me off the desk. He bent me over it, and slapped my ass hard enough to leave a mark.
"You love this big, black cock?" He growled, slapping my ass again.
"Yes... So much..." I moaned, my legs trembling so much it was hard to stand.
"Yes what?" He demanded, slapping my ass again.
A wicked grin spread across my face. I knew what he wanted. I shook my ass at him and widened my stance.
"Yes, Daddy. I love your big, black cock." I moaned, eager for him to put it back inside me.
He stepped up behind me, and I could feel him pressing at the lips of my pussy. I tried to push back and take him back inside, but he held me firmly in place with one hand.
"Who's little white pussy is this?" He asked, reaching around my waist and rubbing my clit with his finger.
"It's yours, Daddy! It's your little white pussy! It's your little white pussy!" I moaned, desperate for more of his cock in me.
"That's what I like to hear." He laughed, sliding that thick rod back inside me where it belonged.
From this angle the sensation was even more intense. He found his rhythm in a few strokes and was hitting parts of me that I'd never experienced even with my largest toys. I couldn't hold it in, it was impossible. A raw, primal, animal scream tore its way out of me as another unbelievably intense orgasm shook my whole body. I quickly clasped my hands over my mouth, but the scream kept coming. Every thrust of that massive, magnificent, monster cock forced out another squeal of pleasure. It was so good. He was so big. I came so hard, so frequently, that I was lightheaded.
He grabbed my hip in one hand, and yanked my hair with the other. I felt his breath hot against my neck.
"Beat that white pussy up." He grunted, his thrusts getting deeper and more deliberate. "Marriage don't mean shit... Snowbunny Slut!"



I knew he was getting close, and I knew what I wanted. More than a good fucking, which he was definitely giving me, I'd come here for something else. Something more primal still. Ever since I'd first sucked his big, black cock. Ever since I'd first tasted his hot cum, I'd known. Something deep within me had made a decision. Something as ancient as our species was calling the shots now. Something more me than me had chosen him. He was superior in every way to my husband. He was a stronger, fitter specimen. A bigger, more powerful man. His huge, black cock was better suited for its purpose.
"Come for me, Daddy!" I screamed, throwing my hips back and reveling in the mixing of pain and pleasure that came from him filling me completely. "Give me that cum... Come inside my married white pussy..."
He grabbed my hips with both hands, incensed by my demand. He drove his incredible cock inside me again and again, deeper and deeper. Then he thrust hilt-deep and held it there. I felt a hot flood. A torrent of his cum filled me. It was so deep. There was so much. I worried for moment that he'd get me pregnant, but then I realized that I wanted nothing more than that.
As he pulled away, and I felt the excess of his cum pouring out of me, I decided that if I was going to be sure, we'd have to go again.
"So, your place, or mine next time?" I asked, stepping back into my dress.
"That depends, when's the next time?" He asked, watching me dress and stroking his cock. It was already getting stiff again.
It was thrilling to watch it surge back to life so quickly. I thought about my husband's little pink thing, and how it deflated like a sad balloon after he came. My black lover truly was the superior being. Some primal mating drive inside me had known that all along. I had a need that my husband was wholly incapable of fulfilling. A deep, animal need. I found a way to be fulfilled. It is that simple.
I strode over to him and took his cock in my hand. I felt the heat rising off of it as it grew rigid again.
"Let's go to your place, my husband's home." I said, knowing that I couldn't wait much longer.
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I woke up, still wrapped in Maurice's big, strong arms. He held my naked body close to his. I could feel his cock, warm and thick, against my leg. It was half-stiff already, morning wood, and I reached down to stroke it. It pulsed and throbbed in my hand. I fought the urge to crawl below the covers and wrap my lips around it. I was difficult, but I resisted, and instead slipped out of the bed. I could smell breakfast cooking in the kitchen, and I knew that I had a big day ahead of me.
I walked to the kitchen still nude, and hopped up on the counter. Jason, my boyfriend-turned-cuckold was laboring over the stove. He was naked as well, save for his little pink apron. Maurice and I had picked the apron out for him earlier this week as an early anniversary present. Today made one month since Jason and I moved in with Maurice. Two months since the night we met Maurice, two months since our new life began.
As Jason turned to grab another egg, I saw he was already wearing his cock-cage. It made me happy to see him adapting so well to his new role. Things were a little difficult at first, but he's been happier since he learned his place. It helped that Maurice was able to find him some other Cucks to talk to. Once Maurice introduced him to Queen Shiloh and her Cuck, he really started understand. He grew into the role well, and it seemed to do him good. God knows it worked out for me.
"Are you excited for tonight?" I asked him.
"You know, I really am." He said, smiling.
"We're finally going to join the Court." I said, my excitement building.
"Yeah... I can't wait, Tonya. I never thought we'd go this far, but I'm really happy." He said with an easy smile.
He was playing with his cage beneath the apron with one hand, and turning the omelets with the other. I hopped off the counter and stepped up behind him, pressing my breasts against his back. I wrapped my arms around my boyfriend, my Cuck, and kissed him gently on the neck. Then I slid a hand under his apron and gave his cage a little shake.
"Damn, girl... Teasing him already?" Maurice's rumbling baritone carried across the room.
My Bull was standing naked in the living room. His well-muscled body catching the morning light streaming in through the windows. He was an ebony Atlas, like a Greek statue made of Obsidian. I caught myself biting my lip, my mind racing with all the things I wanted to do to him, and all the things I wanted him to do to me. Both lists were almost as long as he was. A familiar need rose up inside me, a need to serve and be dominated. A need to take, and be taken. To use and be used. A need to throw myself to the ground and worship at the altar of that beautiful black cock. That cock that had changed my life forever. That cock that put my boyfriend's to shame and locked it in a cage.
I fought the urge to run to him and tackle him onto the couch. I'd spent the last month jumping his bones every chance I got. For the first few days I was worried that it was just the newness of the situation. Eventually though, I learned that it was him. It was all him. His raw, animal magnetism. His ability to shift so quickly between calm confidence and insatiable hunger. It wasn't just his sheer size but also the way he used it. It was nature. It was how things were supposed to be. He was my Bull, and that's what mattered. I was happy, I was fulfilled, I was myself for the first time. I lived for him, lived for what we had.
I couldn't fight it any longer, I strode around the counter, and threw my arms around him. He locked me in a deep kiss, and I pressed my body against his. I felt safe, secure and so right. I looked over my shoulder, and saw Jason staring at us. A soft smile was spreading across his face. I took Maurice's thick cock in my hand and started to stroke it slowly. It swelled in my palm, and my need rose. My heart was racing. He chuckled softly and squeezed my ass hard, making my knees weak.
"Easy, girl. Wait for the party." Maurice said, sternly.
"Yes, Daddy..." I cooed, feeling disappointed.
I stepped away from him, despite how much I didn't want to, and started to walk back to the kitchen. I was addicted to him, all of him, there was no denying that now. Being denied that incredible cock was agony, even if it was with the promise of something greater later.
"So... When's the party again?" Jason asked, eagerly.
"We need to be at the hotel by seven, but we should probably get there a little early to get checked in and everything." Maurice said.
"I need you to take Tonya shopping today, get all the stuff she's going to need for tonight. It's going to be... Intense." Maurice continued, suddenly looking stern.
"Oooh, shopping..." I cooed, running my hand down Jason's back.
"Yes, sir. I'll take care of it." Jason replied, plating the breakfast and grinning ear-to-ear.
It was going to be an incredible day, I could feel it. Jason obviously felt the same, he'd been glowing all morning. After breakfast, which was delicious, Jason and I got dressed and headed out. I wore a white romper with pink flowers, and he wore jeans and a t-shirt. Before we got in the car, I made him show me that he was being a good boy and still wearing his cage. I knew he was, but playing with him was too fun to pass up. He dropped his pants at my command, and moaned gently as I inspected the cage and the lock.
"Give me the key, sweetie, and we'll go." I said, putting my hand out expectantly.
He pulled up his pants, and fished the key to his cage out of his pocket.
"Yes, ma'am." He said quietly, placing the key in my upturned palm.
I grinned and pocketed the key.
"If you're really good today, I'll let you cum after the party tonight." I said, breathing my words into his neck as I hugged him.
Then we got into the car, and he drove us into town. We hit the mall first, and Jason pulled a sealed envelope from his back pocket. He handed it to me, and I looked it over. There was a wax seal holding it closed, with an embossment of a Spade with a letter Q in the center.
"Maurice said that this came for you from Queen Shiloh. He said that its a list of things you'll need for your initiation, and that it's my job to make sure everything gets taken care of." Jason said, beaming.
I opened the letter and read it carefully. It covered all the bases, manicure, pedicure, red dress, high heels, lingerie, dog collar, the works. I showed Jason, and he looked positively giddy.
"A collar?" He asked, not bothering to hide his excitement.
"Yeah, and a leash... I can't wait!" I said, hopping out of the car and running around to take his hand.
"A leash?" He said, climbing out of the driver's seat looking awestruck.
"Filthy right?" I asked, flashing a mischievous grin.
"The filthiest, you're incredible." He replied, matching my smile.
We all-but skipped through the parking lot, talking about how much fun tonight was going to be. This was the culmination of the last two months. This was what everything had been building towards. We were joining the Court of Spades, officially. This was the next step into our future.
We spent hours in the mall, Jason helped me pick out the perfect dress, the perfect shoes, and the sexiest thong I'd ever seen. Then he took me to the spa, and paid for me to get a full work-up. Nails, massage, facial, everything. Jason took care of it. After that, we hit the pet supply store and picked up a black leather collar with a D-ring on the front. I tried it on right in the store, just to make sure it fit. Jason found a chain leash to go with it, and we tried it out too. I loved the weight of it hanging from my neck. Thinking about Maurice pulling on it made me squirm, and the looks from the rest of the customers made me wet. I made a mental note to talk to Maurice about doing stuff in public later.
The rest of the day flew by, Jason and I had a blast. Having him help me get ready for my big night was one of the best "dates" we'd ever been on, even before Maurice. I'd never felt closer to him. We held hands everywhere we went. I was more sure than ever that this thing, this new chapter of our relationship, was what was best for both of us. I was so happy, and so was he. This is what a real relationship is supposed to be. Relationships require work, and ours required something a little more than that. We needed a Bull to make us whole.
The sun was starting to set when we made it to the Ramada. The parking lot was full of interracial couples and there was a sign in the lobby announcing the "Court of Spades Social Club". Jason checked us in, and I hurried up to our room to get changed. I shared an elevator with an older black man who had two women my age hanging on his arms. They asked me if I wanted a taste, but I told them I had a Bull. They just giggled. The party was in just a few hours, and I couldn't wait any longer.
Maurice was waiting for me in the room. He was wearing a black fitted suit, tie and everything, and I could see the outline of his cock through the dress pants.
"Damn..." I whispered, he cleaned up nice.
"It's going to be one hell of a night." He said, patting the bed.
I sat down beside him, and rubbed his cock gently.
"I have to ask, you sure you're ready for this?" He asked, his face looking serious.
"What do you mean?" I asked, feeling a growing trepidation like butterflies in my stomach.
"The initiation can be... Rough for some women. Not everyone who tries out actually makes the team, you know?" He said, putting an arm around me.
"I can handle anything, if you are with me." I said, trying to force the confidence.
"I don't know exactly what Queen Shiloh has in store for you, each initiation is different." He continued.
"I can take it, I can take you right?" I replied, smiling and stroking his cock through his pants.
"Alright, get dressed. I'll take you to meet everyone." He said, standing suddenly and seeming worried.
Jason made it to the room in time to help me into my dress. Then he brushed my hair for me while I put on my make-up. I did it the way Queen Shiloh said to in her letter. Heavy mascara, bright red lipstick. Jason put the collar on me, attached the leash, and handed it to Maurice.
"Are you ready, Tonya?" Jason asked.
"Yeah, let's party." I said, the outfit made me feel more confident.
"You look ready." Maurice said, tugging on the chain.
"Thank you, sir." I cooed, biting my lip even as I stumbled.
Maurice led me out of the room, and down the hall. We passed cleaners and patrons alike, and I could feel their eyes on me. He took me to room 223, and knocked. A tall, busty white woman, dressed in a spotless white gown opened the door. Queen Shiloh Cash.
"Well, look what we have here." She said, her smile was broad and wolf-like.
"Hello, Queen Shiloh. I've brought the new initiate." Maurice said calmly.
"I can see that." Shiloh snapped, reaching her hand out.
Maurice took her hand and kissed it. Then he handed my leash to her.
"Tonya, right?" She asked, still grinning.
"Yes, Queen Shiloh." I responded.
"Come on in then, I've had a seat put together for your Cuck." She said, striding into the massive suit and pulling me along behind her.
I followed, struggling to walk on my high-heels while she pulled me along by my neck. The room was full of well-dressed black men, each with a beautiful white woman sitting in their lap, or grinding against them to the thumping rap music playing over the speakers. All of the women were wearing collars, but theirs had a Spade-shaped charm hanging from the front. Shiloh led me to the center of the room, where a pillow had been laid out on the floor.
"You're okay with an audience, right?" Shiloh asked, her eyes flashing with predatory glee.
"Yeah... I'll do whatever it takes." I replied.
"That your girlfriend, White Boy?" A tall, lanky man asked, slapping Jason on the back.
"Yes.. Yes, Sir." Jason replied quietly.
"We're gonna break that white bitch tonight!" The man laughed.
"Gonna dig her the fuck out!" Another said, staring at my crotch and licking his lips intentionally.
"Yeah, bet you can't wait to see her take all-a these big, black cocks!" Yet another shouted, grabbing his crotch.
"I'll wait as long as I'm told to, sir." Jason said, looking down at the ground.
"Good answer, Cucky." Shiloh said, nodding.
"I try, Ma'am." He said.
A man that I recognized as Shiloh's bull, Darnell, led Jason to a chair in the corner of the room and sat him down.
"Well, you don't have to wait any longer. Show's starting." He said, his voice a rumbling baritone that sent shivers down my spine.
He exuded an energy, a gravitas, that was totally unmatched. His presence, his sense of his own power, was intoxicating. I could see why he was Shiloh's, and I could see why she didn't share him.
Shiloh pulled the chain, and guided me down onto the pillow until I was on my knees. Then six of the men stood and encircled me. They unbuckled their belts, unzipped their pants, and in a moment there were six huge black cocks hanging in my face. I couldn't help it, my jaw dropped, I was salivating already. I felt a growing wetness between my legs as well. One of them slapped his cock across my face, hard and heavy. It surprised me, and a small sound escaped me.
"You want this black cock?" He growled, shaking it in my face and slapping it against my quivering lips.
I shot a look over at Jason, then at Maurice. They were both watching intently. I looked back up at the man in front of me and moaned loudly.
"Yes, sir. I want it." I said, my need rising up to control me.
I opened my mouth as wide as I could. Then Queen Shiloh knelt behind me, and hooked both of my cheeks with her gloved fingertips. The elbow-length silk ballroom gloves drew my mouth open painfully wide, but the experience served only to increase my arousal.
"Stick out your tongue." She commanded, and I obeyed.
"Are you ready to be tested?" She asked, her breath hot on my neck.
I nodded.
"Go ahead boys, fuck her pretty face. Let's see how much she can take." She said with a chuckle.
The man in front of me hardly needed the command, he slapped his cock on my tongue, the wiped my spit around my mouth. Then he slapped me across the face with it a few times and stuffed it into my mouth. It slid over my tongue, across shiloh's knuckles, and slammed deep into my throat. Then he grabbed two handfuls of my hair and started to thrust. I choked, gagged, my eyes flooded with tears, but he kept going. Thrusting that huge, black meatstick into my throat with wild abandon. This wasn't oral, this wasn't even deepthroat, this was him fucking my face.
"Yeah, that's right White Bitch! That's right! Fuckin' choke on it! Swallow all this dark meat! Choke it all down!" He growled through clenched teeth, pulling my hair harder.
Rivulettes of saliva poured from my mouth, dripping all over the front of my nice, new dress. He hammered my throat, pushing his meaty cock deeper than I could have ever imagined. He pressed deeper and deeper until it bent down my throat and I felt his warm, heavy balls against my chin. Then he pinched my nose closed and held it. My lungs screamed for air. I was going lightheaded. Tears ran down my face and my eyes rolled back. The room was starting to spin and all the while Shiloh was whispering in my ear.
"You're doing great, sweetie. Show him how dedicated you are. Show him his cock is more important to you than breathing. Earn your place in the Court, and I'll make your wildest dreams come true. Pass this test, and I'll give you all the big, black cock you could ever want." She whispered, sounding faint and far away.
I wanted to tap out, but more than that, I wanted to impress her. I wanted to be a member of the Court. I wanted everything that came with it. Any Bull I wanted, any time. Invitations to parties like this, invitations to trips overseas. I wanted to travel the world, fuck BBCs in different countries. I wanted to go to parties and fuck famous black guys. I wanted to live like Shiloh did, unchained, unbridled passion taking me anywhere and everywhere. I wanted to own this addiction, I wanted to be a Queen of Spades. So I endured. I let him fuck my face, choke me with his massive, meaty cock, and when he finally let me breathe freely again Shiloh removed her fingers from my mouth. I coughed and sputtered, trying desperately to get catch my breath. My head was swimming, but I'd never felt so turned on before.
He responded to my coughing with a harsh, barking sort of laugh. Then he slapped me across the face with his heavy cock again. Then he took my head in both hands, and tilted my face up until we made eye-contact. Smiling down at me, he laid his massive member on my face to illustrate its size. With his balls resting against my lips, the tip of his cock reached well past the top of my head. He turned his head to Jason, and rocked his hips in a slow, exaggerated motion, letting the whole length of his cock, tip to base, slide over my lips.
"Don't worry about it, Cuck-Boy. This bitch loves this shit, I can tell. All Snowbunny Sluts love to get face-fucked by a real man. Isn't that right, Bitch?" He laughed, lifting and dropping his big cock on my face several times with a wet slapping sound as he made his point.
He left it resting on my upturned face for a moment, so I kissed it.
"Yes, Daddy." I moaned, then I slowly licked his balls.
I took his cock in both hands and kissed it slowly and repeatedly.
"Goddamn, White Boy... Your bitch is a fuckin' freak! Good lookin' out, Maurice!" He laughed, pulling his cock away from me and taking his place back in the circle.
When he tagged out, another took his place. This one let me drive. I used my hands, slurped and spit, licked and gagged myself until he was sated. I could have done it all night, I would have if he'd let me, but he tagged out too. I did the same to the third one, and the fourth one as well. The fifth one told me to keep eye-contact with Jason while I sucked his cock and I did so gladly, taking advantage of the situation to catch my breath by pulling back long enough to taunt my Cuck boyfriend.
"You like this, sweetheart? Do you like how much of a whore I am for black men?" I cooed, spittle running from my lips.
"You like seeing your girlfriend with a big, black cock in her mouth, don't you? You like seeing them fuck my face? Does it make your little thing twitch in its cage?" I asked, biting my lip at Jason and watching his face burn red with equal parts excitement and embarrassment.
"You know I do..." He said, returning my gaze and breathing heavily.
Number six held my hands above my head while he fucked my mouth to the beat of the music. Shiloh held my head steady, and he pumped his almost impossibly thick cock into my mouth until my chin and chest were covered in my own spit and my mascara ran in black tears down my face. Then he pulled away from me and wiped his cock all over my face, further smearing my make-up and saliva all over and washing me in the intoxicating scent of him. I could see my lipstick smeared all down the side of his beautiful, dark cock.
Repeatedly being deprived of oxygen had made me extremely lightheaded, and the room was spinning. I looked over at Jason and Maurice was standing beside him. They were whispering to each other, but I couldn't make out what they were saying. Everything felt far away and dreamlike.
Suddenly, I felt a tug at the chain. Shiloh was hauling me up off the floor. She walked me over to the bed, and slapped me on the ass.
"It's time to strip, sweetie. You've earned your turn to have some fun. From here on out, it's all about you. As it should be." She said, sweetly, before unhooking the chain and letting it drop to the floor.
The six men walked over to me, and formed a wide half-circle. I slipped out of my dress slowly, rocking my hips to the thumping of the music.



"It's all about me." I whispered to myself.
My panties and thong were met with uproarious applause. Two guys were standing by Maurice and Jason, complimenting them on my appearance. An Asian woman that I hadn't seen before was staring at me, biting her lip. She looked about my age, and had her arms around a lanky guy with dreads.
"Get in there, I want to taste her on you later." She said, pushing her Bull towards me.
He staggered to the front and looked me over awkwardly. He fumbled with his belt, and shot a look back at her.
"Hey there, I'm-" He started, looking a little uncomfortable.
"I don't care about your name, just pull that cock out and give it to me." I growled, sitting back on the bed and pulling off my thong.
I was owning this. Owning my body. Owning my sexuality. Owning my needs and desires. I unhooked my bra and threw it at Jason, he caught it and squeezed it to his chest. I laid back, spread my legs, and beckoned him in to me. He dropped his pants, letting his long, thick cock fall towards me. It wasn't as thick as Maurice's, but it was the longest cock I'd ever seen, even in porn. He moved onto the bed, pushing my knees up towards my head, and guiding his huge cock towards my aching, dripping pussy. I wanted this, I was ready. I felt him spread me, fill me, stretch me, im-fucking-pale me. My nails dug into the bedspread and a howl tore its way out of me. In one fell plunge, he'd gone as deep as I was, and there was more of him left. He shuffled, brought my knees together in front of my face, squeezed me tight on him, and began to pump rhythmically.
Waves of pleasure crashed over me. My toes curled until I lost a high-heel. I thrashed my hands around on the bed. I felt three more guys climb onto the bed. Two of them took my hands, and placed their cocks in them. Without thinking, I started stroking them. My hands knew what to do when they had black cocks in them.
The last one, the guy who'd face-fucked me first, moved to the top of the bed and started to slap me on the forehead with his heavy, still-wet cock. Despite how rough he'd been, he was my favorite so far. There was a savagery there that I'd never experienced before. I wanted more of him. I craned my neck and sucked on the tip of his cock. He repositioned, moving closer until I could lick his balls. I moved one of my hands to his shaft, and stroked it in time with the guy fucking me. Then I pulled his cock back down to my lips, forcing him to reposition again, and started to suck. This was heaven, a black cock in both ends. Being able to worship one while being fucked by another. Orgasms crashed over me like a coastal storm devouring the shoreline. I was losing myself to the passion and I was happy to let go. I wanted, no, I needed more.
I pushed the Asian girl's bull off of me and rolled to my knees. I looked the rough one in the eyes and grabbed his cock in my hand. I could feel his pulse thumping through it, fast and heavy. He stared daggers at me, his eyes flashing with an almost cruel hunger.
"You... Fuck me... Now." I growled through clenched teeth, squeezing his cock hard.
"You sure you can handle 'dis, Slut?" He laughed, shaking his thick cock in my face, "'Cause J.J. don't play."
"Fucking. Break. Me." I hissed.
I turned around and pressed my ass against him, shaking and bouncing it on his hard cock. He responded by slapping my ass hard, over and over again until I could feel a burning red welt forming. Then he reached past me, grabbed my thong from the bed, and pushed it into my mouth. I started to spit it out, but then I felt his cock pushing into my pussy. He wasn't slow, or steady. He wasn't gentle. He didn't work his way in, he just lined up and slammed that cock home. A scream erupted from me, only slightly muffled by the soaking wet thong in my mouth. I'd gone pussy-to-mouth with Maurice enough times to know what I tasted like, and to start liking it. He found a rhythm like a Trap Beat, slamming into me again and again, yanking my hair back with each and every thrust. From this angle, I could see everyone watching. A crowd of black Bulls, each with a White Queen stroking their massive cocks. I could also see Maurice and Jason, watching in astonishment. Jason had turned pale, nothing could have prepared him to see me like this. To see me used in this fashion. This was too much, this was too far, but I couldn't stop.
"Tell me you love it, Slut!" J.J. yelled, bringing his hand down heavy on my aching ass again.
I just shrieked through the thong. I couldn't form words anymore anyway. Pain and pleasure were fighting for dominance, rolling over one another as my mind drifted on a stormy sea of animal desire. I threw my hips back against him in time to his savage thrusts, wanting more of him, wanting more of the pain. He responded as I'd expected, as I'd wanted, slapping my ass again and again all the while increasing the speed of his savage thrusts.
"Yeah, bitch! Fuck yeah! You love this black cock, huh? You're just a fuckin slut for it, huh?" He laughed, yanking my hair so that I had to look at him.
I stared into those eyes, so full of commingled aggression and arousal as for the two to be inseparable. Another orgasm rocked my body and I felt tears stream down my face again.
"Say it, bitch. Fuckin' say it." He demanded.
"Yeah, bitch, say it." Another one laughed, while getting his cock sucked by a woman I hadn't seen before.
"Tell him you love it." The lanky guy with dreads said, his hand resting on the top of the Asian woman's head as she sucked his impossibly long cock.
I screamed in muffled, wordless ecstasy, Jay's unceasing rhythm bringing about another earth-shattering orgasm. I moaned, not breaking eye-contact with J.J. whose silent smile was egging me on further. I thought he'd slow after a while, but he seemed insatiable, inexhaustible, unstoppable. He hammered me for what felt like an eternity and the orgasms blurred together into one long, unceasing rollercoaster.
"Just a Black Cock Slut, huh? Can't get enough of this dick? He continued, taking my hips with both hands and switching up to long, deep thrusts.
I buried my face in the bed and mewled, my body shaking from the cascading rapture that was breaking my mind. I clenched my teeth around the thong and whimpered, my shuddering violently.
He released me suddenly and pulled away from me. I fell flat on my chest on the bed. I started to move, but couldn't find the strength at first. After a few minutes of still silence, I rolled onto my back and forced the thong out of my mouth with my tongue. Shiloh was standing over me grinning that wolf-like grin.
"Tapping out? There's no shame in not being able to handle it." She said gently, caressing my face.
She sounded kind, but she looked perversely amused.
"I want..." I managed, trying to control my rapid breathing long enough to speak, I was still coming.
"I want to come more. Please let them make me come more." I begged, my heart racing and my legs still shaking.
"You know what to say." She said sternly.
"Fuckin' say it, Bitch." J.J. growled, stroking his beautiful cock and grinning wickedly.
"Go ahead, Tonya. Just say it." Jason said, fidgeting with his cage and biting his lip.
"I'm a slut... I'm a slut for big, black cock. I love it more than anything. I want to be fucked senseless by black Bulls all day, every day. It's all I want. I want to come more... Please... Please give it back... " I moaned, not wanting the pleasure to ever stop. Not wanting to ever feel empty again.
She snapped her fingers and like that, J.J. was on me again. I screamed when he slid inside and mewled as he resumed his speed. He was savaging me again, hammering away at whatever last vestiges of shame or resistence that lived in the back of my mind. I threw my head back, rocked my hips against him and looked at Jason. He was staring wide-eyed, not blinking, his face a tapestry of emotions. Love, Awe, Shame, Embarrassment, Inadequacy, Weakness, Strength... He was beautiful in his submission. Perfect, just as he was.
A massive orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. I lost my breath and buried my face in the covers. Before I could recover, hell, before I could stop coming, another rolled across my body. I started to cry, really cry. The pleasure was more than I could describe. No words were adequate. I thought I'd never be able to express how I felt, never be able to express how grateful I was to the Court, to Jason, to Maurice, or to J.J. Then the words formed themselves in my mouth and rushed out.
"Come inside me, Daddy..." I moaned, turning my face just enough to be heard.
"What was that, Bitch?" J.J. laughed, slapping my ass hard.
"Come inside me! Please, give me your cum! Fill me the fuck up!" I screamed, looking back at him with pleading eyes.
J.J. laughed, grabbing my hair and pulling my head up from the bed.
"Look at that White Boy! Look at your Slut Girlfriend! Watch me fill her up with a real man's nut!" J.J. yelled, slamming his cock hilt-deep again and again.
He laughed and ramped his speed up, clutching my hips and slamming me back against him with every hard thrust. I looked up at Jason, read the amazed disbelief on his face, just as I felt J.J.'s hot seed pour into me. The feeling of that hot, surging semen inside me brought me once again to mind-blowing orgasm and my face hit the bed again. Spent, J.J. pulled out and slapped his dripping cock on my ass. Then another one of them was mounting me.
He moved in close to me, rolled me onto my back muttering something about sloppy seconds. He slid his cock deep and erased that agonizing hollow feeling. I wrapped my arms and my legs around him, and held tight as he fucked me. He was slower, more deliberate. Passionate without being aggressive. He pulled almost all of the way out with each stroke, so that his broad head could stretch its way inside me every time. It was incredible. I came over and over again, and sank my teeth into his shoulder to keep from screaming myself hoarse. Eventually, he too emptied himself inside me, then he tagged out. I begged, pleaded for him to stay inside me forever.
Another took me, kneading my breasts as he fucked me. He licked my nipples, and squeezed them. He fucked me for what felt like hours, and then he pulled out, scrambled up the bed and mounted my chest. He slapped his cock, wet with my juices and the semen of two other bulls, down between my breasts. I pushed them together and he fucked them hard and fast until he shot his load on my neck and chin.
I rolled my head back and looked at Jason, semen creeping up the side of my face. Another bull stepped between us, grabbed my hair with one hand, and slid his cock into my mouth with the other. I bobbed my head up and down to suck him, and massaged his balls with my hands. Then he started to drive, thrusting his cock into my throat hard and fast. I dug my nails into his ass as he fucked my face, slobber running up my face and getting in my hair. When he came, he pulled back and stroked himself off on my face. I ran my tongue around my lips, savoring the taste.
In seconds though, I was pulled off of the bed, and lifted into the air. Another of the bulls held me aloft, turned me around, positioned me carefully, and then slid me down onto his massive cock. Letting gravity do most of the work, he bounced me on it, each descent forcing a howl of agony and ecstasy from my lungs. He was so deep. Deeper than anyone had ever been. Deeper than I thought I could ever take. He turned to give the room full view of me lost in hedonistic abandon, semen dripping from my face and chest. He had his way with me there, his arms locked under my legs, bouncing me rapidly on his cock while everyone watched. I loved every second of it. I loved the looks of hunger and passion on everyone's faces. I loved the way Jason swung between watching eagerly and trying to look away. I was in my element, moaning and screaming for the crowd. I was the center of attention, my primal desires on display. Black seed on and in me. This was what it was all about. This is what I was born for. I only wished I'd learned sooner, so that I hadn't wasted so much time not fucking Black Bulls.
As he bounced me in front of the crowd, I locked eyes on Jason. Jason, my boyfriend-turned-cuckold. My sweet, loving Jason. It astounded me how he could stand by me through all of this, how he could put his needs aside to help me achieve mine. I marveled at his quiet strength, and loved him all the more for it. I watched him watch me, his face red with excitement and that special mix of shame and pleasure that I knew he enjoyed so much. I watched him fumble with the tight cage that trapped his little, pink cock. As that Big Black Bull bounced me on his massive cock, and my body trembled with electric ecstasy, I realized that I'd forgotten what Jason's dick felt like inside of me. I wondered for a moment if he'd forgotten what my pussy felt like, and then the most incredible orgasm of my life shook all conscious thought from me.
I saw stars, the room flickered like a strobe light, and the next thing I knew, he was sitting me down, back on the pillow it had all started on. It took everything in me to remain sitting upright. My legs were quivering from countless orgasms. My chest heaved with frantic, ragged breaths. Orgasmic delirium coursed through my body like an electrical current. I was warm and numb and sore all at the same time. I felt drunk, but I'd never been so alive, so undeniably myself.
Queen Shiloh of the Court of Spades got off of her Bull's lap and walked over to me. Maurice took Jason by the arm and they followed. Then, all six of the men I'd been with that night re-encircled me as well. They were stroking their cocks and to my amazement, they were all getting hard again. I'd seen Maurice bounce back in minutes, but I thought that was just him.
"Who presents this Woman before the Court?" She asked, touching my face, wiping some of the cum from my cheek.
"I do, Queen Shiloh." Maurice said, taking care to avoid her gaze.
"And who lives in service of her?" She asked, turning to look at Jason.
"I do, Queen Shiloh, ma'am." He stammered out, looking at the ground and still clutching my bra.
"We gathered here have all borne witness to her devotion, and so it is within my power to name her a Queen of Spades." Shiloh said, pausing for a moment before continuing "If she takes the oath."
She walked in a circle around me, her white-gloved hand trailing along the cocks that had tested my worthiness.
"Do you, Tonya, swear fealty to the Court of Spades and swear your body to Black Cock?" She asked, finishing her circle and placing both hands on my face.
"I do." I whispered, gazing up at her in awe.
"And do you swear yourself to the service of the Court, as we swear ourselves to you?" She continued, not breaking eye-contact.
"I do." I said, trying to speak up.
"And... Do you, Jason, swear your oath to her and to the Court?" She asked, looking over her shoulder at my boyfriend.
"I willingly forfeit all sexual privileges with my Queen to Black Cock. I accept my responsibilities to aid in her pleasure and happiness. I swear myself as Cuckold." Jason said, looking directly at me, his eyes so full of love.
"Then take your place, Cuck." She commanded.
Jason obeyed, still smiling. He walked around behind me and dropped to his knees. Bending over as if giving praise until his forehead touched the soles of my feet. Then he sat back up, and pulled my hair back gently.
"Then, Tonya, I name you Queen of Spades, Lady of the Court. Bask in the glory. Be baptised into your new life and feel your old one wash away." She said, smiling.
"I'm proud of you." She added quietly as she walked back to her Bull.
Before I could respond, the six who'd administered my test closed ranks around me. One after another, they stroked their cocks off on my face and chest. I felt their hot, sticky cum run down my skin. It got in my hair, and in my mouth. I pressed my tits together and opened my mouth wide to catch as much as I could. In that moment, I'd overcome. I had endured and come out victorious. This was a celebration, these were my fireworks. My delicious, salty-sweet fireworks. I used my hands to scoop as much of it as I could into my mouth and swallowed every drop. I reveled in my whore's glory, bathed in the explosive start to my new life. I was a Queen of Spades.
When they were all empty, Shiloh approached me again. She placed a small charm, a Spade with a raised "Q" in the center, on the ring of my collar.
"You may now kiss your Cuck." She said, grinning.
I turned, and threw my arms around Jason. Tears of happiness welled up in my eyes. I kissed him hard and deep, not caring about the semen in my mouth and on my face. He didn't seem to care either.
"Welcome to the Club, Tonya. You're damn good lay. Hit me up if you ever wanna that pussy beat up again." J.J. said, grinning ear to ear.
"Oh don't worry, I will." I said, beaming but still holding on to Jason.
Joining the Court meant that I could have my pick of Bulls. I'd already decided to keep Maurice as my main one, but while the rest were testing me, I was testing them. A Queen has to keep her options open, after all. I looked over at Jason, took in his smiling face, and realized something else. If it took a Bull to make us whole, then joining the Court could take us to even greater heights. Everything was perfect, I'd found where I was always meant to be.
People started to depart, heading down to the party proper. J.J. put a hand on Jason's shoulder and told him that he owed him a beer. He asked him to come down to the hotel bar. Maurice helped me to my feet, his big, strong arms helping me keep my balance on my shaking legs. As much as I wanted to remain there in his embrace, I pulled away and stopped Jason and J.J. at the door.
"Jason will have to catch up with you later." I said, smiling and tugging on Jason's sleeve.
"One drink won't hurt him, Tonya." Maurice said, steadying me.
"That's not it. It's just that he's been such a good boy today, I think he deserves a treat." I said sweetly, running my hand along Jason's inner thigh.
The two Bulls exchanged knowing looks, patted Jason on the back, and headed off to the bar. I took Jason into the bathroom of Shiloh's suite and started to run a bath. It was a big jacuzzi tub, and as it filled, I sent Jason to our room to fetch his key. By the time he got back, I was sitting on the edge of the tub with the bubbles on.
"Clean me off, Baby, and you'll get your reward." I cooed, biting my lip for extra effect.
He dipped a washcloth in the warm water, and began to clean me slowly and carefully. I watched the water run down my body, watched Jason take his time making sure I was clean. He paid special attention to my face and chest. Then I lifted my leg and pressed my foot down on his shoulder, pushing until he was on his knees in front of me.
"I need to be completely clean, sweetie." I said sweetly.
He knew what I meant. We'd been working up to this for a while. He placed his hands on my thighs, and ran his tongue across my aching, sore slit. Then he dove in, eating my dripping pussy with a ravenous hunger built by watching me be gangbanged by black bulls all night. He ate me out, Bull's dripping hot, sticky-sweet cum and all until I let him stop. Then I took him by the hand and helped him up. I unlocked his cage and stroked his little pink dick until it reached its maximum, wholy underwhelming, size.
"Get in, the water's warm." I said, motioning for him to join me.
He got in, and I followed, laying my back against his chest.
"I love you, you know that, right?" I asked him, ruffling his hair gently.
"I love you too." He whispered.
He kissed my neck, and washed my hair. Once I was clean, we kissed again, long and deep. Then I reached under the water, and started to stroke his little dick, slowly and lovingly. It didn't take him long to come, but when he did, he came hard. His whole body shivered with the kind of bliss that I could only get from black men. I looked into his eyes, and knew that even though our relationship was different, it was right. We were happy, and we were in love.
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"Are you sure this is what you want?" I asked.
"Are you not? I thought we were both into it." He said, grinning sheepishly.
"I mean, I am... But I just don't want you to get hurt. I love you." I replied.
"I love you too, that's why I want this. I want you to really cum. I want you to get the fucking of your life. You deserve to be fulfilled, Allison." he said.
"Alright, it's a date then. When are we meeting him?" I asked.
"Saturday night, at that bar downtown we like." he replied.
"Puck's? Awesome, I'll need a few drinks first anyway." I laughed.
"You'll need a new dress too. He specifically requested a short red one." He said matter of factly.
"Oh? Did my new Black Daddy request anything else?" I asked in a breathy voice, trying both to get into the spirit of things and to gage his reaction.
"Yeah, he said to bring a permanent marker but he didn't say why." He said, cocking an eyebrow at me.
"Can do. Oh and Cameron?" I asked.
"Yeah baby?" He replied.
"Thank you." I said, then I kissed him nice and deep.
The rest of the week just crawled by agonizingly. All I could think about was our date. All I could think about was the huge step we were about to take together. I couldn't believe we were finally going to do it. Before that conversation, I'd always thought of it as a pillowtalk fantasy, something just to get us both in the mood. But Cam was serious. Cam actually wanted me to hook up with a black guy, a hung black stud. Even more than that though, Cam wanted to watch. My husband of four years wanted to watch me get fucked by a huge, black cock. I spent the rest of the week just waiting for Cam to back out, for him to be the man I married, the man who wouldn't skinny-dip on our honeymoon... But he didn't. Cam surprised me, he falter in the slightest. If anything, he seemed to be even more excited than me.
Thursday finally came, and Cam took me dress shopping. It was the first time we'd been shopping together in ages. We had a blast. While I was trying on dresses, Cam was messaging the Bull. His name was Tyrell but apparently I was to call him "Sir", "Master" or "Daddy" at all times. I don't know what it was, but I was extremely turned on by He was also to be obeyed by both Cam and I at all times during the date, though we were given a "safe word" to use if things went "too far" or if one of us became too uncomfortable. Something in the look in Cam's eye told me that we wouldn't need it though.
Cam took pictures of me in all the different dresses we found, and Tyrell picked the one he liked best. It was super tight, showed a lot of cleavage and even more leg. It didn't even reach halfway down my thighs. It wasn't anything I'd ever have picked out for myself, and I loved it.
Grinning, I started toward the lingerie section intending to find something really sexy, but Cam stopped me and waved the phone scoldingly.
"Tyrell says you aren't allowed to wear anything at all under the dress." He said his face flushing with excitement.
I faked an exasperated huff, and changed direction to the makeup aisle. Through more pictures, Tyrell picked out a shade of red lipstick for me, some very dark mascara and nail polish that matched the lipstick. Then, on the Bull's instruction, Cam sought out and purchased a bracelet with a single, small charm. It was a spade, like from a deck of cards. Tyrell said it meant something, but he'd tell me what after our date, if and only if, things went well.
On the drive home, I asked Cam to ask him what he was going to call me. I figured that if I was supposed to call him Daddy, I'd need a special name too. Tyrell said I could pick something, as long as it was filthy. He gave me a few choices, and I thought about it for a while. By the time we got home, I'd chosen 'Slut'. It was simple, guttural and to the point, but it had a certain power to it. It sounded harsh, but strong.
Friday night, Tyrell sent us pictures of his hard cock. I was looking at them when he called my phone.
"Hey Slut." A deep baritone emanated from my phone's speaker.
"Hey." I said, suddenly out of breath.
"Hey what, Slut?" He growled.
"Hey, Daddy." I corrected.
"Put me on speaker." He commanded.
I did as he said, no, as he commanded, and sat the phone down on the kitchen counter. Cam looked up from his phone.
"Did your husband show you the pictures I sent him?" Tyrell asked.
"Yes, Daddy." I answered.
"You like that cock don't you?" He asked wryly. He knew I did, I could tell.
"I did, Daddy. Your dick is so big." I gasped.
"That's no dick. It's a big, black cock." He corrected in that same growling tone.
"A big, black cock." I whispered, my face flushing.
"You're going to take your husband's phone, and masturbate to those pictures." He demanded.
I walked over to my husband, my face hot from excitement and embarrassment at the same time. All of this was just so goddamn hot. It was totally taboo, totally unlike me, totally unlike us. It had taken months of dancing around the subject before either of us had been able to admit that we were even unsatisfied with our sex life. Then, more months still before we admitted that we wanted something different. Eventually, over dinner, Cam had blurted out that he wanted to watch me fuck another man. Even then, it wasn't until we started watching cuckolding porn together that he admitted that he wanted it to be a well endowed black man. It was incredible that he wanted the same thing I did, and so brave of him to say it aloud when I couldn't. After that night, I think loved Cam even more. That's when I really knew without any doubts that we were meant to be together.
Cam handed me his phone, the pictures already pulled up. He was smiling broadly too. We were so close. It was all finally happening. I slipped one hand down my pyjama pants and started on myself, staring intently on the image on the screen. I tried to imagine what it would be like to have something that massive inside me. Cam and I had bought dildos, but we had been too embarrassed to get any of the really big ones.
"I can't hear you." Tyrrell said in an almost sing-songy way. "Moan for me, moan for that cock."
I did as I was bid. I dropped to my knees, pushed my fingers inside myself and moaned loudly.
"Cam, take her phone and put the camera on her. I want to watch." Tyrell said.
Cam walked into the kitchen and came back with the phone. I looked up into the camera and bit my lip.
"That's a good girl." Tyrell said calmly but commandingly. "Cum for me, you little white Slut."
I'd never been much for dirty talk, but there was something in Tyrell's voice that made it work. Something raw and powerful that sent me over the edge. As Tyrell kept talking, kept saying filthy things to me, I worked myself to orgasm staring at the picture of his hard cock on Cam's phone. My body shuddered, I all but flooded my pyjama pants, and my mouth let out an involuntary squeal.
"Good girl." Tyrell said in an amused tone. "See you two tomorrow night."
He hung up suddenly and in the post-orgasm clarity, I started to wonder what I was doing. I had just masturbated over the phone for a stranger. I was scared, terrified even, but more than anything I was excited. Something primal was awakening in me. Some deeply buried, incredibly powerful force that demanded I take action. Demanded I take control. Demanded I get fucked, hard. I realized in that clarity that everything up to that point in my life had followed a pattern. I'd married my high-school sweetheart. I'd moved into the suburbs. Two weeks ago, we'd looked at minivans for Christ's sake. It was time to break out of this slump. It was time to do something very, very different. I took Cam by the hands, kissed him on his sweet lips, and we went to bed beaming.
When we arrived at the bar Saturday night, I was practically trembling. I grabbed onto Cam's arm, but he was trembling as well. We walked in, grabbed a table in the back and ordered some drinks. Half an hour later, Tyrell walked in. He was wearing baggy blue jeans and a white v-neck muscle shirt. His arms were massive, and his pecs stood out like he'd been chiseled from stone. Even in the dim bar light, I could see the outline of that huge cock through his jeans. I bit my lip reflexively, unable to stop staring at it. He strode through the room exuding an aura of unshakable confidence. He smiled at us as he approached and it made me wet. When he reached our table, he reached out and shook Cam's hand.
"You're sure about this, man?" Tyrell asked with sensitive note in his rumbling voice.
"Definitely." Cam said grinning.
Tyrell took my hand in both of his and looked deep into my eyes. His were the color of fresh brewed, lightly creamed coffee. Two swirling orbs of warm brown that I almost immediately got lost in.
"Allison?" He asked, shaking me from my stupor.
"What?" I stammered.
"I asked if you were sure." He responded.
"God yes." I all but shouted.
His warm, concerned smile turned devious. Those beautiful eyes seemed to darken ever so slightly. His grip on my hand tightened and he raised one eyebrow at me. Then he guided my hand down to the crotch of his pants and placed it on his throbbing cock.
"God yes, what?" He asked sternly, but still with a smile.
"God yes, sir." I said, my face flushing.
"Good." He growled, then he winked at me.
He helped me out of my seat, positioned it so that its back was to the rest of the bar, then sat down in it himself before pulling me into his lap. I giggled like a schoolgirl when I landed in his lap, then I gasped like a virgin when I felt his hardening cock against my thigh. He and Cam started an innocuous conversation. Sports or something, I couldn't pay attention. Tyrell was rubbing my thigh with one of his big, strong hands and I could feel the heat radiating off of his cock through the two layers of fabric that separated it from me. My mouth was watering, and my pussy was soaked.
"I'm not sure we're ready to have you come back to our house, if that's okay. I can get us a hotel if you'd like." I heard Cam say.
"A hotel could be fun." Tyrell said, slipping his hand up my dress. "Don't you think?"
"I like hotels." I blurted out as his big fingers found my exposed clit.
"The little Slut's so wet, I'm not sure we'd make it all the way there." Tyrell said matter-of-factly. "She'd be riding my cock in the backseat before we left the parking lot."
I my face flushed hot with embarrassment, and then even hotter as he slid two fingers inside of me. I tried to be nonchalant, I bit my lip to stifle a moan. My mind filled with images of that cock. I thought about riding it in the back seat of our sedan while Cam tried to drive us to a hotel. I looked up at my husband, his green eyes were studying my face in amazement. I could see how turned on he was too. He had to be thinking about that big, black cock hammering my tight little pussy. He and Tyrell were still talking, but I couldn't hear anything over my own pounding heartbeat. Tyrell pressed his lips to my ear and whispered.
"Do you have the marker, Slut?" He asked in a gravelly tone.
"Yes Daddy." I whispered back.
"Go to the bathroom and write 'Property Of A Big Black Cock' on one of those incredible tits, then come back." He commanded.
I stood up, suddenly self conscious about how wet I was. I looked around the room, expecting to see everyone staring, but everyone was involved in their own conversations . I walked to the bathroom, stood in front of the mirror and pulled my dress down. I stared at myself for a long time before fishing the marker out of my purse. I had to do what he said, that was part of the game, but no one said I couldn't go a little farther just for me.
"Take control." I whispered to myself.
I wrote what he told me to, on my right breast just where the dress barely covered it. Then I pulled the bottom of the dress up, turned around and carefully scrawled "Filthy Slut" on my left asscheek. I looked at it in the mirror for a while smiling, then I adjusted my dress and walked back out head-held-high. When I stepped back into the bar proper, I had the overwhelming sensation that everyone knew what I was up to. It felt like everyone was staring at me, and even though I knew they weren't, I loved it. Shameless in my growing hedonism, I strode back to the table and sat back in Tyrell's lap, wiggling my ass against his cock as I did so. Our drinks had arrived by the time I sat down, and I knocked back my vodka in one shot. I was ready. I was more ready than I had ever been for anything in my life. The waitress brought another shot and I knocked that one back too. Then I looked over at my adoring husband.
"Cam, sweetie?" I cooed.
"You ready to go, Allison?" He asked.
I pulled down the front of my dress to show him what I'd written there. I watched his eyes go wide and his jaw drop. Tyrell groped my breast, hard. I turned my head and kissed him full and deep. I turned completely to straddle him, and he pulled up my dress and squeezed my ass. I could feel the eyes of the room turning towards me. I knew that Cam was staring at what I'd written on my ass. I realized that I'd written it as much for him as I had for myself.
"Daddy, can we go to the bathroom. I can't wait any longer." I moaned in Tyrell's ear.
"Cam, go to the bathroom. We'll be right behind you." Tyrrell said, straining to remain calm as I ground against him.
"Yeah, yeah okay." Cam stammered, then he got up and hurried off.
I made out with Tyrell for a while longer, rocking my hips against him lewdly and moaning against his mouth. Tyrell squeezed my ass, bit my neck and I could feel his rigid member pressing up against my wet pussy through his jeans. I was making a scene, I needed to make a scene. I needed to be seen doing this, I needed to own it.
"Let's go." He said finally, helping me off of his lap.
Tyrell put one big hand on my ass and walked me through the bar, then we went into the bathroom.
Cam was standing inside, hands in his pockets and bouncing slightly up and down. He looked so excited it made my heart race even faster. Before he was completely through the door, Tyrell had his mouth on mine again. We brushed past Cam in a flurry of passion, Tyrell pulled my dress down, I slid my hands up his shirt and felt his taut muscles. He pressed me against the cool bathroom wall and slid a hand up my dress. I saw Cam standing behind him, one hand in his pants. Tyrell pushed his tongue into my mouth at the same time he pushed two fingers inside my wet pussy. I moaned loudly, and my hips bucked against his fingers on their own accord. Tyrell looked into the mirror and locked eyes on my husband.
"Don't touch yourself Cam. No one said you could masturbate." He growled.
Cam took his hand out of his pants and looked at us with a mixture of arousal and defeat. He leaned up against the sink and watched Tyrell and I make out. Tyrell could obviously tell that Cam was getting off on all of this. He pulled me off the wall and pressed my back against Cam, still kissing and fingering me. I writhed against him, and by extension against Cam. I could feel Cam's hard cock against my ass. I slid one hand down his pants and wrapped my fingers around it. Tyrell noticed what I was doing almost immediately and pulled my hand away.
"On your knees, Slut." He growled, that baritone sending shivers down my spine.
"Yes sir." I cooed, dropping to my knees with a grin.
"Give me your hands." He commanded.
"Yes Daddy, anything you say." I said, holding my hands up to him.
Tyrell pulled off his belt, brought my hands behind my back and bound them tight.
"Cam, pull out your little white dick." Tyrell said.
Cam unbuttoned his slacks and whipped out his dick. It was four, almost five inches in length, bright pink and dribbling with precum. I'd never seen Cam so hard before. I looked up at my husband and smiled. He was looking past me though, and when I turned my head I beheld the most beautiful sight of my life. Tyrell's cock was magnificent. It was a cock. Long and thick, shimmering ebony. Deeply veined and with a huge flared head. It was easily twice Cam's length, and way thicker. My jaw dropped and I gasped. Tyrell slapped it lightly against my face, and without thought I nuzzled against it, feeling it pulse against my face. The salty sweet, musky scent of him filled my senses. My head was spinning, I was intoxicated totally. I wanted nothing more than to have that incredible thing inside me. I wanted to feel it. I wanted to taste it. I wanted to be filled by it. I wanted to be stretched and slammed and taken by it. I rubbed my face against it, feeling its heat. I kissed the shaft and a soft moan escaped me. I pressed my tongue against it, but then Tyrell pulled it away from me.
"No!" I shouted. "Give it back!"
"Is that how you address your Master, Slut?" Tyrell growled loudly.
"I'm sorry..." I whispered, looking up at him with pleading eyes. "I just want it so bad."
"Look at your husband's dick." He commanded.
I did as I was told, looking at the little twitchy pink thing between my husband's legs.
"Is that what you want?" Tyrell asked calmly.
I looked up at Cam. His face showed that same intense mixture of shame and arousal. He was loving this.
"No, Daddy." I said finally.
"You don't want your husband's little white dick?" He continued.
"No, Daddy, I want your big black cock." I said, batting my eyes up at Tyrell.
"Then show me." He said sternly. "Show me and show your husband what you chose."
Tyrell pushed his thick tip against my lips and they parted all on their own. I sucked gingerly at first, but in moments I was lost in it again. My head was aswim with the flavors of him. The taste, the scent, the heat, the texture, the size. It was everything. I ran my tongue along the bottom of it, and bobbed my head to take him deeper. I slid my lips down him leaving a smear of red lipstick on the glistening ebony flesh. I wanted to go deeper. I had to take him deeper in me. I pushed on until I gagged. I pushed on until my eyes welled with tears. Then I pulled back and licked the dripping saliva from his shaft, tasting the salty-sweet precum and swooning. I kissed my way up and down it, then ran my tongue along the same path. It was so wide, so girthy, it was difficult to stretch my lips all the way around it at its thickest part. But I did it. I took that massive meatstick as deep as I could manage. My eyes welled with tears again, but I held fast. I felt the hot tears run down my cheeks, but I couldn't imagine having that cock outside of me again. I thrust my mouth on him again and again, bobbing my head on that massive cock hard and fast, enjoying the sounds it was making me make. My hair fell around my face and strands stuck in the saliva around my mouth.
"Cam, what did I say about masturbating?" Tyrell asked sternly.
"Sorry, Ty." Cam said sheepishly.
"Sorry what?" Tyrell demanded.
"Sorry, Sir." Cam corrected.
"Keep your hands busy, hold your wife's hair while she sucks my cock." Tyrell demanded.
Cam obliged, holding my hair back while I gagged myself on that beautiful black rod over and over again. While I worshiped it. Streaming strands of saliva dripped down from my mouth and ran down my cleavage. I gagged again and again until I came up for air choking and sputtering.
I looked up at Tyrell through tear-blurred eyes. He looked down at me and pressed his cock against my lips again. I didn't need any further goading, in an instant I was sucking and slurping at it again. My hair fell back into my face and Tyrell pulled his cock away from me.
"Cam!" We both shouted in unison.
"I'm sorry." Cam whispered. "It's just so goddamn hot."
"Do you really want to masturbate that badly, Cameron?" Tyrell asked.



"Yes sir." Cam said, his hand still on his twitching little dick.
"Get in the stall. I can't work if I have to see you doing that." Cam commanded.
"But sir..." Cam started.
"Get in the stall, or I'll leave." Tyrell said sternly.
"I can't see from in there." Cam pleaded.
"Get in the goddamn stall, Cam!" I screamed.
Cam stepped into the stall and shut the door, and as soon as he did Tyrell pulled me up from the floor. I grunted as he turned me towards the stall, bent me at the waist and pressed my face against the door. I knew what was coming next, it was finally happening. All the waiting, all the fantasizing, all the nights of watching interracial porn with Cam. It was all leading up to this. I felt like my whole life had been leading up to this in a way. When I felt the broad, wet tip of Tyrell's massive cock pressing against my wet folds, I knew that my life would soon be divided into two distinct periods. Before black cock, and after. Through the crack in the door, I could see Cam sitting on the toilet seat, his pants around his ankles and that little pink dick in his hand. His green eyes were wide with excitement and locked on me. Tyrell held both my bound wrists in one big hand, as his other hand guided that tremendous tip inside of me. I bit my lip in an attempt to stifle any sounds, but as his broad head stretched its way into me, I let out a low moan of pain and pleasure.
"You feel that, Slut?" Tyrell asked in a low voice. "You feel that big black cock stretching your tight little married pussy?"
"God yes." I moaned.
"You want this big fuckin' thing inside you?" He asked, sliding the broad head up and down, teasing me cruelly.
"Yes please! Yes, yes, yes." I gasped.
"What do you think, Cam?" Tyrell asked almost nonchalantly. "You think it's time to break this Slut in?"
My husband didn't respond. His eyes studied my face, his hand still stroking his cock slowly.
"Cam, I'm not going to fuck her unless you ask me too." Tyrell said in a serious, compassionate voice, the same one from before. "This is about you two, if this is what you want, I'm happy to oblige. If not, just say the safe word and I'm outta here."
Cam still sat silently. His eyes roamed from my face to his own little dick and back. Then he looked up at Tyrell and stared at him for what felt like forever to me. I was rocking my hips were back against Tyrell's huge cock, grinding its tip against my aching pussy. My body burned for him, my mind was clouded with lust. All I knew in that moment was that I needed that cock in me. I needed Tyrell to bury that huge rod deep inside me until I came screaming again and again. I needed to be filled by it, stretched by it, utterly fucking wrecked by it. Right here, right now. Right in this filthy pub bathroom while making eye contact with my masturbating husband. I needed to be a Slut.
"Tyrell..." Cam started, then he stood up and stepped close to me.
Reaching through the crack in the door, my husband stroked my face. Then he kissed me on the forehead, resumed his seat on the toilet and looked back up at my Bull.
"Fuck her, Sir." Cam said with a smile.
"Make sure you get her face on camera." Tyrell said. "She'll want to see what this cock does to her later."
Cam pulled out the phone and pointed it at my face. Seconds later, I felt that huge cock pressing hard against my burning pussy. The sensation of stretching was almost more than I could stand. As Tyrell pushed that huge fucking thing inside me, waves of pain and pleasure rolled over me in competition for dominance. At first, I didn't think it would even fit. I wasn't sure I could stretch enough to encompass Tyrell's incredible girth. He took his time though, easing into me inch after agonizingly incredible inch. Soon the pain was almost completely dwarfed by the pleasure. The feeling of being full was pure ecstasy. I moaned low and loud, my knees shook and I squeezed Tyrell's wrist with my hands.
"It's almost too big for her." Tyrell said, unfastening the belt from my wrists. "Brace yourself on the door and spread those legs nice and wide."
I did as he said, taking a wide stance and placing my hands against the door. Cam came back to the door and took one of my hands in his. I looked into his eyes and smiled. We were in this together. Suddenly, his path freed by my adjusted position, Tyrell thrust his big black cock into me. I screamed out and squeezed my husband's hand. It was inside me completely now, there was absolutely no turning back. I was being fucked by a big black cock. I was being fucked by a big black cock in a public restroom while my white husband held my hand and watched.
Tyrell took little time finding a rhythm and within minutes my body was rocked by a massive orgasm. It was the biggest, most exhilarating orgasm of my life at that point, but it was positively dwarfed by the next two. They came one after another, like waves crashing on the shore as Tyrell pumped that black cock in me. He'd pull back, almost all the way out, before driving the full length back into me to the hilt. Tip to hilt, tip to hilt, over and over again. My mind was hazy, my vision blurred as tears of pleasure filled my eyes. I fixed my gaze straight ahead, and found myself staring at my wedding ring. I watched the diamond shimmering in the fluorescents as lightning bolts of orgasmic pleasure crackled through my whole body. Everything trembled. Tyrell was pure energy, slamming into me fast and steady, showing no signs of slowing. Every thrust seemed to transfer that energy directly into me. Every thrust was electric, and my body buzzed with it. I lost track of how many times I came in just the first few minutes. Each mind-blowing orgasm was like nothing I'd ever felt before. Each one came riding on the back of the previous, shaking my whole body and wrenching from my lungs animalistic screams of pleasure.
Tyrell pulled my hair and slapped my ass. I backed my ass up against him, timing it to meet his thrusts. Cam jacked his little dick faster and faster, trying to match Tyrell's speed. I beat my fist against the door to the stall, I squeezed Cam's hand hard.
"You like that, Slut?" Tyrell shouted. "Tell me you fuckin' love it."
"I love it! I love that big black cock!" I howled.
"Whose pussy is this?" Tyrell asked, leaning down and growling the words into my ear.
"Yours Daddy! It's your pussy! It's your pussy!" I half-moaned, half-screamed as another impossibly intense orgasm surged through me.
"You ready for this cum, Slut?" He asked, demanding an answer.
"Yes please." I moaned.
"Tell me you want this cum!" He shouted, still thrusting that monster cock into me again and again.
Somewhere distant, outside of the storm of pleasure I was lost in, I heard a door open. I heard a gasp behind me, and a familiar voice said my name. I knew I should care, but I didn't. All I cared about was the huge cock pounding my pussy.
"Allison?" The voice shouted again.
"I want that cum, Daddy!" I screamed, rocking my hips back rhythmically.
"Allison, what the hell is this?" The voice asked. "Cam, is that you in the stall?"
"Linsey?" I heard Cam shout.
Linsey was here. My best friend in the whole world was in the bathroom, watching me get plowed by a huge black cock while my husband masturbated in the stall. This was going to take some serious explaining. That train of thought was almost immediately derailed by another earthshaking orgasm and Tyrell's voice demanding to know where I wanted him to cum. Between what had to have been my fifteenth orgasm, and Tyrell's booming baritone, I was lost in the haze again. I took a glance over my shoulder and saw Lindsay's face, pallid from the shock of it all. Then I looked into the camera.
"I'm on the pill! I'm on the pill! I'm on the fucking pill!" I screamed, throwing my ass back at Tyrell with each exclamation.
Tyrell didn't need to hear anything else from me. He doubled, maybe tripled in tempo, hammering into me like a pneumatic machine. I screamed and screamed, beating my fist and squeezing Cam's hand until it went white. Then, Tyrell drove deep and held it. I felt his hot seed pour into me in torrents. The heat of it filled me. I felt it in my stomach. I felt it flooding out of me. He pulled back and away, then I felt more of it spray over my ass and back. There was just so much. When Tyrell let go of my hips, I found that I couldn't stand of my own volition. My shaking legs simply couldn't hold me. I dropped to the floor, sitting in a puddle of our commingling cum.
I looked over at Lindsay, her hands were over her mouth and her face had turned beet-red. She looked like she was about to either cry, or rush over to Tyrell and put his cock in her mouth. Her whole world seemed shaken to its very foundation. I looked up at Cam, he was smiling. A steady dribble of cum was leaking from the now shrinking tip of his penis. He'd cum too. The look on his face was pure bliss, I'd never seen him so happy. Then Tyrell's thick, cum-coated cock slapped my face wetly. It was starting to lose some of its rigidity. He made eye contact with Lindsay and smiled, then looked back down to me.
"Slut? You made this mess, clean my cock off." He ordered.
I obeyed gladly, taking it in both hands and slurping off every last drop. His cum was incredible. Salty and sweet all at once. I couldn't get enough. I needed more of him. We were definitely going to a hotel after this, tonight couldn't end this early. I couldn't let it. I wasn't satisfied yet. I sucked that huge cock more, worked my hands over it until it started to get hard again.
"Allison, what's going on here?" Lindsay stammered, backing towards the door.
I took Tyrell's huge cock out of my mouth and looked at my friend. I felt some of Tyrell's cum dripping down my chin and falling between my breasts. I made a show of swallowing the cum in my mouth, then licked my lips slowly before speaking.
"This is my Bull." I said matter-of-factly, pointing to what I'd written on my breast earlier. "And I'm his Black Cock Slut."
"But... But Cam... Your husband..." She said slowly.
"Is our Cuck." I said. "And if he's a very good boy, he'll get to watch again next time."
"I'll definitely be a good boy." Cam said, grinning ear to ear.
"I don't understand." She said after a long silence.
"What's to not understand?" I cooed, holding my forearm up to Tyrell's cock, displaying it's incredible length.
"Jesus." She whispered.
"It feels so good." I moaned, stroking it slowly.
"Cam, you're okay with all this?" She asked suddenly.
"It was my idea. I want her to be happy, after all." Cam said, stepping out of the stall and putting a hand on my shoulder.
"Jesus." She said again, louder this time.
"Can we go to the hotel now, baby?" I asked Cam, batting my big blue eyes at him.
"Ask your Bull." He said with a warm smile.
I stood up and took Tyrell's hand in mine, still stroking his cock with my other hand. I looked deep into his mocha-colored eyes and made my very best pouty face.
"Can we go to a hotel, Daddy?" I begged. "I need more."
"You're damn right we're going to a hotel, I'm not done with you yet." Tyrell laughed. "Does your friend want to come too?"
"I'll pass. Thanks." Lindsay said sternly, shooting me a judgemental look.
There was something else in her face though, a wanting I'd seen in my own face before tonight. I walked over to her, but she stepped away from me. I adjusted my dress, wiped the cum from my chin and smiled softly.
"Just come and watch, then maybe you'll understand." I said, stroking that huge cock and kneading it in my hands.
Her eyes drifted to Tyrell's cock, and widened when she saw it swelling back to life in my hands. She bit her lip subconsciously and her face flushed. She stared at it, unable to take her gaze off of its magnificence.
"Wow..." She whispered, wringing her hands together and staring hungrily at my prize.
"You should come back to the hotel with us, Lindsay." Tyrell said sternly.
"Okay..." She said murmured, still staring in awe at it.
"Let's go then!" I half-moaned, half-begged, looking back and forth between my Bull and my cuckolded husband.
"I'll go get the car." Cam said, pulling up his pants and rushing out of the bathroom.
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Cam was driving, swerving in and out of traffic expertly, I could tell he was as eager to get to the hotel as I was. Lindsay and I were sitting in the back with Tyrell, each of us on either side of him. He had his muscular arms around both of us, but Lindsay still seemed unsure of all of this. Her eyes kept trailing down to his bulge though. No sooner had I noticed, Tyrell noticed as well.
"You want to see it again, Lindsay?" He said calmly, smiling at her.
"I uh... I..." She started.
"You what?" He said sternly.
"I don't know, I'm still not sure about this." She whispered, looking over at me.
"It's fine Lindsay. We deserve this." I assured her.
"What about Cam? And what about Will?" She asked.
"Cam's into it, and what about Will?" I replied, spitting her husband's name as I said it.
I always hated Will, he was a controlling prick. Always had been. He'd made her change her major to nursing when we were in college. Lindsay could have been a doctor, but he didn't want her making more money than him. He was a prosecutor now, and not a very good one at that. He was always mixed up in some sort of scandal, usually racial, and always having to recuse himself. Just last year he was accused of being racist against a defendant, I don't know all the details, but it went to court and he had to pay a fine.
"Will would never, I mean... Will sorta hates..." She said, staring at the bulge like she was talking to it and not us.
"There's only one question that matters, Lindsay." Tyrell said quietly.
"What's that?" She asked, looking up into his big brown eyes.
"Does he fuck you right?" Tyrell asked plainly.
"Well, I uh... I don't know." She admitted, blushing.
"If you don't know, then he doesn't." Tyrell said.
"Oh..." She said, looking back down.
"It's okay. I didn't really know until tonight." I said, grinning ear-to-ear.
"Can I touch it?" She asked quietly, after a while.
"Only if you're sure you want to." He replied.
Lindsay timidly unzipped his jeans and reached in, pulling out his thick rod. She gasped audibly as it swelled in her small hand. She stroked it gingerly, easing herself into it. She put both hands on it, measured it, bit her lip and squeezed it gently.
"It's so big." She whispered.
"What's going on back there?" Cam asked from the front of the car.
"She's touching it." I said excitedly.
"That's exciting, you going to help her out?" Cam asked.
"No, I'm going to be a good girl and wait until we get to the hotel." I replied, looking at Tyrell and then my husband. "How far is it anyway?"
"We'd have been there already if not for all the traffic. Shouldn't be too long now." He said.
"It's so long, and so thick." Lindsay said, stroking it a little faster now.
"Why don't you give it a kiss?" Tyrell asked, but his tone made it sound more like a command.
"It's so big..." She whispered again, not seeming to hear him at all.
Lindsay bent over and brought her lips to his huge, ebony shaft. She hesitated for a moment, less than an inch away from it. Tyrell put one big hand on the back of her head, and gently pushed until her lips met the tip of his cock. Her lips parted, and she took him into her mouth with a quiet moan. Then she pulled back and looked at him, then at me, eyes wide with fear. She started to speak, but then she looked back down at the massive cock in her hands and stared at it transfixed. No one said a word, a still silence choked the car, then without warning Lindsay lunged back down on it. She stuffed it into her mouth with a sudden gagging sound and we were off to the races. Lindsay was sucking and slurping Tyrell's black cock like a woman possessed. Gagging and choking herself on it as if she couldn't have enough of it in her mouth at one time.
This was something that I understood completely, Tyrell's cock was so big, so thick, so undeniably masculine. The taste of it was intoxicating, and the memory of that taste was driving me crazy right then. I fought the urge to pull her away from it, to take it back for as long as I could.
When she came up for air, I pushed her back and wrapped my lips around him. I pulled my breasts free with one hand and started sucking with wild abandon. Some primal part of me felt the need to compete with her for this cock. It was my cock after all. He was my bull. I found him. I called him Daddy. It was my cock.
"I want it! You had your turn!" She shouted suddenly, snapping me back to reality and surprising us both.
"Sorry..." I stammered, pulling myself away from it.
"Hey, there's no need to fight." Tyrell said calmly, clearly not surprised in the least.
"Yeah, why don't you girls just work together?" Cam suggested.
"I like that idea." Tyrell said, grinning.
I looked up at Lindsay and we stared into each other's eyes, Tyrell's rock-hard cock standing at attention between us. I pressed my lips to it, kissed it gently. Lindsay ran her tongue along it, and wrapped her lips around the tip. She took it down slowly, and I ran my fingers through her hair. I listened to her suck and slurp, listened to Tyrell moan in pleasure. Lindsay was surprisingly good at this. When she went deep, I held her head down and let her gag for a moment. I held her there with Tyrell's huge cock stuffing her throat, and I found that I was holding my breath as well. When I let her up, she coughed and sputtered, then she looked at me with a look of wild abandon. Her eyes were different in that moment. My quiet, reserved friend was gone, replaced by an animal. Her hand shot out, grabbed my hair and pulled it hard. She pulled my head down towards his cock, and I put my mouth on it. Then she returned the favor, using my hair to bob me up and down on that thick, ebony rod. She made me take it deeper and deeper until tears ran down my cheeks. When she finally let me up for air, she was kissing Tyrell.
I felt a tinge of jealousy, but it was intermingled with an intense feeling of arousal. I realized that sharing him might be even more fun than having him to myself. Then I thought that if nothing else, he was bound to have some friends. The thought of him having friends, of more big black cocks, was almost too much to take. My hands were shaking, I was so eager that my head was spinning. I made a mental note to ask him about it later, and went back to sucking that huge black monster as my husband drove us to the hotel.
When we reached the hotel, all semblance of normalcy was gone. We were far enough away from home that we didn't' have to hide anything. Tyrell threw me over one shoulder, and Lindsay over the other, then he strode into the hotel laughing and smiling. Cam checked us into the room and hurried up to unlock the door. As Tyrell carried us down the hallway, I looked at all the other rooms and smiled.
"These people aren't going to be getting any sleep tonight." I laughed.
"Oh?" Lindsay asked.
"Daddy's going to have us up screaming all night." I said with a devilish grin.
"Is he now?" Lindsay asked, matching my smile.
"Damn straight, Slut." Tyrell said as Cam opened the door.
"Are you going to fuck us hard?" Lindsay moaned.
Tyrell walked confidently into the room and tossed Lindsay onto the bed, then he tossed me beside her. He then peeled his pants off nice and slow, and we both watched in awe as that magnificent meatstick sprung out to greet us. We came towards it on all fours, each hoping to be the first one to have it in their mouth again. We reached him together though, and began passing that wonderful cock back and forth between us. Both of us drowning in the heat of it. Drunk on the weight and the smell and the taste and the length and the girth. Every inch of him was incredible.
"Two hot blondes sharing a big, black cock." Cam said, reminding everyone that he was there.
"The way it should always be." Tyrell said, laughing a deep and hearty laugh.
"I agree." Cam said, transfixed by the sight of us going to town on that huge cock.
"Cam, bring me the marker." Tyrell said.
Cam did as he was told, and Tyrell pulled us away from his cock by our hair. We both pouted and whined in unison. I'd suck that cock all day if he'd let me, and I knew that Lindsay felt the same way.
"Lindsay, turn around." Tyrell commanded.
Lindsay turned around and shook her ass at him, giggling. I slapped it playfully, leaving a slight red mark and making her squeal in delight. Tyrell put one hand on her hip, and with the other he pressed the marker against her ass. Over the red mark, he wrote 'Black Owned'. Then he leveled his huge, thick cock at her pussy. I moved around to the head of the bed and took her hand in mine. She'd need it to squeeze when he entered her, and I wanted to watch her face as he did. He pressed the thick tip of that incredible cock against her, and her eyes went wide. A soft, low moan escaped her quivering lips as he pushed steadily inside her. That moan grew to a squeaking squeal, and her body tried autonomously to move away from him. He was too big, too immense for her to take easily. She wasn't ready, not by a mile.
"Oh God... Oh God... Oh God..." She whispered.
"Don't run from it." I said. "It's worth the pain."
"I'll be gentle, girl." Tyrell said, rubbing her clit with his free hand. "At first, at least."
"Oh God, oh shit, oh shit, oh shit, shit, shit." She panted as he started to fill her more completely.
"You can do it, just open up." I said comfortingly.
"Oh god... Oh yes..." She moaned.
I saw a final change pass over my friend's face as the full length of him was inside her. A change I myself had undergone just hours ago. I saw her mind and body pass beyond the point of no-return. I saw Lindsay take that last step over the precipice. I saw in her eyes the very moment when she would never touch another white cock. The moment when my friend joined me in being truly Black Owned. Her legs shook, her breasts heaved, and her eyes fluttered back as him filling her brought her to orgasm. She bit her lip and bucked her hips back on him. She beat her fist against the mattress and squeezed my hand until it was numb. She called him Daddy.
Then he found a rhythm, sliding that long black pole in and out. I watched him fuck her, slow and steady. Watched her orgasm again and again. Watched as he picked up speed until he was hammering into her. I listened as her moans became primal screams of passion, pleasure and pain all at once. He fucked her until she collapsed forward and was face first in a pillow, gasping out little sounds of ecstasy. Then he fucked her some more.
Tyrell pounded her until she was a quivering puddle on the bed, unable to do much more than moan the word "Daddy" over and over again. Then he pulled away from her.
"I think I broke her." Tyrell said with a smile.
"She loved it." I assured him, looking at the mind-blown smile spread across my friend's face.
"I know." Tyrell said, waving his cock proudly.
"My turn, right Daddy?" I cooed, crawling towards him.
"Your turn, Slut." He agreed, grabbing me by the hips and lifting me into the air.
He lifted me and turned to sit on the bed, then he lowered me on his massive member. I moaned loudly as it pierced me. It was so much deeper from this angle. So deep that I could hardly handle it. I looked over at my husband, watched him fumble with his fly and pull out his little dick. He started stroking it in time with me as I bounced on a real cock. I knew I should give him a show, so I squeezed my breasts together and moaned loudly, rocking back and forth and letting that monster fill me completely. I came again and again as that huge cock touched spots that I didn't even know I had. Every inch of me was filled by him. I was stretched to my limit. I was fuller than I could have ever imagined. I shot a look to Lindsay, she was still quivering, but she'd started to stir. She'd be wanting a round two soon. She was already hopelessly addicted to big black cock. Hopelessly addicted just like me.
Suddenly, Tyrell rolled up and I was in the air again. He was holding me in his huge arms, lifting me up and down on his cock. Slamming me down on it again and again. I screamed in pleasure and raked my nails down his back. He just kept going, savagely, primally, unceasingly. I realized then that he wasn't just a man with a huge cock. I was in the presence of a GOD. He flung me onto my back and was upon me in an instant. My face was an inch from Lindsay's. I could feel her gasping, hot breath on my cheek. We locked eyes, and I could see that her change was complete. Her addiction was evident in the hungry look in her eyes. She wanted more. Tyrell pushed my legs up until my knees touched the mattress, and jackhammered into me. I dug my nails into the sheets, screaming in ecstasy. Tears of joy filled my eyes and blurred my vision. My head swam and the room spun.
Lindsay moved over me, I looked up at Tyrell and saw him kissing her while he fucked me. Then he grabbed her hair and pushed it down towards my crotch. The next thing I knew, she was licking his cock as it slid in and out of me. Her tongue grazed my clit, and my world shattered. I came harder than I'd ever come in my life. Lindsay noticed, Tyrell noticed, even Cam noticed. Everything seemed suddenly far, far away. Somewhere distant, I heard Tyrell command Lindsay to do it again. She complied, and I fell farther into orgasmic madness.
When I came to, Lindsay was laying beside me. Her knees were up behind her head and Tyrell was driving into her with long, slow strokes. She was whimpering softly and her eyes were fluttering back into her head. Cam was sitting in a chair, stroking his dick and watching intently. I could tell he wanted to hold out for the money shot. I watched him for a while, fascinated by the look of intense focus on his face..
When Tyrell pulled out, he sat up on his knees, climbing over Lindsay's chest and waving that monster cock inches from her face. I took it in my hand and stroked it towards her open, panting mouth.
"You want his cum?" I asked gently.
"Yes, please." She breathed.
"Ask him nicely." I insisted, stroking his cock slowly and steadily.
"Please cum for me..." She whispered, batting her eyes at Tyrell.
"Call me Master, Slut." Tyrell growled.
"Master... Please..." She moaned. "Cum all over me..."
"Yes, Master. Give her all of your cum." I cooed.
"Goddamnit." Cam whispered, having lost his load when I called Tyrell "Master".
I shot a glance at my husband. A thin stream of mostly clear cum was leaking from the tip of his little pink dick. He looked both ashamed and extremely satisfied. I winked at him, then ran my tongue along the length of Tyrell's cock. I stroked it faster and faster. I licked and sucked at the sides of his shaft. Then I flicked my tongue rapidly across his balls, taking long, smooth strokes with little twisting motions. I felt him swell, felt his balls lift, felt the hot rush of cum escape him. It came out in a torrent, splashing right over her nose and running down her face in streams. The next load hit her cheek, and then another landed right in her open mouth. She swallowed that one down and I brought his cock back into my mouth to suck out the last drops, moaning lewdly as I did so. It was delicious. Everything about him was delicious. I could not get enough. I looked over to Lindsay, I saw a look of such bliss spread across her cum covered face. She used both of her hands to scoop the errant cum from her face into her mouth.
"So, what do you think?" I asked Lindsay, laying down beside her and riding out the afterglow.
"You were right about everything..." she whispered, staring at the ceiling wide-eyed.
"I usually am." I said with a grin.
"We deserved this." she whispered, more to herself than to me.
"Yeah, we did." I agreed.
I held her hand and stared up at the ceiling, letting the afterglow take us away.
A little while later, Cam and Tyrell headed to the parking lot to have a smoke. They promised to bring some drinks back. We offered to get dressed and go with them, but they said that they had 'a lot to talk about'. I asked what they needed to talk about,, but Tyrell told me that it was a surprise. He also told us to get showers, but to stay naked because it was going to be a long weekend. I looked over at Lindsay and smiled. We deserved a long weekend.
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I don't know what I expected. I guess I thought I could change him. That marriage could change him. It was stupid. I was stupid. I thought that after all the fights, after catching him and forgiving him over and over again, that we could finally put this all behind us. He promised in our vows that this would never happen again. He said he'd changed. From our wedding to the second day of our Caribbean honeymoon, that change of his lasted three days. All it took was for me to head down to the resort spa for a few hours. I left him alone in our room for just a little while, not more than an hour, just to take some time to myself. When I got back I saw Richard balls deep in some perky young maid in our honeymoon bed. I heard them before I opened the door. Hell, I heard them in the hall. She was screaming his name so loud that I heard it when I got off the elevator. She was so loud it seemed fake, like she was showing off. Like she wanted them to get caught. I didn't say a word when I caught them, I just stood there staring, jaw agape. She saw me first, she was doing some reverse-cowgirl shit. We locked eyes, I stared daggers into the little slut. She responded by rocking her hips spasmodically and screaming for him to fuck her harder.
"God, Daddy!" She screamed, pressing her perky little tits together and throwing her head back. "God, it feels so fucking good!"
It was then that Richard happened to look past the nubile nude in his lap and catch sight of me.
"Don't judge, Kat. You know I have needs." He said with a wicked grin. "Go in the luggage and get my camera, I wanna remember this piece of ass."
I didn't say anything, I just turned to leave..
"Why the fuck are you mad? He yelled as I stepped out of the door. "You're the one who married me!"
I slammed the door and started walking. I was still in my bathing suit, a sexy little string bikini I'd picked out just for the trip. Just for him. It was way more revealing than I was used to, but I thought I looked pretty great in it. Especially after I'd worked so hard to get into shape for the wedding. By the time I was back in the elevator, I could hear her calling him 'Daddy' again. I'd never done that. Not that Richard was bad in bed, it had just never occurred to me. It sounded hot the way she said it though and that pissed me off more.
It was a good thing I'd spent so much time in the gym, because I must have walked for hours. I walked out of the resort, all the way through the town. I walked until I saw the sun setting across the ocean, making the water shimmer like it was on fire. I was still walking, lost in a whirlwind of my own thoughts when I heard music and the sounds of people laughing. I realized that I hadn't seen any cars in a long time. I looked around, and couldn't figure out where I was. I guessed it was a private beach, or maybe a beach for locals, because I didn't see any of the tell-tale signs of rampant tourism anywhere. The few houses were ramshackle, the road behind me was a barely maintained mixture of gravel and asphalt. I saw lights out by the water, and that's where the sounds of people were coming from. I knew that I couldn't find the hotel by myself, so without too much deliberation, I resolved to head down and ask for directions.
As I suspected, the locals were having some sort of party. I was a little nervous to intrude, but when I got close, they boisterously invited me over. As I approached one of the locals walked out to meet me halfway. Even in the fading daylight, I could see his toned, rippling muscles under his tight ebony skin. His lithe hips swayed with an easy confidence when he walked, and their movement drew my eyes to them. He moved like a dancer, or some kind of great cat. So powerful and graceful at the same time. My vision moved from his hips to his loose bathing suit. The thin blue fabric did nothing to hide a frankly massive bulge. I felt my face flush, but I couldn't look away. His manhood swayed freely behind the fabric, back and forth with his fluid pace. I bit my lip autonomously.
"White girl, you know my eyes are up here?" He said with a soft chuckle.
I blushed and looked up, and immediately lost myself in his deep brown eyes. I realized instantly that every bit of him was beautiful. There were beads of sweat rolling down his chest in rivulettes, twisting through the curving lines of his hard abs. I was at once overcome with an urge to run my tongue along his body, and if he hadn't spoke again, I would have.
"You talk? You lost, girl?" He asked with a gentle smile.
"Yeah, I talk." I managed to stammer out.
"You lost?" He asked again.
"No." I said instantly.
"You sure?" He laughed.
"I'm exactly where I want to be." I said, the words pouring out of me before I had any time to think at all.
"Good, I'm glad you said that." He said cheerily, throwing one sinewy arm around my shoulders and pulling me close.
My knees were weak with his arm around me. The place where our skin touched felt so hot. I had to crane my neck to look at his smiling face. Heavy dreads were pulled back in a rubber band. His cheekbones were high and defined. His deep brown eyes almost glowed with a warm light. He was gorgeous. Drop-dead gorgeous, and as we walked towards the party I glanced back down at his swimsuit. Well, actually I was looking at the long, thick piece of meat barely concealed beneath it.
"There's no way it's soft." I murmured, a bit louder than I had intended.
He chuckled, and that to-die-for smile grew even brighter. He'd heard me.
"Never been with a black guy, have you?" He said, pulling me tighter against his hard body.
I didn't answer, and he didn't wait for me to.
"Do you want to?" He asked, taking my hand in his and pressing it gently against the bulge.
I gasped, feeling the heat of it through the thin veneer of fabric. Then felt my cheeks go hot and I looked down at the sand reflexively. He laughed again, louder this time, but it was a happy laugh. It was full of warmth and kindness. I looked back up to him, and his smile was infectious, I couldn't help but return it. Smiling at him, I was swept away again in those beautiful eyes.
"Damn Anton, you were just dumped this morning and you've already got a new girl?" A happy voice shouted.
I realized we'd reached the party and looked around embarrassed. There were three other men there, each one as tall and black and muscular as Anton, but none as jaw-droppingly handsome.
"It's not like that, man, this White Girl just seemed lonely. I think she wants to party with us." Anton said, pressing me against him and beaming at his friends.
The boys cheered loudly and shotgunned their beers. The thought of protesting rose briefly in my mind, then melted away in the heat of everything I'd been through. I did want to party, but I wanted so much more than that too. I wanted to taste Anton's dark skin. I wanted to be fucked by these strange men on this quiet beach. I wanted to want, and to be wanted. I didn't just want to party, I wanted to be the party. I turned to Anton and smiled.
"You do want to party, yes?" He asked quietly, cautiously even.
I dropped to my knees in the sand, and began untieing the drawstrings of his trunks.
"Yes, Daddy." I cooed, looking up at him and biting my lip. "I want to party all night long."
When I pulled down those little blue trunks and freed his cock from its prison, my jaw dropped. It was so long, so thick, so beautiful. I could think of nothing else besides getting my lips around it. Any hesitation I might have had dissolved at the sight of it. Of course it was beautiful, it was his.
So after only a moment's pause, I did exactly that. I took that huge thing in both hands, and after a second or two of being amazed that my two hands barely made it halfway up his length, I stuffed the tip greedily into my mouth. He tasted amazing. A hot, masculine taste, with a hint of salty seawater. I took him as deep as I could, not wanting a single inch to go to waste, but he was stiffening fast, and his ever increasing size presented a problem that I'd never encountered before. At full mast, Anton's cock was nearly too big to blow. It hurt my jaw to suck that magnificent cock, but I'd never wanted anything more in my life so I endured. I slurped and licked, stroked him with both hands, and took him so deep I gagged loudly. He put his big hands in my blonde curls and moaned. I ran my tongue from his balls to the tip, then back down again. Then I sucked at the sides of it, and let one hand fall to finger my clit. I realized that I was soaked, and wondered how long I'd been so turned on. That didn't matter though, all that mattered was getting that massive thing inside of me. I took him deep a few more times, knowing that I would miss that incredible taste as soon as it was gone, then I looked up at him and batted my blue eyes.
"Fuck me, Daddy." I moaned, sliding my fingers inside myself to make the point and reaching an early climax that made my legs tremble.
He helped me to my feet with his strong hands, and his friends gathered around me. I could feel the heat radiating off their bodies, smell their sweat under the salty breeze. Their hands roamed over my trembling skin, their rough fingertips sending lightning bolts through me at every touch. One of them helped me out of my top, and groped my tits hard. Another pulled my bottoms down and slapped my bare ass twice, one stinging blow on each cheek. I yelped and moaned at the rough, but very welcome treatment. Anton traced my lips with his thumb, and I took it into my mouth and sucked suggestively. The boys ushered me over to a large blanket spread over the sand. I dropped to all fours and crawled onto it, shaking my ass in the air. They cheered, and I was drunk on their affections.
"You want to roll over, to spread enough." Anton said softly. "At least at first, until you get used to black cock."
I obeyed gladly, spreading my legs wide and high into the air. Anton dropped to the blanket and took my ankles in his hands, his thick meat prodding at my wet entrance. I reached down and guided the tip in, then I was hit with the most intense feeling of my life. It was almost like fire. It burned, as he stretched me with his girth. The pain was indescribable, but it was mixed with the most amazing pleasure I'd ever felt. I came instantly, moaning loudly. Every stretching, pushing inch was agony, but I wanted more. I threw my head back and screamed like an animal. Nothing could ever feel this good. It was unreal. He took his time, mercifully sliding into me inch by inch. Then, when he'd gotten far enough in to move, he started to pump. He did it slowly at first as well taking his time with me, but soon he'd picked up speed. The speed and ferocity with which this Island Adonis fucked me was astounding. I'd never felt, nor could I have ever imagined feeling, anything like this. Each and every thrust sent a shockwave of miniature orgasms shooting through my body. Countless tremors of pleasure wracked me, forcing my back to arc and eliciting a stream of screamed profanities from my lips. I dug my hands into the blanket, feeling the soft sand beneath it. I threw my legs around Anton's body and held tight to him. As good as sex had always been with Richard, it was nothing like this. I realized at that moment that this was what sex was supposed to be. Total abandon. Losing yourself in the moment. A primal release for the basest parts of a person. Pure bliss. Pure, unyielding passion. I don't want to romanticize this anymore than necessary, this wasn't lovemaking. This was hardcore animalistic fucking, and just between me and you, I loved every second of it.
"God! Fuck! Shit! Fuck yes, goddamnit!" I shrieked, beating my clenched fists against the ground as orgasm after mind blowing orgasm shook me to my core.
"I love the enthusiasm, White Girl, but we can't attract too much attention you know?" Anton whispered, leaning in to me until I could feel his hot breath on my neck.
"I can't..." I moaned, my toes curling autonomously with the ecstasy. "Help it!" The last words were forced out in a yelp as another impossibly intense orgasm struck me like lightning.
"I think I can help with that." A voice to my right said.
I looked over, and saw one of Anton's friends kneeling by my head. He was the shortest of the three, but built like a brick shithouse. Street built, I think it's called, massive muscles with a layer of insulation over them. His pecs were bigger than my head, and his biceps and triceps were almost comically large. Before I could finish taking in his incredible physique, I noticed what was in one of his massive hands. Seeing me catch sight of the thing, he sat up on his knees and waved his huge meatstick in my face. Without thinking, I opened my mouth as wide as I could. He pivoted forward, and guided it between my lips with one hand, his other hand groped and fondled at my tits. I started to suck, but the position wasn't great for it. I must have done alright though, because soon he was moaning and stroking my hair. I bobbed my head up on his thick cock, taking as much of it as I could at a time and trying to match Anton's rhythm with my sucking.
"Goddamn, White Girl, your mouth is incredible." The huge man gasped.
"My name is..." I moaned loudly, taking my mouth off of him for a moment. "My name is Katelyn."
"Well I'm Burnell." He said in a deep rumble, taking my head in both hands. "And you are very beautiful, Katelyn."
I blushed at the compliment, and moaned loudly from Anton's ceaseless fucking. There were tears in my eyes. I don't think I'd ever been this happy, or this fulfilled.
"My... My friends call me..." I gasped, unable to complete the sentence for lack of breath.
"I'll call you beautiful, if that's okay." He whispered, looking into my eyes.
"Okay." I gasped, leaning up to take him into my mouth again.
Suddenly Anton pulled out and stepped back. I wanted to scream, and beg for him to not ever stop, but my mouth was full. Before I knew what was happening, Burnell had pulled away as well, and was taking position at the foot of the blanket. I looked up, and the third of them was standing over me, rock hard cock in hand. It wasn't as big as the other two, but it was so stiff and had a distinct upward curve. There was a dribble of precum at the tip, glistening in the firelight. I wanted to taste it.
Beautiful, maybe you want to roll over now?" Burnell said gently, caressing my trembling thigh.
I responded at once, rolling myself onto all fours and wiggling my ass at him. I felt his thick cock, wet with my spit, slap against my ass a few times. I giggled and bit my lip.
"I need a break, White... Katelyn." Anton said, clearly out of breath. "Maybe play with these two for a while."
I didn't need any convincing, the only thing I needed was more black cock inside me. I needed that more than I'd ever needed anything. Those huge cocks were all I cared about right then.
"Take your time, Anton." I said a hungry grin spread across my face. "These guys will take good care of me."
"Goddamn right we will." The third one said, grinning and stroking his cock. "I'm Ty, by the way."
"Well, Ty, you ready for your turn?" I asked, batting my big blue eyes in a way I hoped was seductive and then licking my lips in a way I knew was.
"Oh, yes ma'am." He said with a wild light in his eyes.
Ty walked over to me, his curving cock glistening with precum in the firelight. The red glow made the lines of his tight muscles stand out like he'd been carved from stone. His lithe frame wasn't built athletically, it was built olympically. As I opened my mouth to receive him, I felt something thick and hot prodding my aching slit. Burnell was gearing up to slide inside me and I was so fucking ready it hurt. Of course, when he did slip in, that hurt too. I would have screamed myself hoarse if Ty hadn't thrust his cock between my lips at almost the same time. Even then, I still screamed, but the sound was muffled by a mouthful of man meat. A delicious mouthful at that, the salty sweet taste of his precum was intoxicating. The stretching, almost tearing pain that Burnell brought was accompanied by an intense pleasure, and an almost indescribable sensation of fullness. I could feel it almost in my chest. It was hard to breathe, and that's not counting Ty's huge cock pressing at the back of my throat by virtue of size alone. I did my very best to bob my head along the curve of his member, twisting and turning to make sure to get every inch of it with my lips and tongue. However, the commingling pleasure and pain from Burnell's big cock reached an insurmountable peak as he found his rhythm and I could do little more than scream and moan into Ty's hot skin. Ty ran his hands through my curls, then tightened them into fists. I looked up at him and he smiled.
"I'm going to drive for a while, you're busy." He said with a cocky smile.
I didn't know what he meant right away, but that was only because I'd never been facefucked before. Even if I had known, I wouldn't have protested. I was drunk on cock. Reveling in pure hedonistic abandon. These three could do anything they wanted to me, I wanted them to do whatever they wanted to me. I wanted to use, and be used. To give myself over completely to the pursuit of pleasure. Bliss in simplicity. Freedom in letting go. The ultimate surrender, and the ultimate victory. As Burnell's massive cock drove into me, eliciting world-shattering orgasm after world-shattering orgasm, I let go and rode the waves. Everything went fuzzy. I felt drunk, or high, or something. Ty started to roughly piston his cock into my mouth, fucking it as ropes of saliva ran freely from my lips and tears welled up in my eyes. He hit the back of my throat again and again, making me gag each time, but I didn't care. There was something so deliciously taboo about it all. About fucking three strangers on a beach at night. About being taken and used so roughly. Maybe it was because I knew they'd stop if I asked. Maybe it was because for the first time in my life, I was actually calling the shots. By giving up control to those men on that night, I'd taken back control of my whole life.
Ty fucked my mouth until he managed to slip his hard cock down my throat. Another first for me. I'm not going to say it felt good, but it felt hot. It felt wrong and right at the same time. It felt like something only pornstars and prostitutes do. I loved it. A few deep throat thrusts and his stamina was spent. He pulled my hair hard, choked out a string of profanities through clenched teeth and sent a hot spurt of cum down my throat. I almost choked on it. I was coughing, eyes closed, when he pulled away. Then I felt three more warm, sticky jets of cum hit my face. I ran my tongue around my lips and savored the taste of him.
Burnell hadn't slowed for a second, and I'd orgasmed more times in the last few hours than I had in my entire life before that night. I looked up at Ty, his hot cum still slowly dripping down my face. He was grinning ear-to-ear, and so was I.
"Thank you." I managed between half-shrieked moans.
Not long after Ty, Burnell bottomed out. He grabbed my hips hard, slammed his thick cock agonizingly deep four or five times in rapid succession, then pulled it out just in time to shoot a spray of hot cum on my back. I fell to my side and rolled over, exhausted. My vision was tear-blurred and I was lightheaded. My heart was pounding so loud that I was sure they could all hear it. Hell, my heart was pounding so hard that I'd be surprised if Richard couldn't hear it. Aftershocks of orgasms past rolled over my body like the breaking waves a few feet away. I stared up at the starry sky and smiled contently.
"Aren't you forgetting someone, Katelyn?" Anton said gently, standing over me with his huge cock in one hand.



"My friends call me Kat." I whispered.
"Well, Kat, I hope you're up for round two." He said with a smile that would have made my knees weak if they weren't already.
"I think I need a break." I said, instantly disappointed in myself.
"I think that's a good idea." He replied, grabbing his trunks and my suit from the sand. "Why don't you come back to my place, we'll get you a bath and something to eat."
"She's going to need some fluids." Burnell said.
"I took care of that!" Ty laughed, winking at me.
"Come on." Anton said quietly, lifting me from the blanket and carrying me away from the water. "Unless you have somewhere you need to be tonight?"
I thought about it for a moment, thought about Richard and our honeymoon suit. Thought about the wedding, and all of our family and friends. I thought about my job back home, and the car I was leasing. Then I looked at Anton's handsome face, studied his gentle smile, and briefly got lost again in his deep brown eyes.
"Well, there is this hotel room... But I'd appreciate the company." I said, then I closed my eyes and nuzzled my face into his chest.
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I looked over her frail, bookish form with practiced disinterest. On the inside, I was thrilled, ecstatic even, but that wouldn't be fitting. I was the Queen of Spades, and this was my Court. My Pleasure Dungeon. A place where women could explore their Darkest fantasies safely and under my supervision. I had to maintain a powerful demeanor. I founded the Court of Spades so that women would have a place to go to make their wildest dreams come true.
"Tell me girl, why have you come to the Court of Spades?" I asked, trying to maintain a disconnected, authoritative tone.
The mousy brunette blushed and looked away.
"I uh... Well, my fiance and I were..." She stammered, nervously playing with the ends of her bob-cut and glancing around the dimly lit basement that served as the main playroom for the Court.
She reminded me of a doe caught out on the interstate. Or one of those Gazelles on the Nature Channel, right before the Lion gets it. Her bright eyes locked on the mattress sitting in the middle of the room, and grew wide.
"Is... Is that where you do it?" She asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
"Sometimes." I replied, "It really depends on the member's fantasy. Which brings us back to my question, what can the Court of Spades do for you miss...?"
"Mary Anne" She interjected.
"Mary Anne, pretty name. Now, how can we help?" I asked.
"Well, my fiance's family is really racist, and we hate that, but they're paying for the wedding..." She said, then she leaned in towards me, "He's a... You know... He wants to watch me do it with other men."
I smiled, I have a lot of experience with cuckolds. Our primary cameraman was my husband after all.
"So, where is the lucky cuck?" I asked.
"He's finishing up the preparations for the wedding, I'm here to make him a wedding present." She said, still whispering.
"Well, anything you can dream up, I can set up, but services are members only." I said, my imagination in overdrive, trying to guess what sort of twisted fantasy she could have.
"Our money is more or less tied up in marital things, we're trying to get a house, and there's the honeymoon... I'm just a librarian you know?" She said, her big brown eyes welling up with tears.
I hate seeing people cry, well, those kind of tears anyway.
"Look, you're out of state, so instead of membership fees, and dues and everything, I'll just charge you for the filming services. Call everything else a wedding present from the Court." I said, trying not to show how unusual this was.
At this, she jumped up from the folding chair and threw her arms around me.
"I can't thank you enough, William will be so happy!" She cried.
"Alright..." I said, pushing her away and pulling my notepad from my handbag, "Walk me through what you want to do, and I'll set it up for this Friday."
"I uh... It's just..." She said, turning red and covering her face with her hands.
"If you don't tell me, I can't make it happen." I said, offering a consoling smile.
"I just don't want to sound like a whore." She whispered after a long pause, her face still hidden.
"The Virgin/Whore complex was invented by insecure men to shame women out of taking control of our bodies. The entire point of this club is to break those psychological shackles and help women embrace their sexual liberation. There is no shame, only pleasure." I said, especially proud of the last part.
It would make a great slogan for the Court. I was thinking about getting shirts and hats made with the line on it, when she dropped a bombshell.
"But... I *am* a virgin." She whimpered.
My jaw dropped. We'd never had a virgin in the club before. This was going to be interesting.
"You want to record yourself getting your V-Card punched by a black man, and give the video to your husband on your wedding day?" I asked, shaking my head in disbelief.
"Well, not exactly." She whispered, moving closer to me again, "I want it to be three black men, and I want to be used, and degraded. I want to be really destroyed."
I was starting to think that I was finally out of my depth. I thought I had seen it all, but this was pretty extreme. It's not like I had any room to judge. I ran a fetish swinger's club that specialized in very rough interracial.
"Oh, and I'm going to be wearing my wedding dress." She added, almost as an afterthought.
I stared at her silently for a long while, then I looked back down at my notebook.
"I've never had to ask this before, but are you sure?" I asked hesitantly.
She took a moment, then locked eyes with me.
"I've never been more sure of anything in my life." She said, showing a surprising amount of confidence.
"It's just, this is a bit extreme for a first time, I don't want you to get hurt. Then there's the bit about the dress..." I said, still trying to wrap my head around everything.
"Oh, the dress was Will's idea." She said smiling sheepishly.
"Really?" I asked, starting to grin.
"Yeah, when I told him about the present, he said I should do it in the dress to make it extra filthy. He said that we should tear down marriage if we were going to redefine it." She said, her eyes lighting up with a perverse joy that seemed infectious.
"Alright, there are some forms you need to fill out, and then I'll get you set up for Friday." I said, my grin growing wolfish as the bent appeal started to grow on me.
"Make sure you get me the roughest guys you can." She said, grinning ear to ear.
"Don't worry honey, the Court of Spades will take care of you." I said, knowing first hand it was true.
Over the week I made some phone calls. Darnell was unavailable, which was fine, I'm not really fond of sharing him, but Tremaine was free and he promised to bring some friends in for an interview. We ran the interview on Wednesday and it went better than I could have expected. One of the guys, J-Dog, was a linebacker for the College team Tremaine did film-work for, we'd met before. The other guy, Geoffrey, was one of Tremaine's oldest friends. I'd interviewed him before, but he never seemed to be a good match until now. His relative inexperience would do wonders for setting our girl at ease.
With our cast filled out, I sat down with Tremaine to make sure the shoot would go as smooth as possible.
"We have a tub of water-based lube, three Knaves and three stationary cameras, do we need anything else?" He asked, working his way through our inventory in his head.
"We're going to need a vibrator, and I really wish we had a dynamic camera, but with you participating, we'll be short a cameraman." I said.
"I'm not backing out of this shoot, Shi, I miss out on enough back there." He said, shaking his head so hard his dreads swung.
"I wouldn't ask you to, besides, I need you to keep them in line, but you know I can't work those cameras for shit." I pleaded.
"I could teach you, if you'd like." He suggested calmly.
"No way, Tre, I'm not going down that rabbit hole." I said in vain.
"Well, Shy, we could always call-" I cut him off, we're not calling him. Not now. Not for this.
So I spent the rest of the week learning how to work a camera like a person. Tremaine was a great teacher, but there was a reason I had waited so long to learn from him. He had an easy, awkward confidence and a big cock, my weaknesses. We became distracted quite a few times before I mastered the art of keeping stuff in focus, but I got some great practice... With the camera.
Friday came, and Mary Anne showed up in full wedding garb, veil included. The dress was breathtaking, it did great things to her. It hugged her small curves, showed off what little bust she had and quite literally made her look like a princess of the fairy-tale variety. Tremaine met her at the door. He and the rest of the Knaves were dressed in black suits. He took her by the hand and gave a courteous bow before leading her to the mattress in the center of the room. I stifled a giggle and started the camera.
"My name is Mary Anne, and I'm not wearing any underwear." she said into the camera, flashing a devious smile.
The Knaves unzipped in practiced unison, and pulled out their huge black cocks, waving them suggestively. All semblance of the shy girl I had met a week ago was gone, she dropped to her knees and went to work. She took the biggest one, J-Dog's, in both hands and started to play with it curiously. Squeezing and stroking it, feeling its weight in her hands. She was breathing heavy, her face flushed with excitement, and she brought the tip into her mouth. I let her play for a few minutes, tasting them each in turn. She was a natural really, but that's not what she came here for. She wanted to be destroyed, and the Court would deliver.
"Mary Anne, the safe word tonight is Jingle-Bells, failing that just give a thumbs-down to the camera." I said in my best authoritative voice.
She looked into the camera and grinned ear to ear.
"Tell your husband what you're here for today." Tre said, pointing at the camera.
"I'm here to get fucked by three big, black cocks." She said, giggling madly.
"Alright, action" I said, wishing that we had bought a clapperboard.
No sooner than the word had left my mouth, T-Dog grabbed the back of her head and stuffed his cock into her mouth. Her eyes went wide with surprise but I could tell this was what she was waiting for. Tremaine and Geoffrey pulled her dress down to expose her tits and started groping her roughly. I knew the stationary cameras would catch the groping, so I kept my focus on her face. T-Dog, for all of his considerable gifts, lacked nuance. There was no style, no build-up. He went zero-to-sixty, hammering her throat like he worked in construction. In seconds, her eyes were brimming with tears. I glanced at her hands, checking for the safe-sign, but they were gripping the sheets in ecstasy.
Tremaine pulled a sharpie out of his pocket and smiled, waving it at the camera. I blushed, this was my fault and I was thrilled. T-Dog stopped jackhammering Mary Anne's face. He lifted her veil, and wiped his spit-glossed cock across her face, ruining her make-up. I zoomed the camera in on his cock, taking care to catch the smears of red lipstick that ran along its incredible length and how much of it she had taken. Geoffrey pulled her onto her back, and moved her hair and veil back. Tremaine took the sharpie and began writing on her. First was "Black Power" across her chest. Then he drew an Ace of Spades over her heart. While he was busy, Geoffrey moved to her legs and pulled her dress up around her waist. Taking his own sharpie, he wrote "Black Cock Only" on the inside of her left leg, with an arrow pointing to her pussy. J-Dog grabbed a handful of her hair, jerked her head back, and wrote "feed me black seed" on her forehead with several arrows leading to her mouth. Geoffrey wasn't done though, he kissed his way up her leg making her squirm. He flicked his tongue against her clit a few times, and wrote "Undiscovered Territory" over her slit.
"Time to plant my flag" Geoffrey said to the camera, chuckling and grabbing the lube.
Geoffrey, big as he was, was the smallest of the three, so he would be the easiest for her to take. That said, he would still be a hell of an endeavor for a virgin. For a moment, I was genuinely worried for her.
He poured the lube on liberally, then squirted it onto his hand and started working his fingers inside her. She moaned loud, twisting the sheets up in her clenched fists. I trained the camera on her curling toes and moved it slowly over her body, watching it arch as he carefully worked his fingers around. She was moaning and mewling loudly.
"You're getting too vanilla here, ramp it up." I said in my best "Queen of Spades" voice.
"The Queen's right." J-Dog said, stroking his massive meat, "Tre, shut this Slut up."
Tremaine obliged, stuffing his hard cock into her mouth. He was on his knees, and with one hand grabbing her hair and the other on her throat, he began fucking her face viciously.
"Stick your fucking tongue out bitch!" Tremaine demanded.
I had been coaching him to be rougher, and it was paying off in spades, if you'll excuse the pun. I'm not going to say that he sounded entirely convincing to me, but I figured Mary-Anne and her new Husband wouldn't know the difference.
She did as he commanded, and it looked great on camera. Geoffrey went to the table to get a vibrator, mumbling something about her still being too tight, and J-Dog set to work with another sharpie. He wrote "i love guzzling black cum" on her shoulder, dotting the "i" with a little heart. Then just as Geoffrey returned, he wrote "no white meat allowed" on her right leg. He also drew several crude dicks on her little tits, each complete with a spray of cum coming out. Geoffrey slid the lubricated vibrator into her slowly, easing it in before turning it on. When it started up, she screamed into Tremaine's hard cock. Tremaine pulled out, laughing.
"Yeah, that's right bitch. You think you're screaming now, you just wait." he said, slapping his hard cock on her face.
"Yeah, you wait till I put this all up in you." J-Dog said, laughing as he slapped his thick rod on her tits.
"I... I want it." She gasped "Please..."
J-Dog didn't need to be told twice, he grabbed her legs, turned her towards him and slid his massive meat into her little pussy. She screamed. Her pale face turned red and tears welled up in her eyes again.
"God... It hurts so good." She moaned, her whole body twisting as he slid into her slowly, working the bulk of his girth inside her.
"Yes yes yes yes yes." She said, gasping out the words between mingled squeaks of pleasure and pain.
"I hereby conquer this virgin territory in the name of Black Cock." J-Dog said, picking up speed.
He took her legs and lifted them over his shoulders. She was clawing at the mattress and moaning low now, eyes rolling back in her head with every body-shaking orgasm. He pressed her legs up higher and higher, bending her almost in half. Her knees touched her ears, and he drove that massive meatstick into her again and again.
"Hey Shi, do we get to fuck this one in the ass?" Tremaine asked innocently.
"It's not in the paperwork..." I said, motioning to her release forms.
"God yes, fuck my ass, fuck my little white ass!" She screamed suddenly.
"That's what I'm talkin' bout." J-Dog shouted, pulling out of her and flipping her over on her stomach in one movement. Geoffrey pushed him aside, lining himself up with her.
"This one's mine man, I've waited enough." I handed Tremaine the camera and rushed over to get her forms. She checked the "Anal" box while Geoffrey wrote "Black Property" right above her ass. J-Dog took the sharpie from him, and wrote "dumb white ho" on her left ass cheek. Then I took the sharpie, and wrote "Break my little ass" on her right. Once she had initialed her check-box, Geoffrey started lubing up and fingering her ass. I took the camera back, and Tremaine laid down on the mattress. She climbed onto him, taking his big dick with no small amount of effort. She started riding, and as soon as she found a rhythm, Geoffrey slid his cock into her ass. She screamed this time, louder than ever before. Screaming aside though, she was a trooper, bucking her hips against his thick cock and bouncing on Tremaine at the same time.
She would have screamed herself hoarse if J-Dog hadn't seen fit to thrust his meat in her mouth again. Keeping the camera trained on her, I walked around the action, making sure to catch every angle. I wanted to make sure that her hubby didn't miss one second of all her little holes being stuffed with big black cock. She was riding Tremaine like a pro, and rocking her hips back to take every inch of Geoffrey's long rod. J-Dog had her by the hair, and was fucking her face rhythmically, keeping time with her own riding. They all worked well together. It was beautiful to watch. Geoffrey grabbed her bunched up dress, pulling it like reins as he pumped his cock in her ass over and over again. She screamed again and again into J-Dog's huge girth, her mascara running black tears down her cheeks obscuring several of J-Dog's arrows.
After a while, I could see the guys slowing down, their thrusts becoming longer and more deliberate. It was moneyshot time. I tapped J-Dog on the shoulder and he pulled out.
Bringing the camera in for a close-up on her face, I asked "You ready to eat some black cum?"
She coughed and sputtered, but when she caught her breath she looked up into the camera.
"Yes, yes please!" She moaned.
This was their cue, Geoffrey pulled out, Tremaine lifted her off of him and stood up as well. They stood around her, waving their big wet cocks in her face. She didn't take her eyes off the camera though and put on her best pouty face for her husband.
"Feed her, boys.." I commanded, as she squirmed and batted her eyes.
Unable to restrain himself further, Tremaine shot his cum on the side of her face. Then Geoffrey stepped in front of her, opened her mouth with his thumb, and shot a hot load directly into it. She diligently swallowed every drop, taking his cock in her hands and milking out the rest onto the tip of her tongue. J-Dog was behind her, and he grabbed her hair, pulled her head back laughing.
"You like that black cum, white girl?" She was about to answer when he flipped her veil back over her face, and shot a huge load onto it, square between her eyes. Then he took one big hand and rubbed the cum into her hair.
"Mazel tov, bitch." He said as he zipped up.
Tremaine leaned into the shot, looked into the camera and smiled.
"Congratulations on your marriage." He said, giving two thumbs-up.
"Yeah, you're a lucky guy, to have a girl who will do this for you." Geoffrey said respectfully.
"What do you say?" I said, focusing the camera on her face again.
"Thank you Queen Shiloh. Thank you all so much... and thank you Will." She said, grinning ear to cum-covered ear.
I turned the camera off and helped her to the shower room. While she was washing up, I packed the dress up in a dry-cleaning bag and sat down to do my performance notes. Tremaine had earned a rise in the ranks, not just for tonight, but for teaching me to use the camera. J-Dog would probably stay a knave, it's hard to tell if he would ever progress. Geoffrey on the other hand, did amazing for his first time. I made a note to assign him to more clients and closed the book.
When Mary Anne finished in the shower, I gave her a Court of Spades t-shirt and a skirt that hadn't fit me since high school. She wasn't going to be around long enough to justify giving her the Court's membership jewelry. She thanked me again, and again, and I did my best to reassure her that she was welcome anytime she was in town but that next time she'd have to pay membership fees. I had the Court to think about, we're not a charity after all. The membership fees pay for STD tests, toys and lube for everyone.
The boys came upstairs, everyone hugged, said their goodbyes and she left. I got an email from her a few months later saying that it went better than she could have hoped. Her husband had loved it and their wedding night was hotter than she could have imagined. She also said they would be visiting as soon as they could to shoot another video and that he wanted to be in it. That went great too, but that's another story.
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It's not that I had fallen out of love with Dusty. In all honesty, I'm not sure I really loved him in the first place. I probably only ever really loved Dusty's black and gold Firebird. We were friends, and we got along well. We looked good in our senior prom pictures, and he was reliable. That's why I married him right out of high school. He was safe, and that's what I'd been told to want.
See, Daddy always wanted me to marry a man like him. Someone who can take care of me, someone who was safe. I guess that's what all fathers really want deep down inside. Daddy thought that a man like Dusty could keep me secure. Daddy also thought that being secure was the same thing as being happy, but it wasn't. My bills were paid, I wasn't hungry, there was a roof over my head and I had spending money. But that's not what being happy is all about, there's layers to that sort of thing. It's less concrete than that, satisfaction is too complicated to be summed up so simply.
I wasn't happy to begin with, but things got worse two years into our marriage when Dusty really started getting fat. Dusty had started gaining weight senior year, when a torn ACL put the brakes on his so-called football career. I say so-called because Dusty was probably the only person in the world who thought that dream was coming true. The truth was, Dusty was always going to leave sports and work in my Daddy's car shop. That's just the way things work in our town. So, with football out the window, Dusty lost all interest in staying in shape. We'd been growing apart basically since we started dating, unfortunately, he hadn't noticed. I wish I could say it wasn't his fault, and in a way it really wasn't, but I was what you would call 'sexually starved'.
Dusty, despite his best efforts, had never been able to get me off sexually. I don't blame him, not completely, Dusty had no control over the size of his dick - did he? When I met Dusty he was packing a four-incher. While it didn't quite get me off, I could at least feel it, sorta. The part I do blame him for, is when he got fat. The fatter Dusty got, the harder it became to even find the thing, let alone feel it in me.
That was just the tip of the iceberg thought. When we could still have sex, I had to get myself off after he fell asleep. At least then there was some intimacy between us. But the fatter Dusty got, the less he felt like making love, and the less I could feel his lovemaking. Life has a way of spiralling, problems stack on top of one another, and over time you lose track. You lose your grip and you're just drowning. We hadn't had sex in almost six months, and I hadn't felt it in over a year, when I realized that I didn't know which way was up anymore. It was bad and I didn't know how to fix it. I didn't know what to do, so I became desperate.
Now before I go any further, I want to clarify something. I did try talking to Dusty about this, several times, but he just wasn't interested in changing anything. Dusty was content, and once a man becomes content, there's not much you can do about it. He had no interest in sex or staying in shape. Maybe it was depression from the football thing, or maybe it was low testosterone, but either way, despite my long, wavy blonde hair, natural double-D's and admittedly pretty great ass, Dusty wasn't interested in me. I worked hard to stay in shape, for my own sake mostly, but also to stay pretty for my husband, but he didn't care. I worked hard to seduce him, to make him want me, but he didn't. I was pushed away. I was pushed to the edge. Eventually, I decided to find someone to fulfill my needs. Someone who would want me.
I started online. I guess that's where most people go, not to mention I was already on the web a lot anyway trying to relieve the issues that my dead sex life was giving me. I learned a few things about myself during those first few weeks, chiefly that I had an addictive personality and that can be dangerous when dealing with internet porn, but also that there was something out that that got me hotter than I would have ever believed possible. Something so incredible, so absolutely wonderful that discovering its existence made my life feel empty without it. Something that was so entirely antithetical to my real life, that in contrast it had to be perfect by definition. Something that was the exact opposite of Dusty. I'm talking about Big, Black Cock.
The forum that I'd joined called them BBCs for short, but they were anything but short. Most of the time, I would cream my panties just looking at them, but the more I saw, the more I noticed a hollow, emptiness growing inside of me. It wasn't long before I realized that I had to have one. I had to experience it at least once. Or maybe two or three times. I wasn't greedy, but there had to be enough to go around. I could just imagine what it would feel like to be filled like that, to be stretched to my very limits by a Big Black Monster Cock. It wasn't good enough to look at pictures. It wasn't enough to watch videos, no matter how hot they were. I needed to know what it was like to get down on my knees and worship something like that, to feel it grow in my hands and wrap my lips around it as it throbbed in my mouth. To be taken by a big, strong, confident Black Man and be made to feel like a real woman again. I just needed to feel that way, I needed it more than I had ever needed anything in my life. I needed it so bad that my pussy ached and my heart raced.
In the beginning, there was a lot of 'missed connections'. Times when I would set up to meet some young, built stud at a bar and then not show. The nerves kept getting to me. It didn't matter that my body needed this, my mind said it was wrong and I had a lot of trouble getting past that. That was until I the luckiest night of my life, the night of my twenty-fifth birthday. Dusty and I had been married for seven years that year, and he had already ruined basically every birthday so far by inviting all of his old high school buddies, getting drunk and eventually throwing up. I told him I was going out with my girlfriends that night, which wasn't entirely a lie. I did meet up with a few of them and have a couple of drinks to get my courage up, but I told them I had to be home early and left after an hour or so. My true birthday party was going to be something special, a Big, Black Birthday Present to myself. His name was Darnell, he had a small recording studio in his apartment where he produced music for local artists. He had a business, moderate success and he understood the importance of discretion. Or at least, I thought he did, but that was back when I cared.
Only one person other than Darnell and myself knew of my birthday plans, my best friend June. She was the best, the only person I felt like I could talk to about my problems with Dusty.
To say that June was supportive would probably be an understatement. Part of me thought she was trying to live out her own BBC fantasies through me, but even that part didn't care. I was just happy to have someone to talk to. To be honest, doing it on my birthday was her idea. She said I deserved a real present, and that we both knew I wouldn't get what I needed from Dusty anytime soon. She was right. That's why I was driving all the way into the city to meet a man I had only talked to online, with every intention of getting my holes stuffed with his big cock. It was crazy. I was crazy. I knew that then and I know it now, but the danger of it was a key part of the excitement and by the time I made it to his apartment, my white lace panties were already soaked through.
I was lightheaded from fear and excitement and maybe even a touch of shame as I walked to his door. My hand shook as I reached for the doorbell and I stopped for a moment, gazing at my wedding ring. I faltered, thinking about the vows I'd taken, thinking about hard Dusty worked to build our life. I faltered, but only for a moment. I had driven all the way here. I was tipsy, horny and the emptiness was welling up inside of me stronger than ever - I was far beyond the point of no return. Without I pushed my reservations out of my head, pushed up my bra, and rang the bell.
My mind was racing. I couldn't decide what I wanted to do first, part of me wanted him to take control, to use me up and make me feel wanted, but another part of me wanted to jump his bones, to take him as mine and own that Big, Black Cock. I was so conflicted, so wrapped up in my most basic desires that I couldn't stand it. Without even thinking about it, I slid my hand down the front of my blue jean short shorts and slipped two fingers into my dripping pussy. I slid them in slow and deep, pulling them out just to rub over my clit before diving back beyond the lips. I was panting, breathing loud and heavy. All I could think about was that picture Darnell had sent me before I left the house, the one of his massive, meaty, ten-inches. At that moment, my mind was almost a perfect blank. I knew only one thing, I had to have that inside of me now. I was third-knuckle deep and starting to moan when the door swung open and my heart stopped.
Who knows what went through his head when he saw me mastubating on his porch. There I was, one hand down my pants, half-drunk and moaning, embarrassed and ashamed. My face flushed and my cheeks burned. I started to stammer out an apology. I couldn't figure out how I'd gotten to this point, how I'd gotten this desperate, this stupid. I considered bolting for my car, but before I could, he spoke up.
"Looks like you're starting without me. That's cool, but if you want to come on inside, I'll help you finish up." He said with a grin.
His voice was deep, heavy and commanding without being crass, it had a bassy, natural assertiveness to it that I wasn't used to. Something about it drove me over the edge. The moment he stopped speaking, whatever part of me that was still a rational, mature adult disappeared. Whatever part of me that had the good sense to be ashamed of myself had either died of embarrassment or drowned in the rolling baritone of his voice. My hands released themselves from their previous occupations and found his beautifully sculpted abs. I ran my fingers down his ebony flesh as I dropped slowly down. My bare knees hit the cold cement of his porch but I didn't care. I brought my hands to the impression of his huge cock, stroking it through his pants. I pressed my face against it and felt the warmth against my skin, but the aching between my legs only intensified.
Darnell started to say something, but stopped as I pulled his long stretch of meat from its cotton confinement. It hung there in my face. Huge. Thick. Black. A perfectly awe-inspiring affirmation of every BBC porno I had ever seen. A monument of ebon beauty. I wrapped one hand around the shaft and felt it pulse and throb, growing erect right before my eyes. If it was huge before, the touch of my hand made it grow to an almost impossible size. It was ten inches easy, and at least six in its circumference. My jaw dropped, I couldn't help it, it was a reflex of pure astonishment. Looking at it, I was in a trance. Without thinking, I gave in to another reflex .
Taking it in both hands, feeling its hot weight in my palms, I began to massage the shaft slowly. Darnell just stared at me silently, the look of shock and pleasant surprise saying everything I needed to hear. With one hand, I pulled my tank top and bra down, letting my breasts pop loose. With the other, I pulled his swelling rod to my lips and kissed gently at the base. It was at this moment that I truly understood why I was here. I understood what had been missing all my life. I knew at once what I really needed. I knew what satisfaction really looked like. This cock, this big, black, monster of a cock. This cock and every single one like it. I needed them to own me. I needed to belong to big black cocks. To service them, to be used by them, to be a whore for black cock.
I felt right then like I truly belonged, I was exactly where I was meant to be. I was on the precipice of being who I was meant to be. I took the massive snake in both hands again, squeezing its hot, heavy girth and moaning gently as I pressed my lips to the shaft once more. I twitched against my mouth. Darnell was clearly pleased with my actions. I could tell that I was doing something right, but I wasn't sure what. I opened my mouth, breathing in the heavy, musky, masculine scent of him, tasting the warm air before I pressed my tongue to the base where his thick shaft met his big balls.
The taste, the scent, it was all intoxicating. All reason left me. I felt like I was drunk, except when I drink I get tired, and I had never felt more awake. I felt like something deep inside, some animal part of me, was finally awake. I grabbed his cock tight, stuffing it greedily into my hungry mouth. I was drooling. I had felt this way before. I felt like a starving person who was just offered a full meal for the first time in my life. I pulled it deeper into my mouth. My lips, slick with saliva, slid easily over the veiny warmth of his meat. It hit the back of my throat and I gagged, tears welling in my eyes as I forced it down further until my mascara began to run. It was too big, too long for me to get it all down. So I sucked, slurped, gagged and choked. I ran my tongue up and down his full length. I stroked in long, twisting motions with my hands as I sucked at the tip. I was trying everything I had seen in my months of porn watching and he was loving every second of it. I knew when I was doing the right thing, I could feel him quiver in my mouth. I took it deep again, slower this time, learning my lesson from the first time, but as I inched him into my throat, the tears came nevertheless and I had to come up for air.
"Let's take this party inside, I have an apartment for a reason." He said sternly, tapping me on the head.
I didn't want to stop, not even for a second, but I couldn't argue with that voice, something inside me compelled me to obey him. He took me by the hand, his large, rough hand enveloped mine completely. I followed him inside, watching his ass as he walked. I wondered how he got in such incredible shape. He said something about taking me to his room, but I was impatient. I deserved to be though, it was my birthday after all. In the middle of the his living room, I turned him to face me. I pressed my body against his, and locked him in a deep kiss while I slipped his rough hand down the front of my nearly skin-tight daisy-dukes. I had to unbutton and unzip them to get his hand in there, but it was worth it. The second his big fingers slid over my clit and parted my lips, my legs went weak. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and held on to remain standing, breaking our kiss long enough to moan into his shoulder.
He slid his fingers inside me, first one then another, and my legs gave out entirely. If I wasn't holding on to him, I would have been on my ass. He slid his other hand under me and picked me up with ease. He was so strong. With his big arms holding me, I was in heaven. We kissed again, and he lifted me against him, walking us over to his couch. It was black cotton, soft and comfortable. He sat me on it and got to his knees, sliding my shorts and panties off in one motion. My head was swimming again, I was dizzy with desire. I stared at his taut muscles as he slid those big rough hands up the inside of my legs, making me tremble. I tore my shirt and bra off, flinging them to the floor in a pile as I spread my milky legs for him, not wanting to wait another second for my prize. The ache intensified, as if somehow it knew that it was going to be sated any moment.
Then his mouth was on me and I was mewling. He kissed his way from my ankle all the way up to my already wet pussy. Then he kissed down my other leg down to the top of my foot. My toes curled and I squeezed the couch cushion. He worked his way back up my leg and ran his tongue across my clit. Juices flowed, my face burned, my eyes rolled. He kissed my mound, then my stomach, then back down. I ran my hands across his bald head. His tongue found its way inside me, and I squirmed in pleasure. He moved his lips over mine, sucking and rolling his tongue across. His hands gripped my legs and squeezed. My body trembled. My heart raced. My chest heaved. He worked in slow, measured strokes. He took his time with his mouth, riding the line between pleasuring me generously and teasing me cruelly. Then, when I couldn't stand another second without breaking, he pulled back and stood.
As he stood up, pulling down his grey sweats, my eyes went wide. In the well-lit living room, I could see his cock in its full ebony glory. Big, thick and black. It was fully erect, massive in length and girth. There was a small part of me that was almost afraid of it, but it was an excited fear, like when you're cresting the hill on a huge rollercoaster. This was my rollercoaster, and I was ready to ride it. He stepped into me, his tip pressing against my moist lips. The ache was too much. My mind was clear of all thoughts save for the unimaginable need to have that big thing inside me. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he entered me, his massive member stretching me to my limits. I held my breath as he slid inch after inch into me. I saw stars, little fire bursts of ecstasy. I was drowning in wave after rolling wave of pleasure, the likes of which I could have never imagined. As big as it looked hanging there in front of me, it felt five times bigger when it was inside of me. I realized that I wasn't holding my breath intentionally any more. When he drove it deep inside me, it was actually hard to breathe.
He was going slow, letting me feel every inch sliding in and out, keeping a steady rhythm, trying not to hurt me. I appreciated his care, every slow, sliding inch caused rolling sensations of pleasure to shoot over my whole body. I could feel it everywhere, my face was flushing, my toes were curling, I was digging my nails into the cushions and clenching my teeth.
"Damn girl, you gots a tight ass pussy." His voice, though still enthralling, was coming out in ragged breaths.
I tried to speak, but I couldn't find my voice. My response came out in a wordless squeak. He gripped my waist, lifting me up slightly as he began to thrust faster, deeper, harder. The pain hit me with the first big thrust, tears welled up in my eyes again and I found my voice suddenly.
"Oh God!" I screamed. "Give me that big, black cock!"
"You want me to hurt you good, don't you ho?" He asked, smiling as he pulled out of me.
I don't know what part of that sentence excited me the most, all I knew was my answer. I rolled over onto my knees and shook my little lily white ass at him.
"Fuck me hard, break this little white pussy." I moaned, drunk on my need for more of that monster.
He wrapped one huge hand around my hip, and the other guided his huge cock back into my dripping cunt. If I had lost my voice the first time he entered me, I gained it in spades this time. I screamed wordlessly as he thrust deeper and deeper into me. I could feel him hitting my cervix, sending lightning bolts of intermingled pleasure and pain shooting through my body. Gripping my hip with one hand, he slapped my ass in time with his rhythm with the other. I bent my head and bit the couch, screaming into the cushion.
"Nah, Bitch, I wanna hear you scream." Darnell said, grabbing a handful of my hair and jerking my head up, eliciting another animalistic cry from me.
I forced myself to find the words between gasping breaths to moan for more. Darnell granted my wish gladly. His thrusts went harder, faster, deeper. I lost myself in the whirlwind of pleasure. I could hardly even think, all I could do was feel him. I simultaneously felt more and less like myself all at once.



My eyes were so full of tears, I couldn't see. I could feel my mascara running lines down my face. If I could have seen my face then, Whore would have been the very first of my self-imposed titles. Whore did have a certain sordid ring to it though. There was a certain reckless abandon in its connotation. The more I thought about the word, the more I liked it. A wonderfully filthy thought rose in my head. A thought I couldn't get past no matter how hard I tried. I was a whore. I was a whore for big, black cock. A BBC Whore. That's just what I was. Deep down inside, I knew nothing would ever be the same in my life. I would never be more than that, and that was just fine with me. It was so much more than I'd ever been before.
I flashed back to all those times in high school when people asked me what I wanted to be when I grew up, what I was going to do with my life. I never thought Whore was a valid life choice, not until I felt a massive black cock ramming into me over and over again, ravaging me and making me love every second of it. This was what I wanted. This is what I needed, even if I never knew it. A huge, monster cock stretching me out, making me whole, making me happy. Making me satisfied. Making me the woman I wanted to be, for the first time in my life.
Darnell thrust even deeper than I could have imagined, pulling me out of my head and forcing me into the moment.
"I'm gonna cum!" Darnell growled, his grip tightening on both my hips and hair.
"Feed it to me, I want to taste it!" I shouted, my voice hoarse from all the screaming.
I was never loud in bed before, but that was probably because sex had never been this much fun.
When he pulled out of me, I felt the sensation all over my body. When he pulled me to the floor and started stroking that big meat rod of his, I quivered with anticipation. I grabbed it with both hands, stroking it towards my open mouth wantingly. Then I wrapped my red lips around the wide head of his cock, massaging the shaft gently and provoking a moan. When he came, I let his hot, sticky-salty-sweet seed wash across my tongue and down my throat. I happily swallowed his sticky spunk, and milked the last drops of it from his still throbbing cock. I smiled up at him, a whore's smile, with runny mascara, smeared lipstick and a thin, dripping mixture of cum and drool leaking from one corner of my mouth. I felt full. I felt contented. I felt like myself for the first time ever. He looked at me, smiling warmly, then he took my hand in his.
"I think we could use a shower, don't you?" he said, leading me up the stairs.
"Only if it leads to round two, big boy." I said trying to be coy and failing miserably, my whore's hunger betraying me again.
The bathroom was really nice, big and roomy with a large shower and a black shag throw in the middle, continuing the black on white motif Darnell had going with his décor -and our evening. I stepped into the shower, eagerly rubbing at my moist lips. I wanted more, I needed more, one round just wasn't enough. Not anymore, not now that I knew what real pleasure was. Darnell was standing there grinning, one hand stroking his thick, black cock. I licked my lips hungrily, my eyes going wide as dinner plates as I saw his massive, meaty member surge back to life. I slid two fingers inside my soaking pussy, moaning gently as I turned on the water with my free hand.
Darnell stepped into the shower, pressing me against the cool tiled wall and holding his toned ebony body against mine. The hot water ran between our bodies as he locked me in a deep, lust-driven kiss. My hand found his rod, and I felt it pulse in my palm as it grew ever harder. I stroked gently in time with our kiss, moaning into his mouth in ecstasy. He kissed me like I'd never been kissed before, like he wanted me, like he needed me. When Darnell broke the kiss, my toes were curling and I'm pretty sure I had that big beautiful cock in a vice grip. He didn't complain though, he just kept going. Darnell kissed down my neck, running his tongue down it and gently biting at my shoulder. I could feel his hot breath against my skin even in the steamy water. He cupped one breast and brought the nipple up to his mouth, teasing it with his teeth and tongue before sucking gently. My knees went weak again, I could hardly manage to stand, I had to throw both my arms around his broad shoulders and hang on for dear life.
Darnell must have thought I was suggesting some course of action, because he suddenly gripped my hips and lifted me up. I played my part, taking his stiff rod and guiding it between my moist pussy lips. He lowered me hard and fast, plunging that big cock deep inside of me and causing me to moan into his shoulder and rake my nails into his back. I wrapped my legs around him, the running water adding a degree of difficulty to our positioning, but we soldiered on nevertheless.
He thrust hard and deep, hitting places that I never thought could be hit. I came almost immediately, biting his shoulder and screaming into his dark flesh, but he didn't' break stride. He kept pumping that massive rod inside me, in and out, in and out. Every inch sending shivers through my body, making me full, making me whole. It didn't take much of Darnell's big dick to get me off, but having an orgasm and having my hunger for cock sated were two entirely different beasts. I was addicted, that was something I needed to face, each time I felt those ten, long, thick inches stretch my little white pussy, I knew with every screaming fiber in my being that I needed to feel it again. Each thrust raised the threshold on what I needed. In the back of my mind, I knew even then that this was just the beginning. Darnell was my introduction, the first in what would be a very long line of big, black cocks in my life. I was new to this, but I was already insatiable. It was already impossible for me to have enough. As the hot water poured over our rhythmically moving forms, I looked up at the ceiling, drifting away in the sheer rapturous ecstasy of it all. I pondered where I would go from here, what deliciously dark delicacies awaited me in this adventure I was embarking on.
As I rode the rolling waves of pleasure, I made a mental note to ask Darnell if he had any friends I would like. I felt Darnell's thrusts become more and more frantic. I moved my lips to his ear and whispered.
"Go ahead, I'm on the pill." I moaned.
My ebony Adonis grunted eagerly as he thrust faster and deeper, digging his fingers into my soft steam-pink skin. When I felt his hot seed shoot inside me, it was like nothing I had ever imagined. His big cock twitched three times and filled my wanting pink pussy with hot, sticky spunk. Even as he blew his big load, Darnell showed no signs of stopping his thrusting. With each ramrod thrust of his big cock, I could feel his liquid gift being stuffed deeper and deeper inside of me. I could feel it seeping out around the base of his cock, running down my shaking legs. When he finally stopped pounding me, he pulled out slowly and we slid down the wall together, coming to a rest seated under the falling water, which had started to turn icy.
We sat in silence for a while, both too fuck-drunk in the afterglow to say anything. Eventually Darnell opened his mouth and broke the silence.
"You know Shiloh, you'd look damn fine carryin' a Black Man's baby." He said, looking at me with a previously unseen warmth.
I was stunned, partially because I had been thinking the same thing, and partially because that was the first time Darnell had used my name since we met online. I couldn't let on that I agreed with him, I figured I had let him have enough power so far,
"You know Darnell, as good as felt to be filled with your hot cum, I think I prefer to swallow every, little, drop." I whispered, running my hand against his soft cock and licking my lips.
"I'm so hungry Darnell, don't you have any more of that sticky-sweet cum?" I moaned, leaning towards him beaming.
"Damn girl, you a freak. I mean, I like it, but you a freak..." Darnell started, finally finding the strength to stand and turn off the water, "I'm all tapped out for the night babygirl, but if you're still DTF I might be able to call some of my boys for you."
As good as that sounded, I needed to get home soon. I didn't know what time it was, but I knew I'd been gone far too long. I stood, shaking.
"I'll keep that in mind for next time big boy, I gotta run for now." I said, stepping out of the shower and starting to get dressed.
"Well you know the way out girl, but about what you was sayin... I think I have an idea if you're free later this month..." He said.
As I drove home, legs still shaking, I thought about Darnell's idea. In the heat of the moment, it had sounded like heaven. On the drive home however, as a faint specter of guilt over my infidelity began to creep up in my subconscious, I wondered if my satisfaction was worth the potential harm it could cause my husband. Pulling up to a stoplight, I caught a glimpse of myself in the rearview, and I saw something that put an end to all of my lingering doubts. I was smiling, ear to ear. Hell, I was practically beaming. I couldn't remember the last time I'd felt so good. I couldn't remember the last time I'd been so happy.
I pulled out my phone and sent Darnell a message. Hell yes I'd entertain at his client's record release party. I wouldn't miss it for the world. The old Shiloh Cash wouldn't dream of taking on a room full of drunken, horny rappers and hype-men. Shy little Shiloh was a thing of the past, this was the new me. This was the real me, the proud black cock whore... And I wouldn't miss an opportunity like this.
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Darnell told me that I was welcome back at his place anytime, but as badly as I wanted to drop by, I wasn't ready yet. He'd given me the single best night of my life, and I desperately wanted to return the favor. I was still new to dealing with anything of his calibre though. My husband, despite whatever attempts he'd made with that little pink thing of his, had failed to prepare me for a real cock. If I was going blow Darnell's mind, I needed practice.
Still, I wasn't exactly deep in the Black Cock Scene, so I hit up the forum and started cruising my old missed connections. I was looking for something quick and dirty. Something I could lock down in a few messages and really break the training wheels off. Nothing complicated and drawn out, just a Big Black Cock to practice my technique on. After a little browsing by area, and sending out some tasteful nudes, I found what I was looking for.
The Friday night after my birthday, I told Dusty I was going out. I didn't bother telling him where I was going, or when I'd be back. It wasn't any of his business anyway. I drove across the city, feeling that familiar need swell up inside of me. I gripped the steering wheel tight and gritted my teeth. I felt like an addict, looking for a fix. Which made sense, because that's exactly what I was.
After a half-hour of fighting traffic, I made it to The Red Door. It was a trashy little local club my girlfriends and I frequented when we wanted loud music and cheap drinks. I eagerly checked my phone. A single text declared that my 'date' had already arrived and was waiting for me in the back. I checked my make-up in the rear-view and hurried inside. After working my way through the Friday night crowd I found him sitting at the bar drinking a glass of ice water.
His name was Tremaine, and he was definitely younger than me. He had to be eighteen to get in, but he couldn't be much more than that. He was tall and lanky, with small but tight muscles. He was wearing rectangular thin-framed glasses and had long hair tied back in bundled dreads.
"Tremaine?" I asked, noticing that he looked almost like his profile picture.
"Hey there sexy, te-tell me you're Shiloh." He stammered, smiling to reveal a mouth full of braces and doing his best to project some false confidence.
I rolled my eyes and placed one hand on the crotch of his baggy jeans.
"Let me see it." I said, the wicked smile growing on my lips betraying my futile attempts to display some sort of dominance in this situation.
He was taken aback by my forwardness, and took a moment to find the right words. He stammered for a bit before swallowing audibly.
"Uh... Here?" He asked, looking around.
I was running out of patience. I needed his cock inside me, needed to feel full again. Needed to get fucked like Darnell had fucked me. Or at least as close as this guy could manage. I took a firm grip of his growing bulge and pulled him off of his barstool. He didn't put up a fight - which is good, because he would have lost. Pulling him along by the crotch, I pushed my way through the shambling crowd and into the men's room. I felt eyes following us, and the thought of being recognized sent bolts of adrenaline surging through me. Deep down, I think I wanted to get caught.
The Red Door's men's room was as trashy as one would suspect from this sort of dive, with cracking red paint covered by an incredible amount of graffiti that spanned each wall and parts of the ceiling, and came in every shade imaginable. It had three stalls, two small and one larger, more accessible one. The poor guy seemed at a total loss as I spun him around and shoved his back against the wall inside the largest stall, slamming the door shut behind me with one heeled foot. He opened his mouth to speak but was silenced as I locked him in a deep kiss, pushing my body against his. I kissed him hard and long, rolling my tongue and biting his lower lip as I pulled away. Then I dropped to my knees and pulled his baggy jeans and boxers down in one motion. He gasped loudly as I took his big cock in both hands.
I stroked it in slow, twisting motions, examining my prize up close. The pictures Tremaine had sent were nice, but they didn't really do it any justice. His cock was thicker than Darnell's, but not quite as long. It was less veiny as well, which was fine. I knew I would get what I wanted from it. I pressed my pink-glossed lips to his shaft, kissing it romantically. In a text earlier this week, Darnell had called them DSL's, Dick-Sucking-Lips, but I figured I needed more practice before I could hold that sort of title.
My lips were one of my favorite qualities though. My best friend, June, the twenty-year-old daughter of two very short Chinese immigrants, was especially envious of them. Though she was also envious of my ass, and my tits, as well as my new lifestyle. I'm not trying to say June was lacking in any particular department, just that she was barely five feet even and might clear ninety pounds if she was soaking wet, wearing a big coat and rain boots. June was the very first person I told about my newfound love. For all her minuteness, she was a true size-queen, and while she had never had one herself, she swore by the BBC she'd seen.
As I kissed my way up the shaft of the younger man's thick cock, I thought about June's drawer full of over-sized black dildos.
"I just want to be ready when I get my hands on a real one." she had said after showing me, giggling like a schoolgirl.
June had helped me tremendously in the last week. It meant everything to have someone I could confide in. Someone who didn't judge me for needing more than my husband could provide. We'd gone toy shopping, and she had helped me pick out something to take the edge off days when I couldn't get a real BBC in me. I'd have to return the favor, I thought, swirling my tongue before wrapping my lips around Tremaine's broad tip. Maybe if this turned out alright I'd set him up with June next. I think she'd like him, if she could manage to get him inside her.
With both hands, I stroked his hard rod slowly, running my soft fingers over every inch of his spit-slicked size. I smiled as I saw the thick ring my smearing pink lipstick had created on his dark cock. It made me think of flood lines, indisputable proof of how far I could take a thick, meaty cock in my throat. I could go farther. I knew I could, but not yet, I needed to take it slow, pace myself or he'd blow early like Dusty always did. I couldn't let that happen before I had my fill.
I took one hand and pulled my red v-neck down exposing my milky white double-dee's. I released his wet rod, feeling it flop heavily against my chest, and slid it between my tits, cupping them together around his hard cock. He moaned, the gentle, high moan of someone who was maybe a little in over his head. But the size of his tool told a different tale however, one of pure, unbridled masculinity.
I looked up at him, biting my lower lip and batting my big blue eyes, and then I started to bounce my tits up and down on his cock. His cock was hot and wet between my tits, I could feel it throb and pulse against my chest. Keeping it between my breasts, I tilted my head forward and wrapped my pink lips around the head, sucking gently while massaging my tits along the shaft.
"No no no no no no... Don't stop, please don't stop..." He said in a harsh whisper, his hands moving slowly toward my hair.
I increased my suction, sliding his cock deeper into my mouth as I did so, and I felt his fingers run through my hair. He was gentle. Unlike Darnell, he wasn't here to dominate me, to make me beg for his cock. This was the other end of the spectrum. I was in control, and somehow that was even hotter. The feeling of his long fingers running through my hair sent a shiver down my spine, the hairs on the back of my neck were standing on end and my already wet pussy was soaking through my thong. There was something unimaginably sexy about hearing a Black Man beg, but I wasn't cruel. I wrapped one hand around his shaft, and cupped his sizable sack in the other, then I drove his huge wet cock down my throat, planting my lipstick ring barely an inch and a half from the base before coming up gagging and gasping for air. I slid him into my mouth again, sucking the drool off his throbbing member and then as I pulled him out with loud, wet pop, I spit it back onto his cock and stood up, stepping out of my drenched underwear.
I pressed my hands against his chest and turned around, lifting up my skirt and grinding my bare ass against his rock hard cock. Then I bent over slowly and touched my pink-painted toes.
"Well?" I asked coyly, gyrating my hips and pressing his thick cock between my cheeks. "Don't you know not to keep a girl waiting?"
He paused for a beat, like he didn't know what to say, but then he decided to follow the old adage and let his actions speak for him. He placed one hand on my hip, and with the other he guided his long, thick rod into my wanting pussy. It was so fast, so deep, so sudden, I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming out in ecstasy. This was what I had been needing all week. This was what made me whole. I was myself again, a humble, horny, hungry worshiper at the Church of Black Cock. I was a Nun at prayer and this rod was God. I was a bitch in heat, panting and moaning. My eyes rolling back in pleasure as the timid kid I had taken to the bathroom became a man, taking my body and fucking me raw. He was going balls deep with each thrust, and it was everything I could do to not scream, but I knew that my resolve wouldn't hold. He was all passion and no experience. No rhythm, just need.No skill, just raw, Black Power.
I stopped him just long enough to grab my thong off the floor and stuff it into my mouth like a makeshift gag, I clenched the balled up fabric in my teeth, tasting my own sweet juices as they were rung out of it into my mouth. I braced myself against the door of the stall, then grunted the gag-muffled words "fuck me" as I pushed my hips back against him, driving that huge monster back inside of me. He took the reins again, hooking his thumbs into the belt loops on my denim skirt and slamming that gigantic cock to the hilt again and again.
I couldn't contain it anymore. It was so thick. It stretched me so good. I was so full. I came, hard and screaming. Some small part of my mind that wasn't preoccupied with the class-a fucking I was receiving hoped that the thong-gag was enough to keep my screaming orgasms localized to the bathroom, but in retrospect, the bar itself was probably loud enough on its own. I had come two more times from the ceaseless ramming when he grabbed me by the hair. I could feel it, I could feel his confidence growing with every single thrust. He yanked my hair hard, and slapped my ass with his free hand. I squealed with pleasure and pain as the commingling sensations warred throughout my body. His cock, his incredible, magnificent cock. It was almost too thick to bear. When he pulled back, that broad tip almost left me, and when he drove it home again, the stretching made me see stars.
"Fuck! Fuck yes! Take it! Take what you want! Take me!" I shrieked, letting the thong fall from my mouth as an awe-inspiring orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave.
My legs were trembling almost too much to stand when I heard the bathroom door swing open. My face was pressed against the crack in the stall door, and I locked eyes with a maintenance man, pulling a cart of cleaning supplies.
He looked to be my Daddy's age, with salty streaks of white running through his close cut black hair and weathered, ashy black skin that looked like old leather. The nametag on his blue jumpsuit said Earl, and he met my gaze with a look that showed an utter lack of surprise.
Earl turned away quickly and grabbed for the door, but my Need, my Addiction was too great. I beat on the door with my fist and called out to him.
"Get in here, I could use some help." I moaned in the sexiest voice I could muster with a cock this big pounding my breath away.
Earl shot me a knowing smile that said he had been around the block once or twice with my kind, and then hung an 'out-of-order' sign on the outside of the door before dropping his jumper and walking into the stall, his absolutely massive cock swinging half-mast between his skinny legs.
Tremaine didn't say a word as I grabbed Earl's long tool and stuffed it eagerly into my mouth. He just paused long enough for us to reposition, and then went right back to plowing me like a Denver snowdrift. I came again almost immediately, this time screaming into Earl's big dick like it was a Emo band's rented microphone. Earl grabbed my hair in two handfuls, and began to fuck my throat while Tremaine absolutely wrecked my pussy. If one black cock was heaven, I didn't know how to describe two, there simply wasn't a word in the English language that sufficed. There is something about choking on a thick, black cock that is almost orgasmic in and of itself. Part of it is the oxygen deprivation, but the bulk of it is the raw masculine power of the thing in your mouth. To do that, while being fucked silly by a second massive black cock is the most incredible experience.
Orgasm after body-wracking orgasm later, Earl pulled out suddenly and smiled at me.
"No... Don't take it away..." I pleaded, looking up at him with gagging-induced tear-filled eyes.
"Look girly, it's not that I don't like fuckin yo pretty little white face, but it's my turn in that hot-box of yours and I'm not takin' no for an answer." Earl said, slapping his hard, wet cock against my pouting lips a few playful times.
"Fair enough, old man." Tremaine said, pulling his soda-can-esq girth out of me and walking around me.
I stood up briefly to stretch my shaking legs. Earl came up behind me as I bent, grabbed the back of my skirt, and pressed the tip of this hard cock against my dripping pussy. I moaned loudly, and Tremaine positioned himself so that I could take him in my mouth again. I slurped and gagged on Tremaine's thick cock as Earl found his rhythm. I reveled in the taste of myself on him while I enjoyed the fruits of Earl's vast experience. He had rhythm, he knew tricks. He fucked me at a shifting, downward angle, making sure to slide that long rod along my G-spot on every stroke. Then, just for good measure, he reached around my leg and stroked my clit with his fingers. I came squirting, gushing, shaking. I came harder than I ever had in my life. Tears welled up in my eyes and my knees went weak. I'd have fallen to the floor if Earl wasn't holding me up from behind. As soon as that orgasm passed, Earl coaxed another just like it out of me. And then another.
After another electrifying half-hour of being spit-roasted by two massive black rods, Earl went deep enough to force me to take Tremaine's thick lcock balls-deep down my screamed-sore throat. I felt his heavy sack slap against my chin, then I felt his meaty cock convulse as he sent a torrent of cum straight down my throat.
I grabbed his ass with both hands, holding him balls-deep for as long as I could manage. Once the flood of spunk stopped, I pushed him back, feeling his long, thick cock slide wetly out of my mouth. Then I pushed back against Earl, taking him all the way in.
I gyrated my hips, grinding him inside me while moaning like a proud whore, and in a few minutes he pushed me forward and was brandishing his slick cock. I dropped to my knees, partially to play along, but mostly because I could hardly stand. Earl stroked his huge cock slowly, and I moaned and bit my lip. He squeezed out five huge spurts of hot, sticky cum onto my tits and I moaned and pressed them together. Then I grabbed my thong off the floor, and tossed it into Tremaine's lap.
"Text me sometime, Sweetheart." I cooed, getting to my feet and stepping out of the stall.
I stopped by the mirror, adjusted my V-neck and rolled my skirt back down. Once I'd caught my breath, I took a moment to re-apply my lipstick and walked back into the bar satisfied. I grabbed a beer from the bartender, and sat at the bar. I checked my phone, five missed calls, all from Dusty. Five new voicemails, also from my husband. I thought about calling him back, and decided to text Darnell instead.
"How many guys did you say would be at the party?" I typed, then I ordered another beer and began tapping my fingers on the bar impatiently as I waited for Darnell's response.
After what felt like forever, my screen lit up with a new message, I tapped my way through the lock-code, then the text menu, and my eyes lit up to match the glow of the phone.
"About seven, you excited?"
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It was the night of Darnell's big party, and I was getting ready to play hard. Red cocktail dress, short with a long side slit, the kind of dress that my girlfriends called a "Fuck 'em" dress. I was wearing my black gloss stilettos, red lipstick and no wedding ring. I curled my long blond hair and restrained my rack with an underwire push-up, creating cleavage for days. I took a long hard look at myself in the bathroom mirror and was struck by how good my new necklace looked. There it was, hanging between my breasts, a black spade with a white 'Q' in the center.
I don't think Dusty knew what it meant, but even if he did, I didn't care. If I had learned anything in the last few weeks, it was how to be happy. Dusty's feelings didn't factor into that. He had been spending all his free time locked in the basement lately anyway, he said he was working on a new project, but wouldn't tell me anything else. If I gave a damn, I would have argued, but I had long since ran out of fucks to give for Dusty's hobbies, so I eyed myself in the mirror, adjusted my rack, licked my rosy red lips and strutted out the door, already aching from anticipation.
The drive tore my nerves up. I hated city traffic, but Friday nights were the worst. It was bumper to bumper all the way to the highway. Ten minutes into the trip, I had a hand up my dress, trying in vain to quench the need, if only temporarily.
I only frustrated myself more. If I carried a bigger purse, I would consider carrying my BBC dildo anytime I left the house. I'd even bought an adorable carrying case just for that reason, but the only purse that matched this dress was comically small and could barely contain my make-up and a little party-favor that I thought would come in handy if this night went my way. I briefly thought that a Dusty-sized dildo would fit nicely in it, but there was no way that something that small would be worth it. Out of options, I decided it was best to just focus on the road. The last thing I wanted to do was get in a wreck and miss the party. I was, after all, the night's entertainment.
The drive was pure torture. Every fiber of my being was screaming by the time I made it downtown. Four stoplights later and I was nearly shaking from withdrawals. Five and I thought I would die, but I squeezed the steering wheel of my '96 Accord until my knuckles turned white and worked my way through the maze of downtown streets until I made it to Darnell's street.
There were cars on both sides, and I was worried I wouldn't be able to find a parking space, but there was one reserved right in front, with a small sign that said 'entertainment'. I felt pretty special, important even, and I climbed out of my car as gracefully as its antiquated design would allow.
I could hear the party from the driveway, and I'll admit to being a little intimidated. Since I started my new life, I'd had my fair share of black cock, but I was taking on seven tonight, and I just wasn't sure of the logistics involved.
I made my way toward the front door, trying desperately to keep my composure. I'd found myself masturbating on this porch before, but I needed to look at least half professional tonight. I tried to remember the power trip that came from dragging Tremain into that club bathroom. Tried to hold on to that strength. I knew I'd turn into a slobbering, cock slurping whore by the end of the night, but I could at least pretend to be in control when I walked in.
It was so damn loud in there. I had never been to a record release party, besides a handful of get-togethers in high school, I had never really been to a party of any sort. I'll admit, I had some preconceptions, all of which were met. Darnell's living room was packed with young, well dressed black men, all laughing and carrying on. When I stepped through the door, the party came to a screeching halt at my presence. The talking stopped, and their eyes fell on me. I was being visually undressed by a room full of sexy black men, and my face turned bright red.
"There she is! You can look, but don't touch. Shiloh's a VIP tonight." Darnell's powerful voice cut through the room.
I'd love to pretend that I was keeping my composure, at least on the outside, but on the inside I was like a starving woman at a buffet. I needed their cocks. All of them. I wanted to drop to my hands and knees and crawl to the center of the room. I wanted to tear my clothes off and give in to the burning need that was dominating me, body and soul. Somewhere, deep down, I wondered if I'd lost my mind.
"I'm so glad you could make it, Shi." Darnell said, walking across the room and taking my hand before I could make a slut of myself.
"The crew's in the back right now, do you want to see the studio?" He continued, smiling.
I returned his smile, and forced myself to exert some control. I wasn't some hopeless addict. I was Shiloh Cash. I was a Queen of Spades. I dominate and submit. I give as much as I take. I placed a hand on his face and batted my eyelashes.
"There's only seven things I intend on seeing tonight, they better be in that studio." I said.
"Goddamn, Girl" He laughed, "I guess it's rude to make a lady wait."
Darnell took me by the hand and led me down a hallway and stopped at a big, heavy door. He placed a big hand on the doorknob and then turned to me.
"The Studio is soundproof, which knowing you is a good thing." He said with a big, charismatic smile "I'm going to get the crew, go on and make yourself at home."
I pulled the heavy door open and stepped into Darnell's home recording studio. His post-modern black-and-white decor continued into this room, with white carpeting and a black leather couch. The walls were covered in black noise-cancelling foam and a recording set-up dominated most of the room. There were a few mics, a high-dollar camcorder, some consoles I assumed were for sound mixing and an honest-to-god turntable. I sat my purse down on the couch and slipped off my underwear, stuffing them into my already over-packed bag. I was just starting to entertain myself by playing with the mixer when Darnell came back with six other black men, each heavily muscled and well toned.
"So boys, like what you see?" Darnell said, motioning toward me.
"Damn dawg, that's one fine-ass bitch." The shortest one said, smiling ear to ear.
"So how's this gonna work Dar?" Another one said, his thick, beaded dreadlocks hanging past his shoulders.
I walked towards them, running my hands over my body as I did so, and pressed up against the one with the dreads.
"Mic check," I whispered, trying to hide my hunger under a veneer of sensual control as I dropped to the floor and ran my tongue up the front of his pinstriped slacks.
I found the zipper with my teeth, and unzipped him in one motion, then I looked up at him while I fished his thick cock out with one hand.
"What's your name, big boy?" I cooed, stroking his cock slowly.
"T-1milli..." He gasped as I slid his hard, thick, black rod into my hot mouth.
He moaned loud, and his crew started unzipping. I glanced around at each big cock as they were revealed, never taking my mouth off of him.
"I'm uh, Muggy Mike..." The shorter one said, stepping towards me, cock in hand.
"And I'm Crazy Contendah, Ho!" another one said, this one clearly the youngest, and the most 'gifted' of the group.
I took Contendah and Mike's cocks, one in each hand, and stroked them gently in rhythm as I bobbed my head on Milli's massive member. Milli was moaning louder now, dress-shoes or no, I knew his toes were curling. I switched the head to Mike, and grabbed the first cock I saw with my now free hand. It belonged to the tallest of them all, a bald guy with face tattoos called Sergeant Smash. Smash's cock left nothing to be desired, but it wasn't quite the size of Contendah's. I let go of Contendah's rod, and used that hand to slick the slobber off of Mike's when I pulled it out of my mouth, then with my wet hand, I started rubbing my aching pussy like I was trying to start a fire.
I got up, still holding Smash's stick, and walked towards the couch. Leading him like a dog on a leash. I turned him and pushed him onto the couch, then I dropped to my knees and stuffed his big dick down my throat. I went deeper and deeper. Going up and down until his balls touched my chin. I gagged. I choked. Tears welled in my eyes, and I pulled up for air, spitting a mouthful of slobber on his cock and rubbing it on with both hands.
"Isn't one of you boys going to help me out of this dress?" I asked, turning to face the crowd.
I didn't have to ask twice. They swarmed me, grabbing, groping at me and grinding their cocks against my bare skin as they slid my dress over my head and unsnapped my bra, freeing my nearly suffocating double-D's. Contenda squeezed my breasts, kneading them with his thick fingers. Milli grabbed my ass in both hands. Someone whose name I hadn't caught yet, crouched and ran his tongue up my inner thigh. I mewled in pleasure, and guided his head towards my crotch. He licked my clit and then sank his teeth into my hip.
Smash started to stand up, but turned back to him and pushed him back onto the couch. I turned and bounced my ass at him, then I dropped to the floor and shook it more.
"Goddamm, Darnell... Where'd you find this freak?" Smash asked.
"Would you believe she found me?" Darnell laughed.
"Lucky fuckin' bastard." Smash replied.
"I'm the lucky one." I cooed, turning back to Smash.
I crawled back over to him, and took his huge, beautiful cock in both hands.
"Darnell, sweetie... Could you fetch the lube out of my purse please." I asked, stroking Smash in slow, twisting movements. "I need someone to fuck my ass."
I'd never done anal before, but I was ready. I'd been practicing with my BBC dildo all week. I sucked and slurped on Smash's balls, then ran my tongue up his shaft slowly. They were all arguing about who would go first. Contendah said it should be him because he was the most popular. One called Chris said that he hadn't had anything yet, and their 'hype-man' 'Lil Bone Deeps said it should be him just because of his name. I let them argue, and kept enjoying the feeling of Smash's cock in my mouth. I slapped it on my tongue, took it deep, and rubbed it on my face releasing the heat of it.
After a few minutes of playing with Smash's rod while listening to them argue, I pulled him out of my mouth with a loud *Pop*
"Goddamnit, Darnell take that shit and fuck my fucking ass!" I shouted impatiently.
He obliged. I could always count on Darnell to give me what I needed. He lubed up thoroughly and went in slow, but it didn't matter. He was so fucking big, and my ass was so tight, I had to stuff Smash back into my mouth to muffle my own scream.
This was it, the final frontier, I was conquering BBC gangbangs and anal all in the same night. If I could have thought then, I probably would have wondered how I'd top that night in the future. All thoughts went out the window the second I felt Darnell's massive black anaconda sliding up my ass though. It was so big. So long. So thick. The sensation of being filled, of being stretched, sent my legs into quakes.
My eyes rolled back as I went balls deep on Smash again. My body tried autonomously to flee from Darnell's massive member. My lips touched Smash's balls and I flicked my tongue out, only to feel him shoot his huge, hot load down my throat. I choked on it, gagged and drooled a mixture of slobber and sticky spunk. To my credit though, I managed to swallow most of it down.
Smash tagged out with Chris, and I went to work on him just as Darnell started to pick up speed. I could feel his big balls slapping my dripping pussy and I pulled Chris out of my mouth and let myself scream in ecstasy.
"Someone fuck my goddamn pussy! Fuck! Please! Give me that fucking big black dick!". I shrieked, squeezing Chris' cock so hard it had to have hurt him.
Darnell must have decided someone should oblige me, because he reached between my legs and lifted me into the air. He turned, and then sat down on the couch, with me riding reverse anal cowgirl. Bone Deeps stepped up to the plate, and bracing one foot on the couch beside me, he slid into my soaked pussy, triggering an instant, earth-shattering orgasm.
I screamed as I came, louder than I ever had. Double-penetration was magic. There were no other words to describe it. This was a new level of being filled. This was otherworldly. This was heaven. I bounced my ass on Darnell's hard cock, trying to match the rhythm of Bone Deeps' thrusts. With each bounce, I shrieked like an animal.
Mike climbed the couch, and slapped his fat cock against my open lips. I showed him I didn't need convincing, opening wide and working the shaft with my tongue. Darnell was squeezing my tits from behind. This was incredible, so many sensations were coursing through my body that I couldn't keep track. My head was spinning. I felt drunk. My world shattered as the most intense orgasm of my life shook me to my core.
Darnell came - there was no warning. All of a sudden I felt his hot cum shooting into my ass. Bone Deeps grabbed me by the hips and pulled me forward, lifting me onto him as Darnell got off the couch. The next thing I knew, I was on the floor. I was riding Bone Deeps as Mike was stuffing his big cock into my ass. They were alternating their rhythm. I was alternating gasping and screaming.
I locked tear filled eyes with Milli. He was stroking his fat cock and watching me.
"Put it in my mouth." I moaned at anyone who'd oblige.
Milli and Contendah walked over, and with a little bit of positioning, I had both of their big, wet, black cocks sliding in and out of my mouth. Mike came after just a few minutes of fucking my ass, and I loved the feeling of his hot cum flooding me just as much as I loved Darnell's. I came when he did, but I must have writhed too much, because Bone Deeps came as well. No warning from him either, just a muttered curse word and the feeling of his hot seed flooding my pussy. It was the most amazing experience I had ever been through. I'd had black cum in each of my holes. As I climbed off of Bone Deeps, I silently wished I wasn't on the pill.
I made my way over to Chris, Contendah and Milli followed close. I laid back on the floor and Chris climbed on top of me. He was an incredible lover. His thrusts were slow and deep, sending shivers up my spine and making me curl my toes. He took his time, sucking my nipples and rubbing my clit with his thumb, eliciting wave after wave of rolling orgasms from me.
After what felt like an eternity in heaven, he pulled out and stroked out a huge, hot load directly onto my stomach. Then Milli mounted my chest, pressing his spit slicked cock between my tits, he fucked my chest for a moment and came right into my open, wanting mouth.
Contendah had stepped back and was stroking his big, thick cock while watching me lick the dripping cum from my lips. Then he stepped close, and moved his huge, muscular frame down on top of me, stuffing his huge cock into my dripping pussy and pushing my ankles up past my head.
I felt like a contortionist, but the bending intensified his angle of entry, making every one of his vicious, jackhammer like thrusts shake my whole body. With one rough, many ringed hand, he grabbed my throat, barely any pressure, but his grip was firm and full of control. I was an object in those moments, free of all desires non-carnal. I was a cocksleeve. I was a fucktoy. A place for black men to deposit load after load of of their hot cum. I moaned and cried out as wave after wave of shaking orgasms overtook me. I think I blacked out, or squirted, or both, but after what felt like forever, Contendah pulled out and blew his hot load all over my face.
I laid there for a moment in silence, waiting for the room to stop spinning. I could hear the crew talking amongst themselves, discussing how much fun I had been, but they all sounded far away. I stared at the ceiling, riding the afterglow and loving the feeling of their cum on and in me.
A while later, after I had regained my composure I wiped off with a towel Darnell had provided. Then I slipped out of the room, clothes and purse in hand. Darnell and the crew had left the room some time ago, and as I crept up the hallway towards the stairs, I could see them in the living room partying. They were laughing, fist-bumping and high-fiving, and they kept patting Darnell on the back. I slid up the stairs quietly and slipped into Darnell's shower to clean off. With the hot water washing over me, I thought about the night. Since I started all of this, indulging in my darkest fantasies and being true to what I was, I had always felt like I was building to some great plateau.
Like eventually, all of this would culminate in one big sexual event that would solidify the new me and etch her place in stone. I had thought that would be tonight, taking on seven big black dicks at once, and opening myself to anal all in the same night. Somehow, I still felt unfulfilled. I rinsed my hair, cleaned the drying cum off of my chest and stepped back out of the shower wondering where my quest for fulfillment would take me next.
After getting cleaned up, I hung around the party for a little while and did my best to mingle with the party-goers. After politely excusing myself from an argument about who fucked me the best, I found Darnell hanging out by himself in the kitchen.
"Have fun tonight Shi?" he asked, his knowing grin making my heart race.
"Time of my life big guy, glad you didn't sit things out though." I responded, putting my hands on his arm.
"I'm just glad I got there first, you needed someone who'd treat ya right on your first time." He said, his eyes showing a rare kindness that I wasn't yet used to.
I kissed him briefly on the lips and whispered my thanks before excusing myself and heading out to my car. When I got there, I saw Bone Deeps leaning against the hood.
"Yo Ho, this yo ride?" He asked flashing a toothy, almost shark-like grin.
He was knocking back a large bottle of vodka, and it looked like a good amount of it was ending up on his shirt. I looked over my old Honda almost embarrassed and told him it was indeed my ride.
"No. Absolutely not. Nobody who takes care of 'lil Bone Deeps' crew is gonna ride in some shit like this. Imma fix you up. I'mma fix you up, just you wait." He responded, his words slurring slightly as he got off my car and wandered towards the house.
He slapped my ass as we passed each other, I blushed but he was in the house before I could say anything. I drove home, still dazed from the afterglow. I stumbled inside and crawled into bed. My husband was already asleep and snoring loudly.
I slept in the next morning, and Dusty was gone by the time I woke up. I made myself breakfast, despite it being well after noon, and threw on a robe to go check the mail. There was a Cherry Red Mazda Miata in my driveway, complete with a big red bow and two notes on the windshield.
The first one was from Bone Deeps, but the rest of the crew had signed it as well, it was a fine eggshell paper, with raised letters spelling out my name. The inside of the note was handwritten by Bone Deeps himself and it read "Shiloh, thanks for entertaining at our party last night, you da best for reals. P.S. Thanks for lettin a nigga cum inside, that shit was great."
Under that note was a yellow sticky-note like the kind I used to leave on the fridge for Dusty when he worked late. It consisted of just four words, hastily scrawled in my husband's distinctive chicken scratch: "We need to talk".
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This is how my life changed. This is how it all started. A stranger's hand, her hand, on mine. It was strange, but not unwelcome. The softness of her skin, the warmth of her touch. I didn't know what I was getting myself into, but I knew that I liked it. I knew that it was right, despite everything I'd always believed.
Twenty minutes earlier I was having dinner with my husband in the Hotel's restaurant. Twenty minutes earlier my husband and I were eating silently. Twenty minutes earlier, everything was normal.Then his phone rang and he had to rush off, again. Not that our evening was going perfectly, but I didn't enjoy being left alone. This entire trip felt like a waste of time. I'd barely had any time with Ifran, he'd been working since the plane landed. I felt more alone than ever, sitting in a strange restaurant in a strange hotel in a strange city. No one to speak to, no one I knew. I wished I'd stayed at home, I wished I'd not tagged along. This was never going to be the romantic vacation I'd imagined. Ifran was too busy, Ifran was always too busy.
I was gathering my things and preparing to return to our room when I heard a voice. It was silky and warm, and it rolled over me like a silk sheet.
"Hey there, new in town?" She asked, touching my hand gently.
I turned to look at her, and found myself lost in her brilliant blue eyes. She smiled, warm and inviting. My heart fluttered and I started to stammer an answer, but couldn't force one out.
"Are you shy?" She asked almost playfully.
I could feel my face flush with heat, I felt like a schoolgirl. I tried to break her gaze, tried to look away. I thought, if I could only look down at the floor I could speak. I felt frozen by her eyes, by her smile. I took in every facet of her pretty face, the way her blonde hair hung in flowing ringlets, the way her soft, pink lips curled up in her smile. Suddenly, shamefully, I was struck by a desire to kiss those lips. I fought the desire and returned the smile.
"I'm uh... I'm Sonam." I whispered.
"Sonam, that's such a pretty name." She whispered back, leaning closer to me.
I watched her lips part as they worked their way around the consonants and vowels of my name. I could feel her breath on my cheek as she spoke. It sent shivers down my spine. I opened my mouth again to say something, anything, but she continued.
"Do you have plans tonight?" She asked warmly.
"No... I was just going back to my room to wait for my husband." I managed to reply.
"That was your husband?" She asked, "Are you two fighting or something?"
"No... He's just busy." I whispered reflexively.
"Too busy." She replied, the smile briefly leaving her face.
"Yes. He's often too busy." I admitted.
"I know what that's like, my husband works a lot too." She said, her smile starting to return.
"How do you..." I started, before realizing how close I was coming to opening up to a complete stranger.
I didn't want to tell her too much. At least not so fast. I wasn't sure how to process these feelings, and I was afraid that I would scare her away if I was too forward.
"How do I, what?" She asked, the smile turning sharp.
"I get lonely..." I whispered, my eyes returning to the floor.
"I used to get lonely too." She said, grinning wolfishly now.
She closed my hand in hers, and my heart began to race. Her touch was electric, bolts of sensation shooting from her fingertips, and rolling up my arm. My breath caught in my chest.
"Lets have a drink, and I'll teach you how to handle loneliness." She said, pulling me towards the bar.
I followed dutifully. I didn't know how to do anything else. Her touch, her eyes, her smile, her voice.... I was totally hypnotized. We took our seats at the bar, and she ordered us some wine.
"Put it on room 223." She told the bartender, then she turned her attention back to me.
Her eyes glowed with an almost eerie internal light. It was like she was more alive than anyone I'd ever met.
"Neglect." She cooed, running a finger over the top of her glass. "Neglect is a form of abuse."
"Ifran does not abuse me." I said quickly, feeling almost defensive.
"Neglect is a lack of attention, and it is abuse." She said matter-of-factly, "Do you get enough... Attention?"
The way she said that word. The power she put into her breathy voice when she said it, made her meaning clear.
"We make love." I said suddenly, then added "If that's what you're asking."
"It's close, but no cigar." She laughed, "I'm asking if you two fuck."
"I said that we made love." I stammered out.
"So... no?" She replied coyly. "Let me ask you a better way. How often do you orgasm?"
"Oh... Um..." I started.
"Never, got it." She shot back, sharply.
It was like those bright blue eyes were reading my soul. I couldn't understand how she knew things before I told her.
"Neglected Housewife is a depressingly common condition, but luckily, I know the cure." She said, clasping my hand again.
"Cure?" I asked, my heart beating so loud that I was sure she could hear it.
"Oh yes. Housewife tested, housewife approved. One-hundred percent guarantee." She giggled.
I believed her. I didn't know why, but I did. Somehow, I could just tell that she was right, even before I heard anything else. Somehow I could just tell that she'd been where I was, and that she knew how to fix it.
"What is this cure?" I asked, feeling the desperation well up inside me.
"It's simple, sweetie. You just need some friends." She replied, squeezing my hand on the last word.
"I have friends." I said, tilting my head in confusion.
"No sweetie. You need a certain kind of friends. The kind that come with big... benefits." She said, laughing softly.
"What kind of friends do you mean?" I asked.
"Come back to my room with me. I'll show you." She said, hopping off of the barstool and pulling me out of the restaurant.
I didn't protest. Maybe I was just happy to be getting some sort of interaction with another person, or maybe I was completely bewitched by her. It was probably a bit of both. Regardless, I followed her again, despite the hesitation and anxiety that was coiling within me. Uncomfortable questions were building, forcing their way to the forefront of my mind.
What if this was some sort of trap? What if I was being robbed, or kidnapped? What if Ifran came back early, and couldn't find me? I didn't even know this woman's name, what if she was dangerous? These questions disappeared faster than they arrived however, when the elevator door shut and she pinned me against the wall and pressed her soft lips to mine.
My knees shook and grew weak. Her hands ran down my body and cupped my backside. Her lips moved over mine, and her tongue entered my mouth. I didn't struggle, not for a second. I gave in entirely, my body taking over for my brain and taking what it had been begging for since I first saw her. She kissed me long and deep, with a passion Ifran had never managed in all the years of our marriage. She kissed me the way I'd always wanted, always needed to be kissed. When she pulled our mouths apart, I almost begged her not to. Then she kissed my neck, and slid a hand up my blouse.
"I'm going to share one of my special friends with you, Sonam." She breathed into my neck. "I'm going to show you how to never feel neglected again."
"Show me." I begged. "I need it."
"I know." She said, looking at me with a hint of pity stirring behind those shining blue eyes.
When the elevator door opened, she grabbed my hand again, harder this time, and all-but ran towards her room. We were kissing again before she even got the door open. We kissed all the way to the bed, shedding clothes on the way. Before I knew it, we were naked and she was between my legs, her mouth moving up the inside of my thigh. My hands moved of their own accord, finding her hair and entangling my fingers in it. Her mouth found my wet, aching sex, and she went to work on me. Jolts of pleasure wracked my body, I bucked and twisted, wholly unaccustomed to feeling this much at once.
I screamed wordlessly, rocking my hips at her as she brought me to orgasm again and again until my breath came out in ragged gasps. Then, apparently satisfied with herself, she popped her head up suddenly, smiling ear to ear.
"My name's Allison, by the way. Incase you wanted to know what to scream." She giggled, and reached over to grab her purse from the floor.
She rummaged in in for a moment, and then produced the largest sex toy I'd ever seen. She waved the massive silicone penis in my face and then pressed it gently to my lips.
"Show me on the toy, how big is Ifran?" She cooed.
I looked at it for a long moment, and then smiled. I put my thumb about a fourth of the way down it, and then my pointer finger on the tip.
"But this is just a toy." I explained.
"My special friend is bigger." She replied.
"Bigger than Ifran? I believe that, I guess..." I started.
"No, sweetie. Bigger than the toy." She laughed, bringing the toy down and rubbing it's thick tip against my dripping pussy.
"Oh..." I moaned.
"I'm going to call him." She said in a sing-song tone.
"I don't..." I started, but she pressed on the toy and it slid inside me.
The feeling was indescribable. I felt... Full. Stretched. Complete even. I suddenly understood that Ifran was small. I understood that he wasn't enough, that he could never be. She pushed it deeper, and I threw my head back and screamed her name. She stared into my eyes, biting her lip as she dialed the phone.
She talked to her friend while she slid the toy in and out of me. I writhed and moaned, and when she hung up, she pulled it out and waved it in my face again. It was almost reflective in how slick it was.
"Look how wet you got it!" She cheered. "That's good, I was almost worried you wouldn't be able to handle him."
"Handle him?" I asked, my naivety showing itself again.
Before she could answer, there was a knock on the door. Allison sprung to her feet and ran over, still naked, to answer it. Realizing what was happening, I made to cover up with the blanket. I wasn't quick enough however, as I had barely gotten the blanket over my waist when her "friend" walked inside.
"So, this is your new Girlfriend, Allie?" He asked, looking me up and down with deep, beautiful brown eyes.
He was handsome, like an American sports super-star. Muscular and well-dressed, with short-cropped hair and a sharp jawline. He flashed a bright, confident smile and my heart skipped a beat.
"John, this is Sonam. She's having some relationship issues, and I thought you could help her out." Allison said, grinning ear-to-ear.
"Sonam? That's a beautiful name. It suits you." John said, walking over to the bed and removing his coat.
"Thank you." I whispered, fighting the waves of trepidation that were threatening to swallow me up.
"You don't have to be nervous, Sonam. You deserve this. You deserve to enjoy your vacation." Allison said reassuringly as she crawled back on the bed.
A thought raced unbidden to the front of my mind. I barely had the time to register its presence before it forced its way out of my mouth.
"Is it really as big as she said?" I asked, my eyes dropping to his crotch.
"Take it out and find out." John replied grinning, his rumbling baritone making me tremble.
"I don't know... Maybe I should..." I started, but Allison stopped me.
"You do know, you're just afraid. That's okay, everyone is afraid at first, but it's not like your husband is giving you much of a choice." Allison said, taking my hand in hers.
"It isn't Ifran's fault." I said quietly.
"No, but this isn't Ifran's life either. It's yours, and you deserve to be satisfied." Allison reasoned.
"Besides, Sonam, if your husband can't give you what you need, you have a right to go get it." John finished, stepping up to the edge of the bed.
"But..." I tried to protest, but Allison placed my hand on the bulge in John's slacks and my voice halted in my throat.
"Don't fight it. You know you want this." Allison whispered, holding my hand and guiding it along his concealed length.
I didn't answer her. At least, not with words. Instead I stroked him, slowly. Feeling the thickness, the length, and the heat radiating off of it. Then I unbuckled his belt, slid down the zipper, and watched in awe as his manhood revealed itself. It was bigger than I'd imagined. It was bigger than I'd even thought possible. I wrapped my fingers around it, and gasped when I could barely touch my thumb with my index. It pulsed and throbbed in my grip, and I stroked it slowly and gently, intoxicated by how incredible it was. As if in a trance, I leaned forward and slid its rich, ebony magistry into my mouth.
That was it. That was the moment. There was no going back. The moment that big, beautiful black cock touched my lips, I lost all ability to fight my feelings. Allison was right. I understood that as I ran my tongue along his ebony monolith. I pressed it against my face and nuzzled against it, tears of happiness beginning to build.
"Thank you." I whispered to Allison before returning the huge black cock to my mouth and slurping loudly.
"It's been a while since you brought me a cock-worshiper." John laughed, running his hands through my hair.
"Then you're in for a treat tonight, sweetie." Allison replied, crawling over to us.
She started licking his balls while I sucked his cock. His knees went weak, and we switched positions. With him on the bed, and the two of us on our knees on the floor, we went to work worshiping his massive masculinity. I lost myself completely in the act. Sonam, the loving housewife, was nothing. Ifran, busy husband, was less than nothing.
In mere moments I became a servant, a devoted worshipper of something bigger, something far greater, something utterly more important than the life I'd left behind. My mouth and hands were exploring a real cock, a man's cock. By extension, I was a real woman. I was my truest, realest self, lost in hedonistic abandon. My pathetic, tiny marriage to my pathetic, tiny, worthless husband was only the vaguest of memories.
Slurping, stroking, gagging, choking. Giving myself over to the wild animal within. I had never felt so alive. I had never felt so free.
I took John's thick black cock as deep as I could. I took it until my eyes ran with tears and my face burned. I felt Allison's small hands on the back of my head, and when I tried to go up for air, she held me in place. I gagged and choked. My head swam. The room began to dim and spin. The choice between his cock and air had been made for me, and I had never been more aroused.
When she let me breath, I took the opportunity to slap his hard cock against my face again and again, wallowing in the filthy, taboo pleasure of it all. I wiped the slick-sweet intermixture of my saliva and his pre-cum all over my face, becoming drunk on the taste and scent and heat of him. The sheer, undeniable masculinity of John's big, black cock was more than I could bare. Holding it in my hands, the difference between him and my husband could not have been more clear. John was a man. A real man.
In contrast, Ifran's tiny, limp, thing was barely a penis at all. I felt embarrassed. Ashamed even. Not that I was cheating on my husband, of course, but that I had ever allowed my husband's pathetic little dick to ever touch me in the first place. I had done myself a disservice. I nuzzled my face against John's rock-hard member and let the heat and scent of him overwhelm me.
As I climbed up the bed, positioning myself over John's throbbing cock, I knew that there was no going back. If I descended, if I let him inside me, I'd never be the same. Ifran, my husband, would never be enough. I could never go back to not knowing what a real cock felt like. I could never be satisfied by anything lesser. I knew all of this in an instant, knew all of this as gravity drew me towards the only choice there really was.
I dropped, feeling him fill me. In that instant, a flash of understanding washed over me. I understood the true purpose of the human mating drive. I understood what it meant to seek the best mate. I understood the female animal within me, and I was one with her desires. I understood the pathetic truth about my pitiful husband. I understood how sex was supposed to feel. I understood what it was to really be a woman.
I bounced, hard. I rode his big, hard, thick, black cock to orgasm after earth-shattering orgasm. My head swam. My world shattered. The life I had before this night was obliterated by the sheer enormity of the obsidian pillar inside me. This was it. This was bliss. I peaked, spiraled, and descended into ecstatic madness. I rode his cock like a woman possessed. Driven by a demoniacal desire to come again and again and again. To orgasm until my mind broke.
I lost myself in it, in the feeling of him within me. I came so hard that the world went black, and when it returned I was face down on the bed and he was fucking me savagely from behind. He had one of my arms wrenched behind my back, and his other hand was pulling my hair hard. He took me like an animal, and I loved every second of it.
"You love this big, black cock, don't you?" He growled, not missing a beat in his brutal rhythm.
"Yes! Yes! So much!" I shrieked, eyes brimming with tears of pleasure.
"How much?" He asked, mockingly, using my hair to turn my head so he could see my face.
"I love your cock..." I gasped in between ragged breaths, "I love it more than anything... I love it more than I love my husband..."
The statement was so true, so final, that it was easy to admit. The truth, as they say, sets you free. Though, that saying is lacking. The fact is that true freedom, comes very often from surrender. Surrendering to something greater than oneself, surrendering to one's animal instinct. Surrendering to nature, and letting one's body chose its own destiny, its own mate. When nature is allowed to take its course, the superior specimen dominates. There was no question here, between John and my husband, John was the superior male. And so, it only made sense that he dominated. It only made sense that he fucked me. It only made sense that I begged him to not stop, to never stop, to fuck me until I forgot all about my husband and his pathetic little dicklet.
I begged. I moaned and mewled and whimpered. I had long-since screamed myself hoarse when he finally began to slow. He pulled out and away from me, despite my whispered pleas. Then he turned me onto my back, straddled me, and slapped his slick, throbbing cock between my breasts. I moaned and writhed, pressing my breasts together around his incredible manhood. He ran it between my breasts in long, slow, slick thrusts, and each time he reached my mouth, I kissed his broad tip.
Allison climbed behind me, and lifted my head into her lap, stroking my hair gently. I felt his cock pulse against my chest. Allison hooked her fingers in my mouth and opened it wide. I stuck out my tongue just in time.
John's huge cock surged, spraying an almost unbelievable load on my neck, chest and face. I caught as much as I could in my mouth, swallowing greedily. Then I used my hands to scoop up the remainder, and then I licked them clean. My mind was broken. The old me was long gone. I had been transformed. Baptised in a Black Man's hot cum, I was reborn. I wasn't a quiet, obedient housewife anymore, I'd discarded that part of me. I was a whore. A proud whore for Black Cock. There was a freedom in that, and I embraced it.
I sucked John's beautiful cock clean, and asked him and Allison to follow me to my room. I couldn't wait to tell Ifran about our new life.
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I was staring into my mirror, trying to will myself to regret. Dusty wasn't answering his phone, and I didn't know what else to do. He was furious, he had every reason to be. I'd betrayed his trust. I'd betrayed the sanctity of our marriage. In my quest for fulfillment, I'd been extremely unfaithful. I'd been an utter whore. I should have felt horrible, selfish, disgusting even, but somehow, I didn't. I never wanted to hurt him, but I felt so good. Everything I'd done still felt right. It still felt good. If anything, I mostly just felt relieved that it was all out in the open now. I felt relieved that the secrets were finally over. I'd never been any good at keeping secrets anyway, especially not from Dusty. He's always known me too well.
I was interrupted by my phone buzzing. I'd gotten a text from Tremaine and he was in deep shit. I had joked with him over the weekend about introducing me to his College's football team. Tremaine's the V-Tech major who records their games, so I figured he'd have the hook-up. It didn't work out that way, apparently they bully him pretty bad. I told him I might be able to help, also mostly joking, but I didn't count on them losing last night's game and taking it out on him this morning. He texted me from the locker-room, to break the news. They'd cornered him in there and he offered me up as a consolation prize. Look, I'm not saying that under ideal circumstances, I wouldn't jump at the chance to get my hands on an entire HBU football team, but these weren't ideal circumstances. Still, he was sweet and I didn't want him to get hurt, so I told him to stall. I told him that I'd be there when I could, but I had a stop to make.
I went to my friend June's house, gave her the short version and a black sharpie. Then I stripped down, and she started writing.
I needed something to distract a bunch of testosterone fueled college ball players. I needed something that would touch them in a primal manner. June wrote "Black Cock Connoisseur" across my back. I argued that we should keep it simple, that they were jocks, and June just scoffed. She wrote "Please Use Black Entrance" right over my ass, and "I Swallow" on my stomach. My eyes wandered the room, and I noticed a sizable anal trainer on her desk.
"I need to get one of those, I'm not very good at anal." I said, motioning towards it.
"Oh? I just got a new one, haven't even opened the packaging, it's yours if you want it." She said while writing "Black Cock Addict" on the inside of my left thigh
.
"I'd love that, do I just wear it whenever?" I asked, looking down at what she was writing and blushing.
"If you're really going through with what you're talking about, I'd put it in now and keep it in until you get there." She said, not looking up.
"Why do you say that?" I asked.
"Our team has twenty permanent players, Shi." She said, writing "Black Owned" on my left ass cheek.
"Oh..." I said, not sure if I sounded more excited or intimidated.
"Shi, if you get wet while I'm writing, it's going to mess everything up." June said, snapping me out of my fantasy.
"Sorry..." I mumbled out of embarrassment.
"So what are you wearing?" She asked as she wrote "Fill With Black Cum" on my right ass cheek and drew an arrow pointing to my asshole.
"Probably a red tank top and a blue skirt, definitely my sneakers, don't want to lose my balance in a shower." I said.
"No bra, no underwear?" She asked, drawing hearts over the words "Black Owned".
"No, don't really see the point. Hey, thanks for doing this, June." I said, knowing that not many friends would write lewd things on someone's body so they can go get gangbanged by strangers.
"Don't worry about it, I'm only doing this in the hopes that you'll share one day." She said with a giggle. Then she wrote "Black Boy's Toys" under my tits, with arrows leading to them.
"I'll make you a deal, after tonight, I'll hook you up with Tremaine." I said.
"Just one?" She said, shooting me a frown while drawing hearts around my nipples.
"Just to start with, then I'll introduce you to Darnell's clients if you're up for it." I said, watching her write "Cum Slut" on the inside of my right thigh and then "Black Meat Only" right above my aching, dripping pussy.
Every touch of the pen sent shivers over my body. It wasn't just the sensation, it was the words on my skin. It felt like I was finally totally accepting what I was becoming. As she scrawled "Feed Me Hot Cum" on my upper right arm, I laughed at the situation.
I was quite literally wearing my heart on my sleeve. Then, just as I was considering the implications of my inner desires scrawled on my skin, she wrote something that would change my life forever.
June took the marker and scrawled "Queen Of Spades" across my chest in huge letters.
Looking at the words in June's vanity mirror, I decided to go further.
"Write some stuff on my face, I don't want to hide anything." I said with a wicked grin.
"Are you sure, Shi? I mean, what about your husband?" She said, holding the marker inches away from my face hesitantly.
"Life's too short to be unhappy, June." I said confidently, "Now make it something really slutty."
There's a big difference between driving somewhere. and driving there with "Black Sperm Receptacle" written on your cheek.
Even more so if "Please Feed The Whore" is written on the other cheek.
Strangely enough though, I wasn't nervous at all. I was enjoying the stares, enjoying the objectification. I was embracing my passion, and showing it to the world. Or at least I was showing it to all of downtown Atlanta.
When I reached the school, I made a bee-line for the gym. Luckily, June had the foresight to show me a map, so I knew where the showers were and I didn't have to go to the reception desk and ask where all the players were with all the writing on. Not that I would have minded at that point, I was still riding the high of driving with it on, but I doubt the receptionist would have been particularly helpful in my case. Most of the people had cleared out by the time I crossed the field, but through the haze of excitement, I couldn't quite decide if that was a good thing or not. I walked through the double-doors, and practically bounded up the stairs, almost drunk with anticipation.
I was thrilled with finally being the real me. With everything that had been buried deep inside of me, finally out facing the world. I made it to the door to the showers just in time to hear Tremaine shouting "She'll be here any minute, I promise." I stepped out of my skirt, pulled off my shirt, and strode in like I owned the place.
"You boys look a little tense, maybe I can help." I purred.
It's rare you actually see someone's jaw literally drop, but I saw a room full. It wasn't the whole team, unfortunately, but there were ten of them, so I knew I wouldn't be too disappointed.
"Aw yeah, the little punk came through." One of them said, walking towards me and groping on his already growing bulge.
"Damn girl, look at you!" Another said, circling around me and sizing me up. He grabbed my ass and squeezed.
"Fill with black cum, huh?" he laughed, "Don't mind if I do."
"Wait your turn, big guy." I said, reaching back and squeezing his dick through his sweatpants.
"Oh, we takin' turns then?" One in the back shouted.
"Line up against the wall and drop your pants, I want to see what I get to play with tonight." I said, my appearance bolstering my confidence beyond my wildest dreams.
To be honest, I half expected them to laugh off my demands and take what they wanted from me. It was just me and all ten of them, and some small, quiet part of me thought I was being really stupid. That said, at the sound of my voice, all ten of them lined up against the shower wall and dropped their pants almost in unison. I walked down the line of them, gently running my hand across their chests. I pretended like hell to be casual as I watched their thick meatsticks swell at my touch. It took all of my willpower not to drop to my knees and stuff the juiciest one into my mouth. As much as I wanted to wrap my lips around one, I wanted to stay in control of the situation even more.
"Tre, you can go sit outside." I said in my most authoritative voice, "I'll be out when I'm finished with them."
"Yes.. Ma'am," Tremaine said before scurrying out of the room.
"These are the rules, boys..." I started, making my way down the line again, this time running my hand along their growing shafts.
"You're all going to start being real nice to Tremaine, and maybe we'll all get to play together."
They grumbled, but no one spoke. I grabbed the biggest one by the balls and squeezed gently, then I whispered in his ear, "I would very much like to hear a 'Yes Ma'am' from you too."
He said it, then the rest of them echoed him. As soon as I heard him agree, I dropped into a crouch and ran my tongue along the underside of his shaft. His knees went weak and he slumped back against the wall. Then I stood again and smiled.
"Good boy. Now, I heard you boys had a hard game last night, is that right? I said, stroking his cock slowly.
"Yes, Ma'am." He gasped.
His submission was making my heart race. The control I felt was intoxicating. I was starting to feel like I wasn't playing a role, but that I was becoming something more than myself. Something more complete, something almost supernatural. I was finding that I could use my desire to control the desires of others. That there was an innate, feminine power that I could utilize to get what I wanted. I decided to lean in.
"And Tre was nice enough to ask Queen Shiloh to soothe your aching egos?" I asked, tightening my grip slightly.
"Yes, Ma'am." He said, his eyes pleading for more.
I dropped to my knees to give it to him. I took his huge cock in both hands, massaging it as I slid the tip past my lips. The feeling of it in my mouth was heavenly, I could already taste pre-cum. I went deeper, taking my time and flicking my tongue along the shaft as I went. He was moaning and running his thick fingers through my hair. I moved one hand to his balls and started massaging them too. I had barely begun when he came, filling my mouth with his hot, salty-sweet seed. I pulled back from him, looked up and made eye contact. Then I opened my mouth and swirled his cum around before swallowing while he watched.
"Mmmm... Baby, you taste so good..." I moaned before wrapping my lips around his cock and sucking out the last drops.
His knees buckled at this, and he slid to the floor in front of me.
"That was fun, but we can do better, can't we?" I asked, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.
"I think I'll take... This one, and that one." I said, pointing at the guys on either end of the line.
I made it a point to point to their cocks, rather than them. If I had any hope of maintaining control of this room, I had to keep my composure. They walked over and I took one in each hand, lifting them and squeezing them in turn.
"I don't know, these might not be enough." I said, then I took one into my mouth, sucking and licking around the head.
I worked up enough spit to start slurping loudly, then I pulled it out of my mouth with an audible pop, and spit a mouthful of saliva and precum onto the other cock. I worked it over the thick, meaty shaft like lube before taking it into my mouth and down my throat in one expert motion. I held it there for a moment, rolling my eyes up so I could see his face and he could see the tears of determination welling up. Then I pulled it out slowly and patted its wet girth on my tongue. I took the first cock in the same way, gagging and choking my way down his incredible length. My tears were making my makeup run, but my only thought was that I didn't want to ruin the writing on my cheeks.
I went back and forth on them, choking myself on their huge dicks and coming twice from the sheer thrill of it. Then, following a hunch, I pulled them together and opened wide. Fitting one real BBC in my mouth is the best kind of a challenge, but two seemed impossible. Tonight was a night for the impossible though, and I succeeded where many surely had failed. I ran my tongue between them and stroked them off against each other until I felt the familiar rush of hot cum flooding my mouth. Then I looked up at them and let their seed spill out of my mouth and onto my tits.
My head was swimming, I loved the feeling of hot cum on my skin. I rubbed it around on my chest, pinched my own nipples and came again. I couldn't wait much longer, I needed them inside me, but there were still too many. I had to thin their ranks a little bit more. I stood up and walked to the far end of the line. The guy at the end was shorter than the others, and his cock was a little shorter too but it was almost too thick to be real. I grabbed him by the shaft and pulled him to the shower stalls.
"You boys be patient, everyone will get a turn." I called back over my shoulder as I led him around the corner.
Once we were alone, I put my back against the wall and pressed my body against his. Then dropped to my knees and ran my tongue up his abs before looking into his eyes.
"Do you know what you say when a Lady tells you to fuck her face?" I asked sweetly, batting my eyes at him.
"I uh... Um..." he mumbled, staring at my cum-coated tits.
"That's right, you say 'Yes Ma'am'." I said beaming.
I was having the time of my life. I thought my place was serving big black cocks, but I was wrong. I was the Queen of Spades, it was my place to rule them. To pleasure and to be pleasured. To own and be owned.
"Now, do your job and fuck my pretty fucking face." I said, then I fish-hooked my own mouth and held it open as wide as I could.
"Yes... Ma'am." He said after a moment and then he thrust his cock roughly into my mouth.
Fish-hooking or no, it was like deepthroating a soda can, but I used to do that as a party trick. Even so, I never did it this rough. He grabbed two huge handfuls of my hair, and began slamming his cock against the back of my throat. I leaned forward a bit, opened my throat, and let him in. He stuffed his fat cock down my throat again and again. I couldn't breathe, couldn't see through the veil of tears forming. Then he pulled out and slapped his spit-soaked cock against my forehead a few times.
I grabbed his balls, gentle but firm and narrowed my tear-filled eyes at him.
"Did I tell you that you could stop?" I demanded.
He didn't respond, he just pushed his cock back between my lips and started humping. He was no longer fucking my throat, just my mouth. The result was a lot less choking, and a lot more of me slobbering on his thick black rod. He seemed to be enjoying it, but I was getting bored. I felt the need begin to creep up inside me again, and I almost couldn't fight it. I grabbed his ass with both hands, digging my nails into his skin, and pulled his cock down my throat. I held it there until my eyes rolled back. I held it there until I came sheerly from the lack of oxygen. Then I pulled back gasping.
"God... Oh God..." He whispered. I struggled to my feet, grabbed his shirt, and pushed him up against the wall.
"When a lady asks you to fuck her face, that's what she wants you to do." I hissed in his ear.
He slid to the floor and I followed on my knees. Maybe I had been a little too rough on him, but I knew how to fix that. I wrapped my tits around his thick cock and bounced them rhythmically while moaning loudly.
"I'm gonna... I'm gon-" He started, but I caught the drift. I took his cock, pressed my lips against the head and jacked him off onto my face. When I'd finished licking up every drop, I stood up, licked my lips and walked out of the stall alone. Four down, six to go.
I walked back to the line still tasting cum from around my lips. I pointed at one of them and told him to lie down, then I went to get my handbag. Tremaine was still sitting on the steps. He looked up at me and started to say something, but I cut him off.
"We'll talk about this later." I whispered, digging through my handbag until I found my lube.
I pulled out the anal trainer and sat it by my purse.
"I'll be done shortly." I said a little meaner than I meant to, as I headed back into the showers.
"What's that you said?" I asked the young man laying on the cold shower room floor.
"Oh, I remember..." I said bending over and pointing at the words on my right ass cheek, "Don't mind if you do?"
Looking between my legs, I could see his long cock stiffening. I bent over him, working the lube over his massive meat with both hands. The anticipation was killing me almost as much as I was sure it was killing him.
"I was going to make you wait until last for speaking out of turn..." I said as I positioned myself over him, "But I just can't stay mad at a cock like that."
I love riding reverse-cowgirl, and it's even better anally, but something was wrong. Feeling him stretch me out was amazing, but somehow it felt lacking. I rode hard and rocked back but the surprise was gone. I didn't feel full. I pointed at a random cock in the thinning line-up and beckoned it over.
"You! I need more." I said sternly.
He walked over with a spring in his step, stroking his hardening cock with one hand. Then he got to his knees and pressed the fat tip of his cock against my aching pussy, but I stopped him.
"No..." I gasped laying back against the first guy, "I want two in my ass."
He looked at me, then his friend, then the lube, then finally his own massive cock.
"I don't think..." He started.
I brought my legs up and put my ankles on his shoulders, then I gave him my best pouty face.
"I want you to break my little white ass with your big, thick, black cocks." I moaned, biting my lip.
I could tell he wanted to think about it more, but he let his dick make the decision for him. He lubed himself up, poured a generous amount on my asshole and the cock already pumping inside me, and slid in. It was hard going, I saw stars as soon as his head cleared the entrance, but the feeling was undeniable. They were big, but if they had been anywhere near Darnell's size, this would be impossible. For once, I was really glad cocks came in all sizes.
The two stiff rods sliding rhythmically in and out of me was almost too much. Married waves of pleasure and pain were rolling over my body. I came again and again and again. I felt drunk, but I needed more. I put one hand back and caressed the guy under me.
"Get up." I commanded gently.
Standing on shaking legs, I called the rest of the guys off the wall. Mounting the first one who I could reach in full cowgirl was exhilarating, but it was a means to an end. His long, thick cock filled my soaking pussy, but it wasn't enough. I knew what I needed now, I knew how far I had to go.
.
"You two," I said looking back over my shoulder and pouting, "Why aren't you breaking my little white ass?"
They didn't hesitate a moment, re-lubing and stuffing their big cocks back into my ass simultaneously. The feeling was like nothing I had ever felt before. I suddenly completely understood June's size-queen ways. Big was never big enough, full was never full enough. If I had limits, it was just so I could push past them. I heard someone screaming in animalist ecstasy, and then realized it was me. I was beating my fist against the hard tile, screaming wordlessly as each wave of intermingled pain and pleasure rolled over my body. I could hear my own screams echoing in the showers. I dug my teeth into the shoulder of the guy under me and screamed into his sweaty skin. He responded by bucking his hips and I saw stars again. I looked up and locked eyes with one of the others, he was excited but there was something else in his eyes. I knew he had never met anyone else like me, and I think I scared him a little.



"Don't just stand there," I gasped between involuntary screams of agony and ecstasy, my mind reeling from overstimulation and wholly unwilling to stop. "Put... Cock... In... Mouth...."
He didn't move, so I changed tactics.
"Gag... Me... Please..." I said pleadingly.
This time he stroked his cock and pressed it to my lips. Another wave of pleasure/pain hit and when I opened my mouth to scream, he stuffed his cock down my open throat. I gagged, fresh tears welled up in my eyes, but I felt complete... Almost. I snapped my fingers and gestured wildly with my hands, and as soon as the remaining two guys figured out what I wanted, I felt their warm, heavy cocks in my palms. They poured lube between my fingers and it was official, I was servicing six big, black cocks at once. Every hole was full. I was air-tight. I was whole, complete, my truest and most primal self. I was me. I was the Queen of Spades.
The one under me came first, flooding my pussy with his hot cum. This made me cum, hard, and I bucked back against the two in my ass. One of them said something that I couldn't hear and pulled out. A few seconds later I felt a hot spray of cum hit where "Black Owned" was written on my ass. Not a second after that, I felt the other guy shoot his load in my ass. I came again, gyrating my hips and grinding with the still hard cocks inside me, feeling the hot liquid moving inside.
I half-climbed, half-staggered off the guy I was riding just as the other guy pulled out of my ass. I tried to reposition myself but my legs refused. I rolled onto my back and kicked my legs up, grabbing my knees and pulling them back towards my head. The remaining three guys fell on me like wild dogs. One in my aching ass, one in my dripping pussy and one grabbing my hair and fucking my lips. Countless body-arching, mind breaking orgasms later, I felt another surge of hot cum in my ass. This was followed almost immediately by the other guy pulling out and spraying his hot, sticky cum on my stomach. My hands drifted to the puddle on my stomach and I started to absentmindedly play with it when the last guy pulled his cock out of my mouth. I started to ask what was going on, but he roughly rolled me onto my stomach and stuffed his slobber-slick cock into my ass. He thrust full-hilt three times before dumping a huge load inside me. He pulled out and we all laid around the showers for a few minutes collecting ourselves.
"Remember... Remember our deal..." I said finally.
"Oh, yes Ma'am, be nice to Tremaine..." One of them said from the other side of the room.
"That'll be easy, Tremaine is the best friend I've ever had after all this." Another said, laughing like he still didn't believe it all had happened.
After a while we all hit the showers, I washed off the cum, and regretfully the words. I was sad to see them go, but I realized that I didn't need them. I was Shiloh Cash, the Queen of Spades. In deed and in name. Inside, and out.
On the way out of the showers, I picked up my clothes and sat down beside Tremaine.
"It's not that I didn't have a great time, Tre, because I did..." I started
.
"I know, but I should have asked." He said immediately. "I just didn't want to get the shit kicked out of me."
"It's alright, I understand." I said, as reassuringly as I could manage, "but you fucking owe me."
I let it drop after that, and Tremaine was smart enough to do the same.
The drive home should have been sobering. I should have spent it feeling bad about my actions and thinking about what I was going to say to Dusty. Instead, I called June and told her all about my adventure and how I managed to take two big cocks in my ass at the same time. She called me a "lucky fucking butt slut" and took complete credit for my amazing feat of anal gymnastics due to her giving me the trainer to wear. I let her have the credit, then I gave her Tremaine's number and my thanks. I told her to go easy on him, but I knew she wouldn't.
When I got home, Dusty was on the front porch drinking a beer. I sat down beside him, but couldn't think of anything to say. After a long, incredibly uncomfortable silence he touched my still-wet hair and stared at me, eyes hazy and unfocused.
"They fuck you in the shower, or did you wash off afterwards?" he asked.
My heart sank, and for the first time since this all started, I felt real guilt. Not that I had climbed out of my shell, not that I had found happiness, but because I went about it all wrong. I tried to say that, but the words wouldn't come out. My mouth opened, but I couldn't form a sound.
Dusty put a finger to my lips, "Shut it Shiloh, just this once, don't say any goddamn thing for a minute." He shotgunned the rest of his beer and tossed the can into a disturbingly big pile by the steps.
"I can leave tonight, if you want." I said finally.
"What did I just say Shiloh?" He growled, his voice slurring from another night of heavy drinking.
"Just shut the hell up for a minute an' let me think." he whispered, cradling his head in his hands.
I did what I was told for the first time tonight. I sat there, silent, waiting for my husband to speak. After another painfully long silence, he did.
"Look, I know, about everything... And I'm not mad." He said, "Well, that's not true, I am mad, but I'm just mad at myself for not being mad..."
"What do you-" I started, but he cut me off.
"If you'll shut up, I'll try to explain it. It's the least you can do for me after all this shit." He growled.
We sat in silence for another few minutes before he spoke again.
"I can't give you what you want, I've always known that. But it ain't you Shiloh, it's me. I'm not into sex like that, I'm uh... More of a watcher." He opened another beer and tilted it back before continuing. "When we used to have sex, I spent the whole time picturing you gettin' it from somebody else. I used to fantasize about watchin' you gettin' it on with the neighbor all the time." He said, then he finished his most recent beer and tossed its crumpled corpse into the mass grave.
"I didn't tell you all this before, 'cause I didn't want you to think I was some sort of pussy." He said, reaching for another beer only to be disappointed with an empty case. "But I've been online today, an' there's a name for guys like me, it's a real thing, a fetish.... They call it cuckolding. Issa whole thing, like a lifestyle for some folk, and a way of gettin' off for people like me." He said, gathering the empty cans and putting them in the empty cardboard case.
"I love you, Shiloh. I do. An' we're gonna figure this out. We're gonna make it work for both of us, but you should've just talked to me. Or, fuck, I should've talked to you. We haven't ever been any good at that." He said, looking at me again and smiling a sad smile.
"So... What do we do now?" I said finally and looking into his pale blue eyes.
"You can keep on doin' what makes you happy, I just wanna watch sometimes. An' sometimes I'll want you to record it, so I can watch it later. Or maybe I want to record it, I dunno... I'm too drunk to talk logistics." He answered, and then he got up and staggered inside.
I sat out a bit longer, looking at the stars and trying to figure my life out. After a while I realized that nothing had changed, I was still Shiloh Cash. I was still the Queen of Spades.
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I love Nick, and I would do anything for him. I hope he understands that now. I hope what I did was worth it. I hope he's happy now. I hope everything I did was worth it. I never asked him to join that Bike club. I never thought things would go as far as they did that night. I never thought I would ever let something like that happen. I underestimated The Need. My Need.
Maybe I shouldn't have gone to the clubhouse at all. Maybe I should have learned to say no to him. Maybe I shouldn't have liked it as much as I did. For what it's worth, I really do wish I could regret it. But as much as I love my husband, I'm happier now. I belong to the club now.
I always tried to be the perfect wife. Happy, loving, endlessly supportive. No matter what my husband wanted to do, I stood behind him. That was my job. That was why people got married. For support. Even when Nick decided, in what was obviously a case of early-onset midlife crisis, that he wanted to be a Biker. Even when he, a nerdy white accountant, decided he was going to be the first white member of the local black bike club.
Nick said he liked their bikes better. He also said they seemed more 'chill'. I just think being a scrawny white boy from the suburbs, he just desperately wanted to be cool. He had been trying to join the Knights of the Spade for weeks, but they were just giving him the cold shoulder. He went out, bought a bike just like the ones they rode. He bought new jeans, leather chaps, several leather jackets and vests, but they wouldn't give him the time of day. He even bought me all new clothes and stuff so I could ride with him. He was at a loss, and we were out a shitload of money. I'd almost mustered the courage to tell him to give up on the whole thing. One day, in the middle of August, everything changed. They rode up to him at a gas station and asked him if he was interested in joining up. They said that they'd seen us riding around downtown, and were impressed. I didn't question what had impressed them, not then anyway, I was just happy they were paying attention to him. I didn't know, at the time, that they were only really interested in me. He came home ecstatic, almost jumping up and down like a kid on Christmas. He really was adorable when he was excited.
"Steph! Steph! The Knights!" he shouted.
"What's up, sweetie?" I asked, trying to drum up a little enthusiasm, despite how much he'd been talking about them lately.
"They're going to let me join!" he all but screamed in my face.
"What? Honey that's great!" I said, genuinely happy for him.
"Yeah! They want us both to come out tonight!" He cheered, hugging me tight.
I was too excited to be suspicious at that point. His enthusiasm was contagious. The suspicion came later, admittedly way too late. It was so great to see him so happy. I ran upstairs and started getting ready. I straightened my long, blonde hair, put on my favorite red lipstick, and went with a smokey sort of eyeshadow that I thought would work best with my new leather jacket. I also wore my red bra and thong, because they were Nick's favorites. Tight blue jeans, high black boots, and a white tank-top finished out the outfit. I adjusted the jeans so that I was showing a little of the thong. I wanted Nick to know I was wearing it, and that I wanted to celebrate tonight.
By the time I got out to the garage, Nick was already on the bike and raring to go.
"Damn, Steph, you look fantastic!" Nick said, grinning ear-to-ear.
I smiled, he looked so happy. He was looking at me in a way that, to be honest, I wish he did more often. I thought for the first time that this whole 'Biker Thing' might be good for us. Maybe, just maybe, we'd both get what we needed out of this. Maybe he'd get some confidence out of this.
We rode fast, tearing down the backroads. The sound of his bike surrounded me. The smell of the exhaust filled my nose. I clung to Nick tightly and smiled. I was having a blast. I wrapped one arm around his waist, and moved my free hand over his lap, dancing my fingertips over the modest bulge building in his jeans. There was an ache building in me. A burning need that I knew Nick would never be able to satisfy. My Need.
Nick was a good man, and I loved him, but he did have his shortcomings. Emphasis on short. Nick wasn't bad in bed, but he wasn't good either. It wasn't just his size, though it left quite a bit to be desired. No, the real problem was that he was gentle. We always, and I mean always, "made love". He never intentionally neglected my needs, but he couldn't seem to get my need to be fucked. Nick, in his gentle and often fumbling fashion, didn't understand that sometimes a woman just needs to get fucked.
I felt his little member stiffening, and immediately allowed myself my most common fantasy. Nick, finally understanding what I wanted from him. Nick, taking me hard and fast. Giving me what I need. I knew that I'd only be disappointed, but I persisted. Like I always do. I unzipped his jeans and slipped my hand inside. My mind raced, the fantasy taking over as I wrapped my fingers around his shaft. I squeezed gently and began to stroke. In less than ten strokes, I felt Nick's hot release dribble down my hand. With it, came a sinking sensation of disappointment.
By the time we reached the club, I was awash in commingling disappointment and ravenous Need. The vibration from the seat didn't help my problems much. I was soaking through my blue jeans. I was so fucking horny, I couldn't stand it.
We pulled into the parking lot in front of the clubhouse. There was a circle of bikes parked in the middle, and a group of bulky bikers standing around them. Nick pulled up alongside them, grinning ear-to-ear.
"Hey guys!" He beamed, waving frantically.
"Sup, man." A tall, lanky man said, glancing from Nick to me.
As a matter of fact, they were all looking at me. They gave Nick the once-over, but then they looked me up and down like they were inspecting a new vehicle before purchase.
"Goddamn, Nicky-boy..." Another said, breaking from the pack to walk over to us.
"You really brought the goods." He continued, stepping past my husband and standing close to me.
"Nick..." I started, but was cut off by a deep gravelly voice rumbling out of one of them.
"So... You wanna be a Probie, huh?" The older, grizzled man said.
He was shirtless aside from his open leather vest. His broad body was heavily muscled and covered in tattoos. He had a thick, greying beard and piercing eyes that seemed to stare right through us. His name was Flint, and he was their leader. The Club President. The look in his eyes shook me to my core. Nick took me by the hand and we cautiously approached the older man.
"Yeah... More than anything." Nick said, smiling eagerly.
"And you're willing' to do whatever it takes?" Flint continued, looking past Nick and right at me.
"Definitely... Without question." Nick said hurriedly.
"So you'll take the deal we discussed?" Flint intoned, his eyes not leaving me.
"Uh... Yeah..." Nick said, glancing nervously in my direction.
"Deal?" I asked hesitantly.
"Yeah, think of it as Probie duties." A heavy-set, younger biker standing behind me said with a laugh.
"More like an audition." Another said, grinning at me.
"Casting Chopper!" A stockier man laughed, slapping his knee exaggeratedly.
"Nicky-boy's gonna stay here and clean up the club." The lanky one said, putting an arm around my husband.
"Well... If there's anything I can do to help..." I offered looking around warily.
An air of suspicion was rising in me, and was starting to compete with my still overwhelming arousal. I looked around and started to feel the gravity of my situation. I was standing in a dark parking lot, well out in the country, surrounded by utter strangers who were all eyeing me like a piece of meat. I should have been terrified, but somehow, I wasn't. Somehow, I was excited. There was something about the way they were all looking at me. Something almost predatory. Deliciously predatory. I wanted to say something, but I held my tongue.
"Oh you've got a part to play in this too, Blondie." Flint said.
His voice like a stream running through a gravel-lined channel, something about it made my knees weak. I tried to ignore the effect it had, but I was already pretty worked up.
"What sort of part?" I asked, worry and excitement fighting for control.
"Buck, how about you and Rebar take Nicky into the clubhouse, get him into his... Uniform." Flint said, flashing a hard grin.
If there was joy in that grin, I couldn't see it. It seemed heavier than that. Less complex than joy. It was a hungry grin, a predatory, dominant grin. The grin of someone getting exactly what they want. His eyes moved back to me. I watched the heavy-set biker, and the lanky one, start to lead my husband away. I didn't know what to say, I just watched as they took him inside and shut the door. The remaining bikers started to circle me, slowly, their eyes tracing me up and down. Fear began to flood through my body. Silently, I chastised myself for ending up here. I regretted goading my husband on. It was dark, I had no idea where I was, and I was surrounded by strange men. Anything could happen, and there was nothing I could do.
Flint didn't join in the circle, instead he climbed on his bike and started it up. He slid back on the seat, and patted the space he'd left with a heavy hand.
"Hop on, Blondie, we're going for a ride." He commanded.
I stood, frozen, like a cornered animal.
"Go on, Flint won't bite." One jeered.
"Yeah, he's gonna take real good care of you." Another spoke up.
"You want Nicky in the Club, don't you?" A third laughed, slapping my ass hard.
I jumped at the strike, and immediately regretted doing so. They all laughed at my surprise and I felt even more vulnerable.
"I... I want Nick to be happy." I whispered.
"What's that, baby? You're gonna have to speak up. Flint's bike is real loud." The ass-slapper retorted, flashing me a cruel sneer.
"I want Nick to be happy!" I shouted.
"Then get on the bike." Flint growled. "Ride with me, or he's out before he even gets in."
I walked over to his bike like I was in a trance. Barely lifting my feet off of the asphalt. I stood before it for a moment, looking at the chrome and listening to it's roar.
"Ride with you?" I asked.
"Ride with me." Flint responded, "It's part of the deal."
I did as I was bade, climbing onto the seat in front of him and feeling the vibrations of the bike between my legs. I felt it rising up again. That primal, savage need. That overwhelming desire. It roared up and threatened to swallow my fear whole. I tried in vain to stamp it down. To quiet the beast that had been growing for so many years. Then he reached around me, gripped the bars, and revved the bike. The feeling of his arms against my body prodded the Need, drove it into a frenzy. A shiver shot down my spine and radiated through my whole body.Without another word from Flint, we tore off into the night.
Flint's bike was loud. Loud and fast. It was an older model than Nick's but it had power. Raw, unassailable power. We swerved down dirt and gravel paths, racing by the towering pines. My heart was pounding a million miles a minute. I could hear it's slamming thump-thump-thump in my head. When we hung a sharp right onto a straight path, I felt Flint's heavy right hand on my thigh. I started to protest, but The Need surged up with renewed vigor. My heart, which had been pounding as fast as I'd ever experienced, slammed into overdrive. My head swam, the scenery blurred by, and the cacophony of engine sounds drowned out the little moan that was worked its way out of my mouth when he squeezed my inner thigh.
We pulled into a clearing and he parked the bike in front of a big oak. The engine was still roaring beneath me when he put his other huge hand on my hip.
"Flint... I don't think..." I managed, pushing The Need down with all the effort I could muster.
Flint killed the engine and leaned forward, his beard brushing against my neck.
"Your husband and I had a long talk." He started, that growling baritone making my breath catch in my throat.
"What... What did you talk about?" I mewled.
"He told me all about the... Problems you've been having." He whispered, punctuating the word "Problems" with a hard squeeze of my thigh.
I couldn't take it. I was weak. The need was too strong. The animal need. The savage, primal, animal need. It raged up inside me and I moaned loudly in the silent clearing.
"See? It's what you want, isn't it?" Flint asked.
"I... I don't know what I want." I admitted.
"That's not true. You want to be happy, and you want Nick to be happy." He said calmly.
His hand moved from my hip to my breast and began to knead it. My hips rocked autonomously. He was right. I did know what I wanted. I knew exactly what I wanted. I just didn't want to say it.
"I can make it happen for you." He whispered, pressing his lips to my ear.
"You'll let Nick in the club?" I asked, trying to sound timid.
"That, and more." He growled, moving his right hand over my crotch and squeezing gently.
I bit my lip and moaned. There was no way that he couldn't tell how wet I was. Any cover I had was completely gone.
"M... More?" I managed to stammer while stifling a moan.
"I can give you what you want too. I just need to hear you say it." He said, massaging my aching pussy through my jeans.
"I don't know..." I started, before an uncontrollable moan cut me off.
"Yes you do. Just say it, and I'll give you everything you and your husband want." He said, sternly.
"I don't know what you want me to say." I tried.
"Four little words, Stephanie." He started, taking my chin in his hand and turning my head to look at him. "Say: Flint, please fuck me."
Those eyes drilled through me. His commanding voice washed over me. I tried to look away, but The Need wouldn't let me. I tried to say anything, anything at all, but I couldn't. It felt like my heart had climbed up into my throat and was choking off all the words.
"Or I can just take you back to the club, and you and your husband can go home." He said, grinning like a wolf.
"No..." I whispered before I could stop myself.
"No what?" He asked calmly, confidently.
"Don't take me back..."
I could feel his cock against my ass. It felt huge even through his jeans and mine. It felt too big to be true. There was a heat radiating off of it that I could feel through two layers of denim. I wanted it. I needed it.
"Say the words, Stephanie." He commanded.
"Flint... Please fuck me." I whispered, my face burning with Need and Shame.
He stood up, helped me off the bike, and pressed me up against the oak tree. He held my hands above my head and kissed me full on the lips. My knees shook and trembled. Then he pulled away.
"I need to be clear. This is going to change everything. You need to understand what you're getting into here." He said, looking me up and down again.
"I know what I want." I said, The Need speaking for me.
"I'm going to take you. Use you. Fuck you. And you're going to love every second of it. Is that what you want?" He asked, obviously already knowing the answer.
"Yes." The need said.
"Then get on your fucking knees." He growled.
I obeyed without hesitation, dropping to my knees in the grass and leaves while he held my hands above my head. With his free hand, he undid his belt and unzipped his jeans. Once free, the biggest dick I'd ever seen swung heavily in my face. It had to be ten inches long. Even though he was standing back a bit, I could feel the heat from it on my face. I could taste the air around it. My mouth opened all on its own accord, and he guided the tip in. I felt the slightest tinge of shame begin to bubble up as I worked my tongue around the head. That shame was snuffed out as The Need took over. I bobbed my head on it, sucking rhythmically and making sure to use a lot of tongue. This technique was always sure to finish Nick in a matter of moments, but I could already tell that Flint was a different kind of man. He had experience. He had stamina. He had a huge cock. I played with that cock in my mouth, filling my jaws with it, licking the sides, trying to take it deeper and deeper.
"That's right, girl. You want a real fucking, you have to earn it." He growled, grabbing my hair in one huge hand.
He held my head steady with his hand, and thrust his cock into my throat again and again, each time keeping it deep for longer. My eyes began to tear up, and I fought my gag reflex with pure ecstatic arousal. This is what I wanted. He fucked my face as tears streamed down my cheeks leaving smokey black trails from my mascara. Then he pulled his cock out and wiped it on my face, smearing my makeup more. I looked up at him through tear-blurred vision, and he slapped his massive wet cock against my lips.
"Are you ready?" He asked.
"Yes, God yes." I moaned.
"Eight words." He replied, waving the object of my desire in my face.
"Eight?" I asked pleadingly,
"Please fuck me with your big black cock." He answered matter-of-factly.
"Okay! Yes! Please fuck me with your big fucking black cock! Please! Fuck me please!" I begged, The Need driving me over the edge.
"Louder." He said calmly. "I need to know you mean it."
"Goddamnit!" I screamed. "Fuck me goddamnit, fuck me with your big black cock! Please!"
He pulled me to my feet, turned me around and bent me at the waist. Then he pulled my jeans down and slapped my ass hard. I felt the sting, and my knees buckled. Then I was on all fours in the dirt. He pulled my thong down and slid a finger inside of me. My whole body shivered. He pressed on my g-spot and slapped my ass again.
"Quit teasing me, please!" I moaned. "Just give me that big cock!"
"I love it when they beg." He chuckled, pressing the head of his huge cock against my dripping pussy.
When he slid inside me, everything changed.
I knew, suddenly and painfully, that my entire life up to that point had been devoid of this pleasure. My whole life, I'd needed this. I'd never known it, but I'd been missing out on the most incredible experience. When he slid that massive, black rod inside me and I felt him stretch me, I knew the truth. Big Black Cock was the truth. As he stretched his way into my aching pussy, I came harder than I'd ever cum in my life. My whole body shook. I screamed like an animal. My legs trembled and I felt my toes curling in my boots. I thought I could never cum this hard. Then he pulled almost all the way out, and drove it home again, eliciting another world-shattering orgasm and another ear-splitting scream. He did it a third time, slowly and steadily feeding me his full length, and I almost blacked out. Then he found his rhythm, and everything I knew about my body was proven false. He was hammering into me, fucking me like I'd always imagined Nick doing. But Nick could never do this. Flint's cock taught me that. Flint fucked me like a man. Like a real man, with a real cock. A big cock. A black cock. He fucked me like I needed to be fucked. He gave me everything I could have ever imagined, and so much more. Nick's little pink thing could never fill me like this. This was out of his league. This was out of his fucking area code. Flint fucked me like I was made to be fucked, and I loved it. I loved him. I loved his big, black cock.
Flint savaged me for an hour. Non-stop. No breaks. I came screaming, again and again. I came so much that my voice was hoarse. He fucked me until I couldn't scream anymore, so I just whimpered as I begged for more. He pulled out, and rolled me onto my back. He pulled my boots off, and then my jeans and thong, tossing each haphazardly over his massive shoulders. I wanted to urge him to hurry up. I needed him to keep fucking me. I gasped when I saw his huge cock between my legs, glistening with my juices. It looked so beautiful in the moonlight. It looked so right. He smiled and pushed my legs apart, then thrust back inside me. I wrapped my legs around him, holding him close. My nails found his back and I scratched and dug at his flesh as orgasm overtook me again. Living lightning was surging all over my body. I felt like I'd been coming since he first entered me. One long orgasm, punctuated by countless more.



"Tell me you love it." He growled in my ear.
"I love it... Flint... I love your big black cock. I love it so much..." I moaned back.
He thrust deep, and wrapped a hand around my throat. The other hand found my clit and rubbed it with a thumb. My legs shook violently and I came again. My head swam and I saw stars.
"Call me Daddy." He demanded, teeth clinched an inch from my face.
"Yes, Daddy." I moaned. "God yes."
"I'm your Black Daddy." He said, pushing my legs together to make the fit even more unbearably tight. "And you're my Little White Slut."
"I'm your slut!" I yelled hoarsely.
"I'm your Little White Slut and I love your big black cock! I just love it so much, Daddy. I'll never get enough. I'll never get enough of your big black cock." I moaned.
And it was true. All of it was true. Everything was different. I was different. I was fulfilled. I was filled. I was happier than I'd ever been. I was a slut. I was his slut. And I loved it. He fucked me for hours, and every second was bliss. Pain and pleasure mixed and I ascended beyond them. I was in ecstasy. I was in heaven. At some point, I begged him to cum inside me. I needed him to fill me with his hot cum. He obliged, grabbing my legs and bucking inside me in long deep thrusts until he flooded me with his seed. It was incredible. He came so much more than Nick. I could hardly believe how much there was. When he pulled out, it was still spurting out, painting the outside of my pussy. One errant burst hit my stomach and settled in my navel. Another landed on my shirt. Then he straddled me and grabbed me by the hair.
"Clean it, Slut." He commanded.
"Yes, Daddy." I cooed, feeling drunk from him.
I eagerly did as I was told. Tasting his cum and mine. Sucking and swallowing every last, lingering drop of his deliciously salty-sweet cum. Then I licked up and down the shaft, savoring every bit of our flavor. I took him deep again, not wanting to ever stop. Not wanting to spend another moment without him. I stroked, sucked and licked his balls, and worshiped his big, black cock until he was completely satisfied.
When he finally pulled himself away from me, he walked to his bike, and got himself a cigarette. I laid on my back and played with the cum on my stomach. Staring up at the stars, I thought about how I'd let him cum inside me, and wondered if it had been me or The Need that had begged him to. It didn't' matter. The Need and I were one now. Some distant part of me wondered if I'd get pregnant, the rest of me hoped so.
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"You doing alright?" Flint asked with a harsh laugh.
He ashed off the cigarette and walked over to me. I was still laying on in the dirt and leaves, playing absentmindedly with the cum pooling on my body.
"Yeah..." I managed, still basking in the afterglow.
I was trying to remain there. Remain in the moment. I knew that when it faded, when I returned to reality, I'd have to deal with what I'd done. My shame would return. The Need was satiated, and it wouldn't be able to drown out the truth now. I'd cheated on my husband. I'd fucked another man, and I'd loved it.
"Was it good?" Flint asked, shooting me a look that said he knew the answer already.
"You know it was." I said, the shame building.
I could feel tears welling up in my eyes, but I fought them back. I'd made a choice, and I was going to live with it. I'd done exactly what I wanted to do, and I couldn't hide behind tears now. It wouldn't be fair to anyone involved.
"You ready to go back to the clubhouse?" He asked, crouching beside me.
"I... I don't know." I answered.
I wasn't ready to face Nick. I couldn't look at him, not after that. Not when I'd let another man cum inside me, and the rest of that man's cum was still drying on my skin. I wanted to run away. I wanted to hide. I wanted to ask Flint to take me off into the night.
"Nicky's waiting for you. The boys are too. They're setting up something really special for you at the clubhouse." He said, lighting another cigarette.
"Nick? The boys? What do you mean?" I asked, forcing myself to sit up.
He helped me to my feet and smiled. It was that predatory smile that made my knees weak. He pointed at his bike, and I walked over to it.
"Stephanie, you're never going to have to feel unfulfilled again." He started, "Nicky's going to be in the Club, and we're going to take very good care of you."
My mind was racing. The implication was clear, but I couldn't understand how Nick could possibly be okay with any of this. My Nick. My sweet, quiet husband. I couldn't imagine how this could be what he wanted. No midlife crisis, biker fantasy could be worth being cheated on. There had to be something else going on. I just didn't understand.
"You going to get on?" Flint asked impatiently.
He was already on the bike, and patting the space in front of him. I couldn't help myself, I climbed on and scooted back until I was sitting in his lap. The Need was rising again, it's vigor renewed by what Flint had said.
"You ready?" He asked, once again knowing the answer.
"Yes, Daddy." I cooed, rubbing my ass in his lap.
I could almost hear that grin of his as I said it. We rode through the night, and it felt like I was hurtling towards a new life. I could picture it clearly. Riding motorcycles all day, getting fucked senseless by big black cock all night. It was hotter any any of the fantasies from my life before. It was hotter, because it felt real.
When we reached the club, Flint pulled around to the back. We got off the bike, and he walked me to a small door.
"You go on in, Tonez has something for you to change into." He said sternly, then he slapped my ass.
I didn't ask any questions, I just did as I was told. The room through the door was small and square, with beer kegs lining the walls. A huge black biker was sitting on one of the kegs, with a large gift bag in his lap.
"Hey there, Blondie." He said, beaming.
"Hey." I replied, returning his smile. "What's in the bag?"
"The Club's throwing you and Nicky a party." He said, handing me the bag.
I could see his cock through his jeans. The outline it made pushing up under the denim made my mouth water. I'd never met this man before, but I had an incredible urge to drop to my knees and suck his cock right there. He caught me staring at it and laughed.
"Don't worry, baby-girl. You'll get plenty tonight. He said, squeezing his cock through his pants. "It's going to be a real fun party."
Inside the bag was a pair of black fishnet stockings, black high-heel boots, a black leather collar adorned with a small ring, and a long length of chain. I looked at Tonez expecting him to leave, but wanting him to stay.
"Nah, I'm not going anywhere." He laughed. "You get dressed, and I'll lead you out to the party."
I stripped slowly, doing my best to give Tonez a show. He stroked his big cock through his pants in approval. Once I had the stockings on, and the heels, he put the collar around my neck. It felt good. I loved the tightness and the feeling of leather on my skin. Then he attached the chain to it and gave it a light tug. I stumbled forward but caught my balance. Tonez laughed and opened the interior door. He walked through, holding the leash and I followed excitedly.
There were a dozen black men standing in the room, including Tonez and Flint. Nick was there too, but I couldn't believe what he was wearing. My husband. My nerdy, accountant husband, was dressed in a French Maid uniform, feather duster and all.
"Nick?" I asked, suddenly feeling the shame rise again.
"Hey, Steph!" He said cheerily, waving at me.
One of the bikers slapped Nick on the ass, hard enough for the sound to echo in the room.
"Do you answer to Nick here?" He asked, glaring at my husband.
Nick blushed and rubbed his ass.
"No sir..." He said, smiling and glancing at me.
"Steph, meet your Cuck. Say hi, Nicky." Flint said, staring daggers at my husband.
"Hi Mistress!" Nick said, beaming.
This was all too weird. I wasn't prepared for this. I knew Flint had said that Nick was on board with everything, but I didn't know what that meant really. I thought about turning and bolting for the door, I didn't know how to process seeing my husband like this, but something held me there. Something in Nick's eyes made me stay.
"Show her your cage, Nicky." Another one of the black men said, grinning.
Nick did as he was told, and lifted the skirt of his uniform. His little pink cock was in a plastic trap, keeping it from getting hard. There was a small lock hanging from the bottom of it. Tonez stepped close to me hand placed a small key in my hand.
"You can let him out of the cage, but only after the festivities are over." Tonez said, closing my hand around the key.
"Tell her the rules, Nicky." The one Flint had called Buck said, shoving my husband forward into the middle of the room.
"In the club, I only answer to Nicky." Nick started, putting on a slight falsetto seemingly unconsciously and swaying so that the apron swung back and forth. "I clean the clubhouse, balance the books and cook the meals. I do as I'm told, and I serve my betters. In return, I get to be a part of the Club! I only speak when spoken to, I never make demands, and if I'm really good, I get to watch."
"Watch?" I asked, despite knowing exactly what he meant.
"Yes Ma'am, but I'm only allowed to cum after everyone else does. And only if you give me permission." He said, grinning ear to ear.
I was overwhelmed, partially by the "Nicky" situation, but also with the twelve burly black bikers standing around me. I didn't know how to respond, or what to do. Luckily, Flint broke the silence.
"Nicky, shut the fuck up. We're going to fuck your wife now. Go sit in your corner." He growled.
Nick practically skipped over to the corner of the room and plopped down on a little stool. Tonez led me to Flint, who took the leash and pulled it tight.
"All fours, Slut." He growled.
My knees trembled and I felt a wetness between my thighs. I knew right then that there was no going back. I would do anything he said. I wanted to do anything he said. My body obeyed before I finished thinking about it. I dropped to my hands and knees dutifully.
"Yes, Daddy." I moaned.
He lead me to the center of the room where a small red pillow was laid out. The crowd cheered and shouted obscenities. Bitch. Slut. Snowbunny. All the names defined me in that moment, and I wore them all with pride and elation.
"Goddamn that white girl's got a fat ass!" Rebar yelled.
"There's no way Nicky was hittin' that right." Buck laughed.
"You can tell she wants this black cock." Another said, unzipping his fly and letting his huge cock hang free.
He was right too. I was salivating. I moved towards it without thinking, but Flint snatched me back with the leash. It hurt, but in a good way. It sent a surge of taboo excitement through me.
"Ask permission, Slut." He demanded.
The rest of the guys gathered around me and dropped their jeans. Eleven huge black, beautiful cocks swung around my head. The Need swelled and dominated me. I was surrounded by cock. I was in whore heaven. I was a whore, and at that moment I knew it. I lived for big black cock. I'd do anything to have it. I wanted each and every one of them to take me. To use me. To fuck me. To fill my every hole with those massive cocks. I'd be their whore. I'd do anything if it meant reveling in that pleasure again.
I thought about how long Flint had fucked me, then I multiplied it by eleven. I didn't know if I could take it. I didn't know if I'd come out on the other side with my mind intact, much less my body. I glanced over at Nick, and he was watching intently, one hand fumbling at his cock cage. He was biting his lip. I let go of my hesitation. Damn the consequences. This is what I wanted, this is what I needed. This is what The Need demanded. It was time. I was ready for anything.
"Please, Daddy. Please... I want all the big black cocks... I want then so bad..." I begged, holding my hands up pleadingly.
"Then, let the party begin." He said, handing my leash to the man in front of me.
"Open up, bitch," The biker commanded, slapping his meaty cock against his palm.
I did as I was told, gladly. Parting my lips and letting him slide his big dick into my mouth. I started to suck, slowly at first. Working my lips and tongue over the shaft. Enjoying its girth and length. I placed both hands on it and stroked gently. Then I pulled it out with a 'pop' sound and nuzzled my face against it, feeling the wet heat of it on my skin.
"Goddamn! This bitch is a freak!" The man holding the leash shouted.
"She's straight-up worshipin' your cock, man." Rebar said.
"I could use some worshipin' myself." Buck said, taking my right hand and placing it on his thick cock.
Without thinking, I began to squeeze and stroke him. This was met with cheers from the crowd, and moments later, Rebar took my other hand and slapped his cock into it. I didn't hesitate with him either, stroking them both in time as I sucked dutifully on the cock in my mouth.
I took it as deep as I could manage without choking. The bikers loved the show, and I felt them draw the circle closer. Then I felt their hands all over me, exploring my body. I was being squeezed, pinched, slapped and groped by nine sets of hands. They tugged at my hair, slapped my ass, tweaked my nipples and squeezed my thighs. It was shocking, overwhelming, scary and oh so fucking hot. I was wanted. Savagely, passionately, viciously wanted. It was intoxicating.
I had long since lost all control, so when the man with the leash used it to force his cock further down my throat than I could have believed possible, I rolled with it. I didn't panic, though my eyes welled up with tears. I kept stroking the two cocks in my hands without missing a beat as the man before me stuffed inch after inch of his massive rod down my throat. When his balls touched my chin, my head swam. I hadn't prepared for this, I needed air. I saw stars. I suddenly wanted to back away but he held the leash firm. A bolt of fear rushed through my body. For a moment, a moment that seemed to last a lifetime, I thought I was going to suffocate on his cock. Then he let go of the leash and I fell back, coughing and sputtering.
"Damn that White Slut can swallow some cock!" He laughed.
"She's fuckin' insatiable, man." Rebar chimed in.
"You like that, don't you?" He asked me, grinning and waving his spit-slick rod in my face.
The thing is, I had liked it. I'd liked it a lot. It had been terrifying, but the fear had enhanced The Need, not weakened it. I was dripping wet between my legs and was overcome with a perverse desire to choke on all of their cocks. I tried to say as much, but another coughing fit made my head spin.
"You guys gotta try that mouth." He continued, "I've never seen a bitch take me to the base like that!"
The guys started to jockey for position in front of me as I sat back up, pushing and shoving each other to be the next in line.
"Nicky, get your Sissy ass over here!" Buck shouted, asserting himself at the front of the line.
My husband walked hurriedly over to me as best he could manage in the high heels he was wearing.
"Yes sir." He said meekly.
Buck took a seat on the couch in front of me and motioned me over. I crawled to him as sensually as I could. He was stroking his long, thick cock lazily with one hand and staring at my tits. When I reached him, I took his cock in my hands and started to stroke it for him. It was so thick. Thicker than any of the others I'd seen. It was like a soda can. I knew that I wouldn't be able to take him anywhere near as deep, but I couldn't wait to get my lips around it.
"Nicky!" He called, leaning back on the couch with his hands behind his head, "I'm going to sit back and enjoy this. Come over here and hold your wife's hair back while she sucks my cock."
"Yes Sir, Mr. Buck, Sir." Nick, I mean Nicky, said cheerfully.
Nick walked carefully over and knelt behind me. He took my hair in his hands and swept it back out of my face. I sucked the biker's huge black cock like it was my job. I worked the shaft, sucked the head, gagged down as much as I could take and licked from his balls to the tip. I worshiped his cock with my hands and my mouth, all the while my husband held my hair back and made soft moaning noises behind me.
Buck almost didn't outlast my hunger, and before too long he had to stop me. When he tapped out, he traded his seat to Rebar. I looked at Rebar's cock in wonder. I wasn't quite as thick as Buck's, but it was still huge. Longer than Flint, even. I swatted it playfully on my tongue, then kissed the head.
"That's right, Baby, you love that big black cock don't you?" He said, grinning ear to ear.
"You know I do." I moaned, running my tongue along its length for emphasis.
"Tell your Sissy husband." He said, sternly.
I froze. I didn't know what to do. I didn't know how far was too far. I couldn't bear to hurt Nick, but I also couldn't go back to a world without this. I'd passed the point of no return when I'd fucked Flint. Now, I was so far gone I couldn't even see that point from here. My mouth moved and the words flooded out of me before I could stop them. The Need was speaking for me.
"Nicky." I said, with a harshness in my voice that I didn't recognize. "I love his big black cock. I love every inch of it. It's just so much bigger than yours. It's longer and thicker and harder... I love the way it tastes. I love the way it stretches my mouth when I suck it, and I can't wait for it to stretch my pussy the same way when he fucks me. I love black cock, because black cock makes me cum like you never could!"
I could hear Nick fumbling with the cock cage frantically, but he didn't say a word. He just kept making little sounds that were somewhere between moans and whimpers.
I ignored him, and gave Rebar's big, beautiful cock the same treatment Buck had gotten and then some. When he tagged out, Tonez sat down, and he got more of the same. I sucked, slurped, stroked and choked on all eleven of those big, black cocks. Some more than once, two more than twice. All while they taunted and jeered my pitiful, pathetic, Sissy husband.
When I had sucked the thick, meaty cock of a man named Asphalt for the third time, Flint snatched up the leash and led me around to the side of the couch. He bent me over it and slapped my ass, hard. I could feel the flesh welting up when I heard him speak in that voice that made me tremble.
"Nicky, crawl over here and guide me in." Flint commanded.
As Flint put his big, strong hands on my hips,Nick obeyed, taking Flint's huge cock in his dainty accountant's hands and guiding it inside me. I screamed as he stretched his way in, but it was a scream of pure, animalistic pleasure. Flint fucked me savagely. He commanded Nick to lay down between my legs and watch as he used me like a cock-sleeve. His huge cock, driving in and out of my soaking pussy.
When he was done, he pulled out suddenly and stepped away. There was an all-consuming sensation of emptiness as he left, but in seconds I felt another huge black cock filling me.
They were at it for hours, each one tagging out before he lost control. All the while I screamed and bucked my hips. I bit at the cushions and scratched at them with my nails. Some of them pulled tight on the leash. Others pulled and yanked my hair. Still others slapped my stinging, red ass. But each and every one of them fucked me. Really fucked me. Like I'd always dreamed of being fucked. Like The Need demanded. Like I Needed to be fucked. The Need and I were one in the same. I was The Need. I had been starving all my life, but this was the solution. I had never felt so full. So alive. So happy. This was more than I'd ever imagined. This is world-breaking, earth-shattering, mind-blowing bliss. Pure ecstasy. A dozen black bikers running a train on my little white pussy while I screamed and beat my fists in mind-breaking orgasm again and again. Twelve massive black cocks fucking ruining me while my pathetic white husband laid on the ground, right between my feet, and watched in awe.
I knew why Nicky wasn't allowed out of the cage. I knew why Nicky wasn't allowed to cum until I said so. He'd have squeezed that sad little thing to a dribbling orgasm before I finished sucking the first cock hours ago. He needed to be denied. He needed to be present. He needed to bear witness to my rebirth. He needed to see.
I forgot the woman I was before. It didn't matter. She didn't matter. She was hungry. Empty. Unfulfilled. She didn't know how to take what she wanted in life. She didn't understand how important it was to be happy. To be complete. To be fulfilled. She was gone, and I was reborn. A woman of consequence. Of agonizing, awe-inspiring, indescribable pleasure. A creature of pure, hedonistic abandon. I was myself for the first time.
When Buck tapped out of his fourth round, and finally pulled that thick monster out of me for the last time of the night, I was a quivering mess on the couch. I was dripping, pouring. I'd squirted over and over. Somewhere, distantly in the back of my mind, I wondered how much of my fluid had fallen on my husband's face while these men were fucking me.
Tonez and Rebar turned me over onto my back, and they stood around me stroking their huge, turgid cocks. Wet from me, they glistened and shined like ebony pillars in the fluorescent lights. One after another, they began to shoot their hot, sticky seed onto me while I lay there, mewling in the afterglow. One hit my chest with three big spurts. Another sprayed his cum into my hair, while another found cause to take my limp hand and stroke himself off with it. Rebar shot his load across my stomach, and Tonez jerked himself off on my neck. Three more shot off haphazardly, hitting my face, my shoulder and getting more in my hair. I was playing with the cum between my tits when Flint spoke up again.
"Nicky, help that pretty wife of yours keep her mouth open, looks like we fucked her brains out." He growled, tugging Nick up from the floor by the collar of his maid costume.
Nick pulled my mouth open gently with his trembling hands, and then cupped them below my bottom lip. Tonez slid a pillow under my neck, allowing me to sit up a little.



The remaining four came into my open mouth, and Flint commanded me to swallow it all. I did my best to oblige, but there was just so much cum that a lot of it spilled out into Nick's waiting hands. I slurped it off of his fingers and smiled devilishly at him.
"Nicky, we're going out for drinks. Straighten this place up, and when your wife's able to walk again, take her to the shower and wash all of our cum off of her." Flint growled. "If you do a real good job of cleaning her off, she might even let you masturbate tonight."
"You think so, Sir?" Nick moaned, fumbling with the cock cage again.
"Maybe, but get her real clean regardless. I have a feeling she'll want to be nice and clean for tomorrow night's party." Flint laughed.
I laid there for a long while after they left, my head still spinning from the ecstasy of it all. This was my life now. I'd found what I'd been looking for. I belonged to the Black Biker Club, and I was the luckiest woman in the world.
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My name is Max, it's short for Maximilian, or at least it was until recently. I was the star pitcher for the Gem City Gemini's. I was also pledging the most prestigious Frat House in the country, Beta Pi Phi. My Father, Dr. Jin Amado thought that giving me an "American Name" would help me fit in, but it didn't. Rich Dad or not, I had to work my ass off to be accepted. Joining Beta Pi Phi was just another step to a shining future. I was majoring in Law, and the Beta Pi Brothers were mostly business majors, so I needed an in.
That's where America's favorite pastime came in. The Gemini's were campus celebrities, and they had just lost their pitcher, Stephen Mears, last semester. Nobody really knows where he went, he just sorta dropped off the face of the Earth like eight months ago. That didn't matter, because I could pitch with the best of them. The rest of the Gemini's didn't believe me at first, but Baseball's a big fucking deal in Japan. My Father played in Med School, and didn't hesitate to push me into the sport as soon as I could wear cleats. I made the team by smoking the best hitters they could put in front of me. After try-outs, I was approached by Beta Pi and asked to pledge. My fastball won me fast friends and even faster slam-pieces from our "Sisters" at Delta Phi. At my first party I learned the real reason they called themselves the DP Girls. That was the most important part. I'm not saying I'm a horndog or anything, but sex is definitley my main motivator. I mean, why bother trying to be popular if it's not to get laid. I worked out to get laid. I played sports to get laid. I lived to get laid.
At first, I only got to watch. Pledges have to earn that shit, even if they are star pitchers. Things improved as the season went on. Soon, I was pulling snatch constantly. Everything was going great, my game performance kept me out of the rougher parts of pledging and had me drowning in pussy. It even scored me a nickname, "Maximum Outage". I was the campus King-in-waiting. In line to be top dog. I had almost everything, until I lost it all.
It was the night before the Beta Pi Phi pool party, and it was also the biggest game of the year. The Gemini's had been cleaning house all season, and my fastball was hot gossip among scouts and students alike. It wasn't a championship game or anything, but it was far more important. An away game against Northside, our long-time rivals and usual betters, if I'm being honest. It all came down to that night, and I was golden. I was on fire. I was pitching the best game of my fuckin' life. They were incredible, but we kept it locked up tight, neck-and-neck, inning after inning. Halfway through the night, we started building a lead. I pitched a no-hitter and you could almost see their moral start to crack. Bottom of the eighth, it all went to hell.
I tried a two-seamer and heard my shoulder 'click' like a revolver dry firing. I'm a pitcher, definitely the best one on the team, possibly the best one on the West Coast. MLB included.But I'm not an outfielder. Which is unfortunate, because once the Coach realized I'd fucked my shoulder, that's where he put me. I'm not saying I can't catch, I can catch well enough even with a bum arm, but I'd rather be pitching. Pitching is about control. Pitching is proactive. I'm proactive. I don't like to surrender control in anything. I like to do things, not have things done to me. The Northside Nomads started gaining ground after I went down, but we held in as best we could, no thanks to me. At the end of the ninth inning, it was all tied up again and the same thought was on every Gemini's mind. If we could just stall them out, we could push into extra innings and take the win.
That didn't happen. The Nomad's relief hitter, a kid named Jerry Barton, stepped up to the plate and hit a homerun that soared right past my head. I didn't even see it so much as hear it whistling past me. My mitt went up a half-second too late, and the Nomads went home victorious once again. My shoulder was killing me, but the shame hurt far more.
The coach was an old friend of my Dad's, and he blamed the shoulder for me missing the catch. I think he was just trying to help me save face, but it didn't help. He sent me straight to the Team Doc as soon as we left the stadium. By the time the bus dropped me off at the Doc's office, "Maximum Suckage" was trending on Twitter, and I could hardly breathe. I pressed the ice-pack into my shoulder and wished it could freeze my heart. Wished I could pull a Stephen Mears and just disappear. I went into the Doctor's office hoping against hope that she'd find something tremendously wrong with my arm. As if a doctor's note could excuse me from the vengeance of my Frat Brothers. I didn't have to wait long at all to be seen, Coach had called ahead.
The Doctor, a young woman named Bethany Reid, was the textbook definition of Bombshell. A tall leggy blond with a heart-shaped face and brilliant blue eyes. She looked me over, and pursed her pillowy red lips.
"Helloooo Nurse..." I sighed, flashing a practiced smile and looking her up and down.
"Do you wanna skip to the part where I turn my head and cough?" I asked, hoping my campus fame hadn't died yet.
"I'd rather we didn't, Mr. Amado." She responded coldly, glancing at me and then looking down to the clipboard in her hands.
"In fact, I was hoping we could skip to the part where you go home and take some aspirin." She continued, not looking back up.
"Well that was rude," I quipped, narrowing my eyes at her chest "You sure you don't want to rub me down with a topical solution or something, I'm real achey."
"Mr. Amado, I'm a lot like a home run, in that I am not something you can get your hands on." She said, flashing a cruel smile.
"If you want though, I can get you a bottle of topical burn ointment." She said, her smile fading and her eyes going cold.
It stung, being dissed by the team doctor, but what stung worse was the knowledge that this was the least of my torment. My phone was still buzzing from people tweeting "Maximum Suckage", and even my best friend, Marcus, had gotten in on it.
"You look really down... I'm sorry I ragged on you." Bethany said, clearly forcing a smile.
"I am really down, but you could cheer me up you know." I said, trying a smile again.
She stared at me quietly for a moment, her cold blue eyes impossible to read. She flipped through a small manila folder with my name on the outside, and then looked at me again.
"You know, I think I have just the thing..." she said, walking over to a cabinet and pulling out a small vial of pink fluid.
"This is an experimental supplement, that might just help you earn back that stellar reputation of yours, or at least help you forge a new one." she continued, filling a syringe with the pink liquid.
It almost seemed to almost glow in the too-bright fluorescents. She compared a paper covered in complex formula to my chart, and looked at me again.
"All of this information is correct, yes? Blood Type O, and you have a twin sister?" She asked, stepping towards me with the syringe.
"This'll fix me right, Doc? I'll be able to play ball again?" I asked, wincing as I saw the length of the needle.
"Oh, this will absolutely fix your problem. That I guarantee, just sign the release and we'll begin the treatment." She said, that strangely cruel smile curling her lips as she pushed a clipboard into my face.
I signed without reading it, sufficiently weirded out and ready to leave. She slid the needle into my arm, and depressed the plunger. I felt a hot rush as the pink fluid entered my vein. My aching shoulder tingled and then went numb. The room spun, and I tried to steady myself. A moment later, she was slapping on a bandaid and sending me on my way.
"Check back with me in a day or two, and stay away from alcohol until we talk again." She said, just before she closed her office door in my face.
I took the bus home, it was a long ride and I almost passed out. It took everything I had to stay awake. My head was swimming. Everything was spinning and for some reason my chest felt like it was on fire. My ass hurt too, and my hips were sore. By the time I got off the bus, I felt like I had been beaten with a bat. I stumbled up the stone steps and through the heavy oak door before falling to my knees in the middle of the Beta Pi hallway. My stomach churned, my chest was burning and my head was throbbing. I hurt all over and I could barely stand, but I worked my way towards the stairs and down the hall before falling into the pledge's shared bathroom. One of my pledge-brothers was in unconscious and stripped to his boxers in the tub. It was Marcus.
I crawled to the toilet and hurled violently, stuff coming out of me that I didn't remember eating. I pressed my face against the cold porcelain, my breathing coming out in shallow rasps. It was like a sauna in the house. I felt like I had the flu, all heat and ache. I pulled off my shirt and threw it into the corner before hugging the toilet again. There was a sudden sharp agony in my groin, it felt like my cock and balls were in a flaming vice-grip, my eyes welled with tears and I vomited again. This time it was red.
My heart was pounding, I was in a cold sweat and my hands were shaking uncontrollably. I felt like I was dying. I fished my cell out of my pocket, but my shaking hands dropped it into the bowl. I watched it sink into the red and the sick, and the room began to swirl. I tried to stand up, but instead pitched back and my head hit the tub. Everything went black.
I woke up a few hours later, feeling like I had the hangover of my life. Everything hurt. Everything.
"Holy shit!" I heard Marcus shout from the tub.
I looked over at him, trying to block out the blinding overhead lights with one hand.
"What?" I asked, my voice coming out in a weird, high squeak.
"You're um... Well, I..." He said, stammering stupidly.
"Spit it out you moron, I feel like shit." I hissed, feeling frustrated and miserable.
"I'm sorry..." Marcus started, grinning like an idiot, "It's just that, you know, you're topless."
"Topless? What the hell are you talking about?" I growled, or at least I tried to growl, but my angry baritone was gone.
"Yo titties are hangin out girl, what the fuck you think I'm talking about?" Marcus whispered loudly, his eyes going wide.
I stood up, blood rushing to my head and fuzzing my vision as I did so. I stumbled blindly to the sink and starred in the direction of the mirror. As my vision cleared, my jaw dropped. There was a woman where my reflection should be, and she was topless. She almost looked like my sister, except with a bigger rack and fuller lips. I moved my hands slowly, and watched her mirror my every movement. It took a few minutes to sink in, but I soon realized that somehow, the hot topless chick in the mirror was me.
"So, uh... Where are you from?" Marcus asked, clearly trying to flirt and failing miserably.
I barely heard him. I was busy cupping, lifting and dropping my tits in the mirror.
"Max..." I managed to mumble, the shock making my entire body numb.
"Oh! So uh, are you like, Max's Sister or somethin?" He asked, standing up and fumbling with his boxers.
I glanced over at him, and my eyes immediately shifted downward. I could see his cock, thick and long, swelling rebelliously as if it were planning a prison break. My cheeks flushed and I felt my mouth fill with saliva. My nipples went hard and there was a hot wet feeling in my crotch. Curiosity overwhelming me, I looked down, pulling at my loose pants and learned that my well-manicured guy parts were mysteriously absent. In their place, however, I was left with something else I was intimately familiar with. Curiosity giving way to raw panic, I grabbed my shirt from the floor, pulled it on and ran out of the house without another word.
I sprinted across campus, pushing my aching body to move in a way it suddenly seemed unaccustomed. I'd run laps with hangovers before. I was fast and could work through sickness and pain like Jordan in his prime. Something was different though. Somehow, when I changed, I'd lost the muscles I had worked so hard for. I remembered reading something about sexual dimorphism in humans, but I couldn't remember exactly how it worked. It didn't help that I couldn't stop seeing Marcus' big dick every time I closed my eyes. I ran past a pair of joggers, all guys, and my eyes followed them automatically. I could see their bulges bouncing rhythmically behind their shorts. I felt another burst of warmth in my crotch, a surging of sensation that ran up my legs and made me feel tingly all over. I had to get out of here.
I made it to the Doc's office without stopping, but I regretted it. My legs were shaking and I was lightheaded. I couldn't catch my breath, my throat tasted coppery and my lungs hurt. I threw open the door and stormed past the secretary without saying a word. When I walked into Doctor Reid's office, she was sitting at her desk painting her nails hot pink.
"What the fuck did you do to me?" I shouted, my now feminine voice sounding shriller than I expected.
"Well, if it isn't Mr... Or should I say Ms. Amado?" She said, barely looking up from her nails.
"I'm a girl, what the hell did you do?" I demanded, tears welling in my eyes betraying my attempt to cover my fear with anger.
"I simply killed two birds with one stone." She said, standing up and walking over to the cabinet that contained the pink fluid. "I've been working for some time on a mutagenic steroid compound that could in a matter of hours do what sexual reassignment surgeries and hormone treatments do in years." She said with all the practiced monotone of someone who had definitely done this sort of thing before.
"Where a transexual individual usually has to undergo several operations, months of hormonal supplements and sometimes even psychiatric help, my mutagen rewrites a person's genetics to make them female..." She spoke as she sifted through the contents of the cabinet, though her tone suggested that she should be stroking a big white cat.
I stared at her in dumb silence as she continued, my mind racing to comprehend what was happening.
"Even now, you've probably noticed a change in your thought patterns." I immediately flashed back to Marcus' growing erection before forcing my mind to go literally anywhere else.
Unfortunately my mind went to the joggers, and I had a vivid mental image of myself, my female self, being spit-roasted by the two of them right there on the sidewalk. I could feel myself blush, and then I clenched my fist so tight it hurt and glared at the doctor.
"Oh sweetie..." She cooed, "Don't worry, you're still distinctly heterosexual, its just that your libido knows you're female now, so it wants what it wants."
The way she said the word "want" was deliberately breathy and sexual, and both times it conjured up images of rock-hard cocks of all colors, their tips dripping with precum and their shafts throbbing lightly. In my growing hysteria, I could almost feel them parting my new pussy lips and sliding inside me. There was a dull, empty ache between my legs.
"Oh look at that, you can hardly contain yourself, you must have been quite the horndog before, the mutagen doesn't impact libido." Doctor Reid said with no hint of emotion aside from mild amusement.
"You have to understand Ms. Amado, you're standing on the cusp of the greatest scientific discovery in the history of the world..." She said, her cold blue eyes looking me over like I was some sort of test-subject, which I guess was an accurate way to describe me at the time.
"And, as a bonus, you have an opportunity to learn a very valuable lesson about how to treat women." she said with a joyless giggle.
The room spun again, my face flushed and my loins ached, something was very wrong with me, I couldn't think straight. I felt like I was starving, like I had some need that superseded all else and dominated my life. I briefly wondered what could make me feel this way, but my mind wandering back to Marcus' bulge answered my question.
"You know Maxine, you could turn me in..." Reid said, a smile growing on her glossy lips, "But nobody would believe you, and even if they did, you took illegal supplements so you can kiss your scholarship goodbye."
"So I'm stuck like this forever?" I managed to ask, willing my foggy mind to focus on the situation at hand.
"Maybe, maybe not, the changes were short lived in my rat subjects, only lasting for a few days before the transformation reversed itself, but the only other human trial seems to have skipped town." She said, her eyes gleaming.
I suddenly knew what happened to Stephen Mears. Or, I guess Stephenie now. The room started spinning again, my heart was pounding and I was dizzy.
"You don't look so good Maxine, would you like me to write you a prescription?" She said, her smile was all teeth, like a shark's, "Take two cocks, and call me in the morning." She said cocks in that practiced breathy way, and my knees went weak.
I left the Doctor's office in a dizzying haze, and stumbled to the bus stop. I didn't know what to do. I found myself standing next to Mr. Ellis, my Brit-lit professor. Grey hair, broad shoulders, light stubble, and those slacks... I shook my head violently, I couldn't do this alone. I needed help to ride this out until I got better. I had to get better, I had to believe I would get better. More than anything though, I had to stop thinking about dick. That was first and foremost on my list of shit. The bus ride was torture. There was only one empty seat and Mr. Ellis sat beside me. I could smell the warm, wood scent of fine cigars on his jacket and when he sat down, there was a pronounced bulge.
"You look familiar, have I had you before?" He said, his lilting Welsh accent making me soak.
"No... But you can have me anytime you want." I whispered before I could stop myself.
The bus came to a stop and I realized what I was doing. Without saying anything, I frantically climbed over him and hurried off the bus and into the Frat house. I rushed down the hallway, up the stairs and into the small room I shared with Marcus. He was sitting on our bean-bag in his boxers playing Xbox, two other pledges were watching him play and knocking back beers.
"Marcus, I need to talk to you." I shouted frantically all while trying desperately to not look at his boxers again.
"Well I uh, I try not to um, who are you again?" He said, clearly flustered by my panting, sweating presence.
"That doesn't matter, I need to talk to you in private." I said, motioning for his friends to leave.
Luckily, they did. We were alone, and I finally could tell my best friend what was going on. I walked towards him and opened my mouth to speak, but nothing came out. I could see it now, he was fully erect. His big, magnificent cock, black and thick, had escaped through the slit on the front of his boxers and it stood at full attention. Huge. Thick and meaty, with a single drip of pearlescent precum crowning and sliding down the ebony shaft. I realized I was staring at it at the same time I realized he was staring at my tits. For the first time today, I noticed that I hadn't been wearing a bra. It hadn't occurred to me that I'd need one, but my bare breasts pressing out of my baseball jersey was probably the source of his issue. I thought about the way I'd been staring at his cock, and the way I'd stared at so many co-ed's asses and titties.
He noticed his soldier's salute and opened his mouth to apologize, moving one big hand over to cover it. I couldn't help myself. I tried. I tried so damn hard, but I couldn't. I dropped to my knees in front of him, pressed one thin finger to his lips, and took his big cock in my left hand.



I licked my lips, my soaking pussy ached with excitement, and I pulled his dick into my mouth. I sucked slow at first, testing the waters as it were. I thought about everything I liked in a blowjob, and did my best to emulate it. Swirling my tongue around the head, flicking it rapidly from glans to tip while stroking the shaft with my hand. Marcus moaned gently, his toes curling in our shag carpet. I wrapped both hands around his big dick and had ample room for another. Stroking rhythmically with both hands, I sucked wetly at his cock. I let slobber build up, watched it run down his rod in a thick flow. I could almost see my reflection in the saliva-shined surface of his big black cock. I stroked it with both hands, slow and gentle with some slight twisting action. I used my own drool to lubricate his dick before I stuffed it back into my mouth. I went down low, taking it to the throat and gagging a little. Tears filled my eyes and I could feel myself edging on orgasm. It was the most incredible experience of my life up to that point, and tears were spilling down my cheeks but I couldn't tell if they were from gagging or from ecstasy.
I couldn't believe it, I had lived up to the tweets. I had become "Maximum Suckage". I took him in my mouth again, making sure to pre-game with a lot of spit, and pushed myself through the discomfort. I felt his hard cock slide down my throat, felt it twitch and throb inside me, and I knew happiness. I came up for air, and started to stroke him while licking gently at his balls when the door swung open and his semi-drunk friends stumbled back in.
"Oh shit!" the first one exclaimed, he was tall and round, with a shock of close-cropped, red hair.
"Mark man, we uh, didn't mean to interrupt anything, I just forgot my beer." He stammered, backing against the door frame.
I looked over my shoulder at him, a long strand of ropey drool running from my lips to Marcus' hard cock. I could see the bulge growing in the big guy's basketball shorts. Before I could assess the situation, he shut the door. I stood up, pulling off my shirt and throwing it in the corner of the room, behind my own bed.
"Good." I moaned, giving myself over entirely to the base impulses of my new body as I carefully stepped out of my pants and boxers before turning back to Marcus and bending over him, taking his cock in my hand again.
"I..." Marcus started, as I took his rod back in my mouth, slurping my slobber off him loudly before spitting it back on and stroking him again.
Marcus started to sit up, and I pushed him back down roughly.
"Not yet, I need this." I almost pleaded, stroking him in amazement of his size.
"I don't even know who you are..." He whispered.
"It doesn't matter. I just need to clear my head." I said, straddling him and grinding my wet pussy against his hard cock.
I guided him in slowly, and my whole body shook as he filled me. His incredible girth stretched me to fullness and sent waves of pleasure through my body. Just the feeling of him entering me caused me to tremble, and it was everything I could do to not scream out in pleasure. I rocked back and forth on him, and felt my pussy clench on Marcus' cock. My eyes went wide and I cried out, legs shaking violently. I had crested the peak, and I felt the most intense pleasure of my life as Marcus' big, black cock brought me to earth-shaking orgasm. I bounced on Marcus' cock, feeling it fill me and make me whole with its length and girth as I drove him deep into me again and again. Marcus rolled his head back and placed his big, heavy hands on my hips. I rode him to orgasm over and over again. The world growing more and more distant with each wave of unimaginable pleasure. I was in heaven. His cock was heaven. I leaned forward, pressing my breasts into him, and grabbed his right hand and pressed it against my ass.
"Slap it. Now." I breathed into his neck.
He obliged, as best he could manage, but it was underwhelming. A half-assed-ass-slap if you will.
"Like you fuckin' mean it, Marcus!" I moaned, grinding him deep inside me.
He tried again, and again, doing better each time.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck yes, goddamn!" I cried loudly, riding him like a crazy person.
Nothing could be better than this, I thought, and then I realized something could. I pushed through the weakness in my legs and got up.
"Don't come yet, I'm not done." I moaned, feeling a twinge of emptiness and regret as I felt his cock leave me.
I took him by the cock, and led him to my bed, before bending over it . He understood, running his hands up the inside of my legs and gently parting them.
"Oh God, oh wow..." he whispered, sliding that impossible monster into me at an angle that hit all the right places. I was unable to draw enough breath to scream despite how much I wanted to. He found his pace quickly, and I mewled into the sheets. Soon he was hammering at me, slamming that massive cock into me with a ferocity I'd never seen in him before. I shrieked and clawed at the sheets. He took control, and I loved it more than I could ever hope to explain. He took me. He used me. He fucked me like an animal, and I never wanted it to stop. He slapped my ass. He grabbed my hair and turned my head to the side. He wasted no time giving me every inch of him. It was a thousand times better than the best sex I'd ever had, but I didn't have time to wonder what that ment on a deeper level. He fucked me so hard and so fast that I went lightheaded. My breath caught, and I gasped for him to fuck me harder, deeper, more. He did as I asked, driving me over the edge into a mind-breaking orgasm that I thought I'd never recover from.
I felt like I was floating. I felt weightless, and detached from what was happening. I was tossed about on waves of ecstasy, my mind long-lost in pure bliss. as I rocked back down and felt the big guy's perfect cock hit my scream-spot again. I opened my mouth to scream, but no sound came out.
"Oh God. Oh, oh, oh..." I heard Marcus say, somewhere very far away, but I knew what it meant.
Marcus pulled away, and I lacked the capacity to beg him not to. With all my effort, I rolled onto my back and slid to the floor. My entire body was trembling and my mouth was hanging open. I couldn't hold a coherent thought. Marcus stepped in front of me, stroking his huge black meat slowly and breathing heavily. I looked up into his eyes and smiled, I'd seen his porn collection, I knew what he wanted. I took my hands, and fish-hooked my mouth, opening it as wide as possible and sticking out my tongue. Marcus delivered his big, thick load directly onto my upper lip, with the bulk of it running down into my mouth and coating my tongue. His cum tasted salty, but somehow also hot and sweet. I licked my lips clean of it and swallowed as much as I could, but I was keenly aware of a thick drip running down the corner of my mouth and falling like sticky raindrops on my perky breasts. I took his cock in my hands and sucked it clean, then I rubbed my face against it. He moaned gently, and I could see his legs shaking.
Marcus slid to the floor beside me, and draped an arm around me. I sat there quietly for a moment, feeling his warmth. Everything seemed so far away. Marcus stared at me with his big brown eyes. Finally it sank in.
"That was my... My first... You know, with an Asian gi-" He started.
"It was my first time, too." I whispered, blushing.
It wasn't really a lie, I had never had a cock inside me.
"You were incredible." I said, smiling.
"Really?" He asked, looking up at me, and smiling.
"Best I've ever had." I whispered, and it was true.
My head was clearing now, and I started to wonder if I'd ever be a man again.
"I'm Maxine." I said, realizing that deep down, I hoped not.
I had never felt this good, and I didn't want it to stop.



        