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A Trickle of Remorse?


The hot cum that trickled down Lucy’s thighs made her shiver slightly, the sensation strangely intimate and impossible to ignore as she reached down with her fingers, trying to gather the black man’s juices before they dripped onto the floor. For a moment she hesitated, her mind racing with the reckless, thrilling thought of smearing it inside her panties or along the inside of her dress so she could feel it against her all evening, a secret reminder of what she had just done. The idea made her bite her lip, her heart still pounding, but after a brief pause she simply brought her fingers to her mouth and licked them clean in one swift, decisive motion. 


She had never really enjoyed the taste of cum before, but there was something different this time, something that surprised her — and that seemed to be true of almost everything that had happened that night. She could still feel the evidence of it inside her, a deep, heavy fullness that made every small movement remind her of what they had just done. Even now, minutes later, she could feel faint aftershocks in her body, little involuntary spasms that brought back the moment when the Nigerian man had groaned and held her tight as he emptied himself into her trembling pussy, her legs shaking beneath him as she took every pulse of it inside her. 

But let’s backtrack a bit. Lucy Richards had not always been the kind of woman who indulged in quick hookups with random African men, nor the confident leader in a female-led relationship where she would tease and entertain her husband with stories and reminders of her latest adventure while he watched, aroused and helpless as he jerked off on the floor. When Lucy met her husband, David — blonde, handsome, and five years older — she was only nineteen. They fell for each other almost immediately, drawn together by an intense physical attraction and a shared enthusiasm for sex that neither of them had ever experienced before.

And how could David say no to a woman like her? Lucy was petite but undeniably curvy, with soft, inviting white curves and full, rounded hips that made men stare a little too long when she walked past. She never had the thin, angular body of a lingerie model, but she didn’t need it — her body was warm, feminine, and irresistibly real. She kept herself in great shape with regular workouts and a good diet, standing at 5'3" and weighing 158 lbs, with full 36D breasts that were impossible to ignore. Whenever she went jogging, she had to wear heavy sports bras to keep them under control, but even then they bounced and moved in a way that turned heads in the local park.

She had shoulder-length, wavy brown hair that framed her face beautifully and big brown eyes that could look innocent one moment and dangerously seductive the next.

She also had a couple of tattoos: on the left side of her torso a star, which was later joined by a smaller one — a black spade symbol on her right butt-cheek. But that tattoo came later, after the night everything between her and David had changed.

It had started so innocently that she almost laughed when she thought back on it. She had come home earlier than expected and found David in the bedroom with his laptop, headphones half on, his body tense in that unmistakable way. He had jumped when she walked in, fumbling to close the screen and slide his cock back into his shorts, but not before she caught a glimpse of what he had been watching. A tall black man and a small white woman, her legs wrapped around him as he pushed into her.

She had expected to feel angry, or jealous, or at least offended. Instead, she had felt something else entirely — a strange curiosity, and an unexpected flicker of arousal when she saw the panic in David’s face.

“What were you watching?” she had asked calmly, leaning against the doorframe.

“Nothing,” he had said too quickly. “Just porn.”

“What kind of porn?”

He had hesitated, and that hesitation told her everything. She walked over, climbed onto the bed beside him, and gently pushed the laptop aside. Then, without saying anything, she reached down and slid her hand over the front of his shorts, feeling him already hard.

He had let out a shaky breath. “Lucy…”

“It’s okay,” she had whispered, her fingers slowly stroking him through the fabric. “I’m not mad. I just want you to tell me the truth.”

He tried to avoid her eyes at first, but she kept touching him slowly, teasingly, until he finally looked at her again.

“You liked watching that, didn’t you?” she asked softly.

He swallowed. “Yeah.”

“Why?”

He didn’t answer at first, and she slowed her hand even more, making him shift his hips toward her without thinking. She could feel how hard he was now, how badly he wanted her to keep going.

“Tell me,” she said quietly. “I want to hear you say it.”

He took a deep breath, then another, and finally the words came out in a rush. “I think it’s hot… seeing you with someone bigger than me. A big black guy. I think about it sometimes.”

Her hand never stopped moving.

“You think about me with another man?” she asked, her voice calm but her eyes locked on his face.

He nodded, embarrassed but clearly too turned on to stop now. “Yeah.”

“What would you want to see?” she asked. “Tell me exactly.”

He groaned quietly as she finally slid her hand inside his shorts and wrapped her fingers around him. “I’d want to see him… see him fuck you. See how you look. See if you like it.”

She leaned closer to him, her lips near his ear. “And then what?”

“And then I’d want you,” he said, his voice shaking now. “I’d want to fuck you after. Right after him.”

The moment he said it, she tightened her grip around him and sped up her hand, and he gasped, his whole body tensing as he came just seconds later, his head falling back onto the pillow as she kept stroking him through it.

She had smiled slightly, watching him recover, realizing that something important had just been unlocked between them — something neither of them would ever be able to pretend hadn’t happened.

But for now, back to the beginning of the story: Lucy quickly got dressed, carefully stepping around the small droplets of saliva and cum that spotted the floor, trying not to think too much about what had just happened or how easily she had given herself over to it. Her movements were efficient, practiced almost, but inside her mind was still replaying flashes of the last hour — the heat, the urgency, the feeling of being wanted so intensely that it had almost made her dizzy.

Her partner was still lying on the bed behind her, stretched out on his back, one arm behind his head, his cock now hanging over his thigh, soft, but still thick and leaking the last remnants of his climax. His face gave away that he was enjoying that lazy, satisfied calm that always followed a hard orgasm. He looked completely relaxed, completely at ease, as if this had all been the most natural thing in the world.

Their time together had been intense and passionate — raw in a way that still made her thighs feel weak as she pulled her dress down over her hips. It was different from the sex she had with David now. Not worse, not better in a simple way, just different. With David, there was comfort, familiarity, love, and a deep emotional connection that had been built over years. But these encounters were something else entirely — unpredictable, physical, charged with a kind of reckless energy that made her feel alive and dangerous and desired all at once.

She glanced back at the man on the bed for a moment, watching him in the quiet aftermath, and felt that familiar mix of emotions again — excitement, guilt, pride, and a strange sense of power that she still didn’t fully understand but had slowly grown used to over the years.

There was something about it that she could never fully explain, even to herself. Maybe it was the taboo, the sense that she was stepping outside the boundaries of the life she had once imagined for herself. Maybe it was the raw, physical energy of it all, the way these encounters felt less planned, less careful, more instinctive. Every time she told herself it would be the last time, and every time she found herself drawn back again, unable to deny the thrill and the danger that came with it.

But if she was honest with herself, the real turning point had been much simpler than all of that. Lucy had always been something of a size queen, though she had never admitted that out loud when she was younger. She and David had started experimenting early in their relationship — first with fantasies, then with flirting, then eventually with safe swinging and the occasional threesome. Most couples did things like that to fix something that was broken, or to try to bring back a spark that had faded over time. That had never been the case for them. Their relationship had always been strong, their sex life always active and adventurous. They simply discovered, quite early on, that they both enjoyed pushing boundaries, exploring fantasies, and sharing experiences that most couples would never even talk about.

Over time, through those experiences, Lucy had slowly come to understand something about herself that she could no longer pretend wasn’t true. She loved big cocks. Not just a little, not just as a fantasy, but in a way that was deeply physical and impossible for her to ignore. She loved the feeling of being stretched, of being completely filled, of that overwhelming physical presence that made her feel small and out of control in the best possible way. It was a realization that had grown slowly, quietly, over years — from porn they watched together, to conversations late at night, to the first time she actually experienced it for real.

Once that door had been opened, neither of them had ever really been able to close it again. And in a strange way, that truth didn’t break their relationship — it became part of it, part of the strange, honest, twisted intimacy that defined their marriage now.

But there was something else, something deep down that had always slightly worried Lucy. Through her life, many of her hookups had left her feeling only partially satisfied. It wasn’t that the sex was bad, and it certainly wasn’t that she didn’t enjoy herself, but there was often something missing — something she couldn’t quite explain at the time. It had taken her years to understand what that something was.

David, for all his confidence and enthusiasm, was completely average in that department — maybe even slightly below average — though he more than made up for it by being an incredibly attentive lover, especially with his mouth and hands. He knew her body better than anyone, knew exactly how to make her shiver, how to make her legs shake, how to make her cum over and over again. In terms of skill, patience, and effort, he was better than almost any man she had ever been with.

But physical size was something skill couldn’t entirely replace. It was a different kind of sensation, a deeper, fuller feeling that she had only occasionally experienced when she was younger, and once she had felt it, she had never quite forgotten it. Over time, she began to realize that many of her other lovers simply didn’t give her that same overwhelming physical feeling she secretly craved.

David knew it too, even though they almost never talked about it directly. It hung there between them sometimes, unspoken but understood. And in a strange way, that quiet truth was part of what led to the night everything changed — the night she came home early and caught him watching interracial porn, the night she climbed into bed beside him instead of getting angry, and slowly, gently, made him admit what he really wanted to see, and what he wanted her to do. That night had started as an awkward, embarrassing moment, but by the time it ended, something had shifted between them forever, something neither of them would ever be able to pretend hadn’t happened.



Nothing Changes

They had always lived in the same town, and over the years their sex life had developed its own strange rhythm, full of shared fantasies, late-night conversations, and the kind of honesty most couples never reached. One of their habits had started almost as a joke — watching porn together, laughing at some of it, getting turned on by other parts, talking openly about what they liked and what they didn’t.

Over time, though, they found themselves returning to the same category again and again. Interracial videos. At first it had just been curiosity, something different, something visually shocking and exciting. But slowly it became something else. Something they both watched more quietly, more intently.

Sometimes, when they were in bed together, Lucy would lie back with the laptop open beside her while David moved down between her legs, kissing her thighs, taking his time, making her melt slowly while she watched the screen. In those moments, when she was relaxed and aroused and not thinking too critically about anything, he would sometimes start talking quietly, almost casually, as if he was just thinking out loud.

“You’d look like that,” he would murmur.
“You’d look so good with a guy like that.”
“I bet you’d love it.”

At first she laughed it off and told him he was crazy. But he kept saying it, not pushing, not demanding, just planting the idea slowly over months, always when she was relaxed and turned on and open with him.

And then something strange started happening. She began to notice things she had never really paid attention to before. At the gym, for example. She would be on the treadmill or stretching or filling up her water bottle and she would catch herself sneaking quick glances at some of the bigger black guys working out — the way their shorts hung, the outline she could sometimes see through the fabric, the way her mind would immediately jump to the videos she and David watched together. She would look away quickly, pretending she hadn’t been staring, but later that night she would find herself thinking about it again.

That was when she realized the fantasy wasn’t just David’s anymore. Somewhere along the way, without ever really saying it out loud, it had quietly started to become hers too.

This particular night, Lucy was out with her friend Jess in the downtown party district of their city. They moved between a few busy bars and clubs, eventually ending up in a packed nightclub with a mixed crowd of college kids, young professionals, locals, and tourists. The music was loud, the lights were low, and the whole place had that electric feeling that made people do things they normally wouldn’t.

Jess was very different from Lucy in both personality and appearance. Where Lucy was petite and curvy, Jess was taller and chubbier, with a soft, rounded figure and wide hips that filled out her jeans. She had shoulder-length blonde hair, dark blue eyes, and a loud, confident laugh that often turned heads. Her breasts were on the smaller side, something she joked about constantly.

“No tits on a fat girl,” she would say bluntly whenever the topic came up, rolling her eyes and taking a sip of her drink. “God really does give with one hand and take with the other.”

Her humor was brutal, mostly directed at herself, but she carried it with confidence rather than insecurity. Jess was the more outgoing of the two, louder, quicker to laugh, quicker to flirt, and much more likely to start talking to strangers. Lucy was more reserved at first, usually the one who needed a drink or two before she fully relaxed, but once she did, the two of them together were a dangerous combination — Jess pushing things forward, Lucy going along with it just enough to get herself into situations she would later pretend had “just happened.”

David had given her permission to have fun however she wanted that night, something that still felt slightly surreal to her even after all the conversations and fantasies they had shared over the years. He trusted her, and more than that, the idea of her going out and flirting, dancing, maybe even going home with someone, clearly excited him. Still, he had given her a few practical reminders before she left, half joking and half serious, telling her to be careful and to make smart decisions. They were trying for a baby, and the last thing either of them wanted was a complicated situation with someone else. That, combined with the fact that she was ovulating, meant that if anything did happen, she needed to be sensible.

Jess, on the other hand, had very different priorities that night. She had just broken up with her boyfriend and was in the mood for chaos, attention, drinks, dancing, and absolutely no responsible decision-making. Lucy had agreed to go out mostly for her friend, but she couldn’t deny that she also enjoyed these nights — getting dressed up, feeling attractive, feeling noticed.

That night, Lucy put on a pair of tight blue jeans and a white blouse that she deliberately left slightly more unbuttoned than usual, along with her white sneakers to keep the outfit casual but still flattering. She looked at herself in the mirror for a moment before leaving, turning slightly to check her figure, adjusting her hair, already feeling that familiar mix of excitement and nerves.

After a glass of wine or two, Lucy and Jess made their way to the dance floor and spent a while dancing together, laughing, moving with the music, and gradually getting into the rhythm of the night.

The music was loud, the wine got into Lucy’s head surprisingly quickly, and the two of them knew exactly how to dance together in a way that was playful, sensual, and just provocative enough to get attention without looking obvious. They laughed and spun each other around, moving close, then apart, hands on hips, hands on shoulders, swaying with the rhythm. Lucy could already feel the familiar energy of a night out settling in — that feeling of being watched, of being attractive, of being just slightly more daring than she would be in normal life.

She could feel the greedy stares of men around the room, the quick glances that turned into longer ones, eyes following her as she moved. She knew what they were looking at — her dark brunette curls bouncing as she danced, the curve of her waist, the way her jeans hugged her ass. Normally she might have felt self-conscious, but tonight it just made her feel confident, powerful even.

Then Jess leaned close to her ear and shouted, “I’m getting shots!” before disappearing into the crowd toward the bar.

Lucy kept dancing for a moment on her own, turning slightly, scanning the room without really meaning to. That was when her eyes met his.

He was tall, handsome, and unmistakably confident, dancing with a group of friends a short distance away. When he noticed her looking, he didn’t look away like most men did — he held her gaze and grinned. Not awkwardly, not shyly, just a slow, confident grin that made her stomach tighten slightly.

Lucy immediately looked away, pretending to focus on the music, but she could still feel it — that awareness that someone was watching her, specifically her. From the corner of her eye she saw him say something to his friends, then, still moving with the music, he slowly began dancing in her direction.

The music was unbearably loud in the room, the bass thumping through the floor and up through her body. The black guy seemed completely unfazed by the noise, moving easily with the rhythm as he came closer. Lucy was suddenly very aware of the wedding ring on her finger, glinting under the club lights as she moved her hand, but he didn’t seem to care, or maybe he had already noticed and simply didn’t mind.

Jess was still at the bar, now talking and laughing with a group of guys, leaving Lucy alone on the dance floor just as the tall stranger finally reached her. For a moment they just danced near each other, not touching, just moving to the same beat, looking at each other occasionally, both pretending it was accidental.

Up close, he seemed even bigger. He looked a little older than her, with perfectly toned muscles visible through his fitted shirt, full lips, and dark, intense eyes that held her gaze just a little longer than most people would. He had to be at least six and a half feet tall, and when Lucy looked up at him she felt like she was staring up at a skyscraper. She had always been strangely attracted to very tall men. David was a bit taller than her, but he never made her feel small in the same way.

Standing next to this man, she felt tiny, almost delicate, and there was something about that feeling that sent a small shiver through her. It wasn’t fear exactly, and it wasn’t discomfort. It was something else — the feeling of being noticed, being sized up, being the smaller person in the space between them. She didn’t move away. Instead, she kept dancing, letting the distance between them slowly disappear as the music played and the night moved forward.

But "dance partner" was a term that did not correctly describe the events that transpired on the dance floor. The black guy was decisive, almost predatory in his confidence, moving with a raw, unapologetic hunger that sent an electric jolt through Lucy’s body. He pressed in from behind without hesitation, his tall, powerful frame enveloping her as his long, dark fingers claimed her waist, tracing possessive lines down over the curve of her hips and the swell of her buttocks. Lucy’s breath hitched, a rush of heat flooding her cheeks and pooling low in her belly. This wasn’t playful flirting anymore—it felt dangerous, thrilling, like stepping off a cliff into something she’d only ever fantasized about in secret. She could feel Jess’s eyes on them from across the room, and the knowledge that she was watching only intensified the ache between her thighs.

As the stranger’s hands journeyed upward with deliberate slowness, his black fingers gliding over her exposed neck and then boldly cupping the heavy, aching fullness of her giant breasts, Lucy felt a deep, forbidden shiver run through her. Her nipples tightened instantly under his touch, and a soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips, lost in the pounding music. She gave in completely, arching her back and pushing her ass backward into his groin with shameless need. The hard, sizeable bulge she found there—thick and insistent against her—sent a wave of wicked satisfaction through her. God, he’s so big, she thought, her mind spinning with a heady cocktail of guilt and pure, animal lust. This was what she had been craving, what she had whispered about in the dark with Jess during their most intimate moments. But feeling it now, real and throbbing, made her heart race with both excitement and a strange, vulnerable tenderness toward her husband. Was he hurting? Was he as turned on as she was? The thought of Jess witnessing her like this—his sweet, devoted wife melting under another man’s hands—only made her wetter.

The guy moved in even closer, his body radiating heat and that strong, masculine scent that overwhelmed her senses. He firmly tilted her jaw with two fingers, lifting her face to his. Their mouths locked in a deep, consuming kiss, her soft lips yielding to the huge, bulging fullness of his. His tongue invaded with aggressive hunger—perhaps a bit much for Lucy’s taste at first, too insistent, too claiming—but she quickly surrendered to it, her own tongue meeting his as waves of heat crashed through her. One of his hands slid boldly past her belt and into her pants, fingers toying teasingly at the edge of her soaked panties. Lucy tried to shift just a little, not to pull away from the intoxicating embrace, but to turn and face him fully, her body craving that frontal contact. She could feel his fingertips brushing the slick fabric, seeking entrance to her heated, pulsing pussy. Not here, she thought desperately, even as her hips betrayed her with a subtle grind. Jess knew every filthy detail of her private fantasies, but the idea of friends or acquaintances seeing her like this—fingered openly on a crowded dance floor—sent a flush of embarrassed heat across her skin. Yet the shame only sharpened her arousal, making her clit throb with forbidden need.

But the guy wouldn’t let go. He held her trapped against him with powerful insistence, his considerable stiffness locked firmly between her ass cheeks, grinding with slow, deliberate pressure that made her knees weak. One hand rested gently but rigidly on her neck, a dominant anchor that made her feel deliciously owned, while the other boldly advanced past the ever-moister fabric and into her silky, dripping cavity. Lucy gasped into his mouth as his fingers finally found her, stroking her swollen folds with expert confidence, circling her aching clit before dipping inside her wetness.

Before Lucy could open her eyes or voice a single sound of disapproval, the man succeeded. Her body was far more welcoming than her conflicted mind, her thick, warm carnal juices coating his lengthy black fingers and allowing them to slide deep inside her with humiliating ease. The sudden, intimate penetration sent a shockwave of raw pleasure through her core, instantly dissolving every half-formed thought of objection. A deep, throaty moan escaped into the black guy’s mouth as her body surrendered completely to the vulgar, public display of passionate foreplay, her hips rolling instinctively to take him deeper.

Surely they must have drawn many disparaging stares from the dance crowd. Somewhere in the haze of her arousal, Lucy registered that the people around them had shifted away, creating a small, charged circle of space as if the room itself recognized the intensity of what was happening. But she couldn’t care anymore. The shame only fueled the fire burning inside her. Soon a second thick finger joined the first, stretching her, filling her, and her panties grew soaked under the vigorous, relentless fingering. She pressed her full, round buttocks harder against his unyielding bulge, their movements abandoning any pretense of dancing. What had once loosely followed the beat of the music now became pure, rhythmic grinding—her ass working desperately to stroke his massive cock through the denim while she impaled herself again and again on his invading fingers.

Despite her earlier concerns about being seen, Lucy let go completely. She could feel her orgasm building rapidly on the crowded dance floor, right in plain sight of every guest. Her heart pounded with a dizzying mix of terror and exhilaration—this was her body, her pleasure, unfolding in public while her husband Jess watched from somewhere in the shadows. The thought of him seeing her like this, lost and trembling, sent another hot rush through her. She locked her mouth fiercely onto the stranger’s and prayed the pounding music would swallow her rising whimpers. When his large hand grabbed one of her gigantic breasts firmly, squeezing with possessive strength, she tripped helplessly over the edge.

Her orgasm crashed through her like a tidal wave. Love juices gushed forward, flooding around his black fingers and soaking through her jeans in a hot, shameful flood. Her thighs shook violently as she rode the powerful contractions, reveling in the masterful fingering and the intoxicating humiliation of achieving such intense bliss in front of strangers. Waves of discovery washed over her in those trembling seconds: this was more than just sex—it was liberation, a part of herself she had kept hidden even from Jess finally breaking free. It took what felt like long, blissful minutes for her to descend from the clouds of her orgasm and slowly open her eyes.

Judging from his hungry, predatory stare, the black guy was in heat, burning with the same raw need that still consumed her. Some people were openly staring now, whispering, but Lucy didn’t care. Her orgasm had done nothing to dull her horniness; if anything, it had sharpened it into an aching, desperate craving. That familiar tingling pulsed again in her swollen vulva, a deep, insistent hunger that she instinctively knew only a big black cock could truly satisfy. Vivid images raced through her mind—his powerful dark body moving over her, behind her, inside her in every position imaginable—each one making her clit throb with fresh need.

She reached up, touching his face with trembling hands, and mouthed silently against his lips, “Let’s get out of here.”

He pulled her towards the bathroom with urgent confidence: clearly, she must have given the wrong impression if the guy thought that he could fuck her in a dirty toilet booth. Lucy loved the idea of black cock—craved it with a hunger that had grown sharper every time she and Jess had whispered about it in the dark—but she wasn’t ready to do just anything, especially not here, in a grimy club restroom where anyone could walk in.

She resisted gently but firmly and mouthed again against his lips: “Not here.”

He seemed to finally take the hint, his grip loosening just enough as he shifted direction and moved towards the entrance with her, his hand still possessively at the small of her back.

Once they stepped into the hallway, the pounding music finally faded into a distant throb, and they could exchange a few actual words while collecting their coats. The guy turned out to be Nigerian; his name was Abdul. His English was very good, though spoken with a thick, rolling African accent that sent an unexpected shiver down Lucy’s spine every time he spoke. He told her he lived nearby and invited her back to his apartment with a directness that left little room for misunderstanding.

A dozen frantic questions raced through her mind in those few moments. Did he have a decent place, or was this some rundown room? She didn’t even really know this man. Should she text Jess right now, or at least let him know where she was going? Maybe she should postpone until tomorrow when her head was clearer. Did he even have condoms? And what would David say? After all, she had promised him—promised herself—not to fuck a black guy while she was ovulating. The risk felt both terrifying and intoxicating.

But her body took over, betraying every cautious thought. Despite the chaos swirling in her head, Lucy found herself nodding, her pulse racing with a strange, exhilarating mix of fear, guilt, and overwhelming desire. She easily walked the few blocks to Abdul’s Airbnb beside him, her arm occasionally brushing his. The cool night air kissed her flushed skin as the lights of the streetlamps shimmered and reflected on the dark water of the canals. The beautiful white woman walked on the side of the tall African man, her heart pounding with the weight of what she was about to do—eagerly stepping toward the moment she would defile her race in the most primal, irreversible way.

As she mounted the steps to his tiny rented apartment, her excitement grew with every step, a restless, throbbing heat building between her thighs. She tried replying to Abdul in whole sentences, forcing herself to form coherent words, but she could barely keep herself from initiating another round of desperate dry-humping right there in the narrow stairway. Abdul seemed just as eager, his dark eyes burning with the clear intent to conquer another white woman's body, and the raw hunger in his gaze made Lucy feel both desired and deliciously objectified.

As soon as the door closed behind them with a decisive click, Abdul pushed Lucy against the wall with commanding force, and lifted her in one quick, effortless motion—yet another feat that David would have had trouble performing. The casual display of strength sent a fresh rush of arousal flooding through her core.

She was amazed at his raw power and audacious confidence, and the fact that he was so tall, so dark, his skin a deep, rich contrast against her pale flesh, only intensified her desire to the point of aching. They made out passionately against the wall, tongues tangling with urgent need, while their hands clumsily fought to strip away each other's clothes. His strong hands grabbed her soft thighs, kneaded the full curves of her buttocks with possessive hunger, and tangled roughly in her hair, tilting her head exactly where he wanted it. Lucy sucked greedily on his thick tongue, moaning into his mouth, and reached down between their bodies to his groin, her fingers eagerly sizing up the heavy, thickening manhood straining against his jeans.

She was surprised—delighted and slightly intimidated—by what she found. Already in the club she had felt that he was big, but now, feeling the full, heavy weight of him in her palm, Lucy realized that Abdul might be the most well-endowed black man she had ever encountered. Her mouth started watering at the vivid thought of stuffing his thick penis past her lips, stretching her jaw, feeling him pulse against her tongue. A deep, primal craving washed over her: she wanted to feel and taste this man in every part of her, in all of her available holes, everywhere—mouth, pussy, ass—until there was nothing left of her old inhibitions, only the pure, surrendering pleasure of being taken by him.

Finally, Abdul allowed her to slide back down to the floor, where she quickly pulled down her jeans to her ankles, before descending gracefully on her knees while unbuttoning her shirt and bra with trembling fingers. As soon as her clothes hit the floor in a careless heap, her hands joined those of Abdul, who was already busy pulling down his zipper and undoing his belt with impatient urgency. Her face was now comfortably level with his groin, and she could feel her cheeks flush with a deep, burning heat as she hooked her fingers into his jeans and then his underpants, slowly tugging them down.

She always enjoyed these last, electric moments before finally seeing what her new lovers were packing — that delicious pause filled with nervous excitement and raw anticipation. Her pussy was pulsing rhythmically with need, slick and swollen, while she breathed deeply, almost reverently, her heart hammering against her ribs.

Abdul's massive hard cock immediately sprung up as soon as it was released from its prison. It was veiny, long, and dark, even its mushroom-shaped head was dark; her lover was circumcised and his penis had a slight curve. Lucy could immediately see that her previous assessment was correct: on the first glance, this dick was bigger than anything she had ever taken before. Not only length but also the girth was important to her. Luckily, it seemed that this hookup would finally tick all the boxes for her.

Only then did the comparison hit her with unexpected force. Her husband David wasn’t circumcised, and for years that had never bothered her — it was simply part of the man she loved. But recently those thoughts had started creeping in more often during their intimate moments, a quiet, growing fascination with the clean, exposed sensitivity of a circumcised cock — the way it looked so bold and proud, the way the head might feel gliding across her tongue or stretching her open with nothing in the way. Seeing Abdul’s thick, dark, perfectly circumcised shaft now made that difference feel suddenly, thrillingly real. A fresh wave of guilty arousal washed over her as she realized how much this new preference was shaping her desires.

Lucy wrapped her delicate white fingers around the fat, lengthy black member; the light glinted off her wedding ring, a bright, accusing sparkle that sent a sharp thrill of guilt and excitement twisting through her belly. She took one last, hungry look at the round, black head and the small, glistening opening at its tip, before lowering her jaw, sticking her tongue out and placing the heavy penis in her mouth. After licking slowly along the underside, savoring the warm, slightly salty taste, her thick lips wrapped tightly around the black flesh, and she slowly started sucking up and down on it, using ample saliva that soon made wet, obscene sounds fill the small room as she gradually turned up the pace.

Abdul groaned softly, a deep, masculine rumble that vibrated through her, and placed a large hand gently on her head, supporting himself against the wall with the other. He didn't direct her skull much, allowing Lucy the freedom to devour more and more of his warm, leathery meat at her own eager pace, taking him deeper with each downward stroke until the head nudged against the back of her throat.

Leaving one hand barely wrapped around the thick base of his penis, she used the other to pull her soaked panties aside and rub her restless clit. She sandwiched her swollen pink button between two slimy fingers, and started moving her hand up and down as she could feel the intense heat and her lewd essence radiating from her ravenous pussy. Every stroke of her fingers sent sparks of pleasure racing through her body, but it was the contrast in her mouth — the smooth, exposed, circumcised head gliding so cleanly over her tongue — that made her mind spin. David wasn’t circumcised, and it had never mattered before… yet lately the image of Abdul’s bold, bare cock kept flashing through her thoughts even when she was with her husband. The difference felt strangely significant now, more arousing than she wanted to admit, feeding the growing hunger inside her that David alone could no longer fully satisfy.

For a while, only her wet slurping sounds and their mingled, breathless moans filled the small room as her mouth and hands worked eagerly on the foreplay for both of them. Most black guys did not eat pussy, but she didn’t mind — as long as their persistent, rough fucking could send her crashing over the edge the way she craved. She stuffed two fingers deep into herself, determined to ready her tight, fertile hole for the intense plowing she knew was coming.

As she switched her tired hands and brought the glistening fingers from her pussy up to the thick penis, she could smell her own love juices — strong, heady, and intoxicating at this peak time of her fertility. The rich, feminine scent mixed intoxicatingly with the raw, manly musk of the black guy, no doubt intensified by the hours they had spent grinding on the dance floor. Normally, Lucy was a very clean person and giving head was not among her favorite things. On the rare occasions she blew her husband, she always asked David to take a shower first. But now she closed her eyes and let the filthy, primal experience draw her in completely, surrendering to something darker and more powerful than her usual preferences.

Here she was — a married white woman on her knees, fingering herself shamelessly while gobbling down the enormous cock of a Nigerian man she barely knew. She savored his unkempt, musky taste, licking every inch of his thick, leathery manhood with growing hunger. Her pace quickened, droplets of saliva escaping her stretched lips and landing on her heaving big breasts as her tongue twirled greedily around the smooth, dark ebony knob. The contrast was overwhelming: the clean, circumcised head felt so bold and sensitive against her tongue, so different from David’s.

She tried to take in as much of the dick as she could, pushing herself deeper until it nudged the back of her throat, but it only made her gag loudly, tears welling up in her eyes and slightly ruining her carefully applied make-up. Whenever she blew David, she could easily take the whole thing in her mouth without any effort. One hand was always enough to hold her husband’s dick — in fact, her palm wasn’t even needed; only her fingers could comfortably wrap around him.

"Fuck, I remember when I used to think sucking cock was a chore," Lucy thought, as she pushed more and more of the big black cock into her convulsing throat, tears streaming down her cheeks while her jaw ached deliciously from the stretch.

Lucy could hear Abdul’s moaning intensify into deep, guttural growls, and her taste buds recognized the familiar salty-sweet taste of precum coating her tongue. It tasted much better than her husband’s — richer, more potent, almost addictive. But as much as she wanted to keep sucking until she sampled every drop of Abdul’s cum, she was not going to allow him to finish so quickly. With a wet pop she pulled his throbbing penis from her mouth and looked up with her big, brown eyes at the tall, dark man towering over her, her lips swollen and glistening.

"Do you have a condom?" she asked, her voice husky and breathless, while not entertaining much hope for a positive answer.

Abdul looked down at her with a blinding white smile that made her stomach flutter and answered with a simple, confident "yes."

Lucy was genuinely surprised. A tiny, dangerous voice in the back of her mind was secretly rooting for a "no" — the same reckless voice that craved her favorite forbidden activity: risky, bare sex with a black man while she was fertile. The thought sent a fresh flood of guilty heat between her thighs.





Sliding Into A New World 

Abdul bent down to retrieve an XL sized condom from his pocket, and Lucy admired the powerful curve of his muscular, dark buttocks. A pair of heavy, sizeable black balls hung low between his legs, swaying slightly with his movement. She wondered hungrily how much thick, potent cum they were holding just for her — how full they would feel slapping against her as he drove deep inside.

He was almost hairless, only a very thin layer of curly black hair covering his groin while his butt was completely smooth and bare. He had perfect, sculpted abs, big biceps, and well-toned, powerful legs. Even in this, black men seemed so much superior to the white guys she knew — the men she usually met were often sloppy, soft around the middle, and covered in coarse hair. For no white man would she ever lick his balls clean, let alone venture lower. With black men, though, she had sometimes entertained the filthy thought of rimming them, although it had never happened yet. The idea both embarrassed and excited her now as she stared at Abdul’s flawless dark body.

"Good thing you have a condom, because I'm not on the pill," she said, her voice low and breathy, as Abdul tore open the casing with his teeth.

"I wouldn’t want to miss a chance like this," the man remarked with a cocky grin, rolling the condom slowly down his thick, veiny shaft while deliberately taking his time.

With the condom finally in place, they moved to Abdul’s couch. Lucy laid back, spreading her legs wide and offering her gently unfolded, glistening vaginal lips to her would-be conqueror. A small, neat landing strip of dark hair crowned her pubic mound, emphasizing the pale, creamy whiteness of her inner thighs and her swollen, pink pussy. She looked up at Abdul with raw anticipation as he climbed between her legs, kneeling tall and proud. He took hold of her ankle with one strong hand, lifting it slightly, and began to slap his heavy, latex-covered dick against her soaked cunt — once, twice, three times — each wet smack sending jolts of desperate need through her body.

Lucy whimpered and squirmed beneath him in pathetic, cock-depraved desperation, her hips twitching upward involuntarily, chasing the thick head that kept teasing her entrance without mercy. She could feel her juices flowing even more freely, coating her folds and dripping down toward her ass at the sight of this porno-esque bravado and the cruel, deliberate teasing. Every slap made her clit throb harder, her empty pussy clenching around nothing, aching to be filled.

"I can't take it anymore," she whined, her voice breaking with need, "I need you to fuck me."

"Yeah, you want this?" Abdul asked, his voice low and commanding as he continued to tease her mercilessly. "What do you want, baby? Tell me."

"I want your big black cock," Lucy breathed, her hips twitching upward desperately.

"Where do you want it?"

"In my pussy."

"In your white pussy?" He smirked, clearly enjoying the power he held over her. "Say the whole thing."

Abdul smacked her soaked pussy some more with his heavy cock, the wet meeting of their flesh producing loud, obscene slapping sounds that echoed in the small room. Each firm smack sent jolts of aching need through her clit and made her inner walls clench with frustration. Lucy knew exactly where this conversation was headed. If he wanted to do race-play, he would find a very willing — almost embarrassingly eager — partner in her. The thought should have made her feel ashamed, especially knowing David was waiting somewhere, but instead it only flooded her with a dark, thrilling heat. This was part of the discovery now: how much she loved being reduced to this — a married white woman begging for black cock.

"I want your fucking big black cock in my little white pussy," she gasped, her voice trembling with raw need. "I want you to fuck me hard. Come on, do it already, just fucking shove it in me," she commanded, her words half-plea, half-demand as her body writhed beneath him.

Abdul needed no more encouragement. He took his stiff, latex-covered penis and slowly pressed the thick head against her entrance, rubbing it up and down her slick folds a few more times just to watch her squirm. Only then did he dive deep into Lucy’s molten cavity.

She noted the quick, delicious expansion of her nether muscles with a long, satisfied sigh and pushed her hips forward greedily, eager to meet her lover’s motions. Normally such a quick, forceful advancement with a massive member would have caused her real pain, but tonight her body was so aroused, so ready, that she barely noticed more than a brief, sweet discomfort as the giant black penis slid further and further inside her. Even if her eyes had been closed, she would have immediately known that she was coupling with a black man. It felt like Abdul had already buried his entire length inside her, stretching her inner walls in a way her husband never could — a deep, fulfilling fullness that made her toes curl.

"Oh my god, you are so big," she blurted out between two ragged gasps, her voice shaky with awe.

"Haha, it is barely in halfway," Abdul laughed, low and cocky. And indeed, as she looked down to the point where her white vaginal lips embraced the ebony shaft, at least half of Abdul’s thick penis was still clean, untouched by her abundant pussy juices.

The realization that there was still so much more dick to take in sent a fresh wave of nervous excitement and dark hunger through her. Lucy lay back against the couch and started to moan loudly as Abdul picked up his pace, each thrust pushing a little deeper, claiming a little more of her. She massaged her own giant breasts, squeezing the soft flesh and pinching her nipples while looking up at her lover, drinking in the unfamiliar, intoxicating sight: the rich black skin glistening with sweat, the strong, defined abs flexing with every powerful stroke, everything that looked nothing like her husband and instead screamed of her infidelity. The contrast only made her wetter, more desperate.

Abdul’s grasp intensified; his dark fingers locked tightly around her ankles, spreading her wider, holding her completely open for him. The stark visual of black skin against her pale white legs, combined with his deep, animalistic groans and the sheer force with which he held her down, multiplied the pleasure tenfold. She felt filthy, owned, and more alive than she had in years.

She felt that, if possible, even more carnal liquid flooded her cavity, preparing the way for Abdul’s gargantuan erection, which she was determined to fully take before the night was over.

"Oh my god, oh my god, it is so big. Fuck me, fuck me, oh shit," she heard herself muttering in an incoherent, breathless chant.

Abdul was obviously also into the dirty talk, and he started using words that Lucy had given him no permission to use. Yet she was particularly fond of the degrading language in these situations — it unlocked something dark and primal inside her that she could never admit to David.

"That's it, take my dick you fuckin' ho. Take this fuckin' dick in your white pussy, fuckin' slut," he growled, each filthy word landing like a spark on dry tinder.

Every humiliating profanity caused a fresh, hot gush of pussy juice to trickle down around his thrusting cock, coating him and making the lewd sounds of their fucking even wetter. Lucy’s face flushed crimson, her chest rising and falling faster and faster as her moaning grew louder and more desperate. She was nearing her second orgasm of the day, the pressure building deep in her core with frightening speed.

She closed her eyes and let the dangerous fantasy take over: imagining that he was fucking her without a condom, that the thin latex might tear at any moment, and that Abdul might flood her fertile womb with his thick black cum. This reckless fantasy had always been the final spark she needed — the one that pushed her over the edge. Her fingers instinctively locked onto her swollen, sensitive clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles as waves of pure delight shot through her body. She lifted her buttocks off the couch, greedily taking almost all of the massive black dick into her convulsing cunt.

Feral groans escaped her throat, raw and animalistic, and her face turned a deep, flushed red from the overwhelming bliss. Her inner walls clenched rhythmically around him, milking the thick shaft as pleasure crashed over her in powerful waves.

"Oh my fucking god, I'm cumming, I'm cumming! Keep fucking me with your big black cock!" she cried, her voice breaking into a high, trembling wail as her orgasm ripped through her.

Abdul's cock might as well have been submerged into a warm, silky pool. Lucy’s abundant wetness surrounded his penis completely, and even through the thin plastic layer of the condom, he could feel her lower muscles spasming rhythmically around his thick flesh, caressing and milking the dark member lodged deep in her pale pussy.

Before Lucy could fully open her eyes after her fierce orgasm, she felt Abdul’s considerable size slowly withdraw from her dilated, fluttering hole, leaving her suddenly empty and aching. She looked up at her lover and was shocked to see the used condom pinched between his fingers as he casually pulled it off his still rock-hard, erect penis.

"What are you doing?" she asked, her voice astounded and breathless.

"I ain't wearin' this shit. It's too tight for me. I'm going to go in raw and breed that pussy," he barked back, his tone making it clear he was completely uninterested in any objections.

Not that Lucy was going to object much. All she managed was a weak, half-hearted "we shouldn't be doing this," mainly to soothe her guilty conscience. In truth, her body and subconscious were exuberant, almost delirious with forbidden joy at the prospect of finally feeling Abdul’s massive black cock without anything between them. The risk made her heart pound wildly.

Abdul pulled the condom off entirely and tossed it aside. His bare, rock-hard penis sprang free again in all its thick, veiny glory, the dark shaft glistening with her juices. He commanded Lucy to guide it into herself, and she happily obliged, her trembling hand reaching down eagerly.

As Lucy watched the blunt black cockhead approach her swollen, dripping entrance, she noticed a thick white drip of precum beading at the tip. The sight of that glistening droplet of potent man-juice triggered something wild and primal deep inside her. With one quick, greedy movement she pushed the massive cock inside her, smearing those dangerous drops over the sensitive inner walls of her cunt with immense, shameful satisfaction. She was hoping desperately that Abdul was a guy who leaked a lot of precum; the thought of his bare black penis unceasingly dripping his baby-making fluid into her greedy, fertile snatch as they fucked was already pushing her toward the edge of another orgasm.

Abdul now launched into much rougher action, visibly propelled by the raw, unfiltered sensation against his bare penis. He leaned heavily onto her, pinning Lucy down with his powerful bodyweight, and placed his hands behind her head, grabbing fistfuls of her curly brown locks in the process.

Lucy loved the slight sting of pain from the hair-pulling. She reveled in her cornered, completely vulnerable position beneath him. There was something darkly intoxicating about being taken so roughly — especially now, when she knew she couldn’t have escaped from under Abdul even if she had wanted to. She was utterly at his mercy, trapped beneath this strong, dark stranger, and he seemed determined to turn her into his white bitch for the night. The thought sent a fresh flood of shameful heat through her body.

She encouraged him with more filthy, desperate language: "That's it, fuck me with your big black cock, put it all the way in, I want to feel your fucking big dick all the way inside me."

Abdul replied with a series of deep, animalistic grunts and slammed his groin hard against hers, his heavy black balls slapping rhythmically against her ass as he fully planted every inch of his long member deep inside her cunt. Lucy couldn’t believe she had so much space inside her — somehow, she had managed to take what she believed was a full 9 to 9.5-inch cock with considerable girth, stretching her limits in the most delicious, overwhelming way. The feeling of him bottoming out raw, skin against skin, with nothing between them, made her head spin with a dizzying mix of fear, guilt, and pure carnal bliss.

She blissfully acknowledged the loud, rhythmic smacking sound of Abdul’s heavy testicles slapping against her buttocks — a wet, obscene testimony to the fact that she was consuming his entire length and had reached a new, dizzying level of sluttiness. The realization sent a fresh wave of dark pride and shameful arousal flooding through her. She held tightly onto her partner’s muscular ass, pulling him in even closer, and locked her pale white legs firmly around his back, trapping him against her.

When she finally felt their bodies could unite no more closely, she initiated a fierce, hungry kissing session. She thrust her tongue between the black man’s thick lips, battling aggressively with his tongue, biting and sucking at him with raw desperation.

This provoked Abdul to fuck her even more aggressively. He lifted his groin from under the tight grasp of her legs with powerful strength, only to slam back down brutally, rocking Lucy’s entire body and impaling her completely on his bare cock. Each time his stiff pole withdrew almost fully from her dripping cunt and then reentered with savage force, Lucy screamed into Abdul’s mouth and dug her nails deeper into the man’s buttocks and back, leaving red trails across his dark skin.

She could feel his back starting to become slick with sweat under her palms, and the combined juices of their frantic lovemaking began to mix and dribble lewdly down her ass crack. Just as she was nearing another powerful orgasm, she noticed Abdul’s breathing quicken sharply and his face begin to contort with building pleasure.

"Oh not so fast," she thought, a wicked determination surging through her. She was not going to let him finish without making her cum at least one more time.

"Let's switch," she suggested breathlessly, and Abdul slowed his brutal thrusts, then withdrew his slippery, glistening penis from her with a wet, obscene sound.

Lucy pushed him firmly onto his back and climbed on top, settling herself into a comfortable cowgirl position over his lower body. She marveled at his perfect black abs, glistening with sweat under the soft lamplight, every ridge and muscle highlighted like a work of dark sculpture. Placing her hands on his well-built, hairless chest for balance, she began grinding her soaked pussy up and down along his veiny member. Her abundant wetness quickly smeared over his stiff flesh and heavy balls, coating him thoroughly and making it deliciously easier for her to slide back and forth, teasing them both mercilessly.

For a long moment she enjoyed the power of controlling the pace, dragging her swollen clit along his thick shaft while feeling him throb impatiently beneath her. Finally, she had enough of the teasing. She reached down, lifted his rock-hard dick, and slowly — agonizingly slowly — descended upon it, burying every thick inch within her burning, greedy core. She changed her horizontal grinding to a deep, vertical rise and fall. Each time the rock-hard erection opened up her wet cunt like a black volcano spurting precum, it reached the innermost parts of her that no white man had ever touched, stretching her so completely she could barely breathe. Then it would slip almost out, only to pierce her blazing tunnel again a second later with devastating force.

Abdul’s eyes were locked hungrily on her huge, dangling white breasts, which struggled to defy gravity whenever she rose up, then slammed down against her chest with a heavy, fleshy smack every time she landed. Each leap toward the heights of pleasure made Lucy squeal loudly, mixing incoherent strings of filthy words between her raw, animalistic sounds.

"Fuck... Yes... Fuck me... My cunt... I love your black cock... More... Give me more black cock," she begged between each breath-turned-squeak, her voice breaking with desperate need as she rode him harder.

Abdul could see that she was about to surrender and give him another writhing orgasm, adding another white woman to the list he had flown to heaven with his insatiable phallus. He reached up and grabbed onto her enormous white breasts, drilling his strong black fingers deep into the soft, yielding flesh, squeezing and kneading them possessively.

"Cum for me you fuckin' white bitch! Cum for me and I will fuckin' breed you!" he spewed at her, his voice rough and commanding.

But Lucy couldn’t reply anymore. The combination of her vigorous riding, the rough stimulation of her breasts, and the filthy, degrading insults finally flung open the gates of her final, shattering orgasm.

She let out a long, broken cry and slammed down even harder onto him, determined to milk every last drop of cum from the black pole buried inside her. Her redoubled efforts and the sight of her convulsing, orgasmic body pushed Abdul over the edge. He released the ejaculation he had been holding back, letting the hot, life-giving juice burst free from his penis.

"Yeah I'm cumming! Take my fuckin' cum you fuckin' slut!" he roared, his words blending with Lucy’s own drawn-out, desperate encouragements.

"Yes! Give it to me!"

The hot juice erupted from his rock-hard cock in powerful, pulsating waves, spraying deep into Lucy’s filthy, unprotected cunt and flooding all the way toward her womb. She could feel every single spurt — each violent jerk of his thick black spear sending another thick rope of cum painting her inner walls. The sensation amplified her massive orgasm into something almost blinding, wave after wave crashing through her body as she clenched and fluttered around him, greedily accepting everything he gave her.

The intense waves of pleasure finally began to subside for both of them. She collapsed forward onto his broad, sweaty chest, her heart hammering wildly. For a few long moments, only their ragged, exhausted breathing filled the quiet room. His silvery liquid, mixed with Lucy’s own abundant juices, flowed warmly through the tight space between their joined genitals, coating their lower bodies in a slick, messy testament to what had just happened.

Ultimately, even Abdul’s stubborn stiffness had to surrender. The softened — but still impressively sizeable — black meat slipped out of Lucy’s well-fucked hole with a wet, obscene smack. Her pussy lips, now swollen and a deeper pink from the rough banging, remained opened wide. The emptiness left behind by Abdul’s victorious member formed a dark, gaping tunnel, and thick rivulets of creamy cum slowly oozed from her stretched cunt, providing undeniable evidence that she had willingly given her white womb to a black conqueror without any real resistance, forsaking all caution in the heat of her desire.

"That was fucking amazing," Lucy finally burst out, her voice hoarse and trembling with lingering pleasure.

They both chuckled softly, the sound warm and intimate, as Abdul’s fingers gently caressed her brunette hair.

"You were so beautiful cumming baby. This was the hottest night of my life," he said, grinning down at her with that bright, snow-white African smile that made her stomach flutter even now.

Lucy looked up at him like a well-fed kitten, purring contentedly in the strong arms of the man who had finally given her what she had been secretly longing for. She savored the warmth of his embrace, their legs intertwined, his thick cum still slowly leaking from her unprotected pussy and coating her inner thighs. In that moment, she felt strangely safe, desired, and more satisfied than she had in years.

Only after a few minutes of blissful, post-orgasmic rest did reality begin to creep back in, and her mind started to race. What if she actually got pregnant? What would her husband say when he found out she had let another man cum deep inside her while she was fertile? How could she have been so reckless, so irresponsible? Was she truly incapable of saying "no" to hung black men — or worse, did she no longer even want to? The questions swirled with a dizzying mix of guilt, fear, and a dark, lingering thrill that refused to fade.

Eventually, she had to break out of the warm embrace. She rolled over, reaching for her phone on the floor. The screen was flooded with unread messages: several from Jess asking where she had gone, and a couple from David, her husband, inquiring how long she was going to be out.

She quickly sent a simple "I'm OK" to her friend, then typed a short message to David, her fingers trembling slightly.

"I'll be home soon, I have so much to tell you."

After finishing the messages, she grabbed her clothes from the floor, quickly wiped some of the still-leaking cum running down her inner thighs with a tissue, and placed a quick, lingering kiss on Abdul’s lips before calling a cab and rushing home.

When she opened the front door, she could already see that the lights were on in the bedroom. Even though it was 3 a.m., she found David patiently waiting for her in bed, watching some series on his tablet. He got up excitedly the moment he heard the door and came to the bedroom doorway, where Lucy was taking off her coat and kicking off her shoes.

"I'm sorry for not messaging you earlier," she said in an excited, slightly breathless tone as she peeled off her jeans, still feeling the warm slickness between her legs. "But I just had the most amazing hookup. I completely lost track of the time."

"I kind of guessed," David replied in a carefully neutral tone, though the tiny, unmistakable bulge forming in his pajama pants betrayed his true feelings. His eyes lingered on her flushed face and disheveled hair, searching for every detail she was about to share.

"Should I tell you or do you want to see for yourself?" Lucy asked in a cheeky, teasing tone. She hooked her fingers into her panties and slowly pulled them aside, brazenly exposing her well-fucked, still-swollen pussy to her husband.

David was already an experienced cuckold, yet the sight still hit him like a punch to the gut mixed with overwhelming arousal. Without a word, he immediately fell to his knees in front of Lucy, his breathing already ragged. First, he lapped up the creamy rivulets of another man’s cum that had run down her pale thighs, his tongue warm and eager. Then he journeyed higher, drawn irresistibly to the source: her unfaithful hole, the sacred place that belonged to him in marriage but which she had so willingly desecrated with wicked lewdness barely an hour earlier.

Lucy let out a loud, throaty moan as her husband’s hungry mouth locked onto her sensitive, cum-filled cunt. She basked in the intoxicating contrast — his tender humiliation and her overwhelming pleasure — as he pleasured her orally, diligently consuming every trace of Abdul’s thick load in the process. The sight of David on his knees, cleaning her after another man, sent fresh sparks of dominance and affection surging through her.

"I haven’t told you the best part yet, honey," Lucy sighed, her voice husky as the tides of her enjoyment ebbed and flowed with every stroke of his tongue.

"He was black. And he was fucking huge… so much bigger than you."

David acknowledged the exciting piece of information with a loud, guttural groan that vibrated straight through her sensitive folds. Lucy could feel her husband’s licking immediately pick up pace, his tongue extending even deeper into her ravaged, cum-filled fuckhole as if the confession had unlocked something primal in him. Judging by his eager sounds and renewed enthusiasm, her white husband didn’t just tolerate the news of her interracial infidelity — he genuinely appreciated it, despite all his previous protests and warnings.

His hand jerked his smaller cock faster and faster, the wet sounds of self-pleasure filling the room. It didn’t take long before he reached his climax, spilling his modest load onto the cold kitchen floor in shaky spurts. Lucy also shuddered through a small, pleasant orgasm from his devoted oral attentions, though it felt gentle and familiar — nothing like the earth-shattering waves Abdul had ripped from her body earlier.

As they both slowly climbed down from the stairs of sexual delight, David rose to his feet to face his unfaithful wife. He pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss. As their tongues danced, Lucy could clearly taste the salty, musky remnants of her black lover’s cum lingering in her husband’s mouth. The flavor sent a fresh thrill of wicked satisfaction through her — the taste of her own betrayal being willingly consumed by the man she loved.

When they finally broke free from each other’s arms, Lucy looked deep into David’s eyes with her beautiful brown ones, searching for any trace of resentment.

"Are you sure you are not mad, honey? I know I was totally irresponsible. I could be pregnant."

David’s gaze was soft, loving, and filled with quiet arousal. "You know I love you. I love it when you fuck other guys… and I especially love watching you with black men. I wish I could’ve seen you tonight. If this is what you truly enjoy, I’m not going to hold you back."

A warm rush of affection and relief washed over Lucy. "Thank you, baby! I love you even more!"

Lucy hugged her husband tightly, pressing her gigantic breasts against his chest. As she did, she could sense his small white penis stirring again, twitching and hardening against her thigh. But she could not concentrate on the familiar feeling of her husband’s growing arousal. Her mind kept drifting irresistibly back to Abdul — to their intense, wonderful evening together, to the heavenly sensation of being filled so completely when her lover had come deep inside her unprotected pussy, and above all to his incredibly big, thick black cock that had stretched and owned her in ways she had never experienced before.

She wondered if she would ever see Abdul again. Luckily, there were more than enough black men in her city, each one a potential new adventure.

"I wonder if I can find more guys with dicks this big," she thought, the idea sending a fresh spark of excitement through her body.

"Oh fuck, I'm already thinking about the next one," she realised with a mix of shame and thrill. Suddenly she could feel her pussy getting wet again, her inner walls fluttering at the mere memory of being so thoroughly used and filled.


The Week After

For the next few weeks after sleeping with Abdul, all Lucy could think about was black cock. It consumed her thoughts constantly — at work during meetings, on the crowded public transport, and even in quiet moments alone. Whenever she saw a tall black man on the train, her gaze would linger shamelessly as dirty questions flooded her mind: How big could his dick be? Could he pin me down and give me one of those mind-blowing, leg-shaking orgasms that Abdul had ripped from my body?

She thought about black cock while cooking dinner for her husband, her knife moving mechanically as vivid memories played behind her eyes. She thought about it in the shower, her soapy hands lingering between her thighs far longer than necessary. She fantasized about thick, veiny black cocks while masturbating, her fingers frantically rubbing her clit as she chased shadows of the pleasure she had tasted. And she thought about it most intensely while fucking her husband — her mind drifting away even as David moved inside her.

Lately, she had started asking David to turn off the lights more often during sex so she could close her eyes and pretend it was a strong black man on top of her. But no amount of darkness could make her husband’s small white penis feel bigger or more satisfying. Each time they made love, Lucy felt increasingly unsatisfied — not just because of the lack of real diversity and excitement in their bed, but because she feared that after Abdul had stretched her so wonderfully, so completely, she would never truly be able to go back to small-dicked white men again. The thought both terrified and thrilled her.

She knew deep down that her all-consuming lust for black cock would soon push her to spread her legs for another black man. It was only a matter of time. She just didn’t know who it was going to be — or how far this burning obsession would ultimately take her marriage.

It just so happened that her next lover would be a man who had been eyeing her for a while — a ripped, muscular black guy at her gym who often smiled at Lucy when their workout times overlapped. Lucy had been a regular at this fitness center for years, usually putting in a solid hour or two several times a week. She had noticed him long before Abdul, always drawn to the way his dark biceps bulged powerfully beneath tight T-shirts and how the heavy outline of his sizable phallus was clearly visible through his shorts when he moved.

Before Abdul, she had always managed to control herself. She told herself she wasn’t sexy enough after a sweaty two-hour workout to even consider flirting. But now something fundamental had shifted inside her. After experiencing the overwhelming fullness and raw pleasure of a big black cock, Lucy felt a deep, almost desperate conviction: she didn’t want to go through life without feeling this particular man’s ebony rod stretching and claiming her.

About two weeks after her unforgettable night with Abdul, she arrived at the gym for her usual early morning session. She was halfway through her cardio routine on the treadmill when the tall, muscular black man stepped through the door. Dark sweat patches already stained the armpits of his shirt, evidence that he had already been training hard elsewhere. Lucy’s heart skipped a beat. She forced herself to keep her eyes forward, determined not to stare, determined not to lose control.

Just focus on your workout, she told herself sternly. You’re married. David loves you. You don’t need this. But even as the thought crossed her mind, her gaze kept drifting sideways. Every time he lifted weights, the veins in his arms stood out. Every time he moved, the thick bulge in his shorts shifted noticeably. Her pussy began to throb with unwelcome heat despite her best efforts to ignore it.

There weren’t many people at the gym this early, and after half an hour or so, the place had emptied out until only the two of them remained. Lucy’s resolve started to crack. She told herself she should leave, that she should just go home to David and forget this dangerous idea. She even slowed her treadmill, preparing to step off and head for the women’s locker room.

But when she saw the black guy finally rack his weights and head toward the men’s locker room, something inside her snapped. A powerful wave of lust overrode every rational thought. Just one look, she lied to herself. I’ll just peek and then leave.

She waited a few tense minutes, her pulse racing, before following him into the men’s locker room on shaky legs. The room was empty and quiet except for the sound of running water coming from the shower area. He must already be in there, washing off the sweat from his workout.

This was her moment.

Lucy’s breath came fast and shallow. Her mind screamed at her to turn around, to respect her marriage, to not become the kind of woman who sneaks into the men’s showers for cock. But her body betrayed her completely. Her nipples were already hard against her sports bra, and a slick warmth was gathering between her thighs.

David… I’m sorry, she thought, even as her hands moved on autopilot. She quickly stripped off her sweaty training clothes, letting them drop in a careless pile on the bench. Naked and trembling with a mixture of fear, guilt, and overwhelming excitement, Lucy stepped into the showering area, her bare feet silent on the wet tiles.

The sound of water grew louder. Steam curled in the air. And there he was — the tall, muscular black man standing under one of the showers, his back to her, water cascading over his powerful shoulders and down the sculpted curves of his dark, athletic body.

Lucy’s heart hammered wildly in her chest. She knew she should leave. She knew this was reckless, dangerous, and deeply unfair to David. But the aching need between her legs had become impossible to ignore. Her resistance finally crumbled as she took another step forward, the hot spray from an unused showerhead already misting her skin.

She was done fighting it.

The black guy stood under the shower, facing the opposite direction, completely unaware of her presence at first. As he washed himself, Lucy allowed herself a stolen moment to admire his powerful body. Water cascaded over his wet, round muscles, tracing every deep cut of his chiseled legs, his steely dark buttocks, and the broad, sculpted shoulders that looked strong enough to pin her down effortlessly. A number of bold tattoos covered his back and shoulders, giving him an edgy, almost dangerous, gangster-like edge that only made her pulse race faster.

Her heart hammered so loudly she was sure he could hear it over the running water. Turn around and leave. Right now. This is insane, she screamed at herself internally. David is waiting at home. You promised yourself you’d be good after Abdul. But her feet refused to move. Instead, they carried her one step closer, drawn like a magnet to the raw masculine power radiating from this stranger.

She coughed softly, her voice barely audible above the spray. “I’m sorry… is this not the women’s bathroom?”

The man turned immediately. As he shifted his weight, his huge black cock swung heavily in front of Lucy with a loud, wet snap against his thigh. Even in its semi-rigid state, it was enormous — perhaps not quite Abdul’s size, but not far behind. It hung thick and heavy, curving downward toward the shower floor, the thick black head splitting the falling water into wide, streaming rays.

Lucy’s breath caught in her throat. Her mind went completely blank for several long seconds. She barely registered whatever polite or surprised words he spoke in reply. Her eyes were locked helplessly on this freshly discovered fleshy treasure. Even only half-hard, the shaft was intimidatingly thick, veined, and powerful. The sight made her mouth water and her pussy clench with sudden, shameful need.

She involuntarily licked her lips, her pink nipples hardening into tight peaks that pointed straight toward him like a ravenous hound scenting its prey. A hot flush spread across her chest and up her neck. Every rational thought about her marriage, her promises to David, and the risk she was taking dissolved under the overwhelming wave of lust crashing through her body.

Only then did she finally manage to drag her gaze upward. The man was smiling widely — a confident, knowing grin that told her he understood exactly why she was standing there naked in the men’s shower.

Lucy’s cheeks burned with embarrassment, but she made no move to cover herself. Deep down, she knew the last fragile threads of her resistance had just snapped. She wanted this. She needed this.

"So, what's going to happen, beautiful?" the man asked, his deep voice echoing slightly off the tiled walls. His massive black cock stirred visibly between his legs, already beginning to thicken and rise as he looked her up and down with hungry eyes. "Are you going to climb in here with me?"

Lucy’s heart pounded so hard she could feel it in her throat. A thousand reasons to turn around and run flooded her mind — David’s trusting face, the promises she had quietly made to herself after Abdul, the sheer recklessness of doing this in a public gym shower in the middle of the morning. But her body had already made its decision. The aching, insistent throb between her thighs drowned out every warning.

"Well, I can’t refuse an offer like that," Lucy replied with a nervous, excited smile, her voice breathier than she intended.

She stepped under the shower spray. The hot water instantly cascaded over her body, turning her shapely white form slippery and shiny, rivulets tracing down her curves and making her pale skin glow under the fluorescent lights. The moment she was close enough, the man’s large hands found their way to her huge white breasts. He squeezed the soft, heavy flesh possessively, his strong black fingers sinking deep into her pale tits. Hot water gushed out from between his grip, streaming down her stomach in warm sheets.

Lucy gasped softly at the bold contact. Without thinking, her own hands reached down between their bodies and wrapped around his quickly hardening manhood. Her delicate white fingers looked tiny against the thick, darkening shaft as it continued to swell and rise powerfully in her grasp. The heat of it, the weight, the way it pulsed and grew under her touch — it sent a fresh flood of wetness to her already slick pussy.

In that moment, any remaining resistance shattered completely. She was no longer the careful, married woman who had walked into the gym that morning. She was simply a woman surrendering once again to the overwhelming craving that now ruled her.

For a few long moments, they silently titillated each other’s bodies under the steady spray. All they could hear was the heavy, waterfall-like sound of the shower echoing off the tiles. Lucy’s delicate white hand stroked his thick black cock with slow, hungry pumps while his large hands roamed freely over her body — squeezing her heavy breasts, rolling her stiff nipples, and sliding down to tease her increasingly soaked pussy. Warm water cascaded over their closed eyes and lips as they finally leaned in and began kissing deeply, tongues tangling with growing urgency.

Then, without saying a single word, he spun her around and bent her forward against the cool tiled wall. Lucy braced her hands on the slick surface as he guided his now fully erect, massive penis to her entrance. With one smooth, powerful thrust he pushed inside her welcoming cunt.

A loud, involuntary moan escaped her lips at the much-anticipated intrusion. The stretch was intense, borderline overwhelming, but her own slick arousal made it gloriously enjoyable. She wasn’t usually a fan of fucking under running water, but right now she was excited enough that her juices more than compensated. His firm groin and heavy, full-sized balls slapped rhythmically against her shapely buttocks with loud, wet smacks, each determined stroke opening her delicious cunt wider and driving deeper.

The rhythmic penetration of the thick black cock finally brought Lucy back to the exact feeling she had been desperately craving ever since that night with Abdul — that deep, filling, almost addictive fullness that no white man could replicate. A wave of guilty pleasure washed over her as she realized how quickly she had given in again.

Lucy reached between her own legs with one hand and began to manually increase the pleasure slowly boiling inside her unfaithful pussy. Her fingers closed around her swollen clit the way she liked best, rubbing tight, excited circles as her moans grew louder and more desperate.

Behind her, the muscular black guy was clearly determined to explore and claim every inch of her body. His firm grip moved possessively — first clutching her round buttocks and spreading them wider, then sliding to her waist to pull her back onto his cock, and finally reaching around to knead and squeeze her swinging breasts. Every touch felt dominant, hungry, and completely in control.

Just as Lucy felt her pleasure intensifying toward another peak, he suddenly turned her around, pressed her back against the wall, lifted one of her legs high, and directed his thick cock back into her soaking, eager sex hole with a single powerful thrust.

They started kissing again, deep and hungry. Lucy closed her eyes and let the overwhelming feeling take over completely. Her wet brown locks clung tightly to her flushed face, and warm streams of hot water ran down her forehead, neck, and over the curves of her heaving breasts. His thick tongue invaded her mouth with possessive hunger, the slight stinging scratch of his stubble rasping against her soft chin. Her nose filled with the strong, unfamiliar scent of his cologne mixed with clean sweat and shower steam — a masculine aroma that felt both exotic and dangerously intoxicating.

Her hands gripped his muscular shoulders tightly for support while her thighs were held steady by her newfound lover’s stern, unyielding grip. Her ears were flooded with the man’s deep, muffled moans, her own desperate near-climax whimpers, the wet slapping of his heavy balls against her ass, and the constant monotonous drumming of the shower spray.

Suddenly, all of it was interrupted by the sharp, guttural yelling of her partner. Lucy’s eyes flew open. His face was twisted with raw, intense pleasure, teeth bared, eyes half-lidded in ecstasy. His grasp on her body tightened almost painfully as he pushed her harder against the cold tiled wall. His already lively thrusts switched into the relentless, machine-like pummeling of a man completely lost to his orgasm.

The raw sight of his oncoming climax — the power, the loss of control, the knowledge that he was about to flood her — pushed Lucy straight over the edge. A powerful orgasm crashed through her body as she screamed, “Yes, yes, yes!” over and over.

At the same moment, the black man buried himself to the hilt and shot wave after wave of thick, sticky cum deep into her voracious, unprotected vagina. She could feel every hot, powerful spurt painting her inner walls, flooding her womb with his potent seed while her own cunt spasmed and milked him greedily.

Although she knew in her mind that she couldn’t actually feel every individual hot droplet splashing against the inner walls of her pussy, the clear, rhythmic throbbing of his thick cock helped her imagine each powerful surge entering her one by one. With every heavy pulsation of the swollen penis buried deep inside her, another intense wave of orgasm rolled through her body. The sensations merged into one overwhelming, blinding explosion of pleasure that lit up every nerve ending she possessed.

Finally, the relentless drilling stopped. The man let her leg down gently, his breathing still ragged. Lucy slowly returned to her senses, blinking through the water and steam. The reality of what she had just done hit her like a cold splash: she had let a complete stranger — a man whose name she didn’t even know — fuck her raw in the middle of a public gym shower in broad daylight.

A dizzying mix of shame, lingering ecstasy, and dark satisfaction washed over her. Her legs felt weak, her pussy still fluttered with aftershocks, and she could already feel the warm trickle of his cum beginning to leak from her well-used hole.

She quickly placed a soft, grateful kiss on the man’s lips, leaned in close and whispered a husky “thank you” into his ear, then slipped away from his arms. Grabbing a clean towel from a neatly folded pile on a nearby shelf, she wrapped the warm fabric around her wet, flushed body and strolled out of the men’s shower area with as much composure as she could muster.

Once safely in the women’s changing room, she leaned against the lockers for a moment, heart still racing. She was more or less “clean” on the outside thanks to the shower, but the slow, steady flow of the stranger’s thick cum leaking from her pussy served as a constant, intimate reminder of the swift, reckless coupling she had just taken part in. Every step made her acutely aware of the warm wetness between her thighs.

In any case, she was already late for work. With trembling hands, she quickly packed her things, threw on her clothes, and slipped out of the gym before anyone could notice anything unusual.

- 

At work, Lucy found it almost impossible to focus on her office duties. No matter how hard she tried to concentrate on spreadsheets and emails, her mind kept drifting back to the morning’s reckless adventure. Sporadic, vivid images flashed through her head unbidden: hot drops of water cascading over dark skin, cold tiled walls pressing against her breasts, the heavy flapping of black balls against her ass, drawn-out masculine moans, and above all, the thick, anonymous black cock that had stretched and filled her so perfectly in the shower.

By midday she was squirming in her chair, her panties damp again from the constant arousal. She even seriously considered sneaking out to the ladies’ room to masturbate quickly in one of the stalls, just to take the edge off the throbbing need between her legs. But the workload was relentless, and she never found a long enough break. The release she craved stayed frustratingly out of reach.

Not long after 4 p.m., when her shift usually ended, she was suddenly pulled out of her daydream by the cheerful voice of a girlfriend from work.

“Are you coming to the protest, Lucy?”

A group of the other young women from the office had gathered around her desk, giggling and chatting excitedly about the upcoming demonstration for black rights. They were already grabbing their bags and coats, clearly expecting her to join them.

Lucy hesitated for a second, then forced a smile and nodded. “Yeah… sure, why not.”

At the protest, they mostly stayed toward the back of the massive throng. Thousands of people had turned out, creating a dense, energetic sea of bodies — black and white faces mixed together, waving placards and chanting slogans. The raised black fist symbol of the movement was everywhere: on signs, on T-shirts, even painted on cheeks. Some of the men wore masks, but many proudly showed their faces. There were more than enough handsome, muscular black men in the crowd, and they all seemed fired up, voices loud and passionate with righteous anger.

Lucy didn’t know where to look.

Everywhere her eyes landed, she saw men who reminded her of Abdul and the anonymous lover from the gym that morning. Tall, powerful builds. Dark, confident postures. The way their arms flexed when they raised their fists or signs. The outline of strong thighs and the occasional noticeable bulge beneath jeans or athletic wear. Her mind kept superimposing filthy memories onto them — imagining those same men bending her over, stretching her open, filling her with hot cum while the crowd chanted around them.

She felt her cheeks burn and her pussy throb with fresh heat. Here she was, standing in the middle of a serious political demonstration surrounded by thousands of people fighting for justice, and all she could think about was black cock. The guilt twisted in her stomach even as fresh arousal pooled between her thighs.

Finally, the speeches ended and most of the crowd began to disperse. Lucy said a quick goodbye to her friends, claiming she needed to head home, and started walking alone through the cooling evening streets.

She had only gone a short distance when she passed a tall, hooded, bad-boy-looking black guy who had clearly come from the protest. He wore a black sweater with the raised fist emblem prominently displayed on the chest.

The young man turned after her and whistled loudly — a sharp, vulgar sound of approval aimed directly at Lucy’s shapely buttocks and the way her breasts strained against her top. Under normal circumstances, catcalling from a stranger would have annoyed or even angered her, especially if it came from some ugly construction worker. But tonight, coming from this tall, confident black man, it sent a forbidden thrill straight between her legs. Lucy couldn’t help but smile, a small, knowing smile that encouraged him rather than discouraged.

They started chatting casually at first, but the chemistry was immediate and electric. Within minutes the man pulled her gently but firmly into a nearby dark alley. The sun had already set, and the narrow passage was shadowed and empty. No one was around. The distant noise of the dispersing crowd felt miles away.

They began kissing hungrily, bodies pressing together with urgent need. They both knew they had to be quick — they couldn’t fully undress or risk being caught. His hands were rough and eager as he shoved his pants and boxers down just enough. Lucy’s heart raced as he yanked her jeans and panties down to mid-thigh in one impatient motion.

The chilly evening air kissed her exposed pussy, still sensitive and slightly tender from the morning’s shower encounter. A shiver ran through her, but it quickly turned into a satisfied, wicked smile when she finally caught a full glimpse of what his jeans had been hiding.

A thick, forearm-sized, uncircumcised black cock sprang free from his underpants, already half-hard and heavy. It swung menacingly between his legs, the dark foreskin partially covering the broad head. The sheer size and raw, animalistic appearance of it made Lucy’s mouth water and her knees weaken. Another surge of hot arousal flooded her core as she stared, completely mesmerized.

Lucy didn’t hesitate. She shrugged off her coat and laid it on the dirty pavement stones to protect her knees, then knelt down in front of the tall stranger. Without saying a single word, she quickly engulfed the thick black member in her warm, eager mouth. She was determined to bring him to his full, intimidating size and feel every inch of the large penis inside her before anyone could walk past the alley and catch them.

The black man wasn’t fully erect yet, which made it easier for Lucy to gulp down much of the long, heavy shaft. She placed one hand firmly on his muscular buttocks and pulled him closer, forcing more of his cock into her throat, while her other palm gently cupped and massaged his sizeable, heavy balls. As he leaned back against the cold brick wall, tucking the hem of his pulled-up sweater under his chin, Lucy’s head began moving back and forth in front of his groin at a rapid, hungry pace. Loud, wet slurping sounds and her own muffled moans echoed shamelessly in the narrow alley, mixing with the distant hum of evening traffic and city life.

Finally, her brown locks fell forward, brushing against his dark abs as her lips pressed flush against the base of his cock. She had fully swallowed the gargantuan black snake, her throat visibly pulsing and bulging around the thick intrusion. One of her hands wandered downward between her own thighs, rubbing her soaked cunt with fast, desperate motions. The sheer depravity of sucking off a black guy she had met only minutes ago — out in the open, in a public alley — turned her on beyond belief. The constant risk of getting caught only made her wetter.

Droplets of her pussy juice flew from her fingers with every frantic rub, coating her inner thighs in slick, shiny streaks. She gagged hard a few times around the now fully erect member, tears forming in her eyes, but she pushed through, determined to worship every inch. Eventually she was forced to pull back, gasping for air as thick strings of saliva connected her swollen lips to his cock.

His massive black dick now towered in its full glory — thick, veined, glistening heavily with her saliva, and throbbing aggressively, ready for action.

Lucy quickly got up, turned toward the wall, and leaned forward. She placed her hands on the rough red bricks and pushed her round ass out invitingly, presenting him with her well-wetted, warm, white hole. The cool evening air kissed her exposed pussy as she arched her back.

The man marveled at the sight of her pale, plump ass glowing in the dim light. He grabbed her waist with strong hands and guided his iron-hard member to the slick opening of her cunt.

"Damn, I knew you was one black cock-loving white bitch," he blurted out, catching sight of the small spade tattoo on her body.

Lucy wanted to reply with something sexy and teasing, but all that escaped her lips was a sharp yelp as he rammed his thick dark dick deep into her welcoming void in one brutal thrust. His groin slammed against her ass, sending powerful quivering waves through her plump buttocks. Her face pressed hard against the cold, stony surface as he started pummeling her from behind with savage force, pushing her closer and closer into the wall with every violent stroke.

Their coupling was fast, vicious, and purely selfish. Neither cared about romance or connection — they were both chasing raw pleasure. Lucy’s frenzied fingers ground and twisted her swollen red clit while she squeaked obscene encouragements between gasps. Behind her, the black man invaded her soaking, hot cavity with merciless slams, focused only on busting his load as quickly as possible.

Finally, Lucy heard a prolonged, guttural “fuckin’ biiiiitch” followed by a strained “I’m cummiiiing.” A warm, powerful explosion of wetness flooded her insides as he emptied himself deep inside her. The feeling of his hot cum flooding her creamy cunt pushed Lucy straight into a frantic, shattering orgasm. She screamed with raw satisfaction, completely oblivious to their surroundings, her voice echoing off the alley walls.

The man’s pulsating black cock continued to jerk and throb, sending wave after wave of thick, slippery seed into Lucy’s lush, scorching chasm until his big balls were fully spent. When he finally withdrew from her, panting heavily, his softening cockhead slipped from her fair lower lips with a wet sound. A thick spurt of fresh cum immediately erupted from her brutalized, gaping cunt, running down her thighs in heavy rivulets.

Lucy tried to wipe some of his ejaculate away with trembling fingers, but her legs were shaking so badly she could barely stand. The warm, milky stream seemed never-ending, constantly leaking from her well-fucked hole.

Suddenly, they heard voices and footsteps approaching from the entrance of the alley. In a panic, they hurriedly pulled up their pants and straightened their clothes. As a group of tourists passed by, their knowing smirks and whispered comments made it clear they had a good idea of what had just happened in the passageway.

They quickly said goodbye to each other. The guy started walking in one direction, but Lucy didn’t follow him. She had enjoyed the quick, dirty fuck and had come hard, but she wasn’t sure he would have met all her sexual expectations under different circumstances. Something was still missing — that deeper, more overwhelming fullness she now craved.

She strode out onto the evening street. Abandoned protest signs and banners littered the ground, and carefully stepping over piles of rubbish, the white girl headed for home. With every step, the black man’s cum continued to leak tirelessly into her damp panties, a warm, constant reminder of her latest surrender.


Back To Reality


Lucy wasn’t far from home when her phone suddenly pinged with a familiar notification sound. She pulled it out and froze, her stomach dropping as she read the message.

It was from Leon — the tall, muscular, bald black man she had matched with on the dating app just a few days earlier. He was already on his way to their date and politely asked if she was going to be late. She had completely forgotten about it. The wild, debauched rampage of the past two days — the gym shower, the dark alley — had pushed the planned meeting straight out of her mind.

A wave of panic mixed with guilty excitement washed over her. She quickly typed a short, apologetic message to David (“Running a bit late, don’t wait up, love you ❤️”), then replied to Leon that she would be about ten minutes late and changed direction toward the bar.

On the way, she ducked into the restroom of a small café. Standing in front of the mirror, she tried to repair the damage. She wiped away the smeared makeup, reapplied lipstick, and sprayed on a heavy amount of perfume, desperately hoping the strong floral scent would mask the unmistakable, musky smell of cock that still clung to her lips and breath. She brushed her hair as best she could, but nothing could fully tame the messy, just-fucked look of her brown locks. The warm, sticky evidence of the alley encounter continued to slowly leak into her already damp panties with every step.

When she finally arrived at the almost full bar, Leon was already there, sitting at a high table near the window. He spotted her immediately and waved happily, pointing to the empty seat beside him with a bright, dazzling smile. In person, his smile was even more blinding, his presence even more commanding. His muscles looked bigger and more defined than in his photos, and his rolled-up sleeves revealed an impressive collection of tattoos running up his powerful forearms.

Lucy’s heart raced as she walked toward him. She felt filthy, reckless, and strangely alive. Here she was — freshly fucked by a stranger in an alley, still leaking another man’s cum — about to sit down for a date with yet another black man. The contrast between her hidden depravity and the seemingly normal evening ahead sent a fresh throb of shameful arousal through her body.

Lucy greeted him with a quick, soft kiss on the cheek, hoping desperately that Leon wouldn’t notice the faint traces of her earlier deepthroating session — the slight swelling of her lips or the lingering musky scent that even heavy perfume hadn’t fully masked. They ordered drinks and a few snacks and began chatting, slowly learning more about each other.

Leon was Nigerian, like most of her recent lovers, and made it clear from the start that he wasn’t looking for anything serious. He worked at a fancy hotel on the outskirts of the city. As they talked, Lucy found it almost impossible to keep her eyes off his bulging muscles. The way his arms flexed whenever he lifted his glass made her pulse quicken. Her mind began to wander dangerously: How big is his dick? Would it stretch me even more than the others?

As if in direct response to her nascent fantasies, her pink nipples stiffened and stood at sharp attention, visibly poking through the thin fabric of her bra and top. Lucy felt a fresh wave of heat flood her cheeks and her already sensitive pussy. Her mind immediately conjured vivid, filthy images — her lying on some luxurious hotel bed, legs spread wide, while Leon rammed his gigantic black penis deep into her over and over again. She realized she was biting her lower lip hard while openly sizing him up, her gaze drifting down toward his lap more than once.

"So baby," Leon said with a confident smile, leaning closer, "I was thinking… do you want to come over to the hotel where I work? I could get us a nice suite, get you some fancy drinks from the bar."

Under normal circumstances, Lucy would have eagerly agreed to travel all the way to the outskirts for a proper, long hookup. But tonight she was physically tired from her two intense encounters earlier in the day. Her body ached in the most delicious way, and all she really wanted was to crown her record-breaking sex streak with one final, quick, orgasm-inducing fuck before going home to David.

Leon must have seen the horny, desperate twinkle in her eyes, because his smile turned knowing.

"Or maybe we could just go into the bathroom here?" he suggested, his voice low and teasing.

She thought back to the party where she had first met Abdul. He had suggested going to the bathroom for sex, but back then she had found the idea too vulgar, too cheap. Now, after experiencing the raw thrill of outdoor sex and taking a thick black cock bare in a dirty alley, all her old reservations had completely vanished. The woman she used to be felt like a distant memory.

Lucy leaned closer to Leon, her voice low and husky. “Meet me in the female bathroom in five minutes,” she whispered, then stood up and quickly slipped away to occupy a stall at the far end.

Her date followed shortly after. When he knocked softly, Lucy unlocked the door and let him in, immediately locking it behind him. Without wasting another second, she leaned up, wrapped her arms around his thick neck, and kissed him passionately. Leon responded instantly, pushing his tongue deep into her mouth while his large hands reached down to grope and squeeze her shapely ass through her jeans.

As he pulled her ass-cheeks apart, Lucy felt a small, warm dab of cum from her earlier encounter escape from between her pussy lips and slowly trickle down her inner thigh. The sensation made her face flush with heat. She felt like a complete whore — the remnants of the stranger’s load from the alley were still dripping out of her unfaithful cunt, and yet here she was, barely an hour and a half later, locked in a public restroom, eagerly making out with her latest dating app fling.

These filthy, shameful thoughts rushed through her mind even as her arousal spiked higher. Leon wasted no time. He pulled her humongous white breasts free from her bra, his eyes darkening with lust as he shifted his full attention to her soft, pale flesh. He was clearly a tits guy. He leaned down, capturing one erect pink nipple between his lips, licking and sucking hungrily while his fingers kneaded and explored her heaving, colossal boobs with greedy appreciation. Loud, appreciative moans escaped him as he worshipped her chest.

Lucy arched her back, savoring the wet heat of his mouth on her sensitive nipples. At the same time, her delicate fingers slipped into his jeans and happily wrapped around his hardening, thick, circumcised penis. He wasn’t quite as long as her previous few lovers, but the impressive girth more than made up for it. She squirmed with delight at the thought of being stretched and spread open further by this new black cock.

But first, Leon clearly wanted more of her breasts. He continued devouring them with hungry licks and firm squeezes, completely lost in her soft, heavy tits.

Lucy slid her jeans and damp undergarments down her legs, kicked them aside, and sat on the closed toilet lid. She pushed her enormous breasts even further out, taking each heavy globe in her own hands and massaging them sensually for Leon’s viewing pleasure. Leaning forward, she engulfed the swollen ebony head of his cock into her eager mouth.

Even though she had only taken the tip between her lips, she could already feel them stretching tightly around his incredible girth. It felt as though she were trying to stuff two ordinary penises into her mouth at once. Not only did Leon possess an exceptionally fat cock, he was also a heavy leaker, just like Abdul had been.

The moment Lucy sealed her lips around the mushroom-shaped head, the coal-black pole began slowly releasing a steady stream of precum from his big balls, giving her an intoxicating preview of the creamy, generous load he was holding for her. She slurped greedily at the salty-sweet fluid trickling from the tiny slit and moaned contentedly around his thickness, savoring the taste of her newest lover’s pre-ejaculate.

Leon finally pulled his rigid rod from her mouth with a loud, wet pop and repositioned it between her dangling, pale breasts. Lucy gathered her thick, heavy tits between her palms and slowly began to fuck his black phallus with them. She dragged her soft, warm flesh up and down the dark, veiny shaft, the movement made smooth and slippery by the generous amount of saliva she had left on him.

Leon rewarded her efforts with deep, rumbling groans. He started moving his hips in rhythm with her, humping her massive breasts with increasing passion. Lucy looked down and admired the obscene sight: the thick black fuckpole disappeared almost completely between her enormous jugs, only to reappear moments later, slick and glistening, reaching as high as her chin.

She extended her tongue as far as she could, managing to lick the swollen cockhead a few times. Each swipe spread his plentiful precum in shiny streaks across her lips and tits. Her pussy was getting absolutely drenched, her fresh wetness mixing with the remnants of cum still leaking from her earlier alley encounter. The lewd mixture formed a small, slippery pond on the toilet seat beneath her.

Lucy could no longer tolerate the prolonged, teasing foreplay. She looked up into Leon’s dark, hungry eyes, her own gaze burning with need.

“I want you to fuck me right here,” she demanded, her voice husky and desperate. “I want your big black cock,” she added, deliberately letting a soft note of raceplay color her words, hoping it would find a receptive audience.

"Give me that white pussy, then!" Leon replied with a hungry grin.

He stood up, placed Lucy on her feet for a moment, then sat back down on the toilet lid. With strong hands he pulled her onto his lap, lifting one of her legs high and gripping her waist firmly with both palms. Her nether regions were now completely exposed and vulnerable. He guided his thick, upward-pointing black pole to her shimmering, dripping entrance and slowly eased himself into her blistering, hungry cavity.

Lucy let out a long, throaty “Oooh” as she felt the broad, blunt tip of his cock slide past her soft pussy lips and begin its deep voyage into her expanding tunnel. The stretch was intense — almost too much — but the overwhelming fullness sent sparks of dark pleasure racing through her body.

Leon started thrusting powerfully, pushing his muscular crotch upward and then slamming back down onto the toilet seat, making the entire booth shake with every brutal stroke. Lucy felt like she was being impaled on a giant spear. He reached the innermost parts of her vagina that few men had ever touched, and his exceptional thickness gave the fucking a fresh, almost overwhelming sensation.

She felt as if he was going to actually tear her poor little white pussy apart. The slight burning pain only heightened the pleasure, turning into delicious waves that crashed over her crotch each time Leon slammed into her. In that moment, she completely forgot they were in a public restroom. Her inhibitions shattered. She started screaming loudly, her voice echoing off the tiled walls, shamelessly encouraging her brutish lover to fuck her even harder.

“Yes, yes, yes! I fuckin’ love it! Fuck me with your big black cock!”

Leon responded with deep, animalistic grunts, his teeth gently nibbling on Lucy’s rigid, sensitive nipples and sending fresh waves of electric pleasure shooting through her body. He began thrusting upward with wild, powerful movements, driving deeper and deeper into the writhing girl’s cunt. At the same time, his strong hands gripped her thighs firmly, using them as leverage to jerk her entire body down onto his triumphant black cock with every upward thrust.

Lucy suddenly found herself at a complete loss for words. She could barely catch her breath. Her eyes rolled back into her head and a thin streak of saliva began dripping down her chin as pure, overwhelming sensation took over. Leon shifted into a fierce, merciless pummeling rhythm, pounding her wet hole with savage force. Hot sprays of her own pussy-juice flew everywhere — coating her trembling legs and splattering across the toilet seat with every brutal impact.

His thick fingers dug possessively into the soft flesh of her thighs as he made her heavy white tits bounce wildly up and down, adding sharp, fleshy slapping sounds to the wet smack of his heavy black balls colliding with her ass on every stroke. Lucy could no longer form coherent words. All she could manage were broken, desperate screams of pleasure as the powerful black man relentlessly pushed her toward yet another orgasm — her umpteenth of the long, debauched day.

But Leon was far from finished.

When Lucy’s orgasm finally began to subside and her body went limp in his arms, he rose from the toilet seat without ever letting go of her. Firmly gripping her pale, plump buttocks with both hands, he lifted her completely off the ground. Standing tall, he continued fucking her in mid-air, impaling her deeply with every powerful thrust. Lucy instinctively wrapped her arms around his muscular shoulders in shock, but there was no need to hold on — his huge, rock-hard muscles kept her body perfectly steady as he drove into her again and again.

Lucy’s face was now directly in front of Leon’s. She stared deep into his dark, intense eyes, inhaled the strong masculine scent of his cologne mixed with fresh sweat, and watched beads of perspiration glisten on his forehead. She was utterly stunned by the ruthless strength of her partner. Never before had a man picked her up so effortlessly, as if she were nothing more than a useless rag, nor fucked her with such raw, dominant power — treating her like a lifeless sex doll built solely for his pleasure.

The warm juices of her delight dripped copiously from between her spread cheeks, running down her thighs and onto the floor. Leon pulled her soft buttocks apart even wider as her large, heavy breasts rubbed and slid against his muscular chest with every powerful thrust. The overwhelming sensations pushed Lucy even deeper into the abyss of pleasure. She pressed her lips desperately to his and engaged him in a wild, sloppy battle of tongues.

This was the first time she felt Leon approaching his orgasm. His rhythm grew erratic, his breathing ragged. Lucy turned up the volume on her moans, her voice echoing shamelessly in the small stall, urging him on until he finally buried himself to the hilt and started spurting rope after thick rope of his hot load deep into her cruelly destroyed pussy.

Lucy collapsed back onto the toilet seat, gasping for air, her body trembling with aftershocks. Leon looked down at her with a satisfied, predatory smile, clearly admiring the results of his work. Still breathing hard, Lucy slowly spread her legs wider, allowing the abundant load of cum to spill freely from between her swollen, red pussy lips.

Her tunnel must have been filled to the brim by now, she thought with a wicked thrill. Three thick loads from three different, hot black guys were now mixing together inside her unprotected cunt — Abdul’s from the night before, the anonymous gym stranger’s from the morning, and now Leon’s fresh, heavy deposit.

The filthy realization sent another surge of dark arousal through her body, making her clit throb once more. But Leon looked completely spent, and she knew she had to hurry home. It was getting late, and a much darker, more depraved desire had taken root: she wanted to feed the warm, messy contents of her adulterous vagina to her waiting husband.

She pulled her panties up without wiping herself even a little, letting the mixed cum soak immediately into the fabric. Then she leaned in, gave Leon a soft, lingering kiss, and whispered against his lips:

“Let’s do this again sometime, handsome.”

With that, she stepped out of the toilet booth on shaky legs and headed out into the night, already feeling the warm trickle of three men’s seed slowly leaking down her inner thighs as she made her way home to David.

- 

Lucy called for a taxi after leaving Leon in the bar, and the car rolled up just a few minutes later. As she climbed into the passenger seat, she quickly texted her husband: “I’ll be home soon — I have a big surprise for you!” A wicked little smile played on her lips as she hit send.

She barely noticed when the driver turned around to ask for directions. But when she finally looked up, her face instantly flushed crimson. The driver was a lean, tall black man with long dreadlocks and a huge, charismatic smile. They started talking during the drive, and Lucy quickly discovered that Josh — a Jamaican man — was surprisingly funny, confident, and sharp for a taxi driver. His easy laugh and smooth voice made the short ride feel far too brief.

By the time they pulled up outside her place, Lucy was already touching his strong shoulders, while Josh’s large hand gently stroked her thigh, sending warm tingles straight to her core. It was late, she was exhausted, and yet she was still in the mood for one more fuck. The insatiable hunger that had taken hold of her over the past two days refused to let go.

Without a word, she reached over and began caressing his penis through his jeans. Josh leaned in and kissed her deeply. She rubbed his growing cock through the fabric until she felt it reach a satisfying hardness, then unzipped his pants and bent down to take him into her mouth.

Josh was well-equipped, just like all her lovers that day. His cock was long with decent girth, covered in bulging veins, and a rich, deep mahogany color. He gently guided Lucy’s head with both hands, groaning softly as she tried to take as much of the thick black cock as she could. Her saliva soon coated the fabric around the zipper and dripped down onto the seat as she bobbed eagerly on his shaft, lost in the familiar, addictive taste and feel of black cock.

When he felt he could take no more, Josh yanked his pants further down and pulled Lucy onto his lap. By now she didn’t even bother asking if he had a condom. She had already been filled with three different black men’s loads today — adding one more felt not only natural, but almost inevitable. It seemed only right.

Lucy began moving her waist back and forth, slowly at first, then with increasing hunger, allowing the man’s thick penis to explore every slick, cum-drenched corner of her well-used pussy.

“You’re so wet, baby,” Josh moaned into her mouth as he grabbed her ankles, spreading her wider.

“Yeah… I’m so wet for you,” Lucy moaned back, a little giggle bubbling inside her. She was indeed soaked for his black cock — but what he was feeling was mostly the warm, slippery mixture of the three previous loads still swirling deep inside her unfaithful cunt.

She clung tightly to the headrest of the driver’s seat with both arms, her feet scrambling for purchase on the door and the floor of the car. Once she found a stable position, she began riding his phallus with quick, greedy movements. There was little sensuality left in her actions now — only raw, desperate need for his cum.

Her own pussy juices mixed with the thick remnants of her earlier couplings smeared messily across Josh’s pants and thighs with every bounce. Lucy pressed her lips to his ear, moaning hotly as she whispered, “I want you to cum inside me. Fill my fucking cunt with your hot load!”

She kept riding him hard until she felt his breathing turn ragged. Josh suddenly gripped her legs even tighter, his hips jerking upward. His dick began pumping powerfully, and Lucy could feel every hot spurt of liquid being injected deep into her already overflowing pussy. The sensation pushed her over the edge into another, smaller but still satisfying orgasm.

She ground her crotch down onto his cock a few final times, milking every drop, before finally lifting herself off him. She pulled her panties back up without wiping, letting the fresh load join the others. After a quick, breathless goodbye to her taxi driver — she even forgot to pay, though Josh clearly didn’t mind — Lucy stepped out of the car and walked toward her front door.

With every step, the warm, heavy mixture of four different black men’s cum shifted and leaked inside her, soaking her panties completely.

- 

By the time Lucy tumbled through the front door, it was almost midnight. She had no regrets. Exhaustion weighed heavily on her body, but a deep, bone-melting satisfaction coursed through her veins — the kind of profound fulfillment she hadn’t felt in years. Not one, not two, not three, but four big black men had used her body today. Four different thick cocks had stretched her, filled her, and pumped their seed deep inside her unprotected womb.

She had never experienced such a dirty, utterly depraved day in her life. She had never felt so shamelessly slutty… and yet so strangely alive and satisfied. In the span of one single day, her deepest carnal desires had been not just met, but exceeded in ways her husband could never hope to match.

Her faithful, patient husband was waiting for her in their bed, the bedside lamp still on. David knew something was up — the tiny, hopeful bulge already visible in his pajama pants betrayed his quiet excitement and nervousness.

“Where have you been, honey?” he asked softly, his voice a mixture of curiosity and arousal. “Will I like the answer?”

Lucy smiled, a slow, wicked smile, as she began peeling off her clothes right there in the bedroom doorway. The scent of sex, sweat, and multiple men still clung to her skin.

“I’m sure you will,” she replied, her voice husky with exhaustion and lingering lust. “Your raving slut of a wife had the dirtiest day today. You will never believe how many black men I fucked today.”

David’s eyes widened, his breathing quickening as he sat up straighter and started undressing as well.

“You mean not just your online date? Did he bring his friends?” he asked, his voice thick with excitement.

“Unfortunately, no,” Lucy answered, stepping closer to the bed, still wearing only her cum-soaked panties. “But first I fucked a hot black guy at the gym in the morning. He was so big, baby… He came inside me. We didn’t use a condom.”

David replied with a low, needy moan as his hands immediately reached for her, cupping and squeezing her heavy breasts before sliding down to roam greedily over her soft, cum-stained buttocks.

“Then, after work, we went to the black protest,” Lucy continued, her voice low and teasing as she climbed onto the bed beside him. “I let some random black dude fuck me in a dark alley right afterwards. Some angry protestor came inside your wife with his huge cock.”

David’s eyes widened. “Did he use a condom?”

“Of course not, baby,” Lucy purred, reaching down to wrap her fingers around his small, already rock-hard white prick. She began stroking him slowly, deliberately, feeling him twitch and throb in her palm. “He filled me raw… just like the others.”

“Oh my god, Lucy!” David’s voice rose in a mix of shock and arousal. “Two loads? Are you serious? You’re not on the pill!”

For a brief second, a flash of genuine concern crossed his face, his body tensing slightly beneath her touch. But Lucy didn’t stop stroking. She tightened her grip just enough, sliding her hand up and down his stiff little cock with smooth, practiced strokes while pressing her cum-soaked body closer to his.

The protest died on his lips almost instantly. His breathing grew heavier, his hips twitching involuntarily into her hand as the reality of what she was telling him sank in. The worry in his eyes gradually melted away, replaced by raw, helpless lust.

Lucy smiled down at him, her voice turning even softer and more wicked.

“Two loads?” she repeated with a little laugh, giving his cock a slow, firm squeeze. “Oh honey… it’s much more than that.”

She kept stroking him steadily, feeling his modest erection pulse hotter and harder in her palm, as if every filthy detail she revealed only made him throb more desperately for her.

"Not just two, baby," Lucy continued, her voice dripping with teasing confidence as she kept slowly stroking his throbbing little white cock. "After that, I went to my date with Leon. He fucked me right there in the restroom of the bar. He came inside me while he was holding me up, standing. He was so strong… lifting me like I weighed nothing and pounding me so hard against the wall. His big black cock was so thick, baby. Not like this little thing here."

She gave David’s prick a deliberate, slightly mocking squeeze, emphasizing the contrast as she spoke.

David could only respond with even louder, desperate moans. His hips bucked weakly into her hand. Any remaining trace of protest had completely vanished, replaced by pure, helpless arousal. He slid two fingers between her legs and pushed them into her well-used, sloppy pussy. The wet, squelching sound was unmistakable as he felt the warm, thick rivulets of multiple men’s cum still swirling inside her.

"Oh my god…" he groaned, his voice trembling with lust. "It feels so warm and fresh. There’s so much… I can’t wait to taste it!"

With that, he gently but urgently laid Lucy back on the bed, spread her legs wide apart, and dove face-first into her molten, cum-filled tunnel. His tongue plunged eagerly between her swollen, red pussy lips, lapping hungrily at the messy mixture leaking from her.

Lucy moaned softly, running her fingers through his hair as she watched him. David could clearly smell — and taste — the combined scent of all her different lovers: the thick, musky loads from the gym, the alley, the bar restroom, and the taxi, all blended with the sweet, familiar scent of her own overwhelming excitement. The filthy reality of what he was cleaning only made him lick deeper and more frantically, his small cock twitching wildly against the sheets.

With his right hand, David pulled Lucy’s swollen pussy lips apart, exposing the messy, creamy interior. With his left, he started furiously jerking his small white cock. Steady, thick streams of warm cum continued to spill from her well-fucked hole, and he happily lapped it all up like a well-trained dog, whimpering softly with every swallow.

“That’s because it’s still fresh, honey,” Lucy moaned, her voice thick with pleasure and wicked satisfaction. “I just fucked my taxi driver right outside our house. I rode his cock until he filled me up. I took four fucking loads today… all of them deep in my cunt.”

She paused for effect, then added with a low, throaty groan:

“And they were all black… and they were all so fucking huuuuge.”

David’s licking instantly intensified. His tongue dove deeper, desperate to collect every drop of the mixed seed.

“Bigger than me?” he asked breathlessly between two long, hungry laps. The flow of cum still showed no sign of stopping. These men had truly filled his wife to the absolute brim.

Lucy let out a soft, condescending chuckle at the question.

“Don’t make me laugh, baby,” she teased, her fingers tightening gently in his hair. “All black men have bigger dicks than you.”

She was genuinely surprised that David hadn’t already come. His little cock was rock-hard and leaking, yet he seemed determined to fully savor every second of his wife’s thoroughly used pussy. He continued devouring her for a few more moments, then suddenly jumped up, his face shiny with cum and her juices.

Without saying a single word, he plunged his erect penis into Lucy’s flooded cunt. A loud, shuddering moan escaped him the moment he felt the hot, slippery flood of four different black men’s loads surrounding and bathing his bare cock.

Here came the next surprise — one that hit Lucy harder than she expected.

As David slid his cock into her and began fucking her at an excited, eager pace, Lucy felt… almost nothing.

She tried to push her buttocks upward to meet his thrusts. She clenched the muscles of her vagina as tightly as she could, desperately trying to create some friction, some sensation. But it was useless. The four thick black phalluses that had used her so relentlessly throughout the day had stretched her cunt so wide, so thoroughly, that her inner walls simply weren’t making proper contact with her husband’s much smaller meat.

A strange, hollow feeling spread through her core. The disappointment must have been written clearly across her face, because David slowed down slightly, concern creeping into his voice.

“What’s wrong, honey?” he asked, still moving inside her.

Lucy hesitated for a second, then answered honestly, her voice soft but laced with genuine surprise.

“I… I can’t feel you, baby.”

David froze mid-thrust, his eyes widening.

“What? Nothing?”

“No,” she whispered, almost apologetically. “Nothing at all.”

She reached down between them, gently guiding him deeper, trying one last time.

“Put it all in, baby… please.”

David pushed forward until his hips were pressed flush against hers, burying himself as deep as he could go. Lucy closed her eyes and focused, willing herself to feel something — anything — from the man she loved. But there was only the wet, slippery warmth of the other men’s cum sloshing around inside her… and the unmistakable, empty feeling where her husband’s cock should have been stretching and filling her.

The realization settled over her like a heavy blanket: after everything she had taken today, David’s penis simply wasn’t enough anymore. Not physically. Not even close.

David leaned forward and, in one decisive motion, injected his tiny prick into Lucy’s cum-filled pussy.

Lucy had to actually look down between their bodies to make sure the operation was complete. When she looked back up at her husband, he was giving her eager, hopeful glances, desperately waiting for some sign of pleasure or approval from his maximum effort.

Lucy couldn’t help herself — a soft, incredulous laugh escaped her lips.

“Is that all you can do?” she asked, still snickering between words. “I can’t feel anything at all, baby. I wasn’t even sure your little dicklet was in. Now start fucking me hard. Try and please me like they did.”

David’s face flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and overwhelming arousal. “I-I can’t, baby,” he panted, already breathing heavily. “I’m too close… It’s too good for me.”

“Are you serious?” Lucy’s tone sharpened, though it still carried a teasing edge. “I’m not even feeling anything. Start fucking me! Don’t stop.”

David obediently began moving back and forth, but his thrusts were short, shallow, and erratic. Within moments he slowed again, clearly fighting the urge to cum. Lucy, however, refused to let his penis rest inside her in such an unstimulated state. She wrapped her strong legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, and started rubbing her lower body up and down against him with deliberate, greedy movements.

“Oh fuck! I’m cumming!” David suddenly screamed. He yanked his small cock out of her and frantically jerked himself off, shooting weak, thin ropes of cum across Lucy’s curvy tummy and thighs.

Finally, he collapsed beside her, chest heaving.

“I’m so proud of you, honey,” he whispered, still catching his breath. “You fucked five men in less than 24 hours!”

Lucy smiled, but there was a new edge to it — a mix of affection and something sharper.

“I think we can all agree that that last one barely counts,” she said softly, stroking his hair. “These black guys have truly resized my pussy. If this is what I’m going to get at home from now on, I’m going to need a lot more black lovers.”

David looked at her for a long moment, then nodded with quiet acceptance.

“Whatever keeps you satisfied, baby,” he replied, leaning in to place a tender kiss on her lips.

Lucy smiled contentedly as she lay there, feeling the warm mixture of five different men’s cum slowly leaking from her stretched pussy. She felt no guilt anymore — only a deep, thrilling certainty that today had been the beginning of a new, happier, and far more exciting chapter in their marriage.


Rampaging

After her recent rampage — four thick black cocks in a single day — Lucy noticed a subtle but profound internal change in how she felt about her escapades.

Part of her was quietly disappointed. No matter how ravenous and intense those couplings had been, none of her black lovers had gotten her pregnant. The fantasy of carrying a mixed-race child — of watching her belly swell with a baby that would visibly announce her new lifestyle — still lingered powerfully in her mind.

She still refused to use protection with David, which meant her husband would probably succeed eventually. That thought brought mixed feelings: a lingering tenderness toward the man she loved, combined with a strange reluctance to let go of her deeper, darker fantasy. Raising a black man’s child together with David felt like the ultimate surrender — one she wasn’t quite ready to abandon.

This internal conflict, however, did nothing to slow her down. If anything, it fueled her hunger. It was after meeting and fucking a couple more black men that she came across Jordanathan.

He was tall, ripped, and successful — a few years older than her, working as a middle manager for a big oil company. Jordan didn’t bother with polite small talk or pretending to look for something serious. From the very first message, he made his intentions crystal clear.

Instead of the usual chitchat, he immediately sent a dick pic, followed by a blunt question:

“Are you looking for some black meat, baby?”

Lucy normally wouldn’t respond positively to such brazen, crude invitations. But this time the dick pic stopped her cold. Jordan had a massive, heavily veiny black cock — long, thick, and powerful — easily comparable to Abdul’s in both length and girth. It looked exactly like the kind of weapon she had been craving.

She could already picture it so vividly: Jordan spreading her pussy wide open, stretching her to her limits, and pumping her full of thick, potent cum. The image made her thighs press together involuntarily as fresh heat bloomed between her legs.

She started chatting with Jordan, and it quickly became clear that he was a very dominant man who loved taking complete charge in bed. For Lucy, that was a massive turn-on. David had always been rather passive and gentle — one of the many reasons he could no longer fulfill her growing desires in bed, even aside from the obvious physical shortcomings.

Jordan, however, was a difficult enigma to decipher. One moment he could be surprisingly kind, polite, and almost caring. The next he turned demanding, pushy, distant, or outright rude. Many times he would message her asking if she was free, only to vanish into thin air the moment she replied yes. Other nights he would text her at 2 a.m. demanding she come over right then to fuck.

And yet… she kept coming back to him.

Why? Deep down, Lucy knew the answer. It had everything to do with his skills under the sheets — skills he had demonstrated with devastating effectiveness during their very first night together.

That first evening, Lucy arrived at Jordan’s place quite late. She had spent a long time getting ready, carefully choosing a tight, sexy red dress that hugged every curve. She worked hard on her makeup and hair until it looked flawless. Her huge white breasts bulged lewdly against the thin fabric, and beneath the dress she wore a delicate lace panty that was already damp with anticipation for the evening’s exercise.

Jordan opened the door wearing a tight white shirt and black trousers — a simple combination that made his dark black skin and massive, sculpted muscles stand out even more powerfully. He invited her in with a confident smile, poured her a glass of wine, and put on some smooth, sensual music in the background.

The married woman relaxed comfortably on her prospective lover’s couch as their conversation flowed easily. Before long, the relaxed chatting turned into heated kissing.

Suddenly, Jordan pulled Lucy up to her feet with surprising strength. She was used to black men taking charge in bed, but Jordan played the dominant role in a completely different league. As they continued kissing, he didn’t just grasp her firm buttocks — his large black hand slid upward and closed firmly around her throat.

Lucy let out a startled whimper into his mouth. The grip was strong, confident, and unyielding. She felt instantly trapped, unable to pull away even if she had wanted to. Her pussy responded immediately, flooding her lace panties with a fresh rush of hot juices. The bold display of control sent a powerful thrill straight to her core.

Jordan’s tongue pushed deep into her mouth, claiming her completely, while his other hand moved from her ass to her pussy. He first massaged her mound firmly through her jeans, then slipped his fingers inside her pants, rubbing her swollen, sensitive clit through the soaked fabric. Time seemed to stretch endlessly. His tongue invaded her throat, his thick black fingers toyed mercilessly with her dripping cunt, and his strong grip remained locked around her neck, controlling her every breath.

When he finally broke the kiss and slightly loosened his hold on her throat, Lucy gasped loudly for air. Tears had welled up in her eyes, her face had taken on a faint bluish tint, and her pussy juices had soaked through her jeans. She looked thoroughly overwhelmed.

Jordan seemed genuinely amused by her reaction. A smirk played on his lips as he asked, “What’s up, baby? I thought you liked this stuff.”

Lucy took several big, shaky gulps of air, struggling to speak between breaths.

“Yeah… but that was… very intense,” she managed, her voice hoarse. “Do you do this… to all the girls?”

“Just the white bitches who enjoy it,” Jordan replied with a cocky smirk.

Lucy felt a flash of indignation. What an asshole! she thought, her pride flaring up. I’m gonna go home right now.

The words were already forming on her tongue, but somehow her legs refused to move. Her body stayed rooted in place, betraying her mind. A dangerous heat continued to pulse between her thighs, refusing to let her walk away.

Jordan pointed toward the large bed with clear authority and barked his next order:

“Get on all fours, bitch, and shove your white ass in the air.”

Lucy froze. She had never met a man who spoke to her with such raw, degrading language. Some of her previous lovers had thrown out a few dirty words or given light orders during sex, and she had occasionally enjoyed a bit of playful raceplay, but nothing like this. This was different — harsher, more commanding, almost disrespectful.

“You can’t talk to me like that!” she protested, her voice shaky. “I won’t—”

Before she could finish the sentence, Jordan stepped forward and roughly pushed her onto the bed. In one swift motion he yanked her jeans down her legs, leaving her exposed in just her lace panties and the tight red dress bunched around her waist.

Lucy’s heart hammered wildly in her chest. Part of her wanted to push back, to tell him off and leave. But another, much stronger part — the part that had been craving this kind of raw dominance — was already winning. Jordan’s confidence and aggressive energy were intoxicating. The way he took control without hesitation made her pussy throb with shameful excitement.

She decided to go with the flow.

Lucy’s mind raced with vivid, filthy images of what Jordan could do with his gigantic member and that raw, ferocious energy. Her pussy responded instantly, releasing a fresh, abundant flood of warm love-juices that soaked her already damp lace panties.

Finally, she thought with dark satisfaction, a man who will really destroy my pussy.

Jordanathan kicked off his clothes without ceremony, revealing the fully erect, massive black cock she had already admired in his dick pics. It looked even more intimidating in person — thick, veiny, and aggressively hard. He climbed onto the bed, roughly spread Lucy’s legs wide apart, and without any warning or foreplay, slammed his manhood deep into her in one brutal thrust.

The entire process took barely twenty seconds. There was zero buildup, zero tenderness. Lucy’s only saving grace was that her cunt was already dripping like a waterfall. Had she not been so thoroughly aroused and pre-lubricated by the day’s earlier encounters and Jordan’s rough handling, the violent invasion would have caused real pain.

Instead, her welcoming, stretched pussy allowed his thick black cock to slide in with shocking ease. The sudden, powerful expansion of her inner walls brought only a brief moment of discomfort before it melted into overwhelming, mind-numbing pleasure.

Lucy let out a sharp, involuntary scream as she felt him bottom out inside her, claiming her body so completely. Then she closed her eyes, moaning helplessly, and surrendered to the intense sensation.

Jordan skipped every gentle beginning. He immediately began fucking her with hard, punishing thrusts, driving his cock deeper and deeper with each stroke. Her whole body shook violently from the force of the copulation. Her huge white breasts bounced wildly up and down, her soft thighs quivered with every impact, and the wet, obscene sounds of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room.

Jordan’s thick black penis quickly became glistening and shiny, coated with their mixed juices as Lucy’s greedy pussy continued to produce more and more nectar, eagerly facilitating their unfaithful lovemaking. With every powerful penetration she rewarded him with loud, broken moans, seeing literal stars of pleasure behind her eyelids.

The pleasure was only heightened when Jordan’s strong hands suddenly swung forward and clamped around Lucy’s fragile, pale neck. He squeezed with both hands, simultaneously choking her and pounding her head deeper into the pillow with every brutal thrust.

Lucy’s brown locks flew wildly in all directions. Her face twisted into a feral snarl, and her moans quickly devolved into raw, animalistic grunts — the desperate sounds of a bitch in heat. Jordan used her body mercilessly, like a cheap sex doll built only for his pleasure. His grip on her throat was unrelenting, cutting off her air as he fucked her with savage force.

He was passionate, powerful, and hungry — but there was also something deeply selfish and violent in the way he took her. It was clear he relished the role of a dominant black man viciously claiming another man’s wife, and Lucy was more than an eager recipient. She was soaking it up, craving every second of his aggression.

Jordan cared almost exclusively about his own satisfaction. If she came, fine. If she didn’t, it didn’t matter to him. He rarely allowed the increasingly red-faced woman to catch her breath. Whenever he did loosen his grip on her throat for a few seconds, it was only so he could maul her heavy white breasts or deliver sharp, stinging slaps across her face and tits.

Each slap was usually accompanied by vile racial slurs, and sometimes — to drive his humiliating words home — he would spit directly onto her flushed face. Twisted, shameful pleasure surged through Lucy’s body with every degrading insult. She loved it. She loved every degrading, demeaning second of it.

“Dirty fuckin’ whore… Fuckin’ white slut… Take my fuckin’ black dick… You fuckin’ stupid slut… Fuck… Cunt… Whore…” Jordan growled, his voice low and guttural, completely lost in his crazed, almost rape-like fuck-marathon.

It didn’t take long before Lucy shattered into her first powerful orgasm. Then another. And another. Wave after wave crashed through her body. This was unlike anything she had ever experienced before — brutal, sick, degrading… and yet wonderfully, deeply fulfilling at the same time.

In that moment, Lucy could finally let go of every inhibition and forget all her worries. She was lost in wave after wave of overwhelming orgasm, trapped between Jordan’s big, muscular hands and with his thick, throbbing dark manhood buried deep inside her molten, cum-filled cunt.

Jordan himself was rapidly approaching his own climax. His grip on her throat tightened even more, almost brutally, as he slammed into her one final time with a mighty, punishing thrust. His cock jumped and pulsed violently inside her, and with a deep, animalistic roar he began to spurt rope after thick rope of hot, sticky white cum deep into her scorching hole.

His roar was answered by Lucy’s own broken screams as she tumbled into yet another powerful orgasm, her fingers desperately grasping at his firm buttocks, pulling him as deep as possible while her pussy clenched and milked every drop from him.

When the first furious battle between the sheets finally subsided, Jordan collapsed heavily onto her. For a few blissful moments Lucy simply lay there, basking in the feeling of his still-hard penis occasionally twitching inside her, and the warm, thick cum slowly swirling around deep in her well-used hole.

But as soon as Jordan’s cock slipped free from her stretched pussy, a rich, creamy flood of white cum gushed out from her gaping entrance, running down between her ass cheeks and onto the sheets. Judging by the sheer volume, Lucy was certain he must be spent for the night.

She was shocked, then, to see that his massive black pole had barely softened at all. The mighty dark member was still towering proudly upward, glistening with their combined juices. Thick veins stood out along its length, and droplets of fresh cum clung to the shiny surface.

Lucy had only a fleeting, hungry thought about how much she would love to lick their mingled juices off that beautiful cock when Jordan suddenly sat up beside her. Without warning, he grabbed a fistful of her hair and, in one ruthless motion, yanked her mouth down over his still-hard shaft.

Lucy immediately started to choke as the thick head forced its way into her throat. Jordan’s iron grip on her hair didn’t loosen even slightly. Instead, barely giving her mouth any time to adjust to his enormous size, he began thrusting his hips upward, brutally fucking her throat with deep, relentless strokes.

Wet choking and coughing sounds filled the room as the tip of his black cock repeatedly nudged and battered the back of her throat, triggering heavy saliva production that drooled messily down her chin and onto her heaving breasts.

As Jordan drove his thick cock deeper and harder into Lucy’s watering mouth, tears welled up in her eyes and her face turned a deep, flushed red. She had been trying so hard to take the swollen, veiny monster as deep as she could, but now she was choking violently, desperately gasping for air around his girth.

Thick ropes of saliva poured uncontrollably from her stretched lips, spurting messily down her chin and onto her heaving breasts. Jordan groaned loudly in satisfaction at the increasingly sloppy, obscene face-fucking he was giving her.

Lucy’s hands flew up instinctively, trying to push against his thighs and restrain his movements, but Jordan simply grabbed her head tighter and jerked her even deeper onto his cock. At least half of his massive length was now throbbing inside her throat, cutting off her air completely.

The overwhelming mix of smells assaulted her senses — the tangy scent of her own cunt juices, thick saliva, the remnants of his earlier cum, and the heavy, masculine musk of his sweat. Tears streamed freely from her eyes, ruining her carefully applied makeup and leaving dark black streaks running down her pale white cheeks.

Jordan’s strong black fingers twisted tightly into her disheveled brown locks as he used her head like a toy, jerking it up and down his cock in a ruthless, relentless rhythm.

Just when Lucy thought she was going to suffocate on his thick black cock, Jordan suddenly yanked her head up, pulling her face right in front of his. She immediately broke into violent coughing, spraying his muscular chest with thick saliva and spit.

When she finally managed to look up through her tear-blurred vision, she saw his satisfied, smug expression. Jordan was staring down at her with pure lust, clearly enjoying the ruined, messy state he had reduced her to.

He didn’t give her much time to recover.

Without a word, he pushed her head down again, this time forcing her face lower — past his heavy balls and toward the thin strip of skin leading to his ass. Jordan lifted his legs higher, almost folding himself back on the bed. Lucy immediately understood what he wanted. She obediently started sucking on his sweaty, big black balls, taking one after the other into her warm mouth, gently swirling her tongue around them.

Then, to her shock, Jordan lifted his legs even higher, fully exposing himself. Her face was no longer at his balls.

She was now staring directly at his hairy black asshole.

In that moment, a dark realization washed over her: there would come a day — and it might be very soon — when she would completely taint her pretty white face by burying it between a black man’s cheeks and licking his dirty bottom.

Although Jordan’s hand immediately moved to the back of her head to push her down, Lucy didn’t need any force. With a satisfied, throaty moan, she threw herself forward and pressed her thick, soft lips directly against his tight black asshole. She spread his firm ass-cheeks wide with both hands and began eagerly circling the puckered opening with her warm tongue.

Jordan let out a deep, guttural groan and started stroking his massive cock right above her face. Lucy lapped hungrily at his dirty hole, then switched to soft, wet kissing motions, almost making out with his foul anus like it was a lover’s mouth. The sheer depravity of the act sent a dark thrill racing through her body.

She was completely overwhelmed — her pretty white face buried between a black man’s muscular cheeks, her tongue worshipping the most intimate and taboo part of him. One of her hands moved to her own heavy breasts, squeezing and massaging them as her moans grew louder and more shameless, vibrating directly into his ass.

With her other hand, she pulled his cheeks even further apart and finally pushed her tongue as deep as she could into Jordan’s asshole. He responded with even louder, animalistic groans and began pumping his thick cock faster. His heavy black balls slapped rhythmically against her forehead with every stroke.

When she could extend her tongue no further, Lucy made a small, desperate sound and signaled that she wanted him to push her deeper. Jordan didn’t hesitate. He gripped her head firmly and forced her face even harder into his ass, smothering her completely.

Her tongue was now buried as deep as possible inside his hot, dirty hole. She wriggled it around greedily, exploring the tight, musky walls of his orifice with shameless hunger.

She stayed like that for what felt like an eternity — face buried, tongue deep in a black man’s ass — completely lost in the filthy, degrading act.

Then, suddenly, Jordan grabbed a tight fistful of her brown curls and yanked her head back. Lucy’s face emerged from between his cheeks, flushed, messy, and shining with saliva. She felt an odd pang of disappointment at losing contact with his asshole.

With her tongue still hanging out obscenely, she stared up at him with wide, tear-streaked eyes. Jordan held her head tilted back by her hair, his expression dark and commanding.

“Now it’s time for me to break in your white ass,” he growled.

For a moment, Lucy forgot her usual submissive role. Her ass? She had occasionally toyed with the fantasy of letting David explore her tight back entrance with his much smaller dicklet, but the thought of taking a truly huge black cock there — stretching her virgin-tight asshole — filled her with sudden panic.

“No… no, my ass is not for fucking,” she protested weakly, her voice trembling.

Jordan’s response was immediate and merciless. He grabbed her throat with one powerful hand, leaned in close until his face was inches from hers, and hissed through gritted teeth:

“I’m taking your ass, bitch… and then I’m gonna make you suck me clean.”

Before she could utter another word, Jordan grabbed her roughly, lifted her as if she weighed nothing, and threw her face-down onto the bed. She landed with her ass raised high in the air — the perfect, humiliating position for him to invade her most private hole.

Lucy considered turning around and resisting for a split second, her heart pounding with real fear. But the overwhelming pull of his dominance won out. She stayed exactly where he had placed her, ass up and vulnerable, silently resigning herself to whatever was coming. Deep down, a dark, shameful part of her hoped she would actually enjoy the painful claiming.

Jordan took his time. He spread her soft, round white ass cheeks wide apart with both hands, exposing her tiny, dark, rose-shaped asshole. It rested delicately between the pale hills of her buttocks like a small, innocent star on a target. Just below it, her lewdly gaping, cum-stained cunt remained slightly open from the earlier pounding, now playing second fiddle to the tighter hole above.

Apparently pleased with the sight, Jordan delivered several firm, stinging slaps to her bubbly bottom. Each impact sent ripples and shivers through her fleshy backside. Lucy moaned loudly, the mix of pain and anticipation making her pussy clench and leak even more.


Complete Surrender

She was fully resigned now — completely submissive — waiting with a twisted combination of fear and lust for the brutal penetration of Jordan’s huge black cock into her untouched ass.

Jordan reached over to the bedside table and grabbed a bottle of lube. He generously poured the cool, slippery liquid all over Lucy’s upturned ass, letting it drip down between her cheeks and coat her tiny, twitching asshole. He then slicked his own massive cock until it glistened.

With one hand he pulled her ass cheeks wide apart, and with the other he guided the blunt, rock-hard head of his penis right against her virgin-tight anal entrance. Slowly, relentlessly, he began pushing forward.

Lucy immediately squealed as the massive black flesh breached the tense rim of her asshole. The sensation was overwhelming — unlike anything she had ever felt before. The huge cock stretched her tight ring with a burning, slightly painful pressure, yet that very pain somehow twisted into a dark, depraved pleasure that made her toes curl.

For a brief, panicked second, the thought flashed through her mind: Maybe I shouldn’t have tried anal for the first time with a huge black man… But she had no time to dwell on it. Jordan thrust forward again, forcing several more thick inches into her rectum.

A whole new universe of sensations exploded inside her. She had already experienced big black cocks stretching and claiming her pussy in ways her husband never could. But this was different — far more intense. With every powerful thrust, Jordan’s enormous member stretched her tight, hot asshole to its absolute limit. Every time he withdrew slightly, giving her tortured flesh a fleeting moment of relief, he immediately slammed back in, mercilessly tearing her poor ass open once more.

Lucy’s muscles were put to a brutal test. She clutched desperately at the white sheets, her knuckles turning white, and took each savage thrust with a loud, broken scream. The only other sounds in the room were the wet, rhythmic slaps of Jordan’s heavy balls smacking against her dripping pussy lips with every deep plunge.

Despite the sharp pain, her pussy was quivering and leaking profusely. The forceful, invasive penetration of her asshole was awakening a twisted, perverted pleasure deep inside the black-cock-addicted wife.

Jordan wasn’t satisfied with just her cries. He began spanking her hard, his large palm leaving bright red handprints across her pale, jiggling ass cheeks. Between the sharp slaps, he growled obscene, degrading words:

“That’s it, you fucking white bitch. Take my black cock in your dirty fucking ass. You like that, huh? You like taking black cocks in your ass?”

Lucy’s voice came out hoarse and desperate between moans and screams:

“Yes! Yes, I love it! Please fuck my white ass with your big black cock!”

Jordan slapped her reddened ass cheek hard once again, the sharp crack echoing through the room, and spewed out another torrent of filthy profanities.

“That’s what you’re good for, bitch. Your body is only good for taking black cock. Say it! Say that you love black cock! All black cocks!”

Lucy’s voice came out broken and desperate, trembling with lust and submission:

“I love black cock! I only want black cock from now on! No more white dicks! My asshole belongs to black men! Only black men! Now fuck my ass!”

Her shameless words seemed to ignite something darker in Jordan. His pace became even more brutal, his hips slamming forward with savage force. The spanking grew harder and faster, his large palm raining down on her soft, jiggling ass cheeks, turning them a deep, burning red.

His huge penis had now completely conquered her rectum. Her once-tight muscles had surrendered and stretched around his gigantic size, allowing his thick black cock to slide effortlessly in and out of her bowel with wet, obscene sounds.

“Say it again!” Jordan growled, his voice low and commanding. “I want to hear it, you bitch!”

Lucy screamed out the words without hesitation, her voice hoarse and dripping with depraved need:

“Give me black cock! Take my ass! FUCK MY DIRTY ASSHOLE WITH YOUR BIG BLACK COCK!”

The filthy words spilling from Lucy’s mouth drove Jordan into a feral, relentless pace. With a deep roar, the powerful black man began pounding her ass with savage force, each brutal thrust landing with a heavy, resounding thud against her soft white backside.

Lucy felt as if she were being hammered by a forearm-sized pole of rock-hard black flesh, slamming repeatedly against the deepest walls of her asshole. The overwhelming sensation pushed her into new, dizzying levels of arousal. She screamed like she had never screamed in bed before — raw, broken, animalistic cries that filled the room and mingled with Jordan’s own guttural grunts.

Even though she desperately wanted to keep feeding him dirty talk, she could no longer form a single coherent word. All that escaped her throat were loud, helpless screams as her body was mercilessly used.

Finally, Jordan let out one last thunderous roar and buried himself to the hilt. Lucy felt his massive cock throb violently inside her trembling asshole as he emptied himself, pumping load after thick, hot load of cum deep into her bowels. Though she didn’t reach a full orgasm this time, the sheer depravity of squeezing yet another heavy load from his cock — the warm, dirty sensation of being filled to the brim in her ass — sent waves of intense, perverse pleasure rolling through her.

When Jordan finally withdrew his still-hard member from her ruined asshole, it came out with a wet, obscene pop, followed by a loud gasp of air escaping from her gaping hole. Lucy reached back with a shaky hand and touched herself. Her asshole refused to close. It remained a dark, stretched, open tunnel — a lewd, ruined entrance that would likely stay like this for hours.

She could only let out soft, exhausted whimpers as she stayed there with her ass still raised high in the air. Jordan’s thick cum sat deep inside her, creating a warm, heavy sensation that made her feel deliciously filthy.

But the black man was far from finished.

In one swift, effortless motion, he grabbed her and lifted her body as though she weighed nothing. He placed her on her knees at the foot of the bed. The moment she knelt down, the cum lodged deep in her asshole began to stream out steadily, pouring onto the floor and forming a small, creamy puddle beneath her spread buttocks.

Jordan sat down on the edge of the bed, lifted his still-hard, cum-smeared phallus, and pointed it directly at her lips.

“Suck it,” he commanded, his voice low and authoritative.

Lucy didn’t protest. In fact, the very thought of sucking clean the black cock that had just been buried deep in her ass — stained with her own anal juices, lube, and thick cum — excited her to no end. It was something she had secretly fantasized about more than once during her recent descent into depravity.

She opened her mouth wide, stuck out her tongue like an obedient slut, and took the dark, glistening flesh into her hot, eager mouth. The intoxicating mixture hit her immediately — the slick taste of lube, the salty bitterness of cum, and the earthy, forbidden flavor of her own ass. The knowledge that she was cleaning the very cock that had just dilated and ruined her tight asshole only moments ago sent a powerful wave of perverse pleasure surging through her body. Her pussy juices began stirring again, fresh arousal flooding her core.

Lucy’s fingers wandered down between her spread thighs and slipped into her horny, cum-leaking cunt. She began fingering herself frantically, rubbing tight circles around her swollen clit while Jordan lifted her head with one strong hand and started slowly, deliberately fucking her mouth.

Her whole body began to shake. The combination of her own desperate fingering and Jordan’s filthy, degrading language pushed her closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s it, bitch. Suck my fuckin’ cock clean,” he growled down at her. “How does your ass taste?”

Lucy could only reply with a long, muffled, vibrating “mmmmmm” around his thick shaft. The degrading question, combined with the filthy taste coating her tongue and the relentless stimulation of her fingers, sent her crashing into another powerful orgasm.

As the climax ripped through her anguished, trembling body, Lucy fell back onto the floor, her legs shaking uncontrollably. She closed her eyes tightly, riding the intense waves of pleasure while Jordan’s cock, still slick with her ass and cum, hovered just above her gasping mouth.

Before she knew what was happening, Jordan was gently helping her up from the floor and guiding her into the shower. Under the hot spray, he washed her body with surprising tenderness — his large hands carefully cleaning away the sweat, saliva, and cum that covered her skin. He helped her out, wrapped her in a fresh, soft towel that smelled of clean laundry and light cologne, and led her back to the couch.

They sat together sipping hot tea as the first hints of dawn crept through the windows. Lucy found herself laughing genuinely with Jordan — big, unrestrained laughs that felt surprisingly natural after the brutal intensity of their earlier fucking. She thanked him sincerely for the thorough, mind-blowing session he had given her.

Jordan kept checking in, repeatedly asking if he hadn’t gone too far with the dominant role. Each time, Lucy assured him with a soft smile that she had enjoyed every single minute of it. The roughness, the degradation, the loss of control — it had all been exactly what she needed.

She didn’t even consider going home at that hour. Instead, she quickly sent a short apologetic text to David (“Staying over at a friend’s, don’t worry, love you ❤️”) and followed Jordan into his bedroom. She fell asleep almost instantly, curled up against his muscular chest, feeling strangely safe and content in the arms of the man who had just used her so savagely.

Lucy slept late and woke up the next morning to the unmistakable feeling of Jordan’s rock-hard cock gently poking against her ass. What followed was a slow, passionate morning lovemaking — much calmer and more intimate than the wild, animalistic session the night before.

Jordan unhurriedly dipped his swollen black cock into her still-sensitive pussy from behind, his hands slowly but firmly cupping and squeezing her enormous tits. Lucy leaned back into him, turning her head to kiss him deeply, greeting each smooth thrust with soft, contented moans.

As the rhythm gradually built, she could hear from his deepening breathing that he was getting close.

“Where do you want it, baby?” Jordan asked, his voice low and husky against her ear.

“I want it in my pussy,” Lucy replied without hesitation. Even she was surprised by the total confidence and natural ease in her own voice.

Jordan didn’t ask twice. With a series of loud, guttural moans, he buried himself deep and filled Lucy’s well-fucked pussy with another hot, thick load of cum, adding to the one he had already deposited inside her the night before. Lucy felt a small but intense orgasm ripple through her body at the sensation of his warm seed splattering against the walls of her vagina.

They stayed connected for a while, kissing lazily and tenderly, before Lucy finally slipped out of bed and headed to the shower.

As the hot water cascaded over her body, her mind was already busy formulating her newest apology to David. This time it wouldn’t just be for staying out late — it would be for not saving the contents of her vagina for him, and for once again allowing a black man to cum raw inside her while she and David were supposedly trying for a baby.

Lucy suspected their relationship had quietly reached a serious turning point. She now felt that accepting a black man’s cum into her body was no longer something she was doing with David’s blessing — it was something she was doing despite his wishes, purely to satisfy her own growing desires.

The most shocking realization, however, was that she felt almost no remorse. She planned to apologize only to keep the peace and avoid a fight. Deep down, she knew she would do it again.

Standing under the spray, Lucy also wondered why she had once again let a black man finish unprotected inside her. She was supposedly trying to conceive with her husband — and if she had counted her cycle correctly, she was right in the middle of her most fertile days, actively ovulating.

Yet the thought didn’t frighten her the way it once would have. Instead, it sent a dark, forbidden thrill through her body.

As she pulled on her clothes and kissed Jordan goodbye, promising that they would meet again soon, Lucy realized she had become permanently and irrevocably addicted. The thought both thrilled and terrified her.

Back home, Lucy shared the events of the past evening and morning with her husband. David was a little disappointed that she had showered — he had been looking forward to licking her well-used body clean himself. But the still-warm contents of her vagina more than made up for it. He immediately dropped to his knees and buried his face between her thighs, eagerly lapping up the thick, voluptuous remnants of her morning fucking with Jordan.

After he had licked her thoroughly clean, however, David knelt up and tried to slide his small prick into her, as he usually did after hearing her stories. This time, Lucy felt a clear, instinctive resistance. She no longer wanted her husband to penetrate her body without protection.

Her experiences with Jordan had left her deeply confused. She wasn’t sure what she wanted anymore.

“No, baby… no,” she blurted out. “Put on a condom.”

David froze in the middle of the motion, his small white penis dangling just in front of Lucy’s stretched, puffy cunt. Remnants of Jordan’s thick cum were still visibly smeared across her swollen labia.

“What do you mean?” he asked, confusion and hurt mixing in his voice. “You let him—”

“I know, honey,” Lucy interrupted, her voice quieter but firm. “But his cock was fucking huge, and you…..well….. I really enjoyed last night with Jordan. Just… give me some time to figure things out.”

“Come on,” David pleaded, his voice turning whiny. “You just let that guy fill you with cum! And now you won’t even let your own husband cum inside you?”

His pathetic begging suddenly ignited something sharp and angry inside Lucy. She sat up abruptly, slapped David hard across the face, and shouted at her husband:

“NO! You don’t have a say in this! I’ll decide! I might not want your white cum inside me anymore!”

David’s eyes widened in shock. For a moment it looked like he wanted to protest, but his small white penis visibly twitched and jumped at Lucy’s harsh words and the sting of her slap. Even he seemed surprised by his own reaction, yet the evidence was unmistakable — he was intensely turned on by his wife’s humiliating behavior.

Almost involuntarily, David reached down and wrapped his fingers around his tiny cock, slowly stroking the stiff little member.

“You can say that again,” he whispered hoarsely, swallowing hard.

Lucy felt a rush of power. She leaned in closer, her voice low and cutting.

“I don’t want your tiny dick knocking me up,” she said slowly, watching his face. “I… I think I want Jordan’s babies.”

David’s hand sped up on his cock. With his free hand he began touching her everywhere — rubbing her thighs, sliding his fingers over her swollen pussy, and groping her heavy tits.

“Please… go on,” he begged, his voice trembling with need.

Lucy started to enjoy the game. She had always loved humiliating David, but denying him the right to cum inside her — to claim her womb — felt like an even darker, more intoxicating turn-on.

“My body belongs to black men now,” she continued, her tone growing more confident and cruel. “My pussy… my ass… my womb. My womb belongs to black men only. I don’t want any white dicks. I don’t want to have white babies. I only want black babies.”

David moaned louder, his stroking becoming frantic.

“Please, baby… let me put it in,” he pleaded desperately. “Talk dirty to me while I’m fucking you. I want to feel how stretched out you are.”

Lucy considered rejecting his request outright, but a much more twisted idea suddenly bloomed in her mind. She had to suppress a little laugh before speaking.

“Only with a condom,” she said with a wicked smile. “And you must pull out before you cum — in case the condom breaks. Plus, you only have five minutes, whiteboy.”

David’s eyes lit up with humiliated excitement. He quickly rolled on a condom and positioned himself between her spread legs. His small, rock-hard penis slipped into Lucy’s gaping, well-fucked hole with almost no resistance. The walls of her pussy were so stretched that his dick barely made contact.

He started fucking her with rapid, desperate motions, pathetic whimpers of lust escaping his lips.

“Oh my fucking god, it’s so good!” he gasped. “Please keep talking to me, baby!”

Lucy didn’t even have to lie. The words came naturally.

“Is that all?” she teased, her voice dripping with mock disappointment. “I can’t feel anything. Your dicklet is so tiny… so boring. It feels like you’re fucking me with a micropenis. That’s why I’m BBC only now, baby. That’s why I’m cheating on you with Jordan. And that’s why I’m only going to let him cum inside me from now on.”

“Oh fuck… are you serious?” David asked, his voice strained, clearly right on the edge.

Lucy looked deep into his eyes and smiled sweetly.

“Yes, baby. I’ve made my decision. I’m going to be a purely black cum slut from now on. You’ll be the ultimate little clean-up cuckold!”

David moaned loudly at her words. He frantically pulled his dick out of her wide-open pussy, ripped off the condom, and jerked himself off with angry, desperate strokes. Lucy watched with open amusement, giggling at his pathetic desperation as a few weak spurts of his cum splattered across her stomach.

After he finished, David collapsed beside her on the bed, breathing hard.

Lucy propped herself up on her elbows, admiring the small mess he had made on her body.

“It seems like your little pal really enjoyed the dirty stuff I was saying,” she remarked with a smirk.

“Yeah… it was amazing,” David admitted, still catching his breath. Then, with a hint of concern, he asked, “Were you serious though?”

Lucy shrugged her shoulders and gave him a playful, ambiguous smile.

“I don’t know. Maybe.” She paused, letting the words hang. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Oh my god, baby,” David whispered, almost in awe. “It looks like my fantasy has completely become yours. You have become a black cock addict!”

In her mind, Lucy silently repeated the words.

Lucy Richards, black cock addict.

They had a deliciously naughty ring to them.
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Cuckold: A Couple's Journey Into A New World

As I looked up, my heart slammed against my ribs. My sweet, sensible wife—the one who still packs our kids’ lunches with little notes—was bent over the hotel bed in nothing but black stockings and heels, her wedding ring catching the bedside lamp as she gripped the sheets. Behind her, a tall stranger—broad-shouldered, thick, very thick—had his big cock buried deep inside her, thrusting with slow, deliberate strokes that made her moan in a way I’d never heard before. Her back arched. Her mouth fell open. “God… you’re so big… so much bigger than my husband…”

I should have said something. I should have stood up from the chair in the corner, crossed the room, ended it. But I didn’t. I sat frozen, beer bottle sweating in my hand, cock straining against my trousers, watching another man fuck my wife harder and deeper than I ever had—watching her come apart on his cock, screaming his name, cumming three times while I just… watched.

How did we get here? How did two perfectly ordinary people—mortgage, school runs, Sunday roasts—end up in a hotel room with my darkest fantasy playing out in front of me? Even six months ago we were so vanilla. So safe. Let me tell you exactly how my quiet, loving wife became the woman who begs for bigger cocks while I sip my beer and wait my turn to reclaim her.

Up Close and Personal: A Husband Watches His Wife's First Big Black Experience

As I looked into the rear-view mirror, the image took my breath away. My normally sweet and innocent wife sat in the back seat of our car with her braless tits completely on display and her new dress almost entirely bunched up around her waist.

It might have been dark, but the dim light of the parking lot was still enough for me to see the diamond in her wedding ring glinting as she slid her tiny hand up and down the big, thick, throbbing black cock.

I know I should have told her to stop. I know it’s not right. But for some reason I was so turned on I just froze. I froze and let my wife enjoy a big black cock in the back seat of my car.

But how did we get here? How did we get to this point? Even a few months ago we were such a normal couple. So vanilla. So conservative. So let me tell you how we got so up close and personal with my darkest fantasy.

While He Watches: A Wife Discovers That Size Matters

I still can't get my head around it. Even now, after six months, I don't get it.

I walk through the door having just sucked a random guy's big cock, and my husband Chris doesn't want to shout at me; he doesn't want a divorce. No, none of that.

What he wants to do is lay me down and eat me out while I tell him all about it. My God, ever since the first time I did it, he's been on another level with his oral—like he's trying to compete, but he knows his cock isn't enough.

The weird thing is, my friend Michelle told me this would happen. She told me that ever since she started to open her legs for other guys, her husband became so competitive, so attentive, so willing to please.

But even now, six months and many cocks later, it's so hard to believe. So I've decided to take it to the next level. Tonight, I won't be coming home to Chris to tell him how Edward's big black cock stretched me out.

No, tonight he's going to be watching.
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