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All characters are over 18.  

In the steamy glow of my downtown apartment, where the city's nightlife throbs like a distant drumbeat through the walls, I stand in front of my full-length mirror, my body on fire with a need that's got me dripping already. I'm Elise, 28 and built for pure, filthy pleasure—my full, heavy tits heaving in this sheer black lace bra, nipples rock-hard and aching for a suck or a twist. My skin's flushed olive, slick with sweat from the heat pooling between my legs, and my long black hair tumbles wild down my back, framing my sharp cheekbones, those plump red lips, and eyes smoldering with raw, animal lust. From my head to my painted toes, I'm a walking invitation: curves that beg to be grabbed, a tight ass ready for a slap, long toned legs that scream "spread me," and right at the center, my pussy is throbbing, so very horny and wet that I can feel the slickness coating my thighs.

Fuck, I need it bad tonight—hot girls like me need to fuck, and I'm craving big, BIG cock, the kind that splits me open, stretches my tight cunt until I'm screaming and creaming all over it. My mind's racing with dirty thoughts: getting railed in a club bathroom by some hung stranger, his massive dick pounding me senseless while the bass shakes the walls, or bent over in an alley, taking load after load until I'm a cum-soaked mess. I've been edging myself all day, and now, as I prepare to hit the town—places like the pulsing Inferno club or the sweaty grind of Pulse—I'm shaving my pussy smooth, making it perfect for whatever huge cock I hunt down.

I slide my thong down my legs, kicking it away with a needy moan—god, the fabric's soaked through, my arousal stringing between my thighs like honey. My pussy's swollen, lips puffy and glistening, clit peeking out fat and sensitive, begging for attention. I grab the shaving cream, squirting it onto my mound and spreading it with my fingers, the cool foam mixing with my hot wetness, making everything slippery and sending shivers up my spine. "Mmm, fuck yes," I whisper, my voice breathy and desperate, as I pick up the razor. Legs spread wide, I start at the top, dragging the blade slow and steady, shaving every inch bare—each pass heightens the ache, my cunt clenching around nothing, dripping more as I go. I pause to slip a finger inside myself, feeling that velvety heat, my walls gripping tight—I'm so fucking wet, juices coating my hand as I pump once, twice, then pull out with a gasp, not wanting to cum yet. Not without that big dick buried deep.

My free hand wanders up, squeezing my tit hard, rolling the nipple between my fingers until it hurts so good, my hips bucking against the razor for that extra friction. From the top of my flushed face down to my curling toes on the cool tile, every part of me is alive with horniness—sweat beading on my forehead, my heart pounding like it's trying to escape my chest. I rinse off with the showerhead, the warm water teasing my freshly shaved pussy like a tongue, making me whimper as it hits my clit directly, nearly pushing me over the edge. Pat dry, and there it is in the mirror: smooth, pink, and gleaming wet, my entrance pulsing, ready to be filled, stretched, fucked raw.

I slip into my red dress—skin-tight, barely covering my ass, plunging low to show off my cleavage—and step into those killer heels that make my legs look endless. Quick makeup check: smoky eyes to match my sultry gaze, red lips that say "use my mouth." Grabbing my clutch, I head out the door, the city's neon lights pulling me in like a magnet. My pussy's still dripping with every step, thighs rubbing together, building that friction as I imagine the night ahead—dancing up against some guy with a bulge that promises thickness, his hands sliding under my dress in the crowd, fingers dipping into my wetness before he drags me somewhere dark to give me what I need. The hunt is on, and I'm so ready to find that big, BIG cock to satisfy this insatiable hunger.

I step out into the night, the beat of the city pulsing around me like a second heartbeat. The warm summer air clings to my skin, already slick with the need burning between my thighs. My red dress hugs every curve, the fabric so tight I can feel it rubbing against my hard nipples with each step.

"Fuck, I need cock tonight," I whisper to myself, feeling my pussy throb at just the thought. The sidewalk is alive with people—couples holding hands, groups of friends laughing, lone wolves on the prowl like me. I catch the eyes of men as I strut past, their gazes dropping to my bouncing tits, my ass that peeks out just below the hem of my dress.

The line outside Inferno stretches down the block, but I don't do lines. Not when I look like this. I saunter past the queue, ignoring the dirty looks from women waiting with their boyfriends. The bouncer, a mountain of a man with arms thick as tree trunks, gives me a slow once-over.

"Hey, big boy," I purr, leaning in so he gets a good view down my dress. His eyes widen slightly at the sight of my full tits nearly spilling out. "Room for one more inside?"

He unhooks the velvet rope without a word. I brush against him as I pass, feeling the hard muscle of his chest. Maybe later if nothing better comes along.

The club hits me like a wall—dark, hot, packed with bodies moving to pounding bass that I feel deep in my cunt. Colored lights flash across sweaty skin, and the smell of alcohol and desire fills the air. I make my way to the bar, swaying my hips, feeling eyes on me from every direction.

"Tequila shot," I tell the bartender, a hot girl with a sleeve of tattoos and a nose ring. She pours the clear liquid, and I down it in one go, feeling it burn a path to my stomach. The warmth spreads through me, adding to the fire already raging in my core.

God, I'm so fucking wet. I can feel it when I walk, my bare pussy lips sliding against each other under my dress. I didn't bother with panties—what's the point when they'll just get in the way?

I hit the dance floor, letting the music take over. My body moves on its own, hips swaying, hands running through my hair, down my neck, over my tits. I'm not dancing for me—I'm putting on a show, and I know it's working by the circle of men that forms around me. I lock eyes with a tall guy with dark hair and broad shoulders. He moves closer, and I turn my back to him, pressing my ass against his crotch.

His hands find my hips, gripping tight as I grind back against him. I can feel his cock hardening through his jeans, and it feels big—promising. He leans down, his lips brushing my ear.

"You're the hottest fucking thing in here," he growls, his breath hot on my neck.

I reach back, running my hand up his thigh to the bulge straining against his zipper. "And what are you going to do about it?"

His hand slides down to the hem of my dress, fingertips teasing the bare skin of my thigh. "Whatever you want, baby."

I turn to face him, taking in his strong jaw, the hunger in his eyes. He's good-looking—not that it matters much. What matters is the thick outline pressing against his pants. I press myself against him, my tits squished against his chest.

"I want you to fill this tight pussy with that big cock," I whisper, biting his earlobe. "I've been wet all fucking day thinking about getting stretched and pumped full."

He groans, his hand boldly slipping under my dress now, fingers finding the slick heat between my legs. "Fuck, you're not wearing anything."

"Makes it easier for you to feel how wet I am for that dick," I say, spreading my legs just enough for his fingers to slide between my pussy lips. I gasp as he finds my clit, circling it slowly.

"Bathroom. Now," he demands, his voice rough with need.

I grab his hand, leading him through the crowd. The hallway to the bathrooms is dark, lit only by a dim red bulb that casts everything in a sinful glow. I push into the women's room—it's single occupancy, thank fuck—and lock the door behind us.

Before I can turn around, he has me pressed against the door, his body hard against my back, one hand around my throat while the other yanks up my dress to expose my ass. I moan as he squeezes my neck just enough to make my pussy clench with need.

"You want this cock? Beg for it," he commands, grinding the bulge against my ass.

"Please," I whimper, pushing back against him. "I need your big cock in me. I need you to stretch this tight pussy and fill it up. I've been aching for it all day."

He spins me around, lifting me easily and setting me on the edge of the sink. His hands push my dress up around my waist, exposing my freshly shaved pussy to the cool air. He drops to his knees, face level with my dripping cunt.

"Look how wet you are," he says, running a finger through my folds, collecting the slick evidence of my need. He brings it to my lips, and I suck his finger clean, tasting myself on his skin.

He spreads my legs wider, and without warning, his mouth is on me, tongue delving deep between my lips. "Unngh!" I cry out, my hands flying to his hair, holding him against me as he eats my pussy like he's starving. His tongue flicks over my clit, then plunges inside me, then back to my clit again in a rhythm that has me seeing stars.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, right there," I pant as he sucks my clit into his mouth, two fingers sliding into my soaking hole. He curls them upward, finding that spot that makes my legs shake. "I'm gonna cum already, fuck!"

He doesn't stop, adding a third finger, stretching me as his tongue works magic on my clit. The pressure builds, my thighs clamping around his head as the wave crashes over me. "FUCK!" I scream, not caring who hears as I cum hard on his face, my pussy gushing, walls clenching around his fingers.

He stands, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, a smug smile on his face. "That's just the start, baby."

I watch, still trembling from my orgasm, as he unbuckles his belt. His jeans drop, and holy shit—his cock springs free, thick and long, the head already glistening with pre-cum. My mouth waters at the sight.

"That's going to split me in half," I say, spreading my legs wider in invitation.

"That's the plan," he says, stepping between my thighs. He rubs the head of his cock through my soaked folds, coating himself in my juices. "You ready for this big dick?"

"Fuck yes, ram it in me," I demand, wrapping my legs around his waist to pull him closer.

He pushes forward, the thick head of his cock stretching my entrance. I gasp at the burning pleasure-pain as he works himself in inch by inch. My pussy clenches, trying to adjust to his size.

"Goddamn, you're tight," he groans, gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

"And you're so fucking big," I moan as he bottoms out, his balls slapping against my ass. I feel so full, stretched to the limit around his thick shaft.

He starts moving, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. Each thrust sends shockwaves through my body, my tits bouncing wildly under my dress. He reaches up, yanking down the top to free them, his mouth latching onto a nipple as he pounds into me.

"Yes, yes, harder! Fuck this pussy harder!" I cry out, nails digging into his shoulders. The sink rattles beneath us, my ass sliding on the porcelain with each powerful thrust.

He picks up the pace, his cock ramming into me at a punishing rhythm. The wet sounds of his dick plunging into my soaking cunt fill the small bathroom, mixed with our moans and the slap of skin on skin.

"I'm gonna fill this pussy up," he grunts, his fingers digging into the flesh of my ass. "Gonna pump you so full of cum."

"Do it, fucking do it," I beg, feeling another orgasm building. My clit rubs against his pubic bone with each thrust, sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. "Cum in me, fill me up!"

His rhythm falters, becomes erratic. I clench my pussy muscles around him, milking his cock as he drives deeper. "I'm cumming!" he shouts, and I feel it—the hot spurts of his load shooting deep inside me, painting my walls white.

The feeling of his cum flooding my pussy triggers my own orgasm, and I scream as it tears through me, more intense than the first. My cunt grips his cock in spasms, wringing every drop from him as stars explode behind my eyelids.

We stay joined for a moment, both breathing hard, sweat making our skin stick together. His cock is still semi-hard inside me, and I can feel our mixed fluids starting to leak out around him.
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