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☆The Bath of Buried Desires☆

The Harper residence sat nestled in a cul-de-sac of manicured lawns and pastel shutters, a picture of suburban perfection that masked the restless hunger simmering within its walls. It was mid-morning, the kids at school, the house silent save for the hum of a dishwasher and the faint chirp of birds outside. Katie Harper, 40, stood in her master bathroom, her reflection in the oversized mirror a portrait of a woman caught between worlds. Her blonde hair fell in soft waves, her green eyes sharp with longing, her body—still curvy, with full tits and a round ass—clad in a silk robe that clung to her skin. Her husband, Greg, a mechanical engineer, was at work, leaving her with hours to drown in the memories of her pre-marriage life, a time when she’d been a slutty vixen, chasing big Black cocks and the kind of raw, reckless pleasure that left her breathless.

Katie untied her robe, letting it slip to the tiled floor, her naked body bared to the mirror. Her nipples hardened in the cool air, her pussy already tingling with the anticipation of her ritual. She turned to the clawfoot tub, its steaming water scented with lavender, a sanctuary for her buried desires. She stepped in, the heat enveloping her, her skin flushing as she sank down, the water lapping at her thighs, then her stomach, then her tits, her body sinking into the warmth like it could melt away the years of domesticity. Her hands roamed, slow and deliberate, tracing the curve of her hips, the dip of her waist, her fingers brushing her nipples, pinching them gently, a soft moan escaping her lips as she closed her eyes, letting her mind drift.

Back in her 20s, Katie had been a wildfire, sneaking into clubs, her tight dresses barely containing her curves, her nights a blur of sweat and skin. She’d craved the kind of men who fucked like they owned her—big Black men with cocks that stretched her, filled her, left her gaping and dripping, her holes claimed by their raw power. She could still feel Darius, a 6’4” bouncer with a 10-inch cock, bending her over a bathroom sink, his hands bruising her hips, his thrusts relentless, her screams echoing off the tiles as he growled, “Take this dick, you little white slut.” Her pussy clenched at the memory, her fingers dipping into the water, sliding between her thighs, teasing her folds, already slick with need.

She spread her legs, the water sloshing, her fingers circling her clit, slow at first, then faster, her breath hitching as she imagined Darius’s tongue on her, his deep voice rasping, “You’re so fucking wet for me, aren’t you, bitch?” She moaned louder, her other hand squeezing her tit, her nipple pinched hard, the pain a sharp edge to her pleasure. “Yes... fuck, yes,” she whispered to the empty room, her voice trembling, her fingers plunging into her pussy, two, then three, curling deep, fucking herself with a rhythm that mimicked Darius’s brutal pace, her hips bucking, water splashing over the tub’s edge, her mind lost in the past.

The bath left her flushed, her body tingling, but her need was far from sated. She stepped out, drying off with a plush towel, her movements slow, deliberate, her reflection in the mirror a woman reborn in her own desire. She moved to the bedroom, the king-sized bed a shrine to her routine, her beauty regimen a ritual of self-worship. She sat at her vanity, naked, her skin glowing, and began applying her moisturizer, her hands massaging her thighs, her stomach, her tits, her fingers lingering on her nipples, teasing herself, her pussy throbbing with every touch. She brushed her hair, the strokes slow, sensual, her mind replaying another memory—Malik, a 9-inch stud who’d fucked her in a back alley, his hands pinning her wrists, his cock splitting her ass, his voice a growl, “You love this Black dick, don’t you, whore?” She’d screamed, “Fuck yes, ruin me!” and he had, leaving her dripping, marked, claimed.

Her beauty routine done, Katie moved to the bed, her body humming with need, her pussy dripping as she opened her nightstand drawer, revealing her hidden toys—a thick, 10-inch Black dildo, a vibrating plug, a clit stimulator, all echoes of her past. She lay back, spreading her legs, her fingers teasing her pussy, slick and ready, her breath ragged. She grabbed the dildo, its weight a promise, and slid it along her folds, imagining Malik’s voice, “Gonna stretch that tight cunt, slut.” She thrust it in, slow, deep, her pussy stretching, her moan raw, her hips rocking, fucking herself, the dildo filling her, mimicking the cocks she craved.

Her other hand worked the clit stimulator, buzzing against her swollen bud, her body trembling, her mind a haze of filth. “Fuck me, Malik... wreck my slutty hole,” she gasped, her voice breaking, the dildo plunging faster, her pussy clenching, juices dripping onto the sheets. She added the plug, sliding it into her ass, the stretch burning, her moans louder, imagining Darius and Malik together, spit-roasting her, their cocks claiming her, their voices a chorus of filth, “You’re our cumdump, aren’t you?” She screamed, “Yes, fucking fill me!” her orgasm crashing, her pussy and ass pulsing, her cum soaking the dildo, her body shuddering, spent, the room a shrine to her buried desires.

Katie lay there, panting, the toys still inside her, her body glowing, her mind a mix of guilt and satisfaction. Greg wouldn’t be home for hours, the kids at school, her secret safe. But the ache remained, a hunger for the past, for the cocks that had owned her, a fire that her suburban life couldn’t quench.
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☆The Supermarket Craving☆

The supermarket was a fluorescent-lit hive of suburban normalcy, its aisles packed with harried moms and retirees, the air humming with the clatter of carts and the beep of scanners. Katie Harper navigated the produce section, her blonde hair pulled into a loose ponytail, her yoga pants and fitted tank top hugging her curvy frame, her green eyes sharp with a restless hunger that her domestic life couldn’t sate. She was 40, a stay-at-home mom with two kids in school, her husband Greg at work as a mechanical engineer, leaving her days free to stew in the memories of her pre-marriage days—nights of slutty abandon, chasing big Black cocks that left her stretched, dripping, and claimed. Her cart held the usual—apples, milk, pasta—but her mind was elsewhere, her pussy already tingling from the morning’s solo session, her body craving more.

She rounded the corner to the vegetable aisle, her gaze drifting over the cucumbers and carrots, when she saw him—a tall, broad-shouldered Black man in his 30s, his skin a deep mahogany, his sweatpants clinging to his thighs, the outline of his cock unmistakable, thick and heavy, swaying as he reached for a bag of potatoes. Katie’s breath caught, her pussy clenching, her mind spiraling into a filthy fantasy. She imagined him pinning her against the display, his hands ripping her yoga pants down, his voice a low growl, “You want this big Black dick, don’t you, you little white slut?” She’d moan, “Fuck yes, stretch me,” her legs spreading, his cock—10 inches, veined, throbbing—thrusting into her pussy, pounding her, her screams echoing through the store as he fucked her raw, her juices dripping onto the linoleum.

Her stare lingered too long, her lips parted, her eyes glassy with want. He turned, catching her gaze, his smirk slow, knowing, his eyes raking her body, lingering on her tits, her hips. “See something you like?” he asked, his voice deep, teasing, a challenge that made her pussy throb, her cheeks flush. Katie stammered, “I... uh, no, sorry,” grabbing a large aubergine from the display, its dark, glossy surface thick and heavy in her hands, her mind already racing with its potential. She hurried to the checkout, her cart rattling, her body buzzing with need, the man’s smirk burned into her memory, her fantasies a chaotic swirl of lust and shame as she drove home, her yoga pants damp between her thighs.

The Harper kitchen was a pristine shrine to domesticity, all white cabinets and marble counters, the afternoon sun streaming through the window, casting a soft glow on the groceries Katie unpacked. She moved mechanically—milk in the fridge, apples in the bowl—but her mind was a mess, replaying the man’s outline, imagining his cock splitting her open, his voice rasping, “Take it, you greedy whore.” Her pussy ached, her fingers itching, the aubergine sitting on the counter like a forbidden promise, its size a cruel
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