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Angel was uncertain about the future in every way. She’d just broken up with her long distance boyfriend and she wanted nothing to do with men, at least for a while. These strong desires to be alone conflicted with her ticking biological clock. Yes, Angel was only twenty five years old, but she fundamentally believed in having children while she was young. She didn’t know how these women did it, how they kept up with large broods of tiny brats when they were well past thirty. She had another reason for wanting babies desperately. Angel was a witch. It was something she’d known her whole life, but as she grew older she realized what that really meant. Her window for reproduction was much smaller than a human woman’s and the urge to reproduce could take over all her cognitive functions. She would become a slave to cock, trying desperately to get a man to seed her if she wasn’t careful to do it before her time was up. 

Witch’s needed descendants. Losing her boyfriend meant that her shot at getting an heir was growing slimmer and slimmer. She hated to feel this kind of desperation. But Angel didn’t know how she could possible find another man. She thought Carlos was the one. But he had cheated on her, and there was no going back from that. Angel knew that she needed a big change. Her best friend Latoya had agreed to do something that Angel had never done before: go to a club. Yes, Angel was twenty five years old and she had never really hit up the party scene in her life. Perhaps it would seem bad to some people, but Angel liked her safe and comfortable life. She had worked hard in her career and her relationships and she had nothing to be ashamed of. Plus, practicing her witchcraft had taken a lot of her free time. She was skilled at potions and spells, all of which she was forced to practice under the cover of night. She almost had no choice but to shy away from parties. However, she knew now was the time to cut loose. Her party animal best friend, a human woman named Latoya, would be the perfect person to help her release her inhibitions.

Angel spent a long time on her outfit. She wore a skimpy red bandage dress and a pair of extremely high black wedges. Angel looked like the perfect African American princess. She was around five foot seven and had the perfect full figure. She had voluptuous breasts, a firm waist and a big fat ass. Angel was just a bit thicker than a video vixen, and she used to be quite self conscious about her looks. Now, she realized the big bodied woman was in, and she was proud to be a “BBW”. Angel had a deep umber skin tone that practically glowed. She had beautiful shiny skin that looked amazing in anything. Angel was ready for a wild night... She just didn’t know how wild the night would be. 

Latoya showed up at around ten thirty in her fancy car and drove Angel to the club. The music was blaring the usual techno, top 40 mashups. They both looked great. Within moments drinks were in their hands as attractive men were practically lining up to hold their hips and grind to the music. It was more of a mixed race club so both white and black guys were eager to dance with the girls. Long gone was the taboo of interracial love. Here, it was a free for all and black women were getting the attention they deserved. Latoya and Angel were sweaty and almost exhausted when Latoya leaned over and asked her friend, “Do you want to try to make it to the VIP section?” Angel nodded. She was already having the time of her life, having been plied with plenty of drinks and she was looking forward to finding a hot and wealthy guy to possibly spend the night with.

Latoya found a couple hot guys to let them into the VIP section. The room was filled with attractive guys, all of them millionaires and billionaires, all of them desperate to grab and hold the attention of a young woman for the night. Angel was sitting at the VIP bar while Latoya made out with a buff Indian millionaire, famous in their neighborhood. After a few minutes, Angel felt a tap on the shoulder. She turned around and saw the largest guy she’d ever seen. He was around six foot seven and broad shouldered. He had a giant athletic body, and a chiseled jaw. Even in the dim light of the club, Angel could tell that his eyes were a deep blue. His hair was thick and blond. He was fucking gorgeous. “What’s your name Miss?” the man asked her. His accent placed him as being foreign, which somehow made him even more attractive to Angel. “I’m Angel,” she said with a light giggle and then followed up, “What’s your name and where are you from? I love your voice.” 

“I’m Adrian Ulfsson, from Sweden, CEO of Ulfsson & Associates Inc.” he said seriously. Angel’s eyes lit up. She wasn’t a gold digger, but the chance of spending a night with a sexy Swedish billionaire as certainly enough to rile her up. Hell, that would be quite a rebound. Angel was interested, using small reserves of her power she whispered a seduction spell that would bring this sexy CEO closer to her.  She figured it was working when he said almost immediately after, “Clubs aren’t really my scene but you look really beautiful... Do you want to come back to my place for sushi? This isn’t a ploy, and you have no obligation to me, I just want to get to know you better,” he said. Angel knew she should be more cautious. She really didn’t know what this guy was about and he could be a rapist or a murderer! To be safe, she texted Latoya right before agreeing to return with him to his place. 

Adrian Ulfsson was charming and sweet. Compared to Angel, he was quiet but he projected a quiet confidence that she admired. As they ate delicious sushi that his chef had prepared for them in his apartment, Angel realized how lucky she was. This guy must have beyond billions to live like this. 

Throughout the meal, their chemistry was palpable. It was the closest Angel had ever come to experiencing love at first sight. She recognized how beautiful Adrian was, a massive Nordic beauty with the classic Nordic stoicism adding to his physical sexiness. As they talked, and throughout their meal, his eyes lingered on Angel’s face and body. In Sweden, black women were a rare sight, but he always thought they were the most beautiful women in the world. Angel didn’t know it yet, but Adrian Ulfsson had longed to meet a black woman just like her, and marry her. It wasn’t really a racial fetish, he found all women beautiful. But Swedish women were bland... and black women had a way about them, a lilt in their smile, a way of moving about the world that reeked of ethereal beauty. That was the kind of energy he needed in his life. 

After they ate and after they’d had a few glasses of wine, they were sitting on Adrian’s couch, closer to each other than ever before. Now, Angel could smell his cologne, a rich Chanel for men scent that added to his distinguished aura. Adrian noted Angel’s scent too, a sweet coconut smell that reminded him of his tropical vacation home. This woman was beautiful... perhaps she was the one woman in the world who was meant for him. Could Angel be the wife he always wanted? Now, the thought of a wife couldn’t stay in his head for long, he wanted Angel in bed. Her smell was starting to awaken his animal senses and he wanted her on her back, clawing at his chest, calling his name and begging for more.

“Do you want to take this upstairs?” Adrian whispered to Angel, pushing her long black curls out of her face. She looked into his blue eyes and nodded. Angel was nervous. She wanted to please him so badly, and she definitely wanted to sleep with him, but she had a secret too. Angel was a virgin. She had never had sex with her long distance boyfriend, something she believed had contributed to him cheating on her. It was odd, she’d never felt comfortable enough with her long distance boyfriend to give him her virginity, but with Adrian, a man she had just met, it somehow seemed right. She would go upstairs with him, let him take her virginity and hope to God that he wouldn’t realize he had a twenty five year old virgin on his hands.

That would just make things awkward, and Angel wanted to make a good impression on him. He was sexy, rich and Swedish. What more could a girl want? Adrian whisked her away to his bedroom which was just as palatial and impressive as his apartment in general. He certainly had an incredible lifestyle. Adrian began to kiss her on the lips. He was the most amazing kisser. Angel enjoyed feeling his soft smooth lips against hers. Adrian gripped her hips, squeezing her and pulling her close. When it came to kissing, he took control and it would be the same when they made love. Angel wrapped her arms around his neck and let Adrian take control. She felt weak in his arms, so malleable, as if she belonged totally to him.

Adrian needed her, but before taking her, he needed to feel her lips wrapped around his dick. He wanted her to service him with her mouth before anything else. “Get on your knees, Angel,” he said, with his sexy European accent. Angel obliged. While she was a virgin, she was well practiced at sucking dick. She knew just how to bring Adrian to his knees... the exact position she was in now. Angel pulled down Adrian’s designer pants and underwear, allowing his dick to spring into view. Adrian was packing. His cock was a solid eight inches long, uncircumcised and incredibly thick
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