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Chapter 1: The Breakdown
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Panicked by a breakdown in the middle of nowhere, Penelope is rescued by a remarkably resourceful construction worker! A guaranteed rescue for the damsel in distress, complete with cuddles while waiting for the tow truck. Talk about a wonderful job in an industrial zone!

I was well and truly stuck. My phone battery was dead, my car had no power, and my heels were too high for me to go any further on my own. I'd given up on making it to lunch with friends on time. Oh well, too bad for me, I should have had it inspected long before breaking down in the middle of nowhere!
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I sat down on the hood, feeling a bit dejected, when a Black man wearing a ridiculous construction helmet approached me. "Can I help you?" It was magical! Just like in the movies... I explained my situation to him, well, I mumbled a few words in Spanish; I was here for a gap year, and my French was very poor.

He then glanced at the engine and gravely announced the diagnosis. I made him repeat it three times before I understood that it wouldn't just magically restart. And that was it! I knew it, I wouldn't even be able to join my friends for dessert!

My rescuer very kindly assured me that he could make a phone call from his construction site offices and arrange for my repair.

At least, that's what I understood. As I climbed the stairs of the office in this industrial area, I realized we were alone!

I imagined a thousand naughty scenarios; it had been a long time since I'd made love, and this encounter with such a self-assured complete stranger was incredibly arousing. Having arrived safely (in a completely empty room!), the young construction worker immediately grabbed his phone and started calling a repair company he seemed to know well.

Well, I didn't quite understand their conversation, but the repairmen weren't coming for another hour! An hour was perfect! I went over to him to kiss him on the cheek to thank him for taking such good care of my problem, and he took me in his arms, smiling. The contact of our bodies against each other was electrifying, like being drawn together by a magnet. His hands gently roamed over my body; it was a real invitation to sex! I kissed him. Passionately.

I felt like I was giving myself body and soul to this complete stranger. Like I was plunging into a cave with no way out. Locking myself in his two powerful arms, I became his prisoner, his captive for an hour. Time's ticking!
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I knelt at his feet, legs spread. With his fly unbuttoned, I took his penis out into the open air.

And then, I almost fainted. My handsome black man was hung like a horse. And yes, the myth of the "Black man with a big dick" was invented thanks to him.

I've never been a fan of large penises; I've always been afraid they might tear something delicate inside me. But my intuition told me that with my stallion, it would be fine. Perhaps it was the tender look he gave me, or the gentle way he stroked my shoulder.

In short, I took it in my mouth with relish, laying my tongue on its shaft like a slug on lettuce, leaving large trails of bright white saliva. The black man started stroking his balls at the same time to better appreciate my oral caresses.

He remained completely silent, and I couldn't tell if he was actually enjoying himself. This little appetizer certainly whetted my appetite. I was literally and totally soaked: ready to go!

Only my car could break down; my human machinery was functioning perfectly. I turned around and raised one leg onto the table. The worker knew exactly how to position himself behind me to penetrate me with short, sharp thrusts. Even though I could tell he was trying to be gentle, I couldn't help but scream bloody murder.

I felt like my vagina was tearing, a bit like during childbirth, or so I imagine. Sorry, I withdrew with a smile: "Too big for me."

My stranger wasn't deterred; he came and licked my pussy to better prepare me for his "special convoy!"
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He was determined to penetrate me. His rough tongue made me melt. He held my buttocks firmly so that his face was buried as deep inside my pussy as possible.

He was drooling, spitting, and spreading my genitals wide with his fingers. Little by little, his little trick was working, and I could feel myself expanding inside. "Inhale! Exhale!" I told myself to encourage myself. Maybe it's like at the gynecologist's? One deep breath and you don't feel a thing when the speculum goes in...

Sensing I was ready, he firmly laid me down on the table with an air that seemed to say, "Don't you dare try to escape me, you're mine..." Message received loud and clear. I spread my legs and patiently awaited the assault of his ram-head. To my great surprise, his cock slid into me like butter. It just goes to show, after a little "lubrication," things go much more smoothly.

Understanding my pain, my well-endowed man carefully made very slow, tiny pelvic thrusts. I massaged my clitoris at the same time to feel only pleasure. No pain. Only pleasure. He shifted one of my legs over his broad shoulders to hold me closer. His movements became much stronger, much more precise too. "Inhale! Exhale! Inhale! Exhale!" I must have looked like an animal learning to swim with my little gasps of breath, but so what! I was in survival mode.

That's it, my stranger finally grabbed my other leg. He held me completely in his grip and pounded into me with his club. I ended up holding my breath for good, not knowing what to do with it! My worker stopped his mad dash, gazing at me for two minutes, and seeing that my face had turned the color of a ripe tomato, decided to withdraw, very slowly. I sighed with relief, even though I must admit I was enjoying it immensely. I took the opportunity to admire his cock, glistening with my juices. His thick, shiny veins and juicy balls were

Terribly exciting.
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He looked like a chocolate pastry, he made me hungry, hungry for him. Tenderly, he came and positioned himself behind me, spooning. "Are you okay?" he whispered in my ear. I nodded to reassure him. Yes, of course I was fine, even though I was a little apprehensive about what was to come.

He lifted my leg high again and thrust into me once more. This time, everything was perfect. Wonderfully perfect, even! I was finally enjoying that huge cock inside me, my pussy thanking me in its own way by sending waves of pleasure my way. His balls patted gently against my ass and the "Fap! Fap!" rhythmically punctuated our lovemaking. The table creaked with each thrust, punctuated by my high-pitched cries, the whole thing echoing through the room in a deliciously filthy symphony!

Then he placed his hand on my small, erect breast (at the same time, in this cold weather, it was difficult to do otherwise). He pulled on my delicate nipple; it was a particularly pleasurable form of torture.

As my back was starting to ache a bit, I took the initiative to climb his ladder. One step should be enough for him to reach the right height to penetrate me. I've always had a knack for that sort of thing. The ladder was a little wobbly, which only added to the excitement of our little encounter.

At any moment I could have lost my balance, so it was more important than ever that he hold me tight. I wouldn't go so far as to call it romantic (we were in offices that smelled of paint and dust, after all), but there was something irrational about the moment. A bit like being in a slightly crazy dream where anything was possible. I thought about my friends, who must have been having drinks. I'd definitely come out ahead; our vigorous lovemaking whetted my appetite more than any fine wine. My stallion was pounding into me harder and harder, and I could feel things getting out of hand.
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I decided to finish it off, so I'd have time to clean up and get dressed before the repairmen arrived. I laid him on his back on the table – surgically speaking – and I pumped his big member hard.

I had perfect control over rapid ejaculations, and this time was no exception.

In less than two minutes my worker had thrown all his sauce in my face, with a death rattle!

I may not have been good at fixing car mechanics, but I can assure you that when it comes to men's plumbing – with me – there's no need to call a repairman!
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Chapter 2: The Eve of the Wedding
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Caroline has finally chosen the dress she plans to wear for the most beautiful day of her life. But when she meets the designer, she considers having a very private bachelorette party...before saying her vows at the altar.

Oh, you could say I've tried on a lot of wedding dresses! At least forty in a dozen different boutiques! But there's something truly exhilarating about those fittings. In theory, you only get married once in your life. So, it's almost an obligation to be perfect for the most beautiful day of your existence. And I must admit that spending my days in luxury boutiques wasn't so bad either.

Ultimately, I chose a dress by a young, still unknown designer. The fitting took place in a sumptuous showroom, set up in a hotel room in the western suburbs of Paris.

Alone in the large room, I was fooling around, playing Cinderella in front of the mirror. I decided to rehearse the bridal striptease I planned to perform for my husband on our wedding night! I was starting to get warmed up, imagining myself bent over in my beautiful dress, when suddenly I heard a noise: someone had just come in. It was José, the dress designer, arriving for the fitting.

Since I was only partially dressed, I grabbed my dress and covered myself with it. This greatly amused the charming young man, who immediately came over to me and told me to make myself comfortable. "You know, in my line of work, I often see girls who are all dressed up!" His slight Spanish accent was truly charming. I found myself wondering if this blond guy was gay. "That would be such a shame," I thought. "And why a shame? What an idea! What was I thinking? I'm getting married tomorrow."
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DIG_IL1078_014

José asked me to stand up, then he took off my dress. I felt good, almost euphoric. Even though my reason told me to calm down, I was seized by an irrepressible excitement that urged me to let myself go in the arms of this slightly cheap Latin lover with bleached highlights.

With the stress of wedding preparations, my fiancé and I hadn't made love for a week, and now it was my body that was reminding me of the need.

I felt myself getting wet, as if a small spring was being born between my thighs.

I was so horny that my scent of woman in heat must have filled the entire room. José noticed. I saw the bulge in his pants...

He wasn't hiding it; I think he even particularly wanted me to notice it. He came up to me and placed his hand on my soaking wet thong.

With his fingers, he massaged the lips of my little pussy...And then, he confided in me something that left me speechless: “You know, generally, I prefer men, but you, Mademoiselle, I find you very attractive...” My initial intuition was correct: José liked boys!

Given the way things were going, I was going to sleep with a gay man for the first time! Well, let's say a bi man, rather... In any case, for a man attracted to boys to desire me to this extent was rather flattering! My desire for sex was working over my body, I felt like a great hollow in my stomach, an emptiness to be filled urgently.
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I unzipped his pants; he wasn't wearing anything underneath. His cock was fully erect. I admired the veins bulging beneath his smooth, tanned skin. His balls were neatly shaved, just the way I like them. I ran my tongue over them.

I inserted his glans between my lips, salivating over this large, sweet-tasting lozenge.

He sat down, and I gave him a good, thorough, and sloppy blowjob.

My Latin lover was moaning and sighing. After a while, he hinted that I should stop if I didn't want him to come right away.

He offered to lick me. I sat down in turn, and José took off my panties.

He was fascinated by my little cat. It's true, she is cute. I myself find her appetizing.

Especially since I'd just shaved it! He gazed at it for a long time, parting my lips to reveal my delicate pale pink flesh. He leaned down, tongue out, to taste me. He was relishing my juices, the little pig, and it really showed!

He licked me passionately and sometimes stopped, just to breathe me in...My pussy smelled strong. It's incredible the scents she gives off when I want sex...It's so hot, so animalistic.
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José would wander up to my ass, then back up to my clitoris, and then back down again. Sometimes he'd dart his tongue inside my vagina, moving it back and forth, focusing on the front. As if he were pushing it in all the way, I could feel my pussy opening wider and wider. I didn't know how long it had been since he'd been with a woman, but he was damn good, José!

I offered myself up, ready to welcome his good cock inside me, willing to be pounded as it should be!

When my gay hidalgo lingered on my clitoris, I felt the pleasure rise irresistibly. My legs trembled, I moaned deeply. I came in my first orgasm.

José abandoned my clit, which was becoming too sensitive, and sucked on my labia majora before going back down to lap up the juices that were running from my pussy onto my asshole. He was definitely resourceful, that boy! I asked him if he wanted to fuck me, and he replied, "Yes, of course!" It had been so long since he'd been inside a woman!

My pussy was wide open and dripping wet—that was going to be a change from his boyfriend's little hole! I lay down on the bed, on my side, and asked him to come behind me. He first caressed my breasts and buttocks, then lifted one of my thighs. I spread my pussy lips, and he pointed his cock at the beckoning opening. He hadn't gone soft, the little pig, quite the opposite! Slowly, he pushed his glans in. He had no trouble getting in; I was so wet!

He slid his penis in gently, smoothly, all the way to his balls. I thought of my wedding night... Very hot images flooded my mind. I saw myself sucking my husband while José took me. I even imagined José sodomizing my darling... This thought excited me incredibly. I wasn't too concerned with the plausibility of the situations; I knew my future husband wasn't bisexual (unless he was hiding it), but dreaming of two men having sex together has always ignited my senses!
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José continued his slow, rhythmic movements inside me. I loved that gentleness. So many men would have immediately pounded and shaken me roughly!

But I wanted to feel him even deeper inside me, so I sat on him. I straddled his cock, facing away from him, so he had a great view of my ass. But he told me he wanted to watch me caress my breasts while he fucked me.

So I turned around, and he started to get a little more active in my slit.

I impaled myself on that hard cock. José grabbed my buttocks, spreading my gaping little hole.

He would occasionally give me hard slaps on the ass... My secret entrance was stretching. I then imagined being double-penetrated, with José's cock in my pussy and my husband's in my anus. I could just picture them pounding me together, those two! I set the pace by riding José's cock. He tried, with varying degrees of success, to give me little thrusts, which made my buttocks slap against his hips. It was delicious! "Oh, Mademoiselle, it's so good, it's my favorite position..."

At those words, I knew he wouldn't be able to hold out much longer. I watched his every reaction, the expressions on his face, his gaze... I felt he was about to break, but I wanted more...

I wanted him to pound me a little harder. So, I asked him to take me doggy-style, and I promised I'd be back on top of him afterward... I got down on all fours on the floor, with two cushions under my knees. Arched back, ass in the air, I waited for my little gay man's cock...

"A girl's ass is a different thing, isn't it? Come on, fuck me..."
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He didn't need to be asked twice. He grabbed my buttocks with both hands, spread them wide, and plunged into my pussy. Then, he gripped my hips and shook me like your average straight guy, which surprised me a little!

His balls slapped against my pussy. It felt so good, so wild, I felt like I was taking off!

But I wanted to stay in control: "Lie down on the floor, I'm going to fuck you until you can't take it anymore!" I sat on my handsome Spaniard's cock... I pressed my ass against his hips, rubbing against him. I loved controlling this game; I felt him at my mercy. That way, he could come! At times, I picked up the pace, riding him faster. He was so hard, so swollen, so full of desire...

I hoped my husband would be just as good on our wedding night! Sometimes I would close my eyes and whisper to him between moans: "Oh yes, fuck me, go on, fuck me, give me your cock, come touch the back of my pussy..."

He even tried to thrust his hips, but I pinned him to the ground, pushing my ass back to take his cock as deep as possible. I moaned obscenities: "Oh yes, give it to me, give it to me all the way to the balls..." I had no inhibitions left, and besides, why should I? I would probably never come back to this place, and I would probably never see that man again. He would go back to his boyfriend. I, on the other hand, was going to get married, and I would become well-behaved again...

Unless my husband is willing to indulge my fantasies and is open to a threesome with another guy! It might not be something to suggest so close to marriage, especially after we've just vowed fidelity, but after all, the couples who last are the ones who are most sexually fulfilled, aren't
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