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CHAPTER 1




Herrick had always loved the freedom of the open road. The rumble of his eighteen-wheeler beneath him was more than just a job—it was his heartbeat. He’d been driving cross-country for fifteen years, and though he’d seen it all—from dusty diners full of lonely truckers to gleaming rest stops with overpriced coffee—nothing could’ve prepared him for what he was about to find that hot, sticky afternoon on Route 67.

Herrick had just finished a long haul from Memphis to Houston, his dark skin glistening with sweat under his tight gray tank top. His biceps bulged every time he maneuvered the wheel, veins popping like tight ropes beneath his skin. His hair was cropped short, his beard thick and well-shaped, framing his handsome, confident face.

He pulled over near a dusty stretch of Texas road to stretch his legs and light a cigarette. As he stepped down from the cab, he noticed something strange up ahead.

A woman.

Not just any woman.

She stood on the edge of the road, holding a piece of cardboard with “ANYWHERE BUT HERE” scrawled across it in red marker. Her long, wavy blonde hair was swept over one shoulder, shining like gold under the ruthless sun. She wore the tiniest pair of jean shorts Herrick had ever seen, so tight they looked painted on, and a skimpy white crop top that barely contained two huge, bouncing tits.

She had curves for days—a thick, plump ass that looked like it could crush a man’s face, and thighs that pressed together with a creamy softness that nearly made Herrick drop his smoke.

He nearly tripped over his own boots walking toward her.

“Need a ride, beautiful?” Herrick called, his deep baritone echoing across the empty road.

She turned, a sly smile curling at her glossy pink lips. Her eyes were blue, sharp, and sparkling with mischief.

“Oh my God, yes!” she squealed, bouncing on her toes so her tits jiggled like two water balloons. “I was hoping someone big and strong would stop for me.”

Herrick’s eyebrow rose. He wasn’t stupid—he could spot trouble or a setup from a mile away. But trouble had never looked this damn fine before.

He stepped closer, towering over her, his broad chest casting a shadow across her perfect, tanned cleavage.

“You out here all alone, sugar?” he asked, smirking.

“Mmm,” she purred, sliding her finger down his chest slowly. “Depends. You planning to be good… or bad?”

Herrick snorted, his dick already stirring beneath his jeans. “That depends on how bad you want me to be.”

The woman giggled and glanced around. Then she leaned forward and whispered, “I’m Bella. Bella Rose. You might know me from OnlyFans… or maybe you’d like to?”

Herrick nearly choked. He’d seen his fair share of big-booty blondes on porn sites, but standing face to face with one, smelling her vanilla perfume, seeing the tightness of her shorts up close—it hit different.

“Damn… Bella, huh? You do all that freaky shit online?” he teased, his hand reaching to grip her waist.

“Oh baby,” she cooed, biting her lip, “you have no idea. You wanna help me make some content? My fans would love a big, strong black bull like you.”

Herrick felt his cock twitch violently. He should’ve said no, should’ve kept it moving. But something primal took over—that raw hunger that only a thick, nasty MILF could satisfy.

Bella wiggled her ass, turning around to show him her curves in full. She bent over slowly, hands on her knees, giving Herrick a mouthwatering view of her round, creamy ass cheeks peeking from under the shorts.

“C’mon,” she teased, looking over her shoulder. “Don’t you wanna help a lady in distress?”

Herrick was done for.

He grabbed her by the wrist and led her toward his truck. As they approached the cab, Bella glanced back, winked, and pulled a tiny GoPro camera from her bag.

“Mind if we record?” she asked, voice dripping with mischief.

Herrick only grinned, his eyes hungry. “Shit, baby… record all you want. I want the whole world to see you get wrecked.”

Bella practically moaned at that, fumbling to set up the camera on the dash of the truck. She climbed up first, making a show of her thick ass wiggling as she hoisted herself inside. Herrick watched, his big hands flexing at his sides.

Once inside, she stretched across the passenger seat, arching her back, her huge tits spilling out from her top. Herrick climbed in behind her, shutting the door with a heavy slam. The cab felt like a furnace, heat and tension radiating off their bodies.

Bella turned on the camera and panned it to capture both of them. “Hey, lovers,” she cooed into the lens, her voice honey-thick and sultry. “It’s your favorite naughty MILF Bella Rose… and today I got picked up by this big, beautiful black truck driver… say hi, baby…”

Herrick leaned in, pressing his lips to her neck, his hot breath making her shiver. “Hi,” he growled. “I’m gonna show y’all how a real man fucks a thick bitch.”

Bella gasped and pushed her tits up for the camera. “You hear that, boys? This big black bull’s gonna wreck me… ohh, I can’t wait…”

Herrick wasted no more time. He grabbed her by the throat gently, forcing her to look up at him. His dark eyes locked on her blue ones, his lips inches from hers.

“You ready for this dick, slut?” he rumbled.

She nodded frantically. “Please… I want it so bad… fuck me like I’m your personal fuck toy…”

That was all Herrick needed. He shoved her down against the seat, yanked her shorts down in one rough motion. Her fat ass bounced as he smacked it, the sound echoing inside the cab.

“God damn,” Herrick growled, his fingers spreading her juicy cheeks apart. Her pussy was glistening, pink and dripping, framed perfectly by her thick thighs.

“You been waiting for this all day, huh?” he teased, sliding two thick fingers into her slick heat. Bella screamed, her hips bucking.

“Ohhh fuck! Yes! More! Please!”

Herrick grinned, pumping his fingers in and out, making wet squelching sounds that mixed with her whimpers. He reached down, freeing his cock—thick, long, veiny, and dark, pulsing with need.

Bella’s eyes went wide when she saw it. “Oh my God… that’s the biggest dick I’ve ever seen…”

Herrick pressed the tip against her entrance, teasing her, smearing her juices around. Bella was trembling, her nails digging into the upholstery.

“Beg for it,” he ordered, slapping her ass again.

“Please, Herrick! Please! Fuck me with that big black cock! Split me open! I need it so bad!”

With a deep growl, he slammed into her in one thrust. Bella let out an unholy scream, her eyes rolling back as Herrick buried himself balls-deep inside her.

“Ohhh fuuuuck! Yes! Ohhh God!” she cried, her body shaking violently.

Herrick pulled back and slammed into her again, and again, each thrust sending shockwaves through her body. Her big tits bounced wildly, slapping against the seat. The camera caught everything—every slap, every bounce, every raw, primal expression on her face.

“Take it, bitch,” Herrick snarled, pounding her harder. “Take this black cock like the nasty slut you are.”

Bella was beyond words, only moans and cries pouring out of her. Her face twisted in blissful agony, drool spilling down her chin.

Herrick grabbed her thick blonde hair, yanking her head back so he could whisper filth into her ear. “You love this dick, don’t you? Love being my little porn slut?”

“Yes! I fucking love it! Ruin me! Breed me! Make me your bitch forever!” she screamed.

Their bodies moved like animals—rough, hot, unstoppable. Herrick slammed into her with a punishing rhythm, his heavy balls slapping her soaked pussy. The truck rocked with every thrust, as if it might flip over from the force.

Bella reached down, fingering her own clit as he pounded her. She was close—Herrick could feel her tightening around him.

“Cum for me, you filthy bitch,” he commanded, his hand smacking her ass one last time.

Bella’s entire body seized, her back arching as she screamed his name. Her pussy gushed around him, coating his shaft in creamy wetness.

“Ohhhhhh fuuuuck! I’m cumming! Herrick! Ohhh God yes!”

Herrick grunted, feeling his own orgasm building. He yanked her up by the hips and pulled her flush against him, burying himself even deeper. With a final roar, he exploded inside her, flooding her with thick, hot cum.

Bella whimpered, trembling as she felt him pulse inside her. She collapsed against the seat, gasping and laughing breathlessly.

Herrick leaned back, sweat dripping from his forehead. He glanced at the camera, still rolling, capturing every filthy second.

Bella turned and looked up at him with dreamy, lust-drunk eyes. “Oh my God… that was the best content I’ve ever filmed… my fans are gonna lose their minds.”

Herrick chuckled deeply, giving her ass one last playful slap. “You better tell them to thank me personally.”

Bella giggled, reaching up to stroke his chest. “I’ll tell them all… but only if you promise we can film again… and again…”

Herrick smirked, leaning down to kiss her deeply, hungrily. He tasted her moans, her sweat, the raw hunger that still sizzled between them.

“Baby,” he whispered against her lips, “you can ride this black bull anytime you want.”

She melted against him, her fingers sliding lower to play with his still-hard cock, already twitching for round two.

Outside, the Texas sun blazed on, but inside that truck cab, it was pure molten heat—a filthy, unstoppable collision of flesh and desire. And for Herrick, the open road had never felt so damn good.


CHAPTER 2




Bella’s body still trembled with aftershocks as she lay draped across the truck’s passenger seat. Her fat ass jiggled with each tiny twitch, her thighs slick with the messy mix of their cum. Her heavy tits heaved with every ragged breath, and her makeup was smeared beautifully across her flushed face.

The little GoPro on the dash blinked steadily, still recording every forbidden second.

Herrick sat back for a moment, staring at his work—at her. His dark, thick cock gleamed wet with her juices, throbbing and heavy, demanding more. And he had no intention of stopping anytime soon.

Bella turned her head slowly, her lips curling into a dirty, satisfied grin. “Mmmm… fuck… you really know how to use that monster cock,” she panted, her voice husky and cracked with pleasure.

Herrick reached over and grabbed her hair, yanking her face up close to his. His deep brown eyes blazed with hunger and mischief.

“We ain’t done, slut,” he growled, his deep voice vibrating right through her.

Bella whimpered and bit her lip, her blue eyes lighting up. “What else do you want to do to me, daddy?”

Herrick smirked. “Everything.”

With a sudden burst of strength, he flipped her around so she was sitting up in the seat, facing him. Her big, creamy tits bounced as she moved, nipples stiff and begging for attention. Herrick’s eyes locked onto those tits—thick, full, heavy, the kind that looked made to be fucked.

Bella noticed his gaze and giggled, cupping her breasts in her hands and squeezing them together. “You like these? Wanna fuck ‘em, baby?”

Herrick’s nostrils flared, his cock twitching violently. Without a word, he grabbed her wrists and forced her to press her breasts together even tighter, creating a perfect, slippery tunnel of soft, hot flesh.

He spat on her cleavage, letting it drip down between her tits, mixing with her sweat and the leftover cum. Then he slid the fat, dark head of his cock right into that creamy valley.

“Ohhh, shit!” Bella gasped, her fingers trembling as she squeezed tighter. “Yes! Fuck my tits! Use them!”

Herrick began thrusting between her breasts, his massive cock disappearing and reappearing in smooth, powerful strokes. Each time he shoved forward, the tip popped up near her chin, smearing her face with precum.

Bella’s eyes rolled back, her tongue flicking out to taste the salty drips. “Mmmm… oh god… your cock feels so fucking good between my titties… I’m gonna make my subscribers cum so hard watching this…”

Herrick grunted and picked up the pace, his hips bucking with raw, unstoppable force. Bella moaned and squirmed beneath him, her tits jiggling and slapping together, each wet, sloppy sound echoing around the truck cab.

“You dirty fucking slut,” Herrick spat, eyes locked on her. “Look at you… thick-ass MILF getting her tits fucked on camera… you’re nothing but a big-titty cum dump, aren’t you?”

“Yes! Yes! I’m your big-titty cum dump! Fuck them! Make a mess of me!” she screamed, arching her back so her breasts lifted even higher.

The GoPro caught every second: the slippery thrusts, the raw expressions, her pink tongue darting out desperately for every drop of his cock’s precum.

Herrick paused for a moment, pulling his cock out and slapping it across her face.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Bella squealed, eyes wide and sparkling with twisted joy. She opened her mouth obediently, letting him slide the head across her tongue.

“You want it in your mouth too?” he snarled, forcing her to taste every inch.

“Mmmm! Yes, please, daddy! Use my mouth! Use every part of me!”

Herrick shoved forward, his thick shaft stretching her lips wide. She gagged immediately, drool spilling down her chin and onto her tits. Herrick gripped her hair tight, holding her head in place as he face-fucked her brutally.

Her eyes watered, mascara running down in black rivers. But she loved every humiliating second, choking and moaning around his massive cock.

“Take it all, bitch,” Herrick growled, driving himself all the way down her throat. “I want you crying on this dick.”

Bella obeyed, tears streaming down her cheeks as she swallowed him again and again. She clawed at his thighs, nails digging in desperately as he owned her completely.

After a few savage thrusts, Herrick pulled out and smirked.

“You want more? You ready to get bred properly, slut?” he asked, his cock still dripping and rock-hard.

Bella coughed and gasped, strings of spit connecting her lips to his cock. She nodded frantically, her voice hoarse. “Yes! Breed me! Fill me up! Please!”

Herrick shoved her back against the passenger seat, forcing her thick thighs open. Her pussy gaped, wet and pulsing, ready for another round.

This time, he grabbed her ankles and lifted her legs high above her head, folding her almost in half. Her fat ass lifted off the seat, presenting her dripping, needy cunt perfectly.

“Smile for the camera, bitch,” he growled, glancing at the GoPro.

Bella turned her head and gave the camera a fucked-out, slutty smile, sticking her tongue out and making the “peace” sign with her fingers. “I’m about to get destroyed… again!” she giggled.

Herrick lined up and slammed into her with a violent thrust, her scream echoing off the truck walls. He didn’t give her a second to adjust—he just started pounding her like a savage animal.

The whole truck rocked wildly as he fucked her, windows fogging up from the heat and sweat. Bella’s huge tits bounced up and down wildly, smacking against her face and the seat.

“Goddamn! You tight as fuck!” Herrick roared, his muscles straining with every deep stroke.

Bella could only scream and babble, her brain fried by the relentless pounding. “Ohhh fuuuuck! Yes! Yes! Break me! Destroy this white pussy! Ahhh!”

Herrick leaned forward, spit dripping from his lips, his face inches from hers. “You ever had a man fuck you like this, slut?”

“N-No! Never! You’re the biggest… the best… ohhh my god I’m gonna cum again!” she cried, her fingers clawing at the seat.

“Then cum for me, you OnlyFans whore. Show them how you squirt all over this black cock,” Herrick demanded, his thumb sliding down to rub her clit brutally.

That was all it took. Bella’s entire body spasmed violently, her legs shaking uncontrollably. A hot stream of squirt burst out from her pussy, soaking Herrick’s abs and spraying the seat.

“Ohhhhhh fuck! Fuuuuck! I’m cumming! I’m fucking cumming so hard!” she shrieked, her voice echoing like an animal howl.

Herrick kept going, not slowing even as she convulsed around him. He slammed into her harder, each thrust pushing her deeper into the seat, her tits flopping in messy circles.

“Take it all, bitch,” he snarled, sweat pouring off his face. “I’m not done with you yet.”

Bella could only drool and moan, her mind a complete white-out of bliss and overstimulation.

Finally, Herrick felt his orgasm surge up, his balls tightening. He pulled out at the last second and aimed at her massive, heaving tits.

“Here it comes, slut. Take this nut all over your fat titties,” he groaned.

With a final roar, he erupted—thick, hot streams of cum splashing across her breasts, her chest, her chin. The creamy mess dripped down her cleavage, sliding between her tits and over her pierced nipples.

Bella moaned like a porn star, scooping up the cum and smearing it across her face and chest. “Ohhhh fuck… yes… paint me with it… I’m your filthy cum slut…”

Herrick kept pumping out more, thick ropes decorating her tits until they gleamed and glistened for the camera.

Bella turned her eyes to the GoPro, licking her lips, completely covered in his seed. “Oh my god… did you see that, boys? This black bull just gave me the nastiest tit-fuck of my life… and look at my tits… all his cum… mmmm…”

She giggled breathlessly, massaging her soaked breasts and moaning softly.

Herrick finally collapsed back against the driver’s seat, panting, watching her as if she were a feast he was already planning to devour again.

Bella slowly sat up, her body a shimmering mess of sweat, cum, and squirt. She looked like a walking wet dream, her big ass and thick thighs trembling as she shifted.

She picked up the camera, turned it toward herself, and grinned. “I think I found my new permanent collab partner… what do you say, baby?”

Herrick chuckled darkly, licking his lips. “We just getting started, baby girl. Next time, we taking this shit outside the truck… maybe in front of some other drivers. You down for that?”

Bella’s eyes went wide, her breath catching. Then she shivered all over, her nipples pebbling even harder. “Ohhh my god… yes… yes! I want them to watch… I want everyone to see how good you wreck me…”

Herrick reached forward and dragged her in for a deep, filthy kiss, tasting the cum and sweat and lust on her tongue.

When they finally pulled apart, Bella looked dazed, her whole body limp and used—but in the best possible way.

She brought the camera close one last time, whispering to her fans, “I hope you’re ready for more… because I’m not leaving this truck until I can’t walk… and he promised to make that happen.”

Herrick grinned, his big hand sliding down to spank her ass again, making her squeal.

The camera kept rolling.

Outside, the sun was beginning to dip low, painting the horizon in fiery oranges and pinks. Inside the truck, it was still an inferno of sweat, cum, and raw, shameless pleasure—exactly how Bella wanted it.

She turned to Herrick, her eyes sparkling with more dirty ideas. “You know… there’s still a lot of daylight left… and a lot of fans who love outdoor public stuff…”

Herrick raised an eyebrow, his cock already twitching back to life. “You want to take this freak show outside, huh?”

Bella giggled, wiggling her cum-dripping tits. “Mmm… maybe bent over the hood? Let them all see me get destroyed in the open air… oh god… imagine the views…”

Herrick leaned in close, biting her ear gently. “Let’s give them a show they’ll never forget.”

Bella shivered, already climbing toward the door, her creamy thighs leaving wet prints on the seat.

As she stepped down, she glanced back at Herrick, her big ass swaying hypnotically. “You better not hold back, big boy… make me scream for the whole damn highway to hear.”

Herrick smirked, following her down, rolling his shoulders, ready for round three—or four—or however many she could take before she broke.

Tonight, the highway wouldn’t just echo with engines and tires—it would echo with Bella’s screams, moans, and the wet, savage sounds of a black bull and his big-titty, thick-ass blonde slut making the nastiest content she’d ever dreamed of.

And that camera? It would catch every last filthy, glorious drop.


CHAPTER 3




The Texas sunset had long since vanished by the time Herrick steered his big rig off the dusty highway and into the bright glow of a roadside diner called Mabel’s Grill. The neon sign flickered above the door, promising “Best Burgers in Texas,” and Herrick’s stomach rumbled louder than his truck engine.

Beside him, Bella sat in the passenger seat, her thick thighs still glistening from their last round. Her big, creamy tits were stuffed back into her too-tight crop top, but they still threatened to spill with every giggle. Her cheeks glowed, lips red and puffy from all the filthy things she’d just done—and was clearly ready to keep doing.

Herrick parked, leaned back in his seat, and let out a deep, satisfied sigh. “Shit… I need a burger before I pass out,” he rumbled.

Bella leaned over and kissed his neck, biting lightly. “A burger… then my pussy for dessert,” she whispered, making his cock twitch violently.

She jumped out first, her thick ass swaying side to side, practically hypnotizing him as she strolled toward the diner door. Herrick followed, his towering figure dwarfing hers, his steps heavy and confident.

Inside, the diner smelled of greasy fries, sizzling burgers, and sweet cola. Fluorescent lights buzzed above red vinyl booths, and a few old truckers and locals sat hunched over plates, paying little attention.

They slid into a booth in the back corner. Herrick’s broad frame filled most of his side, while Bella sprawled on the other, her juicy thighs sliding against the seat.

A menu dropped in front of them—an older black waitress with silver hair in a tight bun and big, wise eyes stood there, pen poised. Her nametag read “Kimone.” She had thick hips and a warm face, though her lips were pressed into a practiced, polite line.

“Evening, baby,” she greeted in a low, honey-sweet voice. “What can I get y’all tonight?”

Herrick barely looked at the menu. “Cheeseburger, extra bacon, large fries. Coke.”

Bella winked at Kimone and said in a breathy, teasing voice, “Same for me, please… with lots of extra ketchup.”

Kimone smiled gently and shuffled off to the kitchen.

The moment she left, Bella’s eyes gleamed with mischief. She slid her GoPro out of her purse and flicked it on, angling it stealthily under the table.

“What the hell you doin’?” Herrick asked, his eyebrow raised.

Bella gave him an evil grin and slipped off her sandal. Before he could react, her soft, painted toes slithered across the sticky floor and snuck up into his lap.

Herrick jumped, nearly choking on the ice in his Coke. “Fuck!” he barked, grabbing the edge of the table.

Bella giggled low in her throat, eyes wide and hungry as she felt his bulge throb under her foot. Her toes traced the shape, pressing and massaging, teasing the thick shaft that began to swell instantly under his jeans.

“Ohhh, look at that,” she whispered, biting her lip. “Already getting big for me again… you just can’t get enough, can you?”

Herrick growled under his breath, his hand gripping the Coke so hard the plastic cup crinkled. He glared at her, but the corner of his mouth twitched into a smirk.

“You nasty little slut,” he muttered. “Can’t even let a man eat in peace, huh?”

Bella kept going, sliding her toes up and down, feeling his cock twitch and strain against the denim. She pushed harder, then wiggled her toes around the tip, her eyes locked on his face, recording every heated reaction with her GoPro.

Herrick’s head dropped back, a deep moan escaping his throat. “Shit… you’re gonna make me nut before the burger even gets here,” he rumbled.

She leaned forward, picked up a fry, and dipped it into ketchup with exaggerated slowness, licking it clean while her foot tormented him below. “Mmmm… I want your cum as ketchup next,” she purred, eyes locked on him.

Herrick nearly lost it then and there. He glanced around—a couple of old men at the counter, a family in a far booth—nobody paying them any mind. Bella’s foot continued its relentless teasing, pressing into him like she was trying to milk the cum right out.

Kimone returned just in time, sliding their plates onto the table. “Here y’all go… enjoy,” she said warmly, then paused.

Her eyes drifted down under the table. She saw the GoPro, saw Bella’s foot pressing that huge bulge, saw Herrick’s pained, horny expression.

Her mouth fell open slightly, eyes wide in shocked awe. She looked at Bella, who just smirked and wiggled her toes even more deliberately.

Kimone’s eyes snapped up to Herrick’s, and for a split second, their gazes locked. Something unspoken passed between them—a shared heat, a sudden jolt of wild possibility.

Kimone blushed, her hands trembling on the plates. Then she straightened, a shy but wicked little smile curling at her lips.

Bella giggled and paid the bill, sliding a generous tip onto the tray. As Kimone leaned in to pick it up, Bella pressed her lips to Kimone’s ear.

“If you wanna join us later… we’ll be out at that big black truck,” she whispered, her fingers pointing discreetly to the window. “Don’t be scared of an audience, honey… hope you can handle a big black cock.”

Kimone froze, her breath catching. Her eyes flicked out the window at the truck, then back to Bella. Her cheeks flushed deep crimson.

For a moment, she hesitated. The idea of her husband flashed in her mind, that sad old man who hadn’t touched her properly in years. But something darker, deeper—something wild—bubbled inside her.

Finally, she leaned close to Herrick, her lips grazing his ear.

“Meet me in the restroom out back… bring your friend,” she whispered, her voice trembling but firm.

Then she straightened and hurried away, her hips swaying as if she was twenty years younger.

Bella’s jaw dropped. “What did she say?” she demanded, eyes wide with glee.

Herrick turned slowly, his eyes smoldering. “She said to meet her in the back restroom… she wants us both.”

Bella let out a squeal of pure, feral excitement. “Oh my fucking god… we’re about to ruin that old pussy!”

She leapt across the booth, grabbing Herrick by his cock under the table, yanking him upright. His huge erection pitched his jeans into an obscene tent, drawing stares from the other diners as he stumbled after her.

Bella laughed maniacally, practically dragging him through the diner and out the back door. Herrick followed, his heart hammering, his cock throbbing so hard it hurt.

Outside, they found the restroom door, a cheap sign labeled “Restroom—Employees Only.” They knocked twice, breath ragged, pulses racing.

Just before they could knock a third time, the door swung open.

There stood Kimone.

Her hair was out of its bun now, cascading in soft gray curls around her shoulders. Her blouse was unbuttoned halfway, revealing heavy brown breasts in a lacy black bra. Her eyes glimmered with a mix of fear and unstoppable hunger.

Without a word, she grabbed Herrick’s wrist and yanked him inside, slamming the door shut. Bella giggled, following behind, her camera pointed and already rolling.

The restroom was surprisingly clean and large, pale tiles gleaming under fluorescent lights. Herrick barely had a second to look around before Kimone fell to her knees, clawing at his belt like a starved animal.

“Ohh shit…” Herrick grunted, gripping the wall as she tore his pants down, revealing that massive, throbbing cock, already wet at the tip.

Kimone’s eyes went wide as dinner plates. She licked her lips, then wrapped both hands around the thick shaft, moaning low.

“Ohhhh, sweet Jesus…” she whispered. “I’ve never seen nothin’ like this…”

Then she swallowed him.

Her mouth stretched impossibly wide to take in the fat head, her tongue swirling eagerly. Drool poured down her chin, splattering onto her big, chocolate tits.

Herrick roared, his hips bucking forward as she gagged and slurped, sloppy wet sounds echoing in the tight restroom.

Bella squealed behind them, circling with the camera. “Ohhh my god… yes! Suck that big black cock, mama! Show my fans how nasty you can be!”

Kimone moaned around the cock, her eyes rolling back as she forced herself deeper and deeper. Herrick’s thick length disappeared halfway into her throat, making her gag again and again, but she didn’t stop. She clung to his hips, desperate for every inch.

“Goddamn… you nasty old freak!” Herrick growled, gripping her head and thrusting deeper.

Bella pressed in closer, filming from every angle. She dropped to her knees beside Kimone, licking the base of Herrick’s shaft as Kimone sucked the top.

“Ohhh fuck… yes… two nasty bitches on my dick…” Herrick groaned, his eyes wild.

Kimone pulled back to breathe, her face a shiny, spit-slick mess. “Mmm… haven’t felt this alive in years…” she panted, then dove back on him.

Bella giggled and licked Kimone’s cheek, tasting the mixture of spit and precum. “Mmmm… we’re gonna break her, daddy…” she moaned.

Herrick couldn’t hold back any longer. He yanked Kimone up to her feet, spun her around, and bent her over the sink. Her big brown ass jiggled, panties damp and sticking to her soaked pussy.

With one savage rip, Herrick tore them off and threw them aside.

Kimone screamed when he plunged into her with one brutal thrust, her face smacking against the mirror.

“Ohhhhh lord! Ohhhh God! Yes! Yes!” she cried, her voice shaking with decades of pent-up lust.

Herrick slammed into her again and again, each thrust shaking the entire restroom. Bella filmed every second, reaching under Kimone to rub her clit, making her squirt and shudder.

“Fuck! She’s soaking me!” Bella squealed, giggling as the older woman gushed uncontrollably.

Herrick leaned forward, whispering in Kimone’s ear. “You like this old pussy gettin’ wrecked by a black bull, huh?”

“Yes! Yes! Ohhh Jesus, yes! Take me! Fill me! Fuck me like I’m nothing!” Kimone wailed, her body shaking violently.

Bella licked Kimone’s ear, moaning into it. “Mmmm… you’re such a good slut… my fans are gonna go insane watching this…”

Herrick’s thrusts grew rougher, faster, each slam echoing like gunshots. Kimone’s legs nearly gave out, her tits bouncing wildly against the mirror.

Then Bella slid under them, licking Herrick’s balls as he fucked Kimone from behind. Her tongue traced every vein, every pulse.

Herrick threw his head back, roaring. “Shit! Fuck! I’m gonna nut… I’m gonna flood this old pussy!”

Kimone shrieked, her own orgasm tearing through her like a hurricane. “Cum in me! Please! Fill me! Ohhhh God!”

With one final, brutal thrust, Herrick emptied himself deep inside her, hot ropes of cum splashing against her insides.

Kimone sagged forward, gasping and sobbing in pleasure, her pussy overflowing and dripping down her thighs.

Bella quickly turned the camera up to her own face, licking cum off her fingers and smiling like a devil. “That’s right, boys… you just watched a legendary bull fuck two sluts into oblivion… and we ain’t done yet.”

Herrick pulled out slowly, his cock still hard and twitching. Bella dropped to her knees again, cleaning him off with her tongue while Kimone slumped against the sink, staring at her reflection with glazed, blissful eyes.

Finally, Kimone turned, eyes shining with grateful lust. “Thank you… oh my God… I ain’t never had nothin’ like that in my life…”

Bella grinned and kissed her deeply, tongues dancing together.

Herrick stepped back, panting, his chest heaving. “We need to get back to that truck… y’all got me empty, but I ain’t done yet.”

Kimone laughed, her voice husky and ruined. “Next time… maybe in the truck… or maybe right in this diner in front of everybody…”

Bella squealed, clapping her hands. “Yessss! More content! More fans! More cum!”

Herrick reached down, gripping Bella’s hair and yanking her up to him. “You two ain’t going nowhere… we finishing this on the road.”

Kimone giggled, adjusting her torn panties, already imagining round two—or three.

And with that, they burst from the restroom, cum still dripping down their thighs, their minds and bodies wrecked but hungry for more.

Outside, the stars blazed bright, the highway stretched endless and dark, and Herrick’s truck waited—a rolling den of sin and pleasure, ready for the next filthy chapter of their wild adventure.


CHAPTER 4




The highway stretched out under a star-streaked sky, the roar of Herrick’s rig echoing across the empty asphalt. Inside the cabin, the atmosphere was molten, hotter than any Texas summer night.

Kimone and Bella were draped across the seats like offerings at a feast—both women sweaty, flushed, and already dripping before Herrick even touched them again.

Bella, always hungry for more, flipped on her GoPro, aiming it at her own flushed face, her blue eyes wild and sparkling with sin. "Round four, boys... and you thought we were done? Daddy's got enough dick to last all night long," she purred into the camera, tongue flicking out to tease her bottom lip.

Herrick reached across, grabbing her by the hair, pulling her closer so their lips nearly touched. "Turn that camera on your face when you take this black cock in your ass tonight. Let every subscriber see you get ruined," he growled, his voice vibrating through her entire body.

Bella moaned, shivered, and immediately adjusted the camera.

Kimone, meanwhile, was already bent over the console between the seats, her thick brown ass high in the air, her juicy pussy glistening under the truck’s cabin light.

Herrick didn’t waste another second. He spat on his massive black cock, smeared it around the swollen head, and then pressed the tip firmly against Kimone’s tight, quivering asshole.

"Ohhhh God, yesssss!" Kimone screamed, arching her back, her cheeks jiggling with each tiny forward nudge.

Herrick pushed deeper, splitting her open inch by monstrous inch. Kimone’s mouth fell open, her nails scraping against the dashboard as she felt every impossible stretch.

"Take it, old bitch. Take this big black dick in your ass," Herrick snarled, his hands gripping her hips like iron.

"YES! YES! OH FUCK! I'M TAKING IT! I'M YOUR DIRTY WHORE!" Kimone screamed, her voice echoing in the cab.

Bella's camera caught every wet, obscene thrust. The mic picked up the slap of Herrick’s heavy balls against Kimone's ass, the squelch of her holes being split and filled, the guttural growls from Herrick’s chest.

Bella turned the camera to her own pale, round ass and gave it a spank, her fingers leaving red prints. "Guess who's next for this black battering ram?" she moaned, winking at the camera.

Herrick pulled out of Kimone’s ass with a loud, wet pop and immediately turned to Bella. He grabbed her, forcing her to arch over the seat, her big tits pressing into the cushion. He lined up at her asshole, which puckered in anticipation, glistening with spit and lube she’d quickly squirted on herself.

"OH FUCK, YES! PUT IT IN MY ASS! FILM THIS! FILM IT ALL!" Bella shrieked, her voice trembling.

Kimone, exhausted but gleeful, scrambled for the camera, now acting as Bella’s personal filmer. She panned in close, getting every brutal push as Herrick forced his monster cock into Bella’s tight, pale hole.

Bella's mouth dropped open, her eyes rolling back. "OH GODDDDDD! YES! YESSSS! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!" she howled.

Herrick slammed into her harder, the entire truck rocking side to side on its suspension. His huge black balls smacked up against her creamy cheeks, sweat dripping from his forehead onto her back.

Kimone zoomed in, capturing every inch sliding in and out, the stretched ring of Bella’s ass hugging Herrick’s shaft desperately.

"You see this shit, y’all? This is how a real slut takes a black bull in the ass," Kimone crooned into the camera, her own fingers furiously rubbing her soaked pussy as she filmed.

Bella clawed at the seat, her eyes wide, drool sliding from her lips as Herrick used her like she was nothing but a tight toy.

"YOU GONNA CUM IN THIS ASS? FILL ME UP?!" she screamed.

"Fuck yeah," Herrick snarled, pounding her even harder, the entire cabin filling with the wet, obscene sounds of meat slapping meat.

After what felt like an eternity of savage thrusts, Herrick slammed deep and exploded, filling Bella’s ass with hot, heavy ropes of cum.

Bella went completely limp, her face mashed into the seat cushion, her body trembling. Kimone focused the camera on the cum leaking from her hole, her fingers slowly dipping in to scoop some up, licking it off and humming in satisfaction.

"Now that’s a meal," Kimone teased, winking at the camera.

Herrick staggered back, breathing hard. "We ain't done yet," he panted, grabbing both women by their hair.

They collapsed together, giggling and gasping, bodies tangled in sweat and cum as Herrick started the truck.

Later that night...

They rolled into a dusty little roadside motel—the "Moonlight Inn," flickering neon barely lighting the cracked lot. Herrick parked right up front, his cock already twitching back to life at the thought of another round.

They burst into the room, door slamming shut behind them. The bedsheets looked cheap, but neither of them cared—all they saw was space to destroy.

Bella wasted no time. She flipped her GoPro on again, pointed it at her own dripping pussy. "Mmm... daddy’s about to break this hole again… watch me cum, boys…" she moaned, sliding two fingers in and out, her slick sounds echoing.

Herrick grabbed Kimone and threw her onto the bed like a ragdoll. Her thick brown ass landed with a bounce. Before she could even gasp, he climbed up behind her, yanked her legs wide, and rammed his cock into her drenched pussy.

"OH JESUS FUCK!" Kimone howled, her body bouncing forward with each slam.

Bella crawled over, recording from inches away as Herrick’s heavy balls swung up and smacked Kimone’s clit, her juices spraying across the sheets.

"Y'all see that shit? Those balls are destroying her!" Bella giggled, using her free hand to rub herself furiously.

Kimone's eyes rolled up, her hands gripping the headboard. "OH GOD! YES! KILL THIS PUSSY! FUCK ME LIKE IT'S THE LAST ON EARTH!" she screamed.

Herrick flipped her, forcing her into a reverse cowgirl. Her ass clapped with each upward thrust, his hands slamming her hips down onto his shaft.

Bella filmed from underneath, getting the perfect angle of Kimone’s gaping, stretched pussy swallowing Herrick’s cock, each wet thrust leaving trails of creamy slickness on his shaft.

Kimone moaned wildly, her tits bouncing, sweat flying off her forehead.

Suddenly, her cellphone rang.

Kimone glanced at it, her expression twisting between fear and desperate arousal.

"Ain’t you gonna answer that?" Herrick barked, still slamming into her.

Kimone shook her head violently, her mouth hanging open. "NO! FUCK NO! Not when I’m getting the best dick of my life!"

She reached over, then reached for the cellphone and turned it off with trembling fingers.

Herrick roared in approval, gripping her hair and yanking her back, forcing her to arch deeper. He hammered her hole mercilessly, the bed slamming into the wall so hard the headboard cracked.

Bella laughed breathlessly, "Ohhh fuck, she’s addicted now! You see that, subscribers?! She turned off her husband for this black bull!"

Bella pushed the camera closer to Kimone's face, capturing every twitch, every eye roll, every wild moan.

Then Bella crawled up onto the bed, grabbing Herrick's cock as he pulled out of Kimone, licking it clean like a starving animal.

"Mmmm... my turn," Bella growled.

She ordered Kimone to hold the camera.

Kimone, dazed but eager, grabbed it and started filming, her hands trembling with lust.

Bella straddled Herrick, turned around to face away—reverse cowgirl. She lined that massive cock up with her pale asshole and slowly impaled herself, inch by thick inch, her mouth falling open in a silent scream.

Kimone moaned into the camera, "Ohhh lawd... that white ass is takin' it all..."

Bella started bouncing hard, slamming down so fast her ass clapped loudly. Herrick's hands grabbed her cheeks, spreading her wide to watch his shaft disappear inside.

Bella reached back and rubbed her clit furiously. "OH FUCK! I'M GONNA CUM! OH GODDDD!"

Kimone zoomed in, her own fingers slipping down to play with herself as she watched.

Herrick bucked up from below, meeting Bella’s thrusts, his balls slapping her so hard they echoed through the room. Bella screamed, squirted all over his belly, her juices flying across the sheets.

"FILM IT! FUCKING FILM IT!" Bella shrieked, grinding down and trembling.

Herrick grabbed her hips and flipped her forward, forcing her down onto her elbows, then ramming back into her ass at a savage pace.

Kimone was right there with the camera, her moans mixing with Bella's.

Herrick roared, pulling out and blasting Bella's back and ass with thick ropes of cum.

Bella collapsed forward, panting, giggling, drenched in his seed.

Kimone dropped the camera and dove in, licking up the cum, kissing Bella’s spine, moaning with pure addiction.

A week later...

Bella sat in a plush penthouse suite in Dallas, her laptop open in front of her. The video had gone viral on her OnlyFans—subscribers pouring in from all over the world. Thousands of dollars rolling into her account.

She laughed, swirling her expensive wine.

Tonight, she’d invited Herrick and Kimone to celebrate. The table was piled high with lobsters, steak, caviar, and rich desserts. They toasted, drank, and devoured everything.

Kimone looked transformed—glowing, happy, her eyes constantly darting to Herrick’s lap.

Bella stood, stripped naked slowly, her curvy silhouette framed by the city lights. "Tonight," she purred, "we’re gonna make another video... something even nastier."

Kimone practically ripped her dress off, while Herrick stood, his cock already hard and heavy.

They didn’t bother with the bed at first. Bella bent over the dinner table, steak plates crashing to the floor as Herrick buried himself deep inside her dripping pussy. Kimone licked Bella's tits, moaning, while Bella held a new 4K camera to her own face, capturing every raw, blissed-out expression.

They finally moved to the massive bed, where Herrick alternated between Bella and Kimone— pounding one, then the other, sometimes both at once.

Bella sat at the headboard, her legs spread wide, camera on her face as she fingered herself. Below, Kimone bounced on Herrick's cock in cowgirl, her ass rippling with every upward push.

Herrick flipped her over to reverse cowgirl, slamming into her so hard the entire penthouse echoed with slaps and cries. Kimone's eyes crossed, her mouth open in an endless scream.

"THIS! THIS IS WHAT I FUCKING NEEDED!" she wailed, her body convulsing in endless orgasm.

Bella leaned forward, her hand joining Herrick’s on Kimone’s hips. "That's right, mama... take it all... show them how it’s done!"

By the end of the night, they lay in a sweaty, cum-drenched heap, windows fogged up from the heat, city lights twinkling beyond.

Bella looked at the camera one last time, her face glowing. "Guess what, boys... this was just the beginning. Subscribe if you wanna see what we do next."

Herrick’s heavy breathing and Kimone’s blissful moans promised the world there was more to come.

Tonight, the suite came alive with wild, unstoppable passion—and a new empire of raw, filthy pleasure was born.
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