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CHAPTER ONE


CHAPTER ONE

The bass throbbed between my legs like a second heartbeat as I danced in the middle of the private club floor. I’d come alone on a dare, wearing the shortest black dress I owned and no panties—just the way I liked it when I wanted trouble.

Three men stepped out of the shadows like they owned the night itself.

Damon first—tall, dark-haired, suit stretched tight over broad shoulders. His eyes were pure predator. Ryder next—bald, tatted, muscles carved from years in the cage, sleeves rolled up to show veins that made my mouth water. Colt last—lean, ink everywhere, silver rings on every finger, that lazy smirk promising he’d ruin me slowly.

They circled me like wolves. Damon pressed against my front, Ryder against my back, Colt sliding in at my side. Three hard cocks—already thick and straining—rubbed against me through fabric.

“You’re coming with us, little slut,” Damon growled in my ear, voice like velvet over steel. “Tonight you’re ours.”

I should’ve been scared. Instead my pussy clenched so hard I whimpered.

They didn’t ask twice. Ryder’s huge hand slid straight up my dress, two thick fingers spearing into my soaked cunt without warning. “Fuck, she’s dripping,” he announced loud enough for the others to hear. “Tiny little hole already begging.”

Colt’s fingers joined Ryder’s, stretching me wider while Damon pinched both my nipples through the dress. “Good girl. Soak their fingers. Show us how bad you need three cocks tonight.”

They finger-fucked me right there on the dance floor, three thick digits pumping in and out of my pussy while strangers watched. My legs shook. My clit throbbed. I came hard, squirting down their wrists with a broken cry.

Damon licked my cum off his fingers like it was expensive whiskey. “VIP room. Now.”

They half-carried, half-dragged me through a hidden door. The second it locked, my dress was ripped over my head and I was shoved onto my knees in the middle of the leather couch.

Three zippers opened. Three massive cocks sprang free. All easily exceeding a foot in length, all massively thick.

Damon’s was long and thick, perfectly straight, already leaking. Ryder’s was a goddamn monster—girthy, veined, the head pierced with a thick silver bar. Jesus, it might be a foot and a half. Colt’s was slightly curved upward, the underside ridged with a ladder of piercings that glinted in the low light.

“Open that pretty mouth,” Ryder ordered.

I did. All three fed me their cocks at once—Damon down my throat, Ryder and Colt taking turns slapping their heavy shafts across my tongue and cheeks. Spit ran down my chin in thick strings. My mascara smeared. I gagged and moaned like the desperate whore they were turning me into.

Colt pulled out first and circled behind me. “Time to prep this tight little ass,” he purred. “You’re taking all three cocks tonight, baby—one in each hole.”

His spit-slick fingers circled my asshole, pressing in without mercy. One knuckle. Two. Three. He scissored me open while Damon fucked my face and Ryder jerked his pierced cock over my tits.

I came again just from the filthy stretch in my ass, pussy untouched, dripping onto the leather.

Colt added a second finger, then a third, pumping deep. “Look at that greedy hole swallowing me. You’re gonna love getting double-stuffed back here. You haven't lived until you've had two cocks in a single hole.”

The VIP room smelled like sex and expensive leather already, and we’d barely started.

Damon shoved me backward onto the wide leather sectional, spreading my thighs wide with rough hands. My pussy was still pulsing from the earlier fingering, slick and swollen, lips parted and begging. He didn’t waste time—ripped open a condom packet with his teeth (safety first, even for filthy rich bastards like these), rolled it down his thick length, and lined up.

“Eyes on me, slut,” he commanded.

I locked gazes with him as he notched the fat head at my entrance and slammed home in one brutal thrust. My back arched off the couch, a strangled scream ripping from my throat. He was so fucking deep—hitting that spot that made stars explode behind my eyes. My walls fluttered around him, trying to suck him deeper. God I loved big cocks.

“Good fucking girl,” Damon groaned, hips snapping forward again. “Taking my cock like you were made for it.”

Behind me, Colt was already on his knees between my spread legs, right above where Damon was buried balls-deep in my cunt. He spat directly onto my asshole—hot, wet, filthy—then rubbed the head of his curved, ladder-pierced cock against the tight ring.

“Relax that pretty ass for me, baby,” Colt murmured, voice low and teasing. “You’re gonna feel every single bar when I slide in.”

Ryder stepped up to my head, gripping my jaw and forcing my mouth open. “Keep sucking while they stuff you, whore. Don’t you dare stop.”

His pierced cock—thick, veined, that silver bar glinting—pushed past my lips. I hollowed my cheeks and took him deep, gagging as the metal dragged along my tongue. Spit bubbled at the corners of my mouth, dripping down my chin onto my tits.

Colt pressed forward.

The first bar popped past my rim with a wet, obscene sound. I moaned around Ryder’s cock, the vibration making him curse. Colt didn’t stop—inch by slow, burning inch, every ridge of his piercing stretched me wider. The stretch was insane—almost too much—my ass clenching desperately around the invasion while Damon kept pounding my pussy in steady, punishing strokes.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Colt hissed. “Squeezing me like a vice. Feel that, Damon? Her cunt’s gripping you harder every time I push deeper.”

Damon growled, fingers digging into my hips hard enough to bruise. “She loves it. Little anal slut’s dripping all over my balls.”

They found a rhythm—Damon slamming up into my pussy, Colt sinking deeper into my ass until I felt impossibly full. The thin wall between them rubbed them against each other through me. Every thrust made their cocks drag against each other inside my body, the friction sending lightning through my nerves.

I was shaking, sobbing around Ryder’s cock, tears streaming down my face from the overwhelming stretch and pleasure. My clit throbbed untouched, swollen and desperate.

Ryder pulled out of my mouth just long enough to slap his wet cock across my cheek. “Beg for it. Beg us to fuck you harder.”

“Please,” I gasped, voice wrecked. “Fuck my holes—both of them—don’t stop—need it—need you all—”

Colt bottomed out with a final, brutal thrust, his hips flush against my ass. The ladder piercings seated deep, every ridge pressing against sensitive walls. Damon ground against my cervix at the same time.

They started moving in earnest—opposite strokes at first, then syncing up until they were both pounding into me at the same brutal pace. My body jolted between them like a ragdoll. Wet, filthy sounds filled the room: the slap of skin, the squelch of my soaked pussy, the slick glide in my ass.

I came like a freight train—screaming, convulsing, pussy and ass clamping down so hard they both groaned in unison. My juices gushed around Damon’s cock, soaking his thighs. Colt’s piercings dragged through my spasming ass, prolonging the orgasm until I was a trembling, drooling mess.

They didn’t stop. Just kept fucking me through it, using my holes like they owned them.

Ryder shoved back into my mouth, fucking my throat in short, sharp thrusts. “That’s it. Milk them. Show us what a perfect little DP slut you are.”

My body was still trembling from the double penetration, legs like jelly, pussy and ass throbbing with that delicious, used ache. But they weren’t done—not even close.

Ryder scooped me up like I weighed nothing, his massive arms flexing as he carried me to the center of the room. There was a low, padded bench there—perfect height, no backrest, designed exactly for this kind of depravity.

“On your hands and knees, slut,” he ordered, voice rough. “We’re gonna fuck you properly now. Deeper. Harder. Until you forget your own name.”

I scrambled onto the bench, ass up, back arched, knees spread wide on the soft leather. My holes were already gaping obscenely from the earlier stretch—pussy lips puffy and shiny, asshole winking and slick with lube and Colt’s spit.

Damon moved first this time. He knelt behind me, that long, thick cock still rock-hard and glistening from my cum. He rubbed the fat head up and down my crack, teasing my sore rim.

“Ass this time,” he growled. “I want to feel how deep I can go in this tight little hole.”

He pressed forward—no slow entry. One brutal thrust and half his length was buried in my ass. I screamed, fingers clawing the leather. The angle was different on all fours—deeper, more invasive. He bottomed out with a grunt, balls slapping my soaked pussy. I felt him displace my cervix, forcing a noticeable bulge in my stomach.

“Fuck yes,” Damon hissed. “Look at that greedy ass swallowing every inch. You were born to take cock back here.”

Colt slid underneath me on the bench, lying on his back, legs spread. His pierced cock stood straight up like an invitation. He gripped my hips and pulled me down until the curved head nudged my dripping entrance.

“Ride it, baby,” Colt purred. “Sink that sloppy cunt down on me while Damon reams your ass.”

I lowered myself, whimpering as both cocks filled me again—this time from below and behind. The new position let them grind against each other even more obscenely through that thin wall. Colt’s ladder piercings dragged along my front wall with every inch, while Damon’s long shaft speared so deep I swear I felt him in my stomach, maybe even my chest.

Ryder stepped in front of my face, fisting his pierced monster cock. The silver bar at the tip was already dripping pre-cum.

“Open wide,” he commanded. “Throat only. No hands. You’re gonna choke on this while they DP you. Make you airtight”

I parted my lips and he didn’t hesitate—pushed straight to the back of my throat in one smooth glide. The piercing hit the roof of my mouth, then slid deeper. I gagged hard, tears instantly spilling, but he held my head in place with both hands tangled in my hair.

They started moving.

Damon and Colt found a punishing rhythm—Damon pulling almost all the way out of my ass before slamming back in, Colt thrusting up into my pussy to meet him. Every collision made my body jolt forward, forcing Ryder’s cock deeper down my throat.

The sounds were filthy: wet slaps of skin on skin, the squelch of my stuffed holes, my muffled gags and moans vibrating around Ryder’s shaft. Spit poured from my mouth in thick ropes, dripping onto Colt’s abs below me. My tits bounced wildly with each thrust.

“Feel that?” Damon growled, spanking my ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. “Two cocks owning your holes. Stretching you wide. You’re leaking everywhere—such a messy little whore.”

Colt reached up and pinched my clit between his fingers, rolling it roughly. “Cum for us again. Squeeze us both. Milk our cocks while we fuck you raw.”

The combination—Damon’s deep ass-pounding, Colt’s pierced cock grinding my G-spot, Ryder choking me with every brutal thrust—sent me over the edge fast. I came screaming around Ryder’s dick, body convulsing, pussy and ass clamping down in violent spasms.

They didn’t slow. Just fucked me through it, harder, faster. Damon’s thrusts turned erratic, hips snapping like he was chasing his own release. Colt’s piercings dragged mercilessly, prolonging my orgasm until I was sobbing, oversensitive, begging incoherently around the cock in my throat.

Ryder pulled out first, strings of spit connecting my swollen lips to his shaft. He stroked himself furiously over my face.

“Gonna paint this pretty face soon,” he rasped. “But first—beg for all three at once. Beg us to fill every fucking hole together.”

I gasped for air, voice wrecked. “Please… need it… all three cocks… fill me… use me… please—”

My body was still trembling from the double penetration, legs like jelly, pussy and ass throbbing with that delicious, used ache. But they weren’t done—not even close.

Ryder scooped me up like I weighed nothing, his massive arms flexing as he carried me to the center of the room. There was a low, padded bench there—perfect height, no backrest, designed exactly for this kind of depravity.

“On your hands and knees, slut,” he ordered, voice rough. “We’re gonna fuck you properly now. Deeper. Harder. Until you forget your own name.”

I scrambled onto the bench, ass up, back arched, knees spread wide on the soft leather. My holes were already gaping slightly from the earlier stretch—pussy lips puffy and shiny, asshole winking and slick with lube and Colt’s spit.

Damon moved first this time. He knelt behind me, that long, thick cock still rock-hard and glistening from my cum. He rubbed the fat head up and down my crack, teasing my sore rim.

“Ass this time,” he growled. “I want to feel how deep I can go in this tight little hole.”

He pressed forward—no slow entry. One brutal thrust and half his length was buried in my ass. I screamed, fingers clawing the leather. The angle was different on all fours—deeper, more invasive. He bottomed out with a grunt, balls slapping my soaked pussy.

“Fuck yes,” Damon hissed. “Look at that greedy ass swallowing every inch. You were born to take cock back here.”

Colt slid underneath me on the bench, lying on his back, legs spread. His pierced cock stood straight up like an invitation. He gripped my hips and pulled me down until the curved head nudged my dripping entrance.

“Ride it, baby,” Colt purred. “Sink that sloppy cunt down on me while Damon reams your ass.”

I lowered myself, whimpering as both cocks filled me again—this time from below and behind. The new position let them grind against each other even more obscenely through that thin wall. Colt’s ladder piercings dragged along my front wall with every inch, while Damon’s long shaft speared so deep I swear I felt him in my stomach.

Ryder stepped in front of my face, fisting his pierced monster cock. The silver bar at the tip was already dripping pre-cum.

“Open wide,” he commanded. “Throat only. No hands. You’re gonna choke on this while they DP you.”

I parted my lips and he didn’t hesitate—pushed straight to the back of my throat in one smooth glide. The piercing hit the roof of my mouth, then slid deeper. I gagged hard, tears instantly spilling, but he held my head in place with both hands tangled in my hair.

They started moving.

Damon and Colt found a punishing rhythm—Damon pulling almost all the way out of my ass before slamming back in, Colt thrusting up into my pussy to meet him. Every collision made my body jolt forward, forcing Ryder’s cock deeper down my throat.

The sounds were filthy: wet slaps of skin on skin, the squelch of my stuffed holes, my muffled gags and moans vibrating around Ryder’s shaft. Spit poured from my mouth in thick ropes, dripping onto Colt’s abs below me. My tits bounced wildly with each thrust.

“Feel that?” Damon growled, spanking my ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. “Two cocks owning your holes. Stretching you wide. You’re leaking everywhere—such a messy little whore.”

Colt reached up and pinched my clit between his fingers, rolling it roughly. “Cum for us again. Squeeze us both. Milk our cocks while we fuck you raw.”

The combination—Damon’s deep ass-pounding, Colt’s pierced cock grinding my G-spot, Ryder choking me with every brutal thrust—sent me over the edge fast. I came screaming around Ryder’s dick, body convulsing, pussy and ass clamping down in violent spasms.

They didn’t slow. Just fucked me through it, harder, faster. Damon’s thrusts turned erratic, hips snapping like he was chasing his own release. Colt’s piercings dragged mercilessly, prolonging my orgasm until I was sobbing, oversensitive, begging incoherently around the cock in my throat.

Ryder pulled out first, strings of spit connecting my swollen lips to his shaft. He stroked himself furiously over my face.

“Gonna paint this pretty face soon,” he rasped. “But first—beg for all three at once. Beg us to fill every fucking hole together.”

I gasped for air, voice wrecked. “Please… need it… all three cocks… fill me… use me… please—”

We didn’t make it far.

After the triple penetration wrecked me on the couch, they half-carried, half-dragged my limp, cum-smeared body into the private VIP bathroom attached to the room. The shower was massive—glass walls, multiple heads, steam already rising because someone (probably Colt) had cranked the hot water.

I was still shaking when they shoved me under the spray. Warm water pounded my skin, washing away streaks of spit, cum, and sweat, but not the ache between my legs or the delicious soreness in my holes.

Damon pinned me face-first against the cool tile wall, my tits flattened, nipples scraping with every breath. His hands spread my ass cheeks wide, exposing my puffy, gaping rim to the steam.

“Look at this,” he murmured, voice dark with satisfaction. “Still leaking. Still open. You’re not done yet, are you, little slut?”

I whimpered, shaking my head. “No… need more… please…”

Ryder stepped in behind Damon, his pierced cock already hardening again under the hot spray. Colt moved to my front, lifting one of my legs and hooking it over his hip so my pussy was spread and vulnerable.

“Double again,” Colt said, grinning wickedly. “But this time we’re gonna make you squirt so hard the floor’s gonna flood.”

Damon didn’t bother with more lube—just used the warm water and the slick remnants of earlier loads. He notched his cock at my ass and pushed in slow, letting me feel every thick inch stretch me open again. My rim fluttered around him, greedy despite the burn.

At the same time, Colt lined up with my dripping cunt and thrust upward, burying himself in one smooth glide. The dual penetration under the pounding shower felt even more intense—water sluicing between us, making every slide slicker, louder.

They fucked me standing like that, pinned between them, my body jolting with each synchronized thrust. Ryder pressed in close from the side, forcing two thick fingers into my mouth to suck while his other hand found my clit and rubbed merciless circles.

“Cum on their cocks,” Ryder growled. “Show us how much you love being their fucktoy.”

The pressure built fast—too fast. Colt’s ladder piercings dragged my G-spot relentlessly while Damon’s long cock speared my ass so deep I felt it in my core. Ryder’s fingers on my clit were ruthless.

I shattered.

My scream echoed off the tiles as I squirted hard—clear fluid gushing around Colt’s cock, splashing against his abs and running down our legs in hot streams. My ass clamped down on Damon so tight he cursed, hips stuttering.

They didn’t stop. Kept pounding through my orgasm, drawing it out until I was sobbing, legs trembling, barely able to stand.

Colt came first this time—growling as he buried deep in my pussy and filled me with another hot load (they’d ditched condoms somewhere in the haze; I was too far gone to care). Damon followed seconds later, pulsing in my ass, marking me inside again.

Ryder pulled his fingers from my mouth, replaced them with his cock, and fucked my throat in short, brutal strokes until he came too—pulling out at the last second to paint my tits with thick ropes that the shower immediately began to wash away.

We stayed like that under the water for long minutes—three cocks softening inside and against me, hands roaming possessively over my bruised, satisfied body.

“You’re ours now,” Damon whispered against my ear. “Every hole. Every night.”

I could only nod, boneless and blissed out.

Sunlight filtered through the blackout curtains of the penthouse suite they’d carried me to sometime after 3 a.m.

I woke up in the center of a massive bed, naked, deliciously sore, and deliciously surrounded.

Damon was on my left—arm slung possessively over my waist, face buried in my neck, already half-hard against my thigh even in sleep.

Colt was on my right—tracing lazy circles around one of my bruised nipples with a fingertip, smirking when he saw my eyes flutter open.

Ryder was at the foot of the bed, scrolling on his phone, but the second he noticed I was awake, he tossed it aside and crawled up between my legs.

“Morning, our little anal queen,” he rumbled, voice still rough from last night. He spread my thighs wide, exposing my puffy, well-used holes to the cool air. “Still leaking us?”

I bit my lip, nodding. I could feel the slow trickle of their cum from both lower holes—proof they’d each taken me bare at least twice more in the dark hours.

Colt leaned down and sucked a nipple into his mouth, tongue flicking the piercing he’d given me with a silver bar sometime around dawn. “We’re keeping you,” he murmured against my skin. “Full-time. Our perfect little fucktoy.”

Damon stirred, hand sliding down to cup my mound possessively. “Say it.”

I arched into their touches, already wet again despite everything.

“I’m yours,” I whispered, voice hoarse. “All three of you. Every hole. Whenever you want.”

Ryder grinned, lowering his head until his tongue flicked my swollen clit. “Good girl. Now spread wider. Breakfast is served.”

As his mouth sealed over my pussy and two thick fingers pushed into my still-gaping ass, I knew this was only the beginning.

They’d claimed me completely.

And I’d never wanted anything more.

e shower immediately began to wash away.

We stayed like that under the water for long minutes—three cocks softening inside and against me, hands roaming possessively over my bruised, satisfied body.

“You’re ours now,” Damon whispered against my ear. “Every hole. Every night.”

I could only nod, boneless and blissed out.
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