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Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT 40K WORD NOVEL! Strong breeding kink and anonymous sex between a 22 year old woman and older men. 


See the trigger warnings at the end of the book – you've been warned!

Book 15 of Lily Corbett's "Taboo Tales" series of very naughty books!


1: DEAD END DECISION
Dead End or Breeding Ground?


Istumbled through the door at two forty-seven in the morning, keys hitting the coffee table with a clatter. Kicked my sneakers off. The apartment reeked of stale cigarette smoke bleeding through the walls and my own sweat mixed with fryer grease from the QuikStop.

Another shift done. Another eight hours of ringing up energy drinks for truckers who stared at my tits and never tipped.

I peeled off my shitty QuikStop polo, the cheap fabric clinging to my sweaty skin. The name tag hung crooked. Maya. Like anyone at work gave a shit what my name was. I was just the night shift girl with big tits who restocked Marlboros and smiled when gross dudes asked if I came with the Red Bull.

Standing in my sports bra and shorts, I caught my reflection in the bathroom mirror. Dark circles under my eyes. Hair pulled back in a ponytail that'd gone limp six hours ago. I touched my stomach, flat and soft, and imagined it swollen. Round. Full of something that needed me.

Not yet. But soon.

I shook my head and walked to the futon.

The neighbors were at it again through the thin walls. A man shouting something about bills. A baby wailing two doors down, constant and shrill. The AC unit rattled in the window, struggling against the valley heat that never fucking quit.

This was every night. Work, home, phone, sleep, repeat. I was twenty-two and already felt like I was dying.

I collapsed onto the futon and grabbed my phone. The screen lit up the dark room. This was my real life. Not the fluorescent hell of the gas station. Not this suffocating shithole apartment. The screen. The videos. The filth I craved.

I pulled up my usual site, scrolling past thumbnails I'd fingered myself to a hundred times already. Missionary, doggy, blowjobs, threesomes. All of it felt boring now. Rehearsed bullshit. Fake smiles and moans that sounded like someone was getting paid by the minute.

I need something real.

Then something new popped up in my feed.

"Breeding Slut Takes Load After Load at Gloryhole"

My thumb stopped. The thumbnail showed a woman on her knees, mouth open, cum on her face. Anonymous, raw, and real as fuck.

Yes.

I clicked.

The video loaded. A woman, maybe thirty, brunette like me but thinner, kneeling in a small booth with dark walls. A circular hole at waist height. She wore nothing but a black bra, tits hanging heavy, and then a cock slid through the hole.

Thick. Hard. Anonymous.

Fuck.

She didn't hesitate. Her hand wrapped around it, stroking slow, then her mouth was on it. The sounds were wet and obscene. Gagging, slurping, spit dripping. The man on the other side groaned, deep and rough.

"That's it. Take it all."

She pulled back, spit dripping from her lips, and looked straight at the camera. The expression on her face made my cunt clench hard. She looked happy. She looked powerful. She looked fucking free.

"Please," she said, staring at the cock. "Fill me. I need it."

God, yes.

He thrust through the hole, fucking her mouth, and when he came she swallowed everything. Licked her lips. Smiled.

Then another cock appeared in a second hole on the opposite wall.

My hand slid into my shorts.

I was already soaking. My fingers found my clit, slick and swollen, and I started circling it slow. My other hand squeezed my tit through my sports bra. Nipples hard as fuck. I watched the woman move to the second cock that'd appeared.

This one was darker. Bigger. She stroked it with both hands, moaning, and then she begged.

"Knock me up. I don't care who you are. Just fill me."

Holy fuck.

The man groaned something in Spanish. She turned around, got on her hands and knees on the bench, and backed up against the hole. The cock slid into her from behind, and she cried out.

"Yes. Fuck. Breed me."

I want that. I want exactly that.

I shoved my shorts down, spread my legs wide. Two fingers easily slid inside myself, my thumb working my clit. I was fucking drenched. The wet sounds from the video mixed with the wet sounds of my own cunt. I pumped my fingers, curling them, hitting that spot that made my thighs shake.

The woman on screen was taking it hard. Her tits bounced with every thrust, her mouth open in a constant moan. The man behind the wall grunted, slammed deep, and she screamed.

"Cum in me. Please. Give me your baby."

Yes. God, yes.

He did. I watched his body tense through the hole, heard his groan, low and guttural. She shuddered, collapsed forward. When he pulled out, cum dripped from her pussy, thick and white, running down her thigh.

Fuck. I need to be filled like that.

She didn't even clean up, just crawled to another hole where a third cock was already waiting, hard and ready.

I was close. So fucking close. My fingers worked faster, fucking myself hard, curling deep. I imagined myself in that booth. On my knees. Anonymous cocks sliding through holes in the wall. Men I'd never see using me, filling me, one after another. Strangers. Dozens of them.

I imagined their cum dripping down my thighs, pooling on the floor. Imagined it taking. Imagined my stomach swelling, round and full.

Mine. Something that's mine.

I came hard, gasping, my cunt clenching around my fingers. The orgasm hit like a fucking freight train, rolling through me in waves that left me shaking and breathless, and slumped back.

The video kept playing. The woman was sucking another cock now, cum still leaking from her pussy, dripping onto the bench. She looked so fucking alive.

I want to feel like that.

I lay there, chest heaving, fingers still slick with my own wetness. The thought hit me, clear and sharp.

I could do this, I could actually fucking do this.

I sat up, wiped my hand on my shorts. My phone still glowed beside me. I opened a new browser tab, fingers trembling, and typed: "adult theatres near me Stockton"

Results popped up. Seedy websites with shitty layouts. Crude descriptions. Anonymous reviews from men bragging about what they'd done.

I scrolled through them, pulse pounding in my throat.

"Stockton Adult Video" – closed permanently.

"Paradise XXX" – reviews complained about cops. No action.

Then I found it.

"Fantasy Palace Adult Entertainment – 2847 East Market Street"

Perfect.

I clicked. The website was basic as fuck. Just an address and hours. Open twenty-four seven. Private booths. Arcade. "Couples welcome."

The reviews made my cunt throb all over again.

"Best spot in Stockton if you know what you're looking for. Plenty of action in the back booths."

"Gloryholes in almost every booth. Got sucked off twice in one visit."

"Saw a woman in there last week. She took on three guys in the backroom. Fucking hot."

Three guys. Jesus.

I clicked on the address, pulled up Street View. The building looked exactly like I'd imagined. Rundown red concrete, blacked-out windows, a neon sign that probably flickered at night: "Fantasy Palace."

It was fifteen minutes from my apartment.

Fifteen fucking minutes.

I read more reviews, each one making me wetter. Men bragging about what they'd done there. What they'd seen. Crude descriptions of gloryholes and anonymous hookups and women who walked in looking for exactly what I wanted.

"Best head of my life. She swallowed every drop."

"Fucked a woman through the gloryhole. Didn't even see her face. Perfect."

"If you're looking for no strings, this is the place."

No strings. No names. Just cock.

My fingers drifted back between my legs. I was still sensitive from the first orgasm, my clit swollen and tender, but I didn't care. I stroked myself slow, reading review after review, imagining walking through that door.

What would it smell like? Cum and sweat and cheap disinfectant, probably. What would it sound like? Porn blaring from the booths, men groaning, the wet slap of skin on skin.

What would it feel like to kneel in one of those booths and wait?

I came again, softer this time, a slow rolling wave instead of a crash. My head fell back against the futon. I stared at the ceiling, panting.

The neighbor's TV was blaring porn through the wall now. Some woman getting railed, fake moaning at full volume. The irony wasn't lost on me.

I saved the address in my phone. Set it down. Touched my stomach again, flat and soft.

This is it. This is how I get what I want.

I didn't need a boyfriend. Didn't need some guy asking how my day was or pretending to care about my feelings. I didn't need flowers or dates or bullshit romance. I needed cock. I needed cum. I needed a baby.

Something that was mine. Someone who needed me.

The women I saw at work with babies on their hips looked exhausted as hell, but they looked like they mattered. Like they had a purpose. I watched them buy diapers and formula, watched the way they smiled down at those tiny faces. I ached.

I want that. I want someone who needs me.

I couldn't afford IVF. Didn't even know where to start with that bullshit. Sperm banks required paperwork, appointments, questions I didn't want to answer, money I didn't fucking have.

But this? This I could do.

I thought about the woman in the video. Her smile. Her power. She'd chosen that. Walked into that booth knowing exactly what she wanted and taken it.

I can do the same.

I had a shift Thursday night, then I'd be off Friday. I could go then. Late, when it was busy. When men were desperate and anonymous and wouldn't ask questions.

I'd walk in. Find a booth. Lock the door. See what happened.

Maybe I'd just watch at first. Get a feel for the place.

Or maybe I'd touch. Stroke a cock through the hole, see how it felt to have that kind of power.

Or maybe I'd do more. Open my mouth. Spread my legs. Take what I need.

I didn't know yet.

But I was going.

The decision settled over me, and for the first time in months, I felt lighter. No more fantasizing. No more scrolling through videos and wishing. I was doing this.

I closed my eyes, hand resting on my stomach. Two days. I could wait two days.

My cunt was still throbbing, still slick and swollen. I'd probably get myself off again before I fell asleep. And tomorrow night at work, I'd be distracted as fuck, thinking about Friday. Counting down the hours.

For the first time in months, I felt something other than numb.

I felt alive.
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Countdown to Cock

Beep. Cigarettes. Lotto tickets. Red Bull. Twelve fifty. Guy slides his twenty through the slot, eyes glued to my tits.

Not my face. Never my face.

I make change, shove it back through the slot. He takes it without a word, without looking at me. Just my tits. Door chimes. He's gone. Thirty seconds later, another one walks in.

Same shit. Different guy.

"Newports. And a scratcher."

I reach behind me for the cigarettes. His eyes track my ass in these jeans. I feel it - I always feel it. Ring him up, and hand him the ticket. He scratches it right there at the counter, blocking the guy behind him.

Loser. He crumples it, tosses it in the trash, and walks out without looking back.

I don't say anything. This is every shift. Scan, bag, repeat. I'm part of the counter. Part of the fluorescent lighting and shitty linoleum. Not a person. Just big tits attached to a cash register.

The lights buzz overhead. Same migraine hum they've been making for three years. AC rattles. Lottery machine beeps. The fryer in the back corner pops, chicken taquitos rotating under the heat lamp, shriveling into hard little turds nobody's buying.

I glance at the clock. 3:47 PM.

Six hours and thirteen minutes left.

My cunt throbs.

It's been throbbing since I woke up at two this afternoon, soaked through my panties before I even stood up. I've been dripping all day. Can't stop thinking about tonight. The theatre. The gloryholes. The strangers who'll fill me.

I shift behind the counter, squeeze my thighs together. Doesn't help. Makes it worse. The ache spreads, hot and slick.

Another customer. White guy, forties maybe, wedding ring, polo tucked into khakis. Grabs a six-pack of Bud Light and Doritos. Stares at my tits while I scan the beer.

"Anything else?"

"Nah." Eyes don't move.

"Fourteen seventy-five."

He pays. Leaves. I watch him through the window, cracking open a beer in the parking lot before he even starts his car. Drives off.

Some people have lives that matter. Families waiting at home. Dinner on the table. Someone who gives a shit if they show up.

I have this. Fluorescent lights and men who stare at my tits and never tip.

At the theatre, I won't be invisible.

At the theatre, I'll be wanted. Used. Filled.

The thought makes me clench. Wetness seeps into my panties, warm and slick. I'm gonna leave a wet spot on this stool by the end of my shift.

Door chimes.

This time it's a woman. Twenty-five, maybe. Pregnant as fuck. Her belly's huge, straining against a yellow sundress, round and tight and right there in front of me. She waddles to the cooler, grabs a water, comes to the register.

I scan it. Can't stop staring.

"Just this, thanks."

"Four twenty-five."

She swipes her card, then smiles. Rubs her belly without thinking. Protective. Loving.

"God, she's kicking like crazy today."

I force a smile. "That's sweet."

She laughs, pays, leaves.

I watch her through the window. One hand on her belly, the other holding her water. Swollen feet stuffed into flip-flops. Hair in a messy ponytail. Dark circles under her eyes. She looks like shit.

But she looks happy.

She's got someone inside her. Someone who needs her. Someone who loves her already, tiny fists and feet kicking against her ribs.

Fuck, I want that so bad I can't breathe.

I press my palm against my stomach through the cheap QuikStop polo. Nothing there. Just soft belly and an ache I can't fill at this fucking register.

Soon. Soon that'll be me.

Tonight's the first step. I don't care if it's some stranger's baby. Don't care if I never know his name. I don't need a boyfriend. Don't need romance or flowers or someone who gives a shit about my feelings.

I just need to be bred.

I need strangers to fill me. Over and over. Until one of them takes. Until I have what that woman has. Until I matter.

My cunt pulses again. I squeeze my thighs together, feel the slickness. Fuck. I'm gonna be soaked through by ten.

Door opens. Another customer. I don't look up. Scan, bag, repeat. My mind's already gone. Already at the theatre. Already on my knees in a booth, mouth open, cunt dripping, waiting.
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6:30. Ralph shuffles out of the back office.

Fifty-one and badly balding. White undershirt stretched over his gut, coffee stains down the front. He reeks of stale sweat and cheap Old Spice, the kind that comes in a plastic bottle at the dollar store.

"Restock the Marlboros. We're low."

I nod. "Yeah."

Ralph stands too close. Always does. I squeeze past him toward the storage closet, feel his eyes crawling all over my ass. Whatever. Ralph's pathetic. They all are. Stare all you want. You'll jerk off in the bathroom later thinking about me. But you never dare touch.

Tonight I'm finding men who don't just stare.

Men who take.

I grab the carton of Marlboros off the shelf, haul it back out front. Climb the stepladder behind the counter. Ralph watches from the doorway, eyes locked on my jeans, the way they stretch when I reach up.

"You look tired."

"I'm fine."

"You working tomorrow?"

"Nope."

"Good. You need a break."

I climb down, shove the empty carton under the counter. Don't answer. Ralph lingers another few seconds, then shuffles back to his office. Door clicks shut.

I check the clock.

8:15 PM.

Hour and forty-five minutes.

Time drags. Every minute feels like ten. I ring up customers on autopilot. Truckers buying coffee and Monster. Night shift workers grabbing microwave burritos. Drunk guy stumbles in at 9:30, slurring, trying to buy another six-pack.

"No."

"C'mon, just one more."

"No."

He swears at me, but leaves, thank fuck.

I watch the clock. 9:47. Each minute drags. My cunt pulses. Almost. 9:58. I'm so wet I can feel it soaking through. 10:00.

I clock out in the back. Grab my purse from the locker. Peel off the QuikStop polo, pull on the black tank top I brought this morning. Adjust my bra, push my tits up. Pull out the dark red lipstick I stashed in the side pocket.

Ralph's in the office watching football. Doesn't notice me leave.

I walk out the back door, across the cracked parking lot. My car sits under the only working streetlight. Honda Civic, fifteen years old, dented bumper, check engine light permanently on.

Inside it smells like old fries and that cheap pine air freshener that never actually works.

I check myself in the rearview: mascara smudged from the shift. Dark eyes. Red lips. Tank top clinging to my tits.

I look different.

I feel different.

This is it.

I start the engine. Pull out my phone. Type "Fantasy Palace" into the GPS. Address pops up. 2847 East Market Street.

I pull out of the lot, hands shaking on the wheel. My heart pounds. My cunt throbs, slick and swollen. I've been wet all day.

Now I'm soaked.

GPS takes me through familiar streets. Pacific Ave, left on El Dorado. Past the abandoned check-cashing place, the taquería with the faded sign, the pawn shop with bars on the windows. Through residential blocks with chain-link fences and dogs barking behind them.

East Market Street is all industrial. Warehouses. Truck stops. Motels that rent by the hour.

And then I see it.

The building looks exactly like the photos I've been staring at for weeks. Single story. Dark red concrete. Blacked-out windows. Neon sign above the entrance flickers: "FANTASY PALACE" in pink and purple. Half the letters burned out. The "S" is just a dark outline.

Below it, smaller sign: "ADULTS ONLY, 24 HRS, ARCADE, PRIVATE BOOTHS."


2: THE FANTASY PALACE
Symphony of Filth


The parking lot is half full: beat-up trucks, sedans with dented bumpers, a couple motorcycles near the dumpster. Men who work with their hands. Men who fuck hard and don't ask questions.

I park near the back, away from the streetlight, and kill the engine. My hands shake on the steering wheel. My heart slams against my ribs. This is it. I'm really doing this.

The building waits for me: dark red concrete, blacked-out windows, that flickering neon sign casting pink and purple light across the cracked asphalt. FANTASY PALACE, with the "S" burned out. Classy.

I could leave right now. Start the car, drive home, pretend I never came here. But my cunt is throbbing, slick heat pooling between my thighs. I'm wet already, soaking through my panties, and I haven't even stepped out of the car yet. I'm not leaving.

I grab my purse and open the door. Cold night air hits my face, shocking after the stuffy heat of the car. I smell diesel from the trucks idling nearby, asphalt, something sharper underneath. Piss, maybe. Old cigarettes. The smell of men who don't give a fuck.

Every step toward that entrance feels massive, my sneakers scuffing against pavement. I hear voices somewhere, laughter, a door slamming. My heart pounds so hard I feel it in my throat, in my cunt, everywhere. What if someone sees me? What if someone I know is here?

What if they're not?

The metal door has a push bar, no handle. I press it. It's heavy, swinging open with a low groan that echoes in the empty entryway.

Fluorescent lights blast me, too bright, buzzing overhead like angry wasps. I squint, step inside. The door clangs shut behind me. Locked in. My pulse spikes.

The floor is sticky linoleum, yellowed and cracked. My sneakers peel slightly with each step. To my left, a counter behind scratched plexiglass. A man sits there: maybe fifty, balding, grey stubble, stained white tank top stretched over a soft gut. Reading a magazine. Coffee mug beside him. He doesn't look up. Doesn't care who walks in here. Seen it all before.

But then he glances up. His gaze drops straight to my tits, flicks to my face, then back to my tits. He doesn't smile. Doesn't look surprised. Just stares. Good. I want him to look. I want them all to look.

I walk to the counter. My voice comes out quieter than I want.

"How much?"

Fuck. I sound like a scared kid.

He sets the magazine down and leans back in his chair. "Twenty for the arcade. Booths have coin slots if you want the TV on. Bills or quarters, doesn't matter."

I dig the crumpled twenty from my purse and slide it through the slot at the bottom of the plexiglass. He takes it, hits a button. A buzzer sounds. The door to the left clicks open. The sign above it reads ARCADE in faded red letters.

"Enjoy."

He's already back to his magazine. Like I'm not even here. Like he sees girls like me every night.

Maybe he does.

I push through the door. It clicks shut behind me. Locked. I'm in.

The hallway is narrow, barely wide enough for two people to pass. Concrete floor painted black, worn down the middle from years of foot traffic. Red lights in sconces along the walls cast everything in this hellish glow. Doors line both sides, plywood with metal handles, numbers painted on them: 1, 2, 3. Some closed, some cracked open. Waiting.

Then I hear it. Moaning, slapping, wet sounds overlapping into a symphony of filth. Porn playing from multiple booths. A man groaning. Another grunting. The rhythmic thud of someone jerking off against a wall. Fuck. My cunt clenches.

Then the smell hits me: cum, thick and sharp, fucking everywhere. Sweat layered underneath. Disinfectant trying and failing to cover it. Something musky and old, soaked into the walls and floor. I breathe through my mouth, but I can still taste it, salt and bitterness coating my tongue. God, it's so dirty.

I'm getting wetter.

My cunt clenches, slick heat flooding between my thighs. I'm soaking, dripping wet, and I haven't even touched myself. I feel it with every step, my pussy slippery and aching, my panties clinging to me. This is so fucked up.

I love it.

A man walks past me: older, white, beer gut straining against a plaid shirt. He doesn't look at me. Keeps his eyes down, walks fast, disappears into Booth 3. Ashamed. Doesn't want to be seen here. Doesn't want anyone to know what he needs.

Another man leans against the wall near Booth 7, younger, Latino, arms crossed. Watching me. His gaze slides over my body, my tits, my ass, slow and deliberate. He doesn't say anything. Just stares. He's not ashamed. He wants me to know he's looking.

My nipples tighten. I keep walking, my legs shaky beneath me.

Booth 9 has its door cracked open. Empty.
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The First Taste

I pull the door shut behind me and throw the bolt. Flimsy piece of shit, but it clicks into place and my heart kicks. Locked in. I'm alone. Actually alone. With a gloryhole on each wall.

It's tiny in here. Maybe five feet wide. There's a bench along the back wall, wood smooth and dark from God knows how many bodies. TV screen up front. A shelf underneath with tissues, hand sanitizer, an ashtray full of crushed butts. The floor sticks to my sneakers. Every step peels away from the crud underneath. Years of cum. Decades of it. My pussy clenches.

The gloryholes.

One on each wall. Waist-high. Round. Maybe four inches across. The wood around them is smooth, worn down by hands and cocks and mouths. I stare at the left one. It's black inside. I can't see through. Is someone in there? Watching me? Waiting? My nipples go hard.

The smell is stronger in here. Cum and sweat, soaked into everything. The bench. The walls. The floor. Sharp and thick and layered. Years of men jerking off. Decades of cum. I'm wet before I even sit down.

I sit. The bench is sticky even through my jeans. I shift and feel it cling. Cum. Has to be. My cunt throbs.

From the booth next door, I hear sounds. Porn playing. Moaning. Wet slapping. Then a man groaning, low and rough. He's jerking off right there. Maybe ten feet away. My nipples tighten harder.

I dig into my purse, pull out my roll of quarters. My hands shake as I feed them into the coin slot. The machine clicks. Whirs. The screen spits to life.

Porn. Hardcore. No story. Just a woman on her knees with a cock sliding between her lips. She sucks him deep, gagging, spit dripping down her chin. He grabs her hair. Fucks her mouth. She takes it. Eyes watering. Mascara running. He pulls out and cums across her face. Thick ropes of it. She opens her mouth, catches what she can. Swallows. Smiles.

Fuck yes.

The screen switches. Same woman bent over a couch. A different man behind her. His cock is already inside her, pounding hard. She's moaning. Begging.

"Please. Fill me. I need it. Knock me up."

"Take it, slut. Every fucking drop."

He slams into her. Deep and rough. She arches, pushing back. Desperate. He groans, stills. He's cumming inside her. When he pulls out, I see it. Cum leaking from her cunt, dripping down her thighs. She reaches back, scoops it up. Pushes it inside again.

"Don't waste it. I need every drop."

That's me. That's what I want. Exactly that.

My hand goes between my legs. I press against my clit through my jeans, rubbing hard. Good. But not enough. Not even close.

I unbutton my jeans, shove them down with my panties. My cunt is bare. The air is cold. I gasp. I'm dripping. Wetness all down my thighs, slick and obvious. God, I'm such a slut.

I spread my legs. The bench creaks. I slide two fingers inside myself, easy, no resistance. My cunt clenches around them. I press my thumb against my clit, rubbing slow circles.

Yes. Fuck yes.

On the screen, another cock appears. The woman opens her mouth. Takes it. Sucks him while the other man fucks her from behind. She's moaning around the cock, muffled and desperate. They use her. Both of them. She loves it.

That's what I want. Two cocks. Three. As many as I can get.

I finger myself faster. Harder. My breath comes short. The wet sound of my fingers fills the booth. Loud. Shameless. The man next door can probably hear. Good. Let him hear. Let him know I'm in here getting myself off.

I imagine a cock sliding through the hole. Thick. Hard. Anonymous. I imagine wrapping my hand around it. Feeling it pulse. I imagine opening my mouth, tasting salt and pre-cum. I imagine getting on my knees, letting him fuck my mouth. Swallowing everything.

I imagine more. A different cock through the other hole. Two at once. Taking turns. Filling my mouth. My cunt. Filling me with cum until it drips from me.

Breed me. Knock me up. Make me matter.

My thighs shake. I'm close. So fucking close. My fingers move faster, thumb pressing hard against my clit. The pressure builds. Tight in my belly. Between my legs. Everywhere.

A knock on the wall. The left one, where the gloryhole is.

I freeze. My fingers stop. My heart is slamming. I can't breathe.

A man's voice, muffled through the wall.

"You gonna use that, sweetheart?"

Oh God. Oh fuck. He heard me.

I stare at the hole. Black and empty.

Say yes. Just say yes. This is why you're here.

My throat closes. I can't. I can't fucking speak.

Silence.

Another knock. Softer.

"Hello?"

Answer him. Do it.

But I can't. Fear has me. Even though my cunt is throbbing. Even though I'm dripping onto the bench. Even though part of me is screaming to say yes.

I hear him sigh. Shuffling. His door opening. Closing. Footsteps fading.

He's gone.

I'm alone.

My fingers are still buried inside me. Wetness dripping onto the bench. I'm shaking. I should've answered. I should've said yes. I should've seen his cock. Let him use me.

I wasn't ready. Not yet.

I start moving my fingers again. Slow, then faster. I need to finish. I need this.

I focus on the gloryhole. Imagine a cock appearing. Thick and hard. Imagine reaching for it. Wrapping my hand around it. Imagine licking the tip. Tasting pre-cum. Taking it into my mouth. Imagine him groaning. Thrusting. Filling my throat. Imagine him cumming. Hot and thick. Me swallowing every drop.

I imagine more. Him pulling out. Another cock appearing. Taking that one too. Being on my knees. Servicing strangers one after another. Them bending me over. Fucking me. Filling me. Cum dripping from my cunt. My thighs. Pooling beneath me.

Breed me. Please. Knock me up.

The orgasm slams through me. My cunt clenches hard around my fingers. My whole body locks up. I bite my lip to keep from screaming. Pleasure rips through me, everywhere, burning. My hips buck against my hand. I can't stop. I don't want to stop.

It fades slowly. I'm panting, sweating, dripping onto the bench.

I pull my hand out. My fingers are soaked. Shiny with it. I bring them to my mouth. Lick them clean. Salt. Musk. Me. This is what I taste like. This is what they're going to taste.

I pull up my jeans. Button them with shaking hands. My legs are weak. Unsteady.

I unlock the door. Step into the hallway. Red light. Thick air. Sounds from the other booths. Men groaning. Porn. Flesh on flesh.

A man passes me. Older. White. Eyes down. He doesn't look at me. Ashamed. I'm not. Not anymore.

I push through into the front room. Fluorescent lights. Bright and cold after the dark. Rick looks up. His eyes go to my tits, then back to his magazine.

"See you around, sweetheart."

He knows. He knows what I did in there.

I don't answer. Just push through the door into the night.

The air outside is cold. I breathe it in deep. My heart is still going. My cunt is still throbbing, sensitive and wet and wanting more.

I walk to my car. Unlock it. Slide into the driver's seat. I sit there. Engine off. Window cracked. Staring at the building. The neon sign flickers. Pink and purple light on cracked asphalt.

I did it. I went inside. Touched myself in that filthy fucking booth. Came so hard I couldn't see straight.

But I didn't say yes when he knocked. Didn't let him slide his cock through that hole. Didn't do what I came here to do.

I reach between my legs. Press my palm against my cunt through my jeans. Still sensitive. Still aching. Next time. Next time I won't freeze. Next time I'll say yes.

I start the car. The engine coughs. Sputters. Catches. I pull out of the lot onto East Market Street. Industrial buildings blur past. Dark and silent. I turn onto Pacific Avenue. Heading home.

My hands grip the steering wheel tight. My thighs press together, trying to stop the ache that's already building again. Tomorrow night. I'll go back tomorrow. Maybe the night after. But I'm going back.

I have to.

This is just the beginning.


3: FIRST TOUCH
Fertile Ground


9:30 PM. Hot water pounds my skin in the shower. Steam fogs the bathroom mirror until I'm just a ghost shape behind the mist. Good enough. I'm not getting ready for a fucking photo shoot.

The razor scrapes up my calves, my thighs. Then between my legs. Smooth. Bare. Sensitive as hell. Maybe some guy will put his mouth there tonight. Maybe he won't. Either way, I want to be ready when a cock slides in. No stubble burn on his dick. Professional courtesy, right?

I squeeze out cheap shampoo that smells like fake flowers, scrub my hair. Vanilla body wash next, too sweet and cloying, but it's all I've got. The scent clings to my skin as I rinse off. At least I'll smell better than the cum-soaked booth I'm about to spend the night in.

Water off. I stand there dripping, water running down my tits, my stomach, pooling at my feet.

I wipe steam off the mirror. My reflection stares back: skin flushed pink from the heat, hair plastered to my shoulders in wet ropes. My nipples are already stiff, and it's not from cold. It's because I know where I'm going. What I'm going to do. I press my palm to my flat stomach. The ovulation app on my phone pinged this morning: high fertility, peak window. My eggs are sitting there right now, waiting. Ready for some stranger's sperm to find them.

My body is primed. My cunt is ready. If I'm going to get knocked up by anonymous cock, tonight's when it'll take.

Statistics. Biology. Probability. Tonight's when it counts.

I grab the towel, dry off fast. Pad naked into my bedroom, carpet scratching my bare feet. Doesn't matter. In an hour I'll be on my knees on dirty tile, getting fucked by someone whose name I won't even ask. I yank open my closet. Cheap shit hanging there, nothing fancy, but I know exactly what I need.

Denim skirt. Short enough that my ass cheeks will peek out if I bend over. I step into it, zip it up. My hand goes to my underwear drawer, then stops. I grab a pair of panties, then throw them back. What's the point? Any man who wants under this skirt tonight won't want to waste time peeling off underwear. He'll just shove the denim up and slide right in. Easy access. That's the whole fucking idea.

White tank top next. Thin cotton, tight as hell, molding to every curve. No bra. My tits are heavy, bouncing when I move, and my nipples press dark and obvious against the white fabric. Anyone who looks is going to see exactly what I'm offering. And they will look.

Sneakers. Same beat-up Converse I always wear. Practical. I can run in these if I need to. Not that I'm planning on running anywhere except toward the first hard cock I find.

The full-length mirror on my closet door shows the whole picture. Skirt barely covering my ass. Thin white tank top with my nipples practically poking through the cotton. Damp hair hanging loose around my face. I look like I'm walking into a club to get picked up by the first guy who buys me a drink.

Except I'm walking into a porn theatre to get fucked by strangers.

Perfect.

I grab my purse, check my phone. 9:47 PM. Time to go.

The apartment door locks behind me. I clatter down the metal stairs, sneakers ringing on each step. A neighbor's TV blares through the thin walls, canned laughter and shouting. Someone yells in Spanish from an upstairs unit. A baby screams. The normal soundtrack of my shitty building.

My car's parked in the lot, dented bumper and check engine light that never turns off. I slide in, fire up the engine. It coughs, sputters, catches. Pull out onto Sonora Street.

The drive's muscle memory now. Ten, fifteen minutes through dead industrial blocks and stop lights. My thighs rub together every time I shift gears, and with no panties I feel everything: rough denim scraping my bare pussy, wetness already slicking my inner thighs. Jesus. I'm soaked and I haven't even hit the parking lot yet.

Last night replays in my head while I drive. That sticky booth. The hole cut in the wall. That man's voice rumbling through from the other side: "You gonna use that, sweetheart?"

And I fucking froze. Just sat there, mute and paralyzed, even though my pussy was throbbing so hard I thought I'd black out. Couldn't speak. Couldn't move. Couldn't do what every screaming nerve in my body wanted: reach through that hole and grab his cock.

Not tonight.

Tonight I'm going to touch. Stroke. Suck. Maybe bend over that bench and let some random dick stretch me open and pump me full of cum.

Maybe tonight I'll finally get what I came for.

My cunt clenches at the thought, squeezing out more wetness. I can smell myself in the closed car, musk and arousal thick in the air.

East Market Street. Warehouses and industrial lots blur past my windows, all of them dark and dead this time of night. Then the neon sign blazes ahead through the darkness: pink and purple letters, half of them buzzing and flickering like dying insects. FANTASY PALACE.

My palace. My kingdom of anonymous cock.

I pull into the back of the lot, same spot as last night. Away from the streetlights, tucked in shadow. Engine off. Keys drop into my lap. I sit there, just breathing for a second.

My pulse pounds in my neck, in my wrists, deep in my cunt. Wetness coats my inner thighs, warm and slick. The car reeks of arousal now, the sharp tang of pussy. I can smell myself. Anyone who gets close to me tonight will smell it too. They'll know I'm wet. Ready. Desperate.

Good. Let them know.

I climb out, lock the car. Every step toward that entrance makes my cunt throb harder. Cold night air bites my bare legs, makes my nipples ache against the thin tank top. The neon sign buzzes and flickers overhead, casting pink and purple shadows.

I look like I'm asking for it.

I am asking for it.

The heavy door swings open under my hand. Slams shut behind me with a metal clang that echoes.

Heat hits first, like walking into a wall. Then the smell: industrial disinfectant trying its best to drown out the permanent stink of old cum and stale sweat. It's not working. Fluorescent lights buzz overhead, harsh white tubes that make everything look washed out and cheap. The floor's tacky under my sneakers, sticky with God knows what. Probably been mopped once this month if they're feeling ambitious.

Rick's at the counter, hunched over the same porn magazine, nursing the same cup of coffee. He glances up. Sees me. His eyes go wide for half a second, then narrow as they crawl over my body like hands. Tits straining against white cotton. Bare legs under that short skirt. He smirks, slow and knowing.

"Back again, huh?"

Yeah, I'm back. Because last night I chickened out and tonight I'm going to fix that.

I don't answer. Just walk up to the counter, dig a twenty out of my purse, slap it down on the scratched plexiglass between us.

He picks up the bill, holds it to the light like maybe I'm trying to pass counterfeit cash for entry to a jerk-off palace. Counts it slow. Finally satisfied, he hits the buzzer under the counter. The door to the arcade clicks, unlocked.

"Have fun, sweetheart."

The way he says sweetheart makes it sound dirty. Like he knows exactly what kind of fun I'm planning to have.

Oh, I plan to, Rick. I fucking plan to.

I push through into the arcade hallway.

Red light washes over everything, dim and warm like the inside of a womb. Or the inside of a cunt, wet and waiting. The smell's thicker here, layered like sediment: old cum ground into the carpet and walls, fresh sweat, the sharp chemical bite of poppers, piss hiding under layers of cheap cherry air freshener. Muffled porn leaks from behind closed doors. Wet slapping sounds, exaggerated moans, men groaning low and guttural.

This is it. This is where it happens. Where I stop being invisible. Where I matter.

Men notice me immediately. An older white guy, sixty-something with a gut and thinning hair, scurries into Booth 3 like a cockroach caught in the light. Doesn't look at me. Ashamed, probably. Got a wife at home. Kids. Grandkids maybe.

A younger Latino dude leans against the wall near Booth 7, arms crossed, watching. Mid-thirties, work boots, paint-stained jeans. He stares, doesn't bother hiding it or pretending to be polite. His eyes drag down my body slow: tits jiggling in the tank top with every step, bare thighs under the short skirt, then lower. Like he's trying to x-ray through the denim to see what's underneath.

Nothing, buddy. There's nothing under this skirt but wet pussy.

I ignore him. Walk straight past, hips swaying more than necessary. Let him look. Let him wonder. Let him imagine shoving me into one of these booths and fucking me against the wall.

Maybe he will. Maybe I'll let him.

Booth 9. My booth. The door's closed but not locked. I push it open.

Empty. Dark except for the TV screen bolted to the wall, frozen mid-scene on some image of a woman's face painted white with cum. Her mouth open. Eyes glazed. Ruined.

That's going to be me soon. On my knees. Covered. Used. Filled.

Finally.

I step inside. The door clicks shut behind me.

The booth smells like every booth in this place: sweat, cum soaked into the upholstery, bleach that's lost the fight against biology. The bench is sticky under my hand when I touch it. The gloryhole is a perfect circle cut in the wall, waist-high, big enough for a cock to slide through. Big enough for me to see through to the booth on the other side if I lean close.

I sit down on the bench. It's still warm. Someone was just in here. Jerking off. Cumming. Maybe thinking about a woman like me walking in.

My cunt throbs. Wetness leaks onto the denim between my legs.

Okay. I'm here. I'm ready.

Now what?
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Appetizer

I shove quarters into the slot. The screen flickers to life, blue light flooding the booth before the porn kicks in. No warning. No menu. Just a woman on her knees, naked, tits heavy and swaying. Three men stand around her, cocks out, hard, waiting.

She's looking up at the camera, mascara smudged, mouth open. "Please," she moans. "Fill me. I need it. Breed me."

Yes. Fuck yes.

One of the men grabs her hair, shoves his cock into her mouth. She takes it all, throat bulging, eyes watering. He fucks her face, brutal and rough, and she just takes it. When he pulls out, she gasps, spit stringing from her lips to his cock.

"Good girl," he growls. "You want our cum?"

"Yes. God, yes. In me. All of you."

My hand is under my skirt before I can think. No panties. Just bare, wet pussy. My fingers find my clit, already slick, already swollen, and I start rubbing slow circles.

On screen, another man moves behind her, bends her over. She's on all fours now, mouth still wrapped around the first cock. The second man lines up, slams into her cunt. She moans around the dick in her mouth, muffled and desperate.

"Take it, slut," he grunts. "Every inch."

I'm so wet my fingers are dripping. I slide two inside, curl them up, press against that spot that makes my toes curl. My thumb stays on my clit, rubbing fast circles. The sounds fill the booth: her gagging, his grunting, the wet slap of him pounding into her.

On screen, he finishes. Slams deep, holds, groans. "I'm cumming. Take it. Fucking take it."

She whimpers, pushes back against him. When he pulls out, cum drips from her cunt, thick and white, running down her thighs.

"Next," she begs.

God, I want that. I want to be her.

I'm close. So fucking close. My cunt clenches around my fingers, throbbing, aching. But I pull them out, wipe them on the bench. Not yet. I'm waiting for something better.

Footsteps in the hallway. Heavy. Male. A door opens next to me, the booth on the left. I hear him settle in, coins clinking, his screen flickering to life. Porn starts playing, muffled through the wall.

My heart slams against my ribs. My fingers freeze.

This is it. This is why I'm here.

I lean forward, staring at the gloryhole. Just a dark circle cut into the plywood, waiting.

I listen. His breathing. The rustle of fabric. A zipper. Then the wet sound of him stroking himself.

Knock knock.

Two sharp raps on the wall, right next to the hole.

I freeze. My cunt clenches, empty and desperate.

Another knock. Louder.

"You there?" His voice is rough, impatient. Older maybe. Smoker's rasp.

I swallow. My voice comes out barely a whisper. "Yeah."

"Gonna help me out?"

I stare at the hole. Still dark. Still empty. But I know he's right there. Inches away. Cock in hand. Waiting.

I don't answer. I just lean forward.

And then I see it.

Something thick and hard pushes through the hole. The head emerges first, flushed dark red, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the slit. Then more. The shaft slides through, pale and veiny, pulsing. Cut. Maybe seven inches. Thick.

Fuck.

It just sits there. Anonymous. Disembodied. Just a cock. Nothing else.

My hand is shaking when I reach out.

The second my fingers wrap around him, he groans, the sound vibrating through the thin plywood wall.

"Fuck. Yes."

He's warm. Alive. Fuck, he's so warm. The pulse throbs under my palm, veins thick and raised along the shaft. I can feel his heartbeat in my hand. The head is slick with pre-cum, sticky against my fingers. I squeeze gently.

He groans again, louder. "Don't stop."

I'm not stopping. I'm never fucking stopping.

I start stroking. Slow at first. Up the shaft, over the ridge of the head, back down. Learning him. How he twitches when I squeeze. How his balls feel when I cup them, heavy and tight through the hole.

"Fuck," he gasps. "Just like that."

I stroke faster. My hand glides up and down, slick with his pre-cum now. It's leaking steadily, coating my fingers, making everything smooth and wet. The sound is obscene: wet and rhythmic, mixing with his groaning, the porn still playing on my screen.

On screen, the woman is getting fucked by the third man. He's pounding into her, hands gripping her hips. She's screaming. "Cum in me. Please. Breed me. I need it."

I need it too. Fuck, I need it so bad.

But not tonight. Tonight I'm just touching. Learning. Tasting.

The cock in my hand swells, thickening. The head flares. He's close.

"Shit," he grunts. "Gonna cum. You ready?"

I don't answer. Just stroke faster, squeeze tighter. My cunt is throbbing, untouched, dripping onto the bench. I'm so turned on I can't breathe.

He slams forward, the base of his cock pressing hard against the wall. His balls tighten in my other hand.

"Fuck. Fuck. Here it comes."

Then he erupts.

Hot cum spurts into my hand, thick ropes coating my fingers, my palm, dripping down my wrist. He spurts once, twice, three times, more than I expected. It's warm, almost hot, and so thick it clings to my skin instead of dripping off.

I don't let go. I keep stroking, milking him, squeezing every last drop out. He's groaning, gasping, his cock twitching and pulsing in my hand.

"Jesus Christ," he pants. "That was good. Fuck."

I sit back on the bench, holding my hand up in front of my face.

His cum pools in my palm, dripping down my wrist. Thick and white and still warm. I stare at it.

This is what I came for.

Not in my hand. But it's a start.

I hear him moving on the other side. The clink of his belt buckle, his zipper. His door opens, closes. Footsteps fade down the hallway.

He's gone.

I'm alone with his cum.

I bring my hand closer. Smell it. Sharp and musky, salt and raw sex. My cunt clenches.

I should wipe this off. Wash my hands.

But I don't.

I bring one finger to my mouth. Lick it.

Oh fuck.

Salt. Bitter. Thick enough to coat my tongue and cling to the roof of my mouth. I close my eyes, hold it there, let the taste soak in. Then I swallow.

It's thick going down, warm and slippery, coating my throat. My cunt clenches.

More.

I lick my finger clean. Then another. Then I press my whole hand to my mouth, tongue dragging across my palm, licking up every drop. The cum mixes with my spit, slick and obscene. I don't care. I don't stop until my hand is clean, just sticky residue and the smell still clinging to my skin.

I sit back, breathing hard.

My cunt is throbbing, untouched, dripping onto the bench. I slide my hand back under my skirt, fingers finding my clit, slick and swollen. I press down, rub fast circles, and I'm there, cumming so hard my thighs shake. My cunt clenches around nothing, pulsing, empty, desperate to be filled. I bite down on my lip, tasting blood, the orgasm tearing through me until I can't breathe.

When it fades, I'm shaking. Sweating. My hand still smells like him.

I pull my skirt down, smooth it over my thighs. Stand on wobbly legs. Unlock the door.

I step into the hallway and the smell slams into me. Cum and sweat and stale sex, years of it soaked into the carpet, the walls, the fucking air. Red light bathes everything. Porn sounds leak from every booth: men groaning, wet slapping, filthy words muffled through plywood.

I love it here.

A man is leaning against the wall near Booth 7. Older. Black. Grey beard, broad shoulders, wearing a faded band t-shirt. He's watching me. Sees me step out, sees the flush on my face, the way my legs are shaking. He smirks.

He knows.

I don't look at him. Just walk past, head down, legs wobbly. My cunt is still throbbing, still dripping. I can feel the wetness between my thighs with every step.

The front area is bright after the red-lit hallway. Fluorescent lights buzz overhead. Rick's behind the counter, same magazine, same bored lean. He looks up when I walk past. His eyes drop straight to my tits, nipples still hard and visible through my tank top, then lower, to my thighs.

He smirks. "See you tomorrow, sweetheart."

Yeah. You will.

I push through the heavy door without answering.

Cold night air hits my face, sharp and shocking. I suck in a breath, steady myself against the brick wall. The parking lot is dark, lit only by the flickering neon sign overhead. My car is where I left it, parked in the shadows near the back fence.

I walk across the cracked asphalt, unlock the driver's side door, slide into the seat. Close the door, lock it, and sit in the dark.

My hands are shaking. My cunt is still throbbing. My hand still smells like him: salt and musk and raw sex.

I bring my fingers to my nose. Inhale. My eyes close.

I lick them again. Just a little. Just to taste him one more time.

I'm coming back tomorrow night.

Next time, I'm going to use my mouth. Next time, I'm going to swallow every drop. I might not stop at one either.

And after that?

After that, I'm going to let them fuck me. Fill me. Breed me.

I start the engine. The check engine light glows orange on the dashboard, same as always. I put the car in reverse, back out of the space. Drive through the parking lot, past the dumpster, onto East Market Street.

The city slides past: warehouses, truck stops, motels advertising hourly rates. I turn onto El Dorado, then Pacific Avenue. Familiar, dead streets where nothing ever happens and nothing ever changes.

Except for me.

I'm changing.

I can still taste him on my tongue.

Tomorrow night. I'm going back.

And I'm not stopping until I'm pregnant.


4: BAPTISM BY STRANGERS


Ididn't bother with a ritual tonight. No careful preparation, no standing in front of the mirror psyching myself up. Just showered, dried off, threw on the same clothes I'd worn yesterday. Denim skirt, black tank top, nothing underneath. My nipples pressed hard against the thin fabric before I even left the apartment. I grabbed my keys and walked out.

The drive to East Market Street felt shorter this time. Muscle memory. I knew every turn now, every red light, every warehouse squatting in the dark like they were waiting for me. I parked in the same spot, that shadowed corner near the back fence where no one could see my plates. Killed the engine. Sat there.

Maybe ten seconds.

My cunt is already wet. Has been since I woke up this morning.

I got out, locked the car, walked across the cracked asphalt. The neon sign flickered overhead: FANTASY PALACE. Half the letters still burned out, the ones that worked buzzing like dying flies. I pushed through the heavy door, and the smell hit me first. Stale air conditioning, bleach failing to cover up the funk of old jizz.

Home.

Rick looked up from his magazine. Some car thing, grease-stained pages. He grinned when he saw me.

"Three nights in a row. You're a regular now."

I handed him a twenty through the slot in the plexiglass. Didn't say anything. Didn't need to.

He buzzed me through.

The hallway slammed into me the same way it always did. Red light bleeding from the fixtures like the walls were cut open and raw. Thick smell of cum and disinfectant fighting each other, neither one winning. Porn sounds bleeding through every door, moans and groans and fake screaming. My heart kicked up, but not from nerves.

Hunger.

Booth 9 was empty. I walked straight there, stepped inside, locked the door behind me. The click echoed in the tiny space.

The bench was warm. Someone had just been here. Some guy jerking off to the same shit I pretend to watch. I could smell him. Fresh sweat, fresh cum, that sharp musk that means he finished and bolted. I sat down anyway, fed quarters into the coin slot. The screen lit up, porn already playing. Some woman getting fucked from behind, head thrown back, mouth open, begging to be filled.

Good for her.

I wasn't watching. I was listening.

Footsteps in the hallway. Heavy boots. A door opening, the booth to my left. I heard him settle in, heard the rustle of clothing, the clink of his belt buckle hitting the floor.

Then a knock on the wall.

Here we go.

I slid off the bench. Dropped to my knees. The floor was sticky under me, something dried and crusty, probably cum from a week ago. Gross. Perfect. I leaned forward, staring at the gloryhole.

A cock slid through.

Average size. Cut. Clean, which was almost disappointing. Hard already, the head dark and swollen, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip like a fucking diamond.

Mine.

I didn't hesitate. Wrapped my lips around him, and the taste hit me immediately. Warm skin, alive, salty. I sucked him slow, learning the shape of him, the way he twitched when I dragged my tongue along the underside of his shaft.

He groaned through the wall. Low and rough.

"Fuck. Your mouth is so good."

I know.

I took him deeper. My hand wrapped around the base, stroking what wouldn't fit. My other hand slid under my skirt, fingers finding my clit. Already swollen. Already slick. I rubbed slow circles while I sucked him, syncing the rhythm, making myself wetter with every stroke.

He started thrusting. Shallow at first, testing to see if I'd pull back. I didn't. Then deeper, the head bumping the back of my throat. I relaxed, breathed through my nose, took it. This is what I came here for.

"Gonna cum. Swallow it."

I nodded, lips still wrapped tight around him. He slammed forward one last time, and I felt it. Hot spurts flooding my mouth, thick and salty, coating my tongue. I swallowed fast, throat working, taking it all. Two pulses, three, then a final weak spurt that barely registered. The taste lingered, sharp salt with a slight bitterness underneath, warm and alive. I swirled my tongue around the head, collecting every drop, savoring it like I was tasting something rare.

Rich. Mine.

I licked him clean, tongue circling the head, making sure I got everything.

He pulled back. Zipped up. I heard his footsteps leaving, quick and satisfied.

One down.

I sat back on my heels, wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. My cunt was throbbing, dripping onto my thighs. I wanted to touch myself, wanted to cum right there on the filthy floor, but I didn't. Not yet. There's more coming.

I heard another door open. Another man settling in. Then the knock, harder this time. Impatient. Demanding.

Someone who knows what he wants.

I leaned forward. A cock slid through the hole.

Thicker than the first. Darker. Uncut, the foreskin sliding back to reveal a wet, angry-looking head. Heavy, hanging there, already leaking. The smell hit me immediately. Musk, sweat, raw and unwashed. It made my mouth water.

Fuck yes.

I opened my mouth. He didn't wait for me to start. Just thrust deep, hitting the back of my throat so hard I gagged. I pulled back, coughing, eyes watering, spit already dripping from my lips.

"Come on, slut. Take it."

His voice was rough. Older. Accent thick, Mexican maybe, used to getting what he wanted and not asking twice.

I tried again. Opened wide, relaxed my throat as much as I could. He slid in deep, deeper than the first guy, stretching my jaw until it ached. I breathed through my nose, focused on not gagging. He started fucking my mouth. No rhythm, no mercy, no pretending this was anything but him using me.

Good.

"That's it, puta. Choke on it."

Spit dripped from my lips, long strings of it connecting my mouth to his cock. Tears streamed down my face, hot and stinging. My mascara was probably running, black streaks cutting through whatever was left of my makeup. I didn't care. My cunt was clenching around nothing, empty and desperate. I shoved two fingers inside myself, fucking myself while he fucked my mouth, matching his brutal pace.

"Look at you. Fucking love this, don't you?"

I moaned around his cock. Yes. God, yes. More.

He thrust harder. Faster. I gagged again, choked, spit running down my chin onto my tank top. My throat burned. My jaw screamed. I didn't stop. The taste of him was stronger now, salt and bitterness and something earthy, primal. Pre-cum flooded my tongue, slicker than the first guy's, and I swallowed it down greedily.

Then he pulled out. I gasped, sucking in air, drool connecting my lips to his cock in a thick, obscene string.

"Gonna cum on your face. Stay still."

I closed my eyes. Do it.

The first rope hit my cheek. Hot, thick, wet, landing with actual weight. The second hit my nose, dripping down across my lips. The third splattered across my lips and chin, and I gasped, mouth open. He groaned, squeezing out the last drops directly onto my tongue.

"Fuck. Look at you."

The cum was hotter than the first guy's. Thicker too, clinging to my skin like warm honey. And the smell, God, the smell filled my nose. Sharp. Musky. Overwhelming. I licked my lips, tasting him. Salt and bitterness stronger now, almost metallic, coating the roof of my mouth. My cunt clenched around my fingers.

More.

He pulled back. Zipped up. Left without another word.

I sat there, panting. Cum dripping down my face. Warm, sticky, sliding down my chin onto my tank top, soaking into the fabric. I licked my lips again, tasting him. Salt and musk and raw sex.

I didn't wipe it off. Why the fuck would I?

Another knock. Already.

This one was tentative. Soft, almost polite.

Virgin? Married guy? Doesn't matter.

A cock slid through. Younger guy, I could tell just by looking. Average size, eager, the head already slick with pre-cum like he'd been jerking off before he worked up the nerve to knock.

He must have seen me through the hole. Saw the cum covering my face, dripping down.

"Holy shit. You're fucking hot."

You have no idea.

I leaned forward. Wrapped my lips around him. The cum on my face smeared against the rough wood of the wall, sticky and obscene. I didn't care. I sucked him fast, hungry, wanting his load too. Give it to me.

He groaned, the sound high and desperate.

"Oh my god. You're covered in cum. That's so hot."

I took him deeper, tongue working the underside, hand stroking the base. He was close already. Too excited. Too turned on by what he was seeing, by the idea of adding his load to the mess already coating my face.

"I'm gonna cum. Fuck. Already. Sorry."

Don't be sorry. Just do it.

I didn't stop. Just sucked harder, faster, milking him like I was trying to pull his soul out through his cock.

He exploded. Hot spurts flooded my mouth, thinner than the others but just as warm. Sweeter, somehow. Less bitter. I swallowed, throat working, taking every drop. He twitched in my mouth, oversensitive, and I pulled back slowly, licking the head clean. His taste was lighter, almost clean compared to the last guy. I swirled it around my mouth, savoring the difference, comparing them like I was at a fucking wine tasting.

He pulled out fast, almost stumbling back.

"Thank you. Fuck. Thank you."

You're welcome.

Gone.

Three men. Three loads. My face was covered, my throat was coated, and I was grinning.

But I'm not done.

The fourth knock was hesitant. Polite, almost shy.

Another nervous one.

A cock slid through. Average length, slightly curved to the right. Cut. Clean, and I could smell soap. Irish Spring maybe. He'd showered recently, tried to prepare, probably scrubbed himself raw in his bathroom before driving here.

I heard his voice before I touched him. Nervous. Eager. Shaking a little.

"Can I... can I watch you taste it first? The cum on your face?"

I paused. Looked at the gloryhole. Couldn't see him, but I felt his eyes on me, watching, waiting.

Kinky bastard. I like it.

I brought my hand to my cheek. Scooped some of the cum dripping there, thick and still warm. Brought my fingers to my mouth. Licked them clean. Slow. Deliberate. Made a show of it.

Tasted the mix on my tongue. The first guy's thinner load, the second guy's thick bitter rope, the third guy's sweeter contribution. Layered. Complex. I moaned, actually moaned, sucked my fingers clean, tasting them all at once like a fucking cocktail.

He groaned through the wall, the sound raw and desperate.

"Oh fuck. That's perfect."

I know.

I wrapped my lips around his cock. He was already throbbing, desperate, probably seconds from blowing his load just from watching me.

"My wife would never do this," he whispered, and there was something broken in his voice. "She'd never... god, you're perfect. So dirty. So perfect."

Your wife sounds boring.

I sucked him slow, taking my time, letting him feel every second. Making it last. He was whimpering, gasping, completely lost in it.

"I'm close. I'm so close. Can I cum in your mouth? Please?"

I hummed approval around his cock, and that was enough.

He thrust shallow, once, twice, then stilled. Warmth flooded my mouth, not as much as the others, but hotter somehow. Urgent. Desperate. The taste was clean, almost sweet, with just a hint of salt. I swallowed, savoring it, comparing it to the others. This one was gentler. Softer. I like it.

"Thank you," he breathed, still shaking. "Thank you so much."

He pulled out. Zipped up. Lingered for a second like he wanted to say more, maybe ask my name, maybe confess something. Didn't. Left.

Four loads.

My jaw ached. My throat was coated. My stomach felt warm, full, heavy with cum. I could taste all of them, layered, distinct, swirling together on my tongue like some fucked-up gourmet meal.

I heard another door open. Heavier footsteps. Confident. Slow.

The fifth knock was firm. Steady. Certain.

This one knows exactly what he wants.

A cock slid through the gloryhole.

Thick. Jesus fucking Christ, thick. Dark. Cut. The head broad and heavy, purple-black and veined. It hung there, already hard, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip. The smell was different. Deeper, richer. Musk and warmth and something almost sweet underneath, like expensive cologne mixed with sweat.

I wrapped my hand around it first. My fingers barely met. Holy shit. I stroked him slow, feeling the weight, the heat, the way his cock pulsed in my grip.

He groaned. Deep voice. Older. Black guy, I was sure of it now.

"That's it, baby girl. Take your time."

Baby girl. Fuck.

I leaned forward. Wrapped my lips around the head, and my jaw stretched wide, already aching. I sucked gently, tasting him. Salt and musk, stronger than the others. Richer. I swirled my tongue around the head, collecting the pre-cum. It was thicker, almost creamy, and the taste made my cunt clench so hard I gasped around his cock.

"Good girl. Now take more."

I tried. Slid my mouth down his shaft. Got halfway and gagged, hard. Pulled back, coughing, eyes watering, spit pouring from my mouth.

"It's okay. Breathe. Try again."

I did. Relaxed my throat, opened as wide as I could, slid down again. Got a little further this time before I gagged. Drool poured from my lips, spit dripping onto my tits, soaking through my tank top until the fabric clung to my skin.

"You're doing so good, baby. Keep going."

I tried again. And again. Each time, a little deeper. My throat burned. My jaw screamed. Tears streamed down my face, cutting through the dried cum, making new tracks. But I didn't stop. I can do this. I can take him.

"That's my good girl. You're learning."

Finally, I took him deep. My nose pressed against the rough wood of the wall, his cock buried in my throat, cutting off my air. I held it, gagging, choking, vision going black at the edges. Then pulled back gasping, spit and drool coating his cock, making it shine in the dim red light.

"Fuck. You're perfect."

He started thrusting. Slow. Controlled. Letting me adjust, letting me learn his rhythm. Then faster. Harder. Fucking my throat, using me, and I let him. My hand slid between my legs, fingers rubbing my clit, desperate, frantic, matching his pace.

"I'm gonna cum, baby girl. You ready?"

I moaned around his cock. Yes. God, yes. Fill me.

He slammed deep. Held. Then I felt it.

Heat. Flooding my mouth, my throat, overwhelming everything. So much. More than any of the others combined. Thick ropes coating my tongue, my throat, too much to swallow at once. I gagged, swallowed, gagged again. He kept cumming. Pulse after pulse, filling me, drowning me. The taste was intense, salt and bitter and something almost smoky, rich and heavy and coating everything. I swallowed again, throat working, taking it all, refusing to waste a single drop.

Finally, he stopped. Pulled back slowly, almost gently.

"Good girl. You took every drop."

I sat back, panting. My mouth was full of his taste, my throat coated, my stomach heavy and sloshing with five loads. I felt full. Used. Perfect.

He zipped up. Left.

I stayed on my knees, shaking.

Five men. Five loads.

I was fucking done. For now.

I stood up, legs trembling, knees screaming from kneeling on the sticky floor. Smoothed my skirt down. Unlocked the door.

The hallway was exactly the same. Dim, red-lit, thick with the smell of sex and industrial cleaner losing the battle. A man was standing near Booth 7. The same older Black guy from before, the one who'd just fucked my throat. Grey beard, bald head, band t-shirt, Metallica maybe. He looked at me. Saw my face. Saw the cum dripping down my chin, onto my tank top, my tits visible through the wet fabric clinging to my skin.

He smirked. Slow and knowing, like he'd just won a bet with himself.

"Busy night."

I didn't answer. What the fuck would I even say? Just walked past him, head high, legs wobbly, feeling his eyes on my ass the whole time.

Another man was leaning against the wall near the bathroom. Young, white, skinny, wearing a hoodie. His eyes went wide when he saw me. His mouth fell open.

Yeah, I look like a whore. And?

I kept walking.

The front area was bright. Fluorescent lights buzzing overhead, too harsh after the red-lit hallway, making my eyes hurt. Rick was behind the counter, same magazine, same bored lean. He looked up when I walked past.

Saw my face and smirked.

"Looks like you had fun."

I stopped. Looked at him. Cum still dripping down my chin. Makeup smeared. Lips swollen. Throat raw.

You want a show, Rick?

I brought my hand to my cheek. Scooped a thick rope of cum onto my finger. Brought it to my mouth. Sucked it clean. Slow. Deliberate. Staring at him the whole time, watching his expression change.

His grin faltered. His eyes darkened. Hungry. That's right. Look at what you can't have.

I pulled my finger from my mouth. Smiled.

"See you tomorrow, Rick."

I walked out into the night, and the cold air slammed into me. Shocking after the stuffy heat inside, raising goosebumps on my arms. I sucked in a breath, steadied myself against the brick wall. My legs were shaking. My cunt was still throbbing, still dripping, wetness soaking my thighs.

I need to cum.

I walked across the parking lot. Unlocked my car. Slid into the driver's seat, closed the door, locked it. Safe.

Sat there in the dark.

The rearview mirror was right in front of me. I looked at myself.

Cum on my cheek. My nose. My lips. Dripping down my chin. My mascara was smeared, black streaks running down my face like I'd been crying. My lipstick was gone, rubbed off on five different cocks. My tank top had wet spots where the cum had dripped, my nipples visible through the soaked fabric, hard as diamonds.

I looked like a whore.

I look perfect.

I licked my lips, tasting the last traces of them. Salt and musk and the bitterness that clung to the roof of my mouth. I brought my hand to my face, touched the cum on my cheek, brought my fingers to my mouth. Licked them clean, savoring it.

Five men. Five strangers. Five loads.

And I swallowed every drop.

My cunt clenched. I can't wait. Not until I get home.

I looked around. The parking lot was empty. Dark. The streetlight nearest my car was burned out. No one could see inside.

Good enough.

I slid my hand under my skirt. Fingers found my clit, swollen and soaked, slippery with my own wetness. I rubbed fast, rough, no patience left. I stared at my reflection, at the cum drying on my face, at the proof of what I'd done.

Look at you. Look at what you've become.

I came hard. Bit down on my lip to keep from screaming, tasting blood, my cunt pulsing around my fingers, wetness flooding my hand. My thighs shook. My vision blurred. The orgasm ripped through me, sharp and brutal and exactly what I needed.

When it faded, I was panting. Sweating. My hand was soaked, dripping.

I pulled it out from under my skirt. Licked my fingers clean. Tasting myself, tasting them, all mixed together.

Delicious.

I started the engine. The check engine light glowed orange, same as always. I put the car in reverse, backed out of the space.

Drove home through the dark streets. East Market, El Dorado, Pacific Avenue. Empty warehouses. Shuttered businesses. Chain-link fences. The same route I'd taken dozens of times, but tonight it felt different. I feel different.

The cum on my face was drying. Sticky. Tight against my skin, pulling when I moved my jaw.

I didn't wipe it off. Not yet.

I waited until I got home. Parked in my usual spot under the broken streetlight. Walked up the rusty metal stairs to my apartment, key already in hand. Unlocked the door, stepped inside.

Went straight to the bathroom. Turned on the light, harsh and yellow. Looked at myself in the mirror.

Cum streaked across my face. Dried now, flaking at the edges. My hair was a mess, tangles and sweat. My tank top was stained, dark wet patches. I looked wrecked.

I look alive.

I turned on the shower. Let the water heat up, steam filling the small bathroom. Stripped off my clothes, dropped them on the floor. Stepped under the spray.

The water was hot. Borderline scalding. It ran down my face, washing away the cum, the makeup, the proof. I watched it swirl down the drain, white and grey against the chipped porcelain. Five men. Five loads. All of it gone.

But I can still taste them.

I touched myself under the spray. Fingers sliding between my legs, finding my clit, still sensitive from before. I rubbed slow circles, thinking about tonight. About kneeling on that sticky floor. About the cocks sliding through the gloryhole, one after another. About the cum flooding my mouth, covering my face, marking me.

I came again. Softer this time. A slow wave that left me shaking, leaning against the tile wall for support, legs too weak to hold me up.

When I got out, I dried off with a towel that had seen better days. Walked to my futon. Collapsed onto it, naked and wet, too exhausted to care about putting on clothes.

My phone was on the coffee table. I grabbed it. Opened my ovulation app.

Peak fertility. Three more days.

I set the phone down. Stared at the ceiling, water dripping from my hair onto the thin pillow.

Five men tonight. Five loads swallowed. But none of it was inside me where it mattered. None of it was doing what I needed it to do.

Next time, I was getting bred.

I closed my eyes. Touched my flat stomach, feeling the soft skin, the slight pudge I'd always hated. Imagined it swelling. Imagined a baby growing inside me, made by some stranger whose name I'd never know. Whose face I'd never see.

I don't care who the father is. I just want to matter. To someone. Anyone.

And if it took a hundred cocks to make that happen, I'd take them all.

I fell asleep with cum still lingering on my tongue and my hand between my legs, already wet again, already planning tomorrow.


5: FORTY-EIGHT HOURS
Peak Fertility


Ilay on my futon at eleven PM Monday night, phone glowing in the dark. My apartment was quiet for once. No neighbors screaming. No traffic grinding past on the street. Just me, the buzzing broken AC, and the ache between my legs that never really went away anymore.

I opened my browser and typed: "how to get pregnant fast."

The results flooded in. Medical sites, fertility forums, articles about conception timing. I scrolled through them, devouring every word like it was porn. Better than porn. This was a strategy guide.

Track your ovulation. Know your fertile window. Have sex during peak fertility days.

I already knew some of this from months of late-night spirals, but seeing it laid out clinically made it real. Turned the fantasy into an actual plan.

Five to six days per cycle. That's your window. Peak fertility hits two days before you ovulate. And sperm? Those fuckers can live inside you for five days, just waiting. Swimming around in there, patient little bastards, just hunting for an egg.

My chest tightened.

I switched to my period tracking app. Six months of obsessively logging every period, every cramp, every twinge. I'd turned tracking my cycle into foreplay.

I opened it. Checked my cycle.

And there it was.

Peak fertility: Today, Tomorrow.

I was ovulating right now.

My cunt clenched hard. Heat rolled through my belly, pooling low and deep between my legs. My thighs pressed together instinctively, trying to ease the sudden throb.

This is it. If I'm going to do this, it's now. Right fucking now.

I kept scrolling, fingers trembling a little as I clicked through to a fertility forum. Women talking about conception, asking questions, sharing success stories.

I scrolled until I found it.

A post titled: "Got pregnant from anonymous sex—my story."

I clicked it fast, almost dropped my phone.

The woman wrote about going to an adult theatre. About taking multiple loads in one night. About not knowing which man was the father and not caring. About getting pregnant on her second try.

My hand slid between my legs before I even thought about it. Pressed against my clit through cotton already damp, already clinging to my slit. The heat was instant. The wetness, undeniable.

I kept scrolling with one hand, the other rubbing slow circles. Found more posts. More women who'd done exactly what I was planning.

One wrote: "I didn't want a boyfriend. I wanted a baby. So I found men who would fill me. Three months later, pregnant. No regrets."

Another: "The theatre was perfect. Anonymous, quick, multiple partners. I tracked my ovulation, went during peak fertility, took load after load. Worked on the second month."

Another: "Multiple partners increases your odds. More sperm competing, higher chance of conception. I let five men breed me in one night. Got pregnant that cycle."

My shorts were soaked. I could feel it soaking through, making the cotton stick to me obscenely. My pulse throbbed between my legs; each beat a reminder of what I wanted. What I needed.

They did it. They fucking succeeded. So can I.

These women weren't crazy. They weren't broken. They were strategic. Determined. They knew what they wanted and they took it.

Just like I was going to.

I clicked on another thread, this one more technical. Women discussing conception odds, sperm counts, optimal conditions.

Multiple ejaculations from different men increased sperm count and competition. Fresh sperm could live three to five days inside, waiting for ovulation. Female orgasm helped conception because the cervical contractions pulled sperm deeper into the uterus.

My fingers slid under my waistband and found slick heat immediately. I was dripping, soaking my own hand before I even got two fingers inside.

More men means better odds. Multiple loads means higher sperm count. My own orgasms pull them deeper.

The strategy crystallized.

Tomorrow night, I'd go back to Fantasy Palace. But this time I wouldn't hide in the booth with the gloryholes. This time I'd go to the backroom. The one Rick had mentioned once, casual as fuck, like it was no big deal. The one where women could be with multiple men at once.

I'd let them take turns. As many as wanted me. No condoms. No pulling out. I'd beg them to cum inside, beg them to breed me. I'd make myself cum while they fucked me, let my body pull their sperm as deep as it could go.

I'd get bred.

My fingers moved faster. One hand shoved into my shorts, two fingers curling inside my cunt while the other rubbed tight, desperate circles on my clit.

I imagined it. Tomorrow night. Walking into that backroom. Men already there, watching as I stripped. Lying down on one of those stained, disgusting couches. Spreading my legs wide.

The first man steps forward, cock already thick and dripping. No words. He just grabs my hips and shoves into me, stretching me open so fast I gasp. Rough. Quick. Fucking me like he's only got thirty seconds before someone drags him off. I feel him throb inside me, then the heat flooding deep, and when he pulls out his cum is already leaking, running down my ass onto the couch.

The second man doesn't wait. Takes his place immediately, pushes into my cum-slick cunt and adds his load. Then the third. Fourth. Fifth.

I imagined taking them all. One after another. Cock after cock. Load after load. My cunt flooded with so much cum it's dripping in thick streams, pooling under me, messy and perfect and exactly what I needed.

I imagined the sperm inside me. Millions of them. Racing. Fighting. One of them reaching my egg. Conception happening right there in that filthy room with strange men watching, waiting their turn.

My thighs were shaking. The heat was building, pulling tight in my belly, about to snap.

I dropped my phone beside me on the futon. Used both hands. One fucking my cunt, fingers curling to hit that spot that made my hips jerk. The other rubbing my clit, faster, harder, chasing it.

My hips rocked up off the futon. My thighs trembled. I bit my lip hard to keep from screaming, tasted copper.

I came.

Hard and violent. My cunt clenched around my fingers, pulsing, pulling, trying to drag them deeper. Wetness flooded my hand, soaked my shorts, probably stained the futon underneath me. I gasped into my pillow, muffling the sound, my whole body shaking through it.

When it faded I was panting, sweating, my hand dripping.

I pulled my fingers out slow, watched them glisten in the dim phone light. Slick and shining. I brought them to my mouth, tasted myself. Salt and musk and pure fucking need.

I grabbed my phone again. Opened the app. Stared at the words still glowing on the screen.

Peak fertility: Today, Tomorrow.

Forty-eight hours. That was my window. My best shot.

I set the phone down and touched my flat stomach with my wet hand. Felt the soft skin under my palm. Imagined it swelling. Imagined a baby growing there, made by some stranger whose face I'd never see clearly in that red-lit room. Whose name I'd never know.

I don't care who the father is. I just need someone who needs me.

I closed my eyes. Ran through the plan. Work my shift tomorrow, four PM to midnight. Clock out. Drive straight to Fantasy Palace. Walk in. Pay Rick. Go to the backroom.

I'd wear the denim skirt again. No panties. Tank top, no bra. Make it easy. Make it obvious what I was there for.

I wouldn't hesitate. Wouldn't freeze like I did that first night when the man knocked on the booth wall.

I'd walk in, strip, lie down, spread my legs, and let them take turns.

My cunt throbbed just thinking about it. Still sensitive from the first orgasm, oversensitive even, but the ache was crawling back up my spine anyway. I'm fucking insatiable. Greedy little slut who can't stop.

I grabbed my phone one more time. Googled: "adult theatre gangbang."

Videos flooded the screen. I clicked one. Watched a woman on a couch, legs spread wide, men lined up behind her like they were waiting for a fucking ride at Disneyland. One guy fucking her hard while she sucked another. Cum dripping from her cunt, smeared across her tits, streaked across her face.

She looked happy. Satisfied. Like she'd found exactly what she needed.

That's going to be me. Tomorrow.

I watched until the woman in the video came, screaming around the cock in her mouth, her cunt clenching visibly around the guy inside her. He pulled out fast and cum poured from her in thick white streams, obscene and perfect.

Another man stepped up immediately. Pushed into her cum-filled cunt without hesitation. Started fucking.

I was wet again. My fingers found my clit without thinking, rubbing slow circles while I watched.

Load after load. That's what I need. That's how this works.

The video ended. I clicked another. And another. Watched woman after woman getting bred by groups of men. Some of them begged for it, cried for it. Some just lay there silent, taking it. All of them ended up dripping, covered, marked.

I came again, softer this time but longer. A slow wave that rolled through me, left me shivering and gasping, fingers still moving through the aftershocks.

When I finally stopped fingering myself it was past midnight. I set my phone down, stared at the ceiling. My hand still rested between my legs, fingers against my soaked, sensitive cunt.

Tomorrow night.

No more gloryholes. No more just my mouth and hands.

Tomorrow night I was getting fucked. Bred. Filled with as much cum as my body could hold.

I fell asleep with my fingers still wet, my thighs sticky, already dreaming about it.
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A long, wet shift

Scan. Bag. Ten bucks. Change.

"Thanks."

I didn't look at his face. Why bother? My mind was already gone, already at Fantasy Palace: red lights washing over sticky leather, the reek of cum and sweat, cocks lined up and waiting. For me. My cunt throbbed just thinking about it.

The customer left. I grabbed the rag from under the counter, the one that smells like burnt coffee and fake lemon and wiped down the sticky surface for the millionth time today. My phone sat next to the register. I grabbed it, checked the screen again.

Peak Fertility: Next 24 Hours

The words practically glowed, bright green like a fucking traffic light screaming go, go, go. My stomach twisted. My cunt pulsed, this deep ache that had been building since I woke up this morning and saw those words. Since I confirmed the plan in my head, simple and brutal: work the shift, drive to the theatre, walk in, get fucked. Get bred.

Tonight was it.

I shifted my weight behind the counter, thighs sticky with wetness. My panties were soaked through, clinging to my pussy, and I could feel it spreading, making my inner thighs slick. I'd been wet since my alarm went off. Since I opened that app and saw the green light. Since my body started screaming at me that this was the window, the narrow fucking window where I could actually get knocked up.

Not for long, I thought, pressing my palm against my lower belly under the counter. Flat now. Empty. But tonight I'm getting filled.

The door chimed.

I looked up.

Old white guy, maybe sixty, in a stained flannel shirt that looked like it hadn't been washed in a week. He shuffled over to the beer cooler, grabbed a six-pack of Bud Light, brought it to the counter. His eyes flicked over me, bored, like I was part of the QuikStop furniture.

"ID?"

He squinted at me like I'd just called his mother a whore. Pulled out his wallet, slow and annoyed, flashed me his license.

I rang him up. He paid. Left.

The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, this constant electric hum that drilled into my skull. The lottery machine beeped. The cooler hummed. Ralph's shitty radio was playing some classic rock station from his office in the back, Springsteen or some other old guy whining about his glory days.

Everything was the same. Same sticky counter. Same stale coffee smell mixing with disinfectant and old hot dog grease. Same customers drifting in and out, looking through me like I'm invisible.

But I wasn't the same.

I touched my stomach again, just under the edge of the counter where no one could see. My skin was soft, a little belly I couldn't get rid of no matter how little I ate. Empty.

But tonight, I thought, and my cunt clenched hard, tonight I'm getting filled. Load after load. Cum dripping out of me. One of them has to fucking take.

I checked the clock on the wall. 3:47 PM.

Six hours and thirteen minutes left.

I could wait. Barely.

The door chimed again.

Latino trucker this time, maybe mid-forties, work boots caked in mud, flannel shirt dark with sweat. He went straight for the coffee, poured himself a large, grabbed a pack of Camels and beef jerky. Came to the counter. Paid cash. Tossed a dollar in the tip jar.

I nodded. Didn't say thanks. He didn't seem to care.

My phone buzzed on the counter. I grabbed it.

Mom: You working tonight?

I typed back fast. Yeah.

Her reply came within seconds. K. Need milk when you get home.

I stared at the text. Didn't answer. She wouldn't notice anyway. Wouldn't notice if I brought milk, wouldn't notice if I came home at 2 AM instead of midnight, wouldn't notice I was walking different these days, looser, fucking satisfied in a way I'd never been before. She was too checked out, too buried in her own shit job and her own miserable life.

I set the phone down. Opened the ovulation app again.

Peak Fertility: Next 24 Hours

There was a chart underneath, this neat little color-coded calendar. Green days for fertile, grey for not. Today and tomorrow were bright green, practically glowing. After that, the window slammed shut. My body moved on. I'd have to wait another month.

No. Fuck no. Tonight.

I'd spent half of last night on Reddit, deep in the breeding kink forums, reading post after post from women like me. Women who wanted to get pregnant, didn't care how, didn't care who. Some of them talked about peak fertility like it was a magic spell, said the odds were highest if you timed it right, if you got fucked during ovulation, if you took multiple loads to increase the chances.

Fresh sperm. Multiple loads. Deep inside.

That's what I needed. And I knew exactly where to get it.

The backroom at Fantasy Palace.

Rick had mentioned it last Sunday, after I'd walked out of the arcade with cum still slick on my lips, after I'd swallowed three loads in a row and barely made it back to my car before my hands were between my legs.

"You ever want more action," he'd said, leaning on the counter with that yellow-toothed grin, "we got a couples room in back. Real popular with the ladies who like to share."

I knew what he meant. A room where women could take cock after cock, where guys lined up and waited their turn, where you could get fucked until you were dripping, sloppy, ruined.

That's where I'm going tonight.

My cunt throbbed. I pressed my palm against it through my jeans, just for a second, just enough to feel the ache sharpen into something almost unbearable. I pulled my hand away fast, heart pounding.

Not here. Not now. Tonight.

The shift dragged. Every minute stretched into five. I restocked the cigarettes, climbed the step stool and shoved Marlboros and Newports into their slots. I refilled the coffee machine, dumped the burnt sludge from this morning and brewed a fresh pot that smelled almost as bad. I rotated the hot dogs on those shiny metal rollers, watching them spin under the heat lamps, their skins splitting and oozing grease.

Ralph lumbered out of his office around 6:30, gut hanging over his belt, coffee-stained QuikStop polo stretched tight.

"Wipe down the cooler doors," he grunted.

I grabbed the spray bottle and rag. Walked over to the coolers. Started wiping. He stood too close, breathing through his mouth, watching me bend and stretch. I could feel his eyes on my ass. I ignored him. Always did.

After a minute, he grunted again and shuffled back to his office.

More customers. A drunk guy trying to buy beer, swaying on his feet, reeking of whiskey. I turned him away. He called me a bitch. I didn't care.

A woman with a toddler clinging to her leg, buying diapers and formula, looking exhausted in that hollow-eyed way I recognized from my own mom. I rang her up. She left.

A teenager with a fake ID, trying to buy Camels. I didn't even bother checking it closely, just shook my head. He argued. I stared at him until he left.

At 7:15, the door chimed again.

I looked up.

Pregnant woman.

Young, maybe twenty-two or twenty-three. Huge belly straining against a grey t-shirt, stretching the fabric tight. She waddled in, one hand bracing her lower back, the other cradling her stomach like it was the most precious thing in the world.

My chest squeezed. I watched her move down the aisle, grabbing crackers, bottled water, chips. She rubbed her belly every few steps, absently, like it was instinct. Like her body and the baby inside were already one thing, connected, needed.

She came to the counter, set her items down, smiled at me. Tired but content. Glowing.

"Just these, thanks."

I scanned them, hands on autopilot. "Three twenty-five."

She handed me a five. I made change. She took it, then rubbed her belly again, laughing softly.

"He's kicking so much today. I can't wait to meet him."

My cunt clenched. Hard. Like a fist closing. I swallowed, forced my mouth into something like a smile.

"That's sweet."

She left.

I stood there, staring at the door as it swung shut, feeling this ache crawl up from my pussy into my chest, sharp and hungry and desperate.

That's going to be me. Soon. Maybe tonight. One of those loads is going to stick, and I'll be the one waddling around, rubbing my belly, glowing like that.

I touched my stomach under the counter. Flat. Soft. Empty.

But not for long.

Tonight I'd start filling it. One load at a time. However many it took.

The rest of the shift blurred together. Customers drifted in and out, faces I didn't look at, voices I didn't really hear. I scanned items. I bagged them. I made change. My body moved on autopilot while my mind was at the theatre, already there, already lying on that couch with my legs spread.

I'm here to get bred. Line up.

I imagined the first cock pushing into me, thick and anonymous, stretching me open. I imagined him fucking me hard, no patience, no gentleness, just raw need. I imagined him cumming deep, flooding me, then pulling out so the next guy could step up.

Load after load. My cunt sloppy with cum, dripping, perfect.

My panties were drenched. I could feel the wetness soaking through, spreading down my thighs, sticky and slick. I shifted behind the counter, squeezed my legs together, tried to ease the ache. It didn't help. Nothing would help except the real thing.

At 10:00 PM exactly, I clocked out.

I grabbed my bag from the back office. Ralph was watching a football game on his little TV, beer in hand, gut spilling over his lap. He didn't look up when I left. Didn't say goodbye. I didn't either.

I went straight to the employee bathroom. Locked the door. Set my bag on the sink.

I pulled out the clothes I'd brought this morning, folded tight at the bottom of my bag: denim skirt, white tank top. I stripped fast, peeling off my QuikStop polo that smelled like burnt coffee and Ralph's BO. My jeans stuck to my thighs. When I hooked my thumbs into my panties, they clung to my pussy, soaked completely through. I stepped out of them, tossed them into my bag.

No panties tonight. I wanted easy access. I wanted them to be able to pull my skirt up and slide right in, no barriers, no bullshit.

I pulled on the skirt. It was short, barely covered my ass, and I could feel the cool bathroom air on my bare pussy. I tugged on the tank top. No bra. My tits bounced free, heavy and soft, nipples already hard and visible through the thin white fabric.

I looked at myself in the scratched mirror above the sink.

Flushed cheeks, pupils blown wide, nipples pressing dark against the tank top. My thighs were shiny with wetness, slick and sticky.

I looked like I'd already been fucked.

Good.

I stuffed my work clothes into the bag, unlocked the bathroom door, walked through the empty store. Ralph was still in his office, oblivious. I pushed through the front door into the cold night air.

My car was parked at the edge of the lot, under a busted streetlight. I unlocked it, tossed my bag in the passenger seat, got in. Started the engine.

I didn't hesitate. Didn't sit there second-guessing. I just drove.

Pacific Avenue, then El Dorado, then East Market Street. The industrial district slid past my windows; all warehouses and truck stops and motels with flickering vacancy signs. Empty lots filled with trash. Chain-link fences topped with razor wire.

And then, up ahead, the neon sign.

FANTASY PALACE

Half the letters were burned out. The pink and purple glow flickered, dying and reviving, over and over. The parking lot was half-full, beat-up trucks and sedans scattered across the cracked asphalt.

I parked in my usual spot at the back. Turned off the engine. Sat there for a second, hands on the wheel, heart pounding.

This was it.

No more gloryholes, no more hiding behind a wall, sucking anonymous cocks through a hole. Tonight I was getting fucked face-to-face. Tonight I was spreading my legs and letting them see me, letting them know exactly what I wanted.

Breed me. Fill me. Knock me the fuck up.

My cunt throbbed. Wetness dripped down my thighs, soaking into the fabric of the car seat beneath me. I could smell myself: musk and need and desperation.

I got out, locked the car, walked toward the entrance on shaky legs.

The fluorescent lights hit me like a slap when I pushed through the door, harsh and bright and buzzing. The smell hit me next: disinfectant trying to cover up stale air and cum. God, I can already smell it. My pussy clenched. I was soaked again, wetter, like my body recognized where I was, what I was here for.

Dirty bastard Rick was behind the counter, same as always. He looked up when I walked in. His eyes dropped immediately to my tits, lingered on my hard nipples poking through the tank top, dragged down to my bare thighs.

He grinned, yellow teeth flashing.

"Back again. You're my best customer."

I didn't smile back. Just pulled a twenty from my pocket, slid it through the cash slot.

He took it, slow, eyes still crawling over me. His grin widened.

"You going to the booths tonight? Or you want the backroom?"

My heart slammed against my ribs. My cunt clenched so hard it almost hurt.

"Backroom."

He nodded, slow and knowing, like he'd been expecting it.

"Thought so. You've got the look." He jerked his thumb toward the hallway. "Down the hall, past the booths, last door on the left. Can't miss it."

He hit the buzzer.

I pushed through the door into the arcade hallway. The red light swallowed me immediately, turning everything dark and bloody. The smell was thicker here, layered: cum and sweat and musk and old disinfectant. Porn sounds echoed from the booths, groaning and wet slapping, a man's voice muffled through plywood: "Fuck, yeah."

I walked past the booths, past Booth 9 where I'd sucked my first anonymous cock, past Booth 7 where I'd swallowed three loads in one night and walked out with cum still warm in my belly.

I kept walking.

At the end of the hall, there was a door. Bigger than the booth doors. Plywood, unmarked, just like the others. But bigger.

I stood in front of it, hand on the handle.

This was it. Once I walked through, there was no going back. I'd be seen. The guys in there would see my face, my body, my tits, my cunt. They'd know exactly what I came for.

Good. I want them to know.

I pulled the door open.


6: BACKROOM BREEDING
All Eyes on the Prize


The door swung open and holy shit. This is it. The backroom was huge, way bigger than I thought, couches lining the walls like some fucked-up theater seating. Dark leather, cracked and peeling, the kind that's soaked up years of sweat and cum. Perfect. A massive TV on the far wall played hardcore porn, some blonde getting railed from behind, tits bouncing, mouth wide.

The smell slammed into me. Cum, sweat, stale musk, thick enough to coat my throat. Poppers cutting through it, sharp and chemical. Weed smoke hanging in the red light. God, I'm already wet. This is what I came for. This exact filthy stink.

And cocks. Six, maybe seven hard dicks. Some guys sitting, some standing near the walls, all of them stroking or just waiting. All eyes swiveled to me the second I stepped through the door.

I'm the only woman.

I stopped breathing. Every face turned toward me. Every eye locked on. My pulse roared in my ears. My cunt throbbed. Terror and need twisting together so tight I couldn't separate them.

A guy on the left couch leaned back, legs spread wide. Black, late thirties maybe, bald head gleaming. Built. Broad shoulders, thick arms stretching his black t-shirt. Then he spoke and I knew.

"Well, look who finally showed up."

Oh fuck. That voice.

"I'm Darnell. And you already had the pleasure of my cock."

The gloryhole. Last week. He coached me through deep-throating him, made me take every inch until I choked. Came so hard down my throat I thought I'd drown.

He grinned at me now, slow and filthy.

Near the TV, another guy crossed his arms. Latino, forties, stocky with a thick mustache. Stained work shirt. He smelled like diesel even from here, sharp under the sex stink.

"Rick said a girl might come back here. Didn't think she'd actually do it."

Closer to the door, a younger guy stared at my chest. White, mid-twenties, skinny, shaggy brown hair. He looked like he'd never seen tits in real life.

"Holy shit. She's hot."

Yeah. I am. At least here, in this room, I'm exactly what they need.

Darnell stood. Slow. Every step deliberate, closing the distance between us. Taller than I remembered. Six-two easy. He moved like he owned this space. Like he owns me.

He stopped right in front of me. Close enough I felt the heat rolling off him. Sweat and musk and something clean underneath. Soap maybe.

"You know what this room's for, sweetheart?"

I nodded. My throat was dry. Tongue stuck.

"Say it."

I swallowed.

"Fucking."

"That's right." He moved closer. I could feel his breath on my face. "You here to get fucked?"

"Yes."

The word came out small, shaky, but I said it. And the room changed. Every man leaning in. The air pulled tighter.

The Latino guy, I'd learn his name was Hector, grinned at me.

"Bareback?"

Please.

"Yes."

The young one, Tyler, whispered it like he couldn't believe what he was hearing.

"Holy shit. She's serious."

Darnell reached out. His hand cupped my chin, tilted my face up so I had to meet his eyes.

"Strip. Slow. Show us what we're getting."

My hands shook. Do it. Just fucking do it. I grabbed the hem of my tank top, slow like he said, and pulled it up. Over my tits. Over my head. I let it drop.

No bra. My tits bounced free, heavy and full. Nipples already hard.

The men groaned. All of them at once. Leaning forward, eyes glued to my chest.

Yes. Look at me. Want me.

Darnell's grin got wider.

"Fuck. Those are perfect."

I unzipped my skirt. Let it slide down my hips, pool at my feet.

No panties. Bare pussy. Already slick, already dripping.

More groans, deeper this time. Hector shifted on the couch, grabbing his dick through his jeans.

"Look at that pussy. Already wet."

Tyler stared, mouth open.

"She's dripping."

I am. I'm soaked. I've been wet since I walked in the front door of this place. Hell, I've been wet all day thinking about this.

I stood there naked. Trembling. Surrounded by men who wanted to fuck me. The other guys in the back of the room just watching, stroking themselves, waiting their turn. My skin prickled. My pussy clenched around nothing. Fill me. Please. Someone fill me.

Darnell walked around me, slow circle, inspecting every inch. His hand trailed down my back. Over my ass. Squeezed hard.

Oh god.

"You ovulating?"

My breath caught.

"Yes."

"Perfect." He squeezed harder, fingers digging into my ass. "You want a baby, don't you?"

Yes. God, yes.

"Yes."

"Say it louder."

I need it. I need one of you to knock me up.

"I want a baby."

Hector laughed, rough and low.

"You gonna let us breed you? All of us?"

I looked at him. At Tyler. At the men in the shadows, cocks in their hands. Waiting. Yes. Every single one of you. Pump me full. Give me everything.

"Yes."

Darnell grabbed my hips. Yanked me back against him. I felt his cock through his jeans, hard and thick, pressing into my ass. God, he's huge.

"Good girl."

Yes. That's what I am. Your good little breeding slut.

His voice dropped, a growl against my ear.

"Now bend over that couch. We're gonna take turns."

I walked to the couch. Each step felt like miles. My legs shook. The leather was trashed, worn and cracked, dark stains everywhere. It reeked of old cum. How many men have fucked here? How many women bent over this exact spot?

Now me.

I braced my hands on the back. The leather stuck to my palms, tacky and gross. I bent over. Spread my legs. Ass up. Pussy out. Offering myself. Take me. Use me. Breed me.

Behind me, zippers. Belt buckles clanging. Clothes hitting the floor. They're getting ready. My cunt throbbed. Wetness slid down my inner thigh.

Darnell's voice again, calm and in control.

"Look at her. Dripping already. This is gonna be easy."
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The Backroom Baptism

I bent over the couch, hands braced on the cracked leather, ass up, legs spread just enough. The leather stuck to my palms, warm and tacky. Some other slut's sweat. Some other slut's cum. My pussy clenched. I love how fucking gross this is.

Behind me, the sound of a belt buckle clanging. A zipper sliding down. Clothes rustling, hitting the floor.

He's stripping.

I couldn't see him. Could only hear. Feel. Wait. My cunt throbbed, another drip of wetness sliding down my inner thigh. I felt it trail toward my knee, warm and slick.

Tyler's voice, breathless, somewhere to my left. "Holy fuck, man. That dick's gonna wreck her."

Hector laughed from the other couch, low and rough. "He's gonna split her wide open."

How big is he?

My pussy clenched again, flooding. I was dripping.

Then his hand. Warm, rough, possessive. His thumb pressed into the soft flesh above my hipbone, claiming me. His other hand slid between my legs from behind, cupped my cunt completely.

He groaned. Deep. Satisfied. "Damn. You're soaked."

I am. I've been wet since I left my apartment thinking about this. Since I walked through that door. Since I saw all these men staring at me.

Two thick fingers pushed inside me without warning. Testing how wet I am. Stretching me. Not gentle. I gasped, pushing back against his hand. More. I need more.

His fingers curled, finding spots that made my knees weak. Rough fingertips dragged against my inner walls. I heard how wet I was. The obscene squelch every time he pumped his fingers.

"You ready for this?"

"Yes."

He pushed deeper. A third finger joined the first two. Stretching me wider. I moaned. It wasn't enough. I needed more. I needed him.

"You sure? I'm big. And I'm not pulling out."

Good. Don't. Please fucking don't.

"I don't want you to pull out."

His fingers slid out. I felt the emptiness immediately. My cunt clenched around nothing, aching and empty. No. Come back.

"Good girl."

Then I felt it.

The head of his cock pressed against my entrance. Thick. Blunt. So fucking hot. Way hotter than I expected. And big. So fucking big. The pressure alone made my breath catch.

Oh god. Is he going to fit?

"Relax. You can take it."

I tried. I took a breath, let it out slow. Tried to relax my muscles, tried to open for him.

He pushed.

The pressure was unbearable. My cunt clamped down, panic and arousal fighting each other. No. No fucking way. He's not going to fit. He's too thick.

But I didn't tell him to stop. I pushed my ass back. I want to be split open.

He pushed harder. Steady. Insistent.

The head popped inside.

I gasped. A sharp, shocked sound ripped from my throat. The stretch burned. My cunt strained around him, muscles screaming. Oh god. Oh god. He's splitting me open.

"That's it. Just the tip. You're doing so good."

Just the tip. Just the tip and I'm already dying. He was thicker than anything I'd ever taken. Thicker than the dildos I'd bought and practiced with at home. Thicker than any of the men at the gloryholes. The burn was intense, sharp, but underneath it, something else. Need. Desperate, aching need.

I want more.

He pulled back, just a fraction. Let me adjust. Let my body learn the shape of him.

Then he pushed deeper.

Another inch. Then another. He was slow, relentless, and I couldn't stop him even if I wanted to. My body opened for him, millimeter by millimeter. The burn faded into pressure. Fullness. Impossible, overwhelming fullness.

I can't. I can't take any more. There's no room.

But I could. I was. My cunt stretched around him, slick and desperate, making space where there was none. I felt every ridge, every vein. The thick head pressing deeper, forcing me open, claiming me from the inside out.

"Halfway."

Halfway? I moaned, broken and desperate. There's more? How can there be more?

The couch creaked beneath me. I heard the other men shifting. Groaning. The wet sound of hands-on cocks, jerking faster. They were watching this. Watching me get split open. Watching me take him.

Everyone's staring. Everyone's watching his cock disappear into my cunt.

He kept pushing. Deeper. Thicker. My legs shook. I gripped the couch harder, nails digging into the worn leather. The sticky surface pulled at my palms. Sweat dripped down my spine, pooling at the small of my back.

"Breathe. You're taking it so good."

I tried. Short, shallow breaths. My pussy clenched around him, trying to adjust, trying to make room. He's too big. He's going to break me. I'm going to tear.

But I didn't want him to stop. I needed him deeper. Needed to feel all of him. Needed to know I could take it. Take him. Take everything.

"Almost there."

He grabbed my hips with both hands. Big hands. Strong. Fingers dug into my flesh hard enough to bruise. I'll see those marks tomorrow. I'll touch them and get wet remembering this.

He pulled me back as he pushed forward.

One brutal thrust.

I felt him bottom out. His balls pressed against my ass, heavy and full. Every inch buried inside me. Completely. Totally. No space left.

Oh my god.

I couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. Couldn't do anything but feel. I was stretched beyond anything I thought possible. Filled so completely there was no room left. No room for air. No room for thought. Just him. Just his cock owning every inch of me.

"You feel that? All of me. Every fucking inch."

I moaned. Loud. Shameless. I didn't care who heard. Didn't care that every man in this room was staring at where we were joined. Watching his dark cock buried in my pale cunt.

"Yes. Oh god. Yes."

He stayed there, buried deep. Letting me adjust. Letting my body accept him. My pulse throbbed around his cock. His cock throbbed inside me. Sweat dripped down my spine, pooled at the small of my back. My thighs were shaking.

The room smelled like sex. Thick and heavy. Sweat and musk and cum and desperation. I breathed it in, getting dizzier. This is it. This is what I fucking needed.

Then he moved.

Pulled back slow. Almost all the way out. I felt every inch leaving me, the drag and pull, the emptiness threatening to swallow me.

No. Don't leave. Don't.

He slammed back in.

Hard. Deep. Brutal enough to punch the air from my lungs.

I cried out. The sound echoed in the room, bounced off the walls, mixed with the porn still playing on the TV.

He pulled out again. Slammed back in. Harder.

Again.

Again.

He set a rhythm. Deep, powerful thrusts that punched the air from my lungs. Each one hit spots I didn't know I had. Each one stretched me wider. Each one made me wetter.

I heard it. The wet slap of his balls against my ass. The obscene squelch of my cunt taking him. The groan of the couch beneath us, springs creaking. My moans, shameless and loud, begging without words.

"That's it. Take it. Take this dick."

I am. God, I am. I'm taking all of it.

His grip on my hips tightened. Using me. Pulling me back onto him with each thrust. I wasn't fucking him. He was fucking me. Using my body. Taking what he wanted.

Yes. Use me. I'm yours. I'm just a hole for you.

I glanced back over my shoulder. His face was twisted up, concentrating. His dark hands gripped my pale hips, fingers digging in so hard I'd bruise. His thick cock, slick and shining with my wetness, disappeared into my cunt again and again. Fuck. A Black man breeding me in a backroom. My pussy flooded. Clenched so hard he groaned.

"You like that? You like being watched?"

"Yes."

"You like taking Black cock?"

Oh god.

"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

He fucked me harder. Faster. Relentless. His cock hit deep, stretched me, owned me. I felt him everywhere. In my cunt. In my stomach. In my throat.

Tyler's voice, awed. "Look at her take it. She's fucking loving it."

Another man, deeper voice from the shadows. "She's so fucking wet. Listen to that pussy."

Hector, laughing rough and dirty. "She's gonna make me cum just watching."

I was surrounded by men. Men watching me get fucked. Men jerking their cocks. Men waiting their turn. My pussy clenched harder. This is what I am now. A slut in a backroom getting bred.

Darnell's voice, commanding. "Touch yourself. Make yourself cum on my cock."

I obeyed. Slid my right hand between my legs. Found my clit. Rubbed fast, desperate circles. It was swollen, throbbing, slick with my own wetness.

The pressure built fast. Coiling tight in my belly, spreading through my thighs. I was so close. I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum on his cock in front of everyone.

"Cum for me. Now."

I did.

My cunt clenched hard around his thick cock, rhythmic pulses milking him. My vision whited out. I couldn't see. Couldn't hear. Could only feel the waves crashing through me. My legs shook. My arms gave out.

I collapsed forward onto the couch. Face pressed into the sticky leather. Still cumming. Still clenching. Still feeling him fucking me through it.

He didn't stop. Kept fucking me hard and fast, chasing his own release. Using my orgasm. Feeling me clench around him.

"Fuck. You're squeezing me so tight."

I couldn't answer. Could only moan, broken and desperate. I was still cumming when he changed his rhythm. Faster. Rougher. Losing control.

"You want my baby?"

Yes.

"Yes."

"You want a Black baby?"

The words hit me like lightning. Taboo. Wrong. Filthy. Exactly what I wanted.

"Yes. I don't care. I want it. Breed me."

"Say it again."

"Breed me. Knock me up. I don't care. I want your baby. I want it."

He groaned, deep and primal. His fingers dug into my hips so hard I knew the bruises would last for days. Perfect finger-shaped bruises.

Hector groaned from his couch, jerking himself faster. "Fuck. She's really gonna let him."

Tyler, breathless. "She wants it. Holy shit, she actually wants it."

Darnell slammed deep. Held still. Buried as far as he could go. His cock pressed against my cervix. Nowhere left to go.

His cock throbbed. Once. Twice.

Then I felt it.

The first spurt.

Hot. Thick. Flooding me so fast I gasped. Oh god. Oh god, he's cumming. He's cumming inside me.

Another pulse. Another spurt. Deeper. Hotter. I felt it splash against my cervix, pooling inside me. Flooding my womb. Yes. Fill me. Breed me. Give me everything.

"Fuck. Take it. All of it."

I clenched around him, desperate and greedy. I wanted every drop. Needed it. This is why I'm here. This is what I fucking need.

He kept cumming.

His cock pulsed. Three. Four. Five. So much. There's so much. I'd never felt anything like it. The sheer volume. The heat spreading through me. Filling me. Claiming me from the inside.

Knock me up. Please. Let this be the one. Let his cum find my egg.

He kept going. I lost count. My cunt milked him, greedy, desperate, trying to hold every drop. The heat spread through me, thick and relentless. Fill my womb. Knock me up. Please.

"Good girl. Take my cum. Take all of it."

His cock throbbed weaker now. Slowing. But still cumming. Still filling me. I felt the pressure building. Too much. My body couldn't hold it all. But I wanted to try. I wanted every drop.

Don't waste it. Stay inside. Fill my womb.

His cock gave a last weak throb. He stayed buried deep, plugging me. Keeping his cum inside where it belonged.

He stayed there, breathing hard against my back. His chest heaved. Letting it soak in. Letting his seed settle deep in my womb.

I was shaking. My thighs trembled. My cunt still clenched around him in little aftershocks, desperate to keep him inside. Don't pull out. Not yet. Let it stay. Let it take.

But he did.

Slowly. Inch by inch. The same agonizing withdrawal as the entry. I felt every ridge, every vein leaving me empty.

The second his cock left me, I felt the flood.

His cum poured out. Thick and hot and relentless. Running down my thighs. Over my pussy lips. Dripping onto the couch. Pooling beneath me. So much. Too much.

No. Stay inside. Please. Don't leak out.

But it kept coming. Kept dripping. I couldn't hold it all.

I reached back with shaking fingers. Tried to push it back inside. Scooped the thick white cum from my thighs and pushed it back into my cunt. Futile. Desperate. More leaked out as soon as I moved my hand.

Please. Please stay inside.

Darnell laughed, satisfied and proud. "Look at that. Bred. Full of my cum."

I stayed bent over, dripping and aching. My cunt still clenched around nothing, still trying to hold what I couldn't keep. I felt it running down my inner thighs, warm and thick, coating my skin.

The other men groaned. Moved closer. I heard footsteps. Belt buckles. Zippers.

Hector's voice, eager. "My turn, mami. Let me add to that."

Tyler, staring. "Fuck. That's so hot. She's already full and she's gonna take more."

Darnell stepped back. I heard him zipping up. Heard him walk to a bench, sit down.

"She's all yours. I got her started. Already stretched her out for you."

I stayed bent over. Dripping with his cum. Aching for more. Still hungry. My cunt throbbed. Empty. Needing to be filled again.

Yes. More. I need more. Fill me. All of you. Give me everything.

Footsteps behind me. Another man moving into position.

Ready to add his load to Darnell's.

Ready to breed me again.
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The Second Seeding

Hector didn't ask. Just grabbed my hips and pushed inside, no warning, no hesitation.

Thick, fuck, so thick my cunt had to stretch just to take him. Shorter than Darnell but wider, splitting me open in a way that made me gasp into the stained couch cushions. I was already soaked, slick with Darnell's cum and my own wetness, and Hector plowed through it all like he owned every inch of me.

"Ay, qué rica."

I gasped, gripped the couch harder, knuckles white against the disgusting fabric.

He didn't ease in, didn't wait for me to adjust. Just fucked me. Hard and fast with zero rhythm, just relentless pounding that said I was a hole to use, nothing more.

Oh god, so rough, he doesn't give a shit about anything but his own pleasure, just taking what he wants.

My cunt clenched around him, greedy for exactly this kind of rough treatment.

"You like that, mami? You like being used?"

"Yes."

I could barely get the word out. Breathless. Wrecked. Each brutal thrust knocked the air from my lungs.

He slapped my ass. Hard. The crack echoed and I yelped before I could stop myself, the sting blooming hot across my skin and going straight to my clit.

More. Fuck, do it again.

"Say it in Spanish. Dime."

I didn't know Spanish, could barely understand what he was saying, but the tone carved right through me. Pure dominance. My cunt clenched.

"I... I like it."

He laughed, rough and dismissive, and slapped my ass again. Harder this time.

"Puta. You don't even know what I'm saying."

He grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back, forcing my spine to arch, my tits bouncing with every brutal thrust. Every eye in the room burned into me, watching my body move, watching me take cock like the desperate slut I was.

They all know. Know I'm already full of cum. Know I'm desperate for more. Know exactly what I am.

Tyler's voice cut through, awed and hungry.

"Fuck. He's destroying her."

Hector grunted, slamming into me even harder.

"She loves it. Don't you, mami?"

"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

I did. Every brutal thrust, every degrading word, every stinging slap. This wasn't gentle or romantic. This was exactly what I came for. To be used, to be bred like an animal in front of strangers who didn't care about my name or my face, only the wet hole they were filling.

This is what I need. This is who I am now.

Darnell's cum was still inside me, slick and warm, coating my walls, and Hector's cock plowed through it, fucking it deeper with every thrust. Pushing it toward my cervix. Mixing it with his pre-cum.

Yes, push it deeper, get it all the way inside, into my womb where it needs to be.

Obscene and filthy, the wet squelch of his cock sliding through another man's cum loud enough that everyone could hear it. The sloppy sounds filled the room, mixing with the porn still playing, with the groans of the men watching.

"So wet, mami. So fucking messy."

I was. Dripping, cum running down my thighs, my cunt overflowing. Every thrust forced more out, but I didn't care. There was more coming. So much more.

I want it all. Every drop. Every man in this room.

Hector smelled different than Darnell. Stronger, earthier, sweat and diesel and something sharper like cigarettes or old work clothes. Manual labor. A man who fucked hard because he lived hard.

Dirty and rough and exactly what I need.

His grip on my hair tightened, pulling harder, my scalp burning, neck straining. But the pain just sharpened everything, made my cunt clench harder around his thick cock, desperate and needy.

"You want my cum?"

"Yes."

"You want a Mexican baby?"

"Yes. Give it to me."

I meant it. Every word. Didn't care whose baby it was. Black, Mexican, white, didn't fucking matter. I just wanted to be pregnant, wanted to feel my belly swell, wanted someone who needed me.

Breed me. All of you. I don't care who.

His hand left my hair and reached around, fingers seeking my mouth. I opened automatically, obedient.

He shoved two fingers inside my mouth, rough and deep enough to make me gag slightly.

They tasted like salt and sweat, the unmistakable tang of dried pre-cum crusted on his skin. He'd been jerking off watching me with Darnell, and now those same fingers were gagging me.

Oh god, so dirty, so fucking filthy.

I sucked them greedily, tongue working between them, tasting every inch. The moan that escaped around those fingers was shameless, needy. I wanted more, wanted to taste everything, wanted to be filled in every hole.

"Puta sucia."

I didn't know what it meant, but it sounded filthy, sounded degrading, and my cunt got wetter.

Hector pulled his fingers from my mouth, grabbed my hip with wet fingers, and fucked me harder. Faster. His rhythm falling apart, getting erratic, sloppy.

Close, he's so close, I can feel his cock swelling inside me. Going to cum. Going to fill me. Add his load to Darnell's.

"Gonna breed you, mami. Gonna fill you up."

"Yes. Please."

The men watching groaned louder. I could hear them jerking off, the wet sounds of their hands working their cocks. They were all close too, all turned on by watching me get used, watching me beg to be bred.

They're all going to fuck me. All going to cum inside me. I'm going to be so full.

Hector slammed into me one last time and buried himself deep, his cock swelling and pulsing inside me.

"Ay, mierda, I'm cumming."

Heat flooded my cunt. The second load. Thick and hot, mixing with Darnell's, filling me so full I could feel the pressure building. I felt it splash against my cervix, felt it pool deep inside where I needed it most.

Yes. More. Give me all of it.

I clenched around him, desperate, trying to milk every drop, trying to pull him deeper. My cunt throbbed, ached. I was overflowing but I wanted more.

Hector stayed inside for a moment, panting, his chest pressed against my back, his breath hot on my neck. Then he pulled out.

Rough and fast, zero fucking care.

The second he pulled out, cum gushed from my cunt, pouring down my thighs in thick streams. Two men's loads, too much to hold. It ran over my pussy lips, down my legs, dripping onto the already stained couch in heavy globs.

The weight of it, the heat soaking into my skin, the wetness painting my thighs.

So much cum, I'm overflowing, but I still need more. So much more.

Hector zipped up and lit a cigarette, the smoke mixing with the thick smell of sex hanging in the air.

"Good pussy, mami. Real good."

And that was it. No tenderness, no aftercare, just a dismissive compliment before he walked to the side, sat on a bench, and watched.

I'm just a hole. Just pussy. And I love it.

Tyler was already moving forward, eager, shaking with excitement. His cock hard and dripping, leaking pre-cum. He'd been watching, jerking off, waiting his turn.

"Can I go now?"

Hector laughed, exhaled smoke.

"She's all yours, güey."
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Third Time's the Charm

Tyler stood behind me, nervous energy radiating off him. His hands hovered near my hips. Didn't touch. Like if he grabbed me too hard I'd vanish, or he'd wake up and this would all be some wet dream.

"Can I... is it okay if I...?"

I turned my head, managed something like a smile through the fog of exhaustion. My legs shook, my cunt ached, and I was so full of cum I could feel it sloshing with every breath.

"Yes. Fuck me."

"Oh my god. Okay. Okay."

His voice cracked. Actual fucking puberty voice. A couple of the guys snickered, not mean, just amused.

Poor kid's going to last maybe thirty seconds.

Tyler lined himself up, one hand gripping his dick, the other finally touching my hip, tentative as hell. I felt the head of his cock press against my entrance, and even through the bone-deep exhaustion, even through the soreness, I wanted it. Needed his load mixing with the others.

He pushed in, and the groan that ripped out of him echoed off the walls.

"Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Jesus Christ, you're so wet."

I don't even feel him.

That was the truth. After Darnell's thick cock stretching me open, after Hector's brutal pounding, Tyler's average dick just slid right in. Zero resistance. I was too stretched, too full of cum, too wrecked.

But I heard it.

God, every disgusting sound.

The wet squelch when he sank in, his cock pushing through all that cum already pooled inside me. Sloppy, obscene, loud enough the guys watching heard every thrust. Wet slapping, liquid churning, my cunt making sounds like stirring mac and cheese. Fuck. I'd never been this ruined, and my pussy was announcing it to the whole room.

I'm destroyed. Three cocks have wrecked me, stretched me so loose I can't even feel this one properly. And I fucking love it.

Tyler fucked me fast and erratic, zero rhythm, just desperate rabbit-fucking like he was racing his own dick to the finish line.

I moaned anyway, pushed back a little even though my legs screamed. I wanted him to cum, wanted his load added to the collection dripping down my thighs.

"You're so hot. I can't believe this. You're perfect."

Perfect?

I almost laughed. I was bent over a jizz-soaked couch in a porn theater backroom, cum leaking out of me, hair stuck to my sweaty face, makeup probably smeared like a drunk raccoon. Perfect wasn't the word any sane person would use.

But he believed it. I could hear it in his voice, that holy-shit-this-is-real tone.

"Don't stop. Just cum. Give it to me."

"I'm trying. I'm so close already. Fuck."

Of course he was. He'd been standing there jerking off while watching Darnell and Hector breed me, edging himself for fifteen minutes. The second he slid into my soaked cunt, his fate was sealed.

The guys watching knew it too.

"He's not gonna last."

"Poor kid."

"At least he's getting some pussy."

They laughed, but Tyler didn't care or didn't hear. He just kept fucking me, faster, harder, his breathing ragged and desperate.

He leaned over my back, chest pressing against me, mouth near my ear.

"I'm gonna cum. I'm sorry. I can't hold it. You're just so—"

"Do it. Fill me. I want it."

That did it.

Tyler slammed deep, went rigid, and groaned into my shoulder so hard I felt the vibration in my bones.

Then heat. His cum pumping into me, smaller spurts than Darnell's thick ropes or Hector's flooding gush, but still warm, still wet, still exactly what my greedy cunt wanted.

Three. Three loads from three different cocks. I'm so fucking full.

I clenched around him, trying to milk every drop even though my muscles barely worked. My cunt was swollen, tender, every throb of his dick inside me registering as this weird pleasure-pain that made me gasp.

More cum. More chances. Better odds.

Tyler stayed buried in me, panting hard, arms wrapped around my waist like I was the only thing keeping him upright.

"Thank you. Oh my god. Thank you."

I couldn't help it. I laughed, breathless and weak but real. He was thanking me. Like I'd done him this huge favor.

"You're welcome."

He pulled out slow, reluctant, and the second his cock slipped free, cum gushed out. Three loads mixed together, pouring down my thighs in thick rivulets, dripping onto the already destroyed couch.

Tyler stepped back, stared.

"That's... that's so hot."

He sounded awed, like he'd walked into a church and found god dripping cum.

I couldn't see myself. No mirror, no way to witness what they all saw. But I felt it. The gaping emptiness where three cocks had stretched me. The constant stream of cum pouring out, warm and slick and obscene. Wet trails painting my inner thighs, droplets hitting the couch with soft wet plops.

I must look completely destroyed.

The thought sent a pulse of arousal through my wrecked body. I wanted to see it. Wanted proof of what I'd become in thirty minutes.

Tyler zipped up, hands shaking, and stepped back looking satisfied and embarrassed in equal measure.

The guys clapped. Actual applause, slow and mocking but not totally unkind.

"Good job, kid."

"At least you finished."

"Better than jerking off alone, right?"

Tyler's face went red even in the dim light, but he smiled.

Darnell's voice cut through from where he sat, still dressed, watching with that calm authority.

"She's done good. Three loads. That's enough for tonight."

Is it?

Part of me wanted to argue. Three felt like a start, but there were still guys in here. Still more cum to collect, more chances, better odds.

But my body answered before I could.

My arms gave out. I went down face-first into the couch cushions, legs shaking too hard to hold me. My cunt throbbed, swollen fat and leaking a steady stream. Sweat cooled on my back, my ass, the curve of my spine. I could smell myself, that raw sex-sweat stink, mixed with the cum dripping out of me.

I'm done. Completely fucking spent.

Cum poured from me, pooling under me on the wrecked cushions. I felt it streaming down my thighs, heard it dripping onto the floor, smelled the overwhelming musk of three different men mixed with my own slick arousal.

The porn still played on the big screen. Some woman moaning fake as hell, filling the silence between heavy breathing and low conversation.

I closed my eyes.

Three loads. Three different men. Black, Mexican, white; I don't know which one will take. Don't care. Just need one of them to.

My hand drifted to my stomach, pressed against the flat surface.

Soon. Please let it be soon.

"You good, baby girl?"

Darnell, closer now. I opened my eyes, turned my head. He stood by the couch, looking down with something like concern mixed with satisfaction.

"Yeah. I'm good."

"You need help getting up?"

"In a minute. Just... let me catch my breath."

He nodded, stepped back, gave me space.

Around me, zippers rasped. Some guys still jerked off, eyes locked on my destroyed cunt. Others shuffled toward the door, lighting cigarettes, murmuring to each other. Tyler lingered by the wall, still watching with that awed look.

They all saw me. They all know what I am now.

The thought should've embarrassed me. Should've made me feel ashamed.

It didn't.

Pride swelled in my chest. I'd earned this. Three loads. Three strangers. My cunt full of cum and my body singing.

Mission accomplished. First breeding session complete.

My cunt clenched weakly, trying to hold it all in, but it was useless. Too much, too stretched, gravity working against me. It just kept pouring out, painting my thighs white, soaking into the couch.

I need to get up. Get home. Lie down with my hips elevated so it stays inside.

But not yet.

Just another minute. Let me lie here in this filthy room, dripping strangers' cum, feeling more alive than I'd felt in months.

This is who I am now. And I fucking love it.

[image: ]

Cum-Drunk and Dripping

I force myself up, legs shaking so bad I nearly collapse. My arms give out halfway and I catch myself on the couch armrest, gasping. The room tilts, blurs, then snaps back into focus. My thighs are screaming. My cunt's on fire, swollen so fat I can feel my own pulse throbbing in the stretched, raw lips.

Cum pours down my thighs.

Thick rivers of it streaming hot and slick, coating my skin from pussy to knees. Every heartbeat sends another gush leaking out, and I feel it, the wet slide, the obscene drip-drip onto the stained carpet. I'm a fucking mess. Hair tangled with dried cum and sweat, tits aching, nipples rubbed raw from being sucked and twisted. My whole body feels used, wrecked, emptied out.

Perfect.

My tank top's crumpled on the floor near Tyler's feet. I bend to grab it, and the movement makes more cum spill. I hear it hit the carpet. Feel the wet heat sliding down to my knees, pooling in the creases behind them.

Tyler's watching me, eyes wide like he still can't believe what just happened. Like I'm some kind of porn miracle.

I tug the tank top on. No bra. My nipples poke hard through the thin white fabric, visible as fuck, and I don't care. My skirt's half-shoved under the couch. I yank it free, step into it, pull it up over my bare ass and sticky thighs. No panties. Nothing to catch the cum still leaking out of me. The denim clings to my wet skin immediately, soaking through, and I know I'm going to leave a wet spot on my car seat.

Good. I want to sit in it. Want to feel it all the way home.

Darnell's leaning against the wall, arms crossed, watching me pull myself together. The other guys are still here too, some of them still stroking their cocks, eyes glued to me like I'm the best thing they've seen all year.

I meet Darnell's gaze.

He nods slow, approving. "See you next time, baby girl."

My cunt clenches hard. Next time. Fuck yes, there's going to be a next time. I'm coming back. I need this. I need them.

"Yeah," I rasp, voice shredded from moaning and screaming. "You fucking will."

I walk toward the door, legs unsteady, thighs slick and slippery with cum. Every step makes more leak out. I feel it dripping, leaving a trail behind me on the carpet. The guys watch me go, murmuring shit in low voices, and I catch fragments.

"Goddamn."

"That was fucking insane."

"She's coming back, right?"

Hector calls after me in Spanish, something I don't understand, but the tone's clear. You did good, mami. Come back.

I push through the door into the hallway.

The air's cooler here, less thick with the smell of sex and sweat. Red lights glow along the narrow space, doors on both sides, bass thumping through walls. I pass Booth 9. The booth where I sucked my first anonymous cock through a gloryhole just days ago, scared shitless and dripping wet.

Look at me now.

A man exits Booth 5 as I walk past, zipping up his jeans. He glances at me, does a double take, stares. Takes in my hair, my flushed face, the way I'm walking like I've been split open and fucked into pieces.

His eyes drop to my thighs.

He sees it. The cum coating my skin, wet and shiny under the red lights, trails running down to my knees.

He grins, nods once like we're in on the same secret.

I keep walking. Head up, shoulders back. I'm not ashamed. I'm fucking proud.

The front counter comes into view, fluorescent lights harsh after the dim red glow. Rick's behind the plexiglass, magazine open, coffee steaming in a stained mug that probably hasn't been washed in a year.

He looks up when I approach.

His eyes sweep over me, taking it all in. Hair wrecked. Lips swollen fat from sucking. The way I move, slow and careful, like every step hurts. The visible wetness on my thighs, the cum I'm not even trying to hide.

He grins, slow and dirty. "Productive night?"

I nod. Can't speak yet, throat too raw from choking on cock and screaming. My whole body's heavy, sore, fucked stupid and satisfied down to my bones.

"Good," Rick says, already going back to his magazine. "Real good."

He dismisses me like we just had a normal transaction. Like I'm any other customer.

I guess to him, I am.

I push through the metal door into the night.

Cold air slams into me, sharp and biting after the stuffy heat inside. My skin prickles, nipples going even harder, and I gasp at the temperature shock. It smells like diesel and cigarette smoke, faint music still thumping from inside the building.

My car's in the back corner of the lot where I always park. I walk across cracked asphalt, past beat-up trucks and sedans with taped-up windows, and I feel eyes on me. Someone's smoking in the shadows, watching. I don't look. Don't care.

I unlock the door, slide into the driver's seat.

The wet soaks through immediately. Denim against bare ass, cum pooling under me, seeping into the fabric. It's gross. It's obscene.

I fucking love it.

I flip down the visor, stare at myself in the little mirror.

Jesus fucking Christ.

Mascara's smudged black down my cheeks. Lipstick's long gone, probably smeared across Darnell's cock, Hector's balls, Tyler's fucking thigh. My hair's a ratted mess, tangled and sticky with dried cum. My face is flushed pink, eyes glassy and unfocused like I've been fucked into another dimension.

I look destroyed.

Perfect.

My hand drifts to my stomach, presses flat against the tank top. Still soft. Still empty.

One of you is the father. Darnell. Hector. Tyler. Black cock, brown cock, white cock. Doesn't matter which. Just needs to take.

My cunt clenches weakly, trying to hold onto what's left, but it keeps leaking. I feel it pooling under me, soaking the seat, and I don't give a fuck. Let it stain. Let my car smell like cum and pussy. I'll sit in it every day, remember this.

I start the engine.

Pull out of the lot, drive through empty streets. Warehouses. Shuttered businesses. Streetlights casting orange halos on cracked pavement. The city's dead this time of night. Just me and the cum dripping out of my cunt.

I think about my dildo waiting in my nightstand drawer. Thick purple silicone I bought months ago when I still thought toys would be enough.

Not enough. Never enough.

But tonight it'll do.

I'll use the cum as lube. Fuck myself until dawn, push it deeper, deeper, give those loads every chance to swim up and find my egg. One of them has to take. Statistics. Probability. Basic fucking biology.

I'm going to be a mom.

And I'm going to keep coming back to that theatre, keep taking cock after cock, until I'm so full of cum it has no choice but to stick.


7: THE BOSS
The Night Shift Just Got Complicated


Three hours and thirteen minutes left on this shift. Then I'm gone, straight to Fantasy Palace, no stopping at home, no shower, just me and the backroom and every cock that wants a turn.

I'm leaning on the counter, elbows stuck to the greasy laminate, watching the clock above the cigarette racks like it owes me money. The second hand drags its ass around the dial. The fluorescent lights buzz overhead, that constant electric hum drilling into my skull. My phone's face-up beside the register, Flo app open: High Fertility. Next 48 Hours.

My cunt throbs.

I've been going to Fantasy Palace three, four times a week for a month now. Lost count of how many men. Stopped tracking after thirty because the number didn't matter anymore. What matters is the cum, the loads, the thick hot floods filling me up while I beg for more. Numbers don't mean shit when you're bent over a cum-stained couch, legs spread, taking cock after cock while strangers jerk off in the shadows and wait their turn.

I have regulars now.

Darnell, the older Black guy with the thick cock who makes me beg before he breeds me. Hector, the Mexican trucker who talks dirty in Spanish and slaps my ass and tits until they sting and bruise. Tyler, the young white guy who busts too fast but goes down on me after, tongue deep in my cunt, licking other men's cum out like he's starving for it.

Tonight I'm going back.

Ovulation window. Peak fertility. I need as many loads as possible. It's just math. Probability. Fucking biology. One of these cocks has to knock me up.

I'm already wet. Have been since my shift started six hours ago. I shift my weight, squeeze my thighs together, but it doesn't help. I'm just always horny now. Always soaked. Always ready. My panties are drenched, sticky and slick, and all I can think about is cock.

Thick cock. Long cock. Dark cock, pale cock, brown cock. Anonymous cock sliding through gloryholes or pounding me from behind while I moan names I don't even know, don't even care to know.

I check the clock again.

Two forty-eight.

Fuck.

No customers for over an hour. Thursday nights are dead, always have been. Just me and the buzzing lights and the sticky floor and the burnt coffee stink from the pot I made at midnight and forgot to dump.

I scroll my phone. Reddit. r/BreedingMaterial. Success stories: Got pregnant at a gloryhole after 6 visits. Took 14 loads in one night and tested positive two weeks later.

My cunt clenches.

I'm going to be one of those women. I'm going to post my story someday: Fucked strangers at an adult theatre until I got knocked up. Best decision I ever made.

I imagine my stomach swelling, tits getting heavier, full of milk. A baby growing inside me, made from anonymous cum, fathered by a man whose name I don't know and face I've never seen. Maybe Darnell. Maybe Hector. Maybe some random trucker passing through who dumped his load and drove off into the night.

Perfect.

Footsteps from the back office.

I know that heavy shuffle. Ralph.

I don't look up, keep scrolling my phone like I don't hear him coming.

He walks out with his coffee mug, cigarette smoke clinging to his stained white shirt. Cargo shorts riding low under his gut. Flip-flops slapping the linoleum. Fifty-one years old and looks every year of it. Bald spot spreading across his skull. Beer gut hanging over his waistband. My manager. The guy who hired me three years ago and has been staring at my tits every shift since.

He leans in the doorway, sipping his coffee, eyes locked on my chest like he's got some fucking right to.

I glance up. He's not looking at my face. Never does. Just my tits, always my tits, hard nipples poking through the thin white tank top.

Not because of him.

Because I've been thinking about cock for six hours straight, dripping wet and ready to explode.

I look back down at my phone. Ignore him. This is normal. Ralph stares. Ralph makes gross comments. Ralph never does anything. He's harmless. Pathetic.

"Quiet tonight," he says.

"Yeah."

He sips his coffee. Still staring.

"You been busy though," he says. "Haven't you?"

I frown, glance up. "What?"

"I said, you been busy."

His voice is different. Not the usual sleazy comment or weak joke. This is heavier, slower, like he's savoring something. I set my phone face-down on the counter.

"Fantasy Palace," he says. "Down on East Market."

The floor tilts.

Oh fuck.

My boss knows. He knows about the theatre, about the backroom, about Darnell and Hector and Tyler and every anonymous cock I've taken bareback for the past month.

I open my mouth. Nothing comes out.

"Seen you there," Ralph continues, still calm, still smiling. "Few times now. Stayed in the back corner. Watched."

Heat floods my face. Down my neck. Spreading fast across my chest.

He watched me. My boss watched me get fucked. Watched me beg for cum. Watched me spread my legs for strangers and beg them to breed me.

And between my legs, already soaked from six hours of fertility-window horniness and Reddit breeding forums and fantasizing about tonight, my cunt absolutely floods.

No. No, that's not the right reaction. That's insane.

But my body doesn't care what's insane. My body knows what it wants.

Ralph's still talking, voice low and satisfied. "The guys know you. They ask for you. 'Is the brunette coming in tonight? Big tits? Takes it bareback?'"

I stare at him. My pulse is hammering. My nipples are hard, pushing against my thin tank top, and I watch his eyes drop to them immediately.

He's been watching me get fucked by strangers. He's watched me beg men to breed me. He's standing in my store at three in the morning telling me this, and I am so wet I could cry.

Something shifts in my chest. Loosens.

Fuck it.

I reach down and grab the hem of my tank top. Pull it up. Slow, deliberate, watching his face the whole time. My tits spill out, heavy and bare, no bra, nipples hard and pink and pointing straight at him.

Ralph's jaw drops.

I let the fabric bunch above my tits and lean forward on the counter, letting them hang, letting him look. His eyes are glued to my chest, coffee mug forgotten in his hand, tilting dangerously.

"So," I say, keeping my voice steady. "You liked what you saw."

It's not a question.

Ralph's mouth opens and closes. For the first time in three years of him leering at me across this counter, he's speechless.

"Ralph." I lean closer. "Did you like watching me?"

"Jesus," he breathes.

"Tell me what you saw."

His eyes finally drag up to my face. His expression's shifted from smug to hungry, confused, trying to work out what's happening here. Whether he's still in control of this situation.

He's not.

"Tell me," I say again. "What did you see me doing?"

He swallows. Adam's apple bobbing in his throat.

"You were in the backroom," he says. His voice is rough now, scraped raw. "Bent over the couch."

"Mm."

"Taking it. From the big Black guy."

My cunt clenches so hard I have to grip the counter edge.

"Darnell," I say. "His name's Darnell."

"You were begging him." Ralph's breathing faster now. "Telling him to fill you. To knock you up."

"I say that a lot," I tell him. Straightforward. Shameless. "I mean it every time."

Ralph stares at my tits like a dying man.

I straighten up, pull my tank top back down, smooth it over my chest. His expression crumbles, bereft. I reach under the counter, grab my hoodie off the hook, pull it on. Zip it halfway. Clock out on the register. It's close enough to three that Ralph won't say anything.

"Come on then," I say, walking out from behind the counter. "Show me what you've got."

He blinks. "What?"

I look back at him over my shoulder.

"The storeroom. Come on. You've been watching me for a month. Your turn."
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Overtime

He follows me. Of course he does, he can probably follow the stink of my soaked cunt blindfolded.

I hear his flip-flops slapping linoleum behind me, fast and pathetic. He's already breathing hard. Three years of staring at my tits and all it took was me lifting my shirt. Men are so fucking simple.

I push the storeroom door open. Hinges scream. One bare bulb flickers overhead, throwing harsh yellow light over metal shelves stacked with beer cases and a concrete floor stained dark with God knows what. Smells like cardboard, dust, and old mop water. I step inside, turn around, lean back against the shelving. Wait.

Ralph follows me in. Shuts the door behind him.

His hands are shaking. He stares at my tits, then looks away like he's afraid I'll change my mind. Stares again. Can't help himself.

"You watched me," I say. "Multiple times."

"Yeah."

He's whispering. Pathetic.

"Tell me the rest. What else did you see?"

He shifts his weight. Runs a hand over his bald spot. The smug asshole from the counter is gone. This version of Ralph is raw. Honest. Turned the fuck on.

"The Mexican guy," he says. "The trucker. Hector."

"What about him?"

"He was rough with you." Ralph's eyes glaze over. He's remembering. "Pulled your hair. Slapped your ass. You were moaning so fucking loud."

"I like it rough."

"And the young kid. Tyler. He barely lasted two minutes."

"He tries." I reach up and unzip my hoodie, slow. Let it slide off my shoulders, drop to the floor. "Keep going."

Ralph's staring at my tits through my white tank top. I can see my nipples pressing against the fabric, hard and obvious.

"The married guy," he says. "Greg. He went down on you. After the others."

"He likes cleaning me up." I grab the hem of my tank top and pull it over my head. My tits bounce free, heavy and full. My nipples are peaked so hard they ache. The cool air hits them and I shiver. "He's good at it."

Ralph makes this sound. Half groan, half whimper. Jesus, he's already about to lose it.

I reach for his hand. Take it. Press it flat against my right tit, watch his face when he feels the weight, the warmth, my nipple digging into his palm.

"Jesus Christ," he breathes.

"You watched me take four men in one night," I say. "Watched me beg strangers to breed me. And you never came over. Never said a word. Just stood in the corner jerking off."

"I didn't think you'd want..."

"Ralph." I squeeze his hand against my tit, hard. "I let men I don't know fuck me bareback in a room that reeks of cum and bleach. What made you think I wouldn't want you?"

His other hand comes up. Cups my left breast. He's gripping them both now, thumbs dragging across my nipples, rough and clumsy. My cunt clenches, empty and aching.

"Tell me what you want," I say.

"I want to taste you."

Fast. Like he's been holding it in for years.

"Get on your knees."

He drops. Faster than I expected. His cargo shorts ride up his thighs. Flip-flops scrape concrete. His hands go to my jeans, fumbling with the button, the zipper. I let him work them down my thighs, along with my soaked panties, until they're bunched around my ankles.

He stares.

I'm dripping. Visibly. My cunt is slick and swollen, shaved bare, glistening under the harsh yellow bulb. My thighs are already wet. Six hours of fertility-window horniness and ten minutes of Ralph reciting my filthy highlight reel have me ready to fucking explode.

"Fuck," he whispers.

"You going to stare or you going to taste it?"

He shoves his face between my legs and goes to work.

He's not Darnell. Not even close to Tyler. He's sloppy as fuck, sucking too hard, tongue barely doing enough. I don't care. It's a mouth on my cunt at three in the morning, I'm ovulating, and I've been so horny all shift I could barely function.

I grab the shelving behind me with both hands and let my head fall back.

"Right there. Don't stop."

He groans against me. The vibration shoots through my clit. His hands grip my thighs, spreading me wider. His tongue finds a rhythm that actually works. Dragging over my cunt, slow and heavy, lapping up how wet I am.

"Tell me what you saw again," I say. "While you're doing that."

He pulls back just enough to talk. "The big Black guy. Darnell. First night in the backroom."

"Keep going."

"He stretched you open. You couldn't breathe. You were shaking."

"I was." God, just the memory makes me clench. "What else."

His mouth goes back to work. Tonguing me between words, muffled and wet.

"He asked if you wanted his baby." Lick. "You said yes." Lick. "You were screaming."

I was. I remember every second. Darnell's thick cock splitting me open, his hands bruising my hips, his voice low and filthy. You want a Black baby, baby girl? Tell me.

Yes. God, yes. Breed me.

"He filled you up," Ralph murmurs against my cunt. "I watched it drip out of you after. Running down your thighs."

I cum. Hard and fast, no warning. My whole body locks up. My thighs clamp around his head. My cunt pulses, squeezing nothing, soaking his face. I bite my lip so hard I taste copper, trying not to scream. He keeps licking, sloppy and relentless, dragging it out until I'm shaking.

I push his head back. Step out of my jeans.

Ralph sits on his heels, chin wet, staring up at me with this look. Like I'm something holy. Three years of staring. And that's all it took.

I grab his shoulder and pull him up. He stands on shaky legs. His cock is straining against his cargo shorts, hard and obvious.

I reach for his zipper.

"My turn," I say. "Keep talking."

He does.

His cock is nothing special. Average. Not going to turn heads at Fantasy Palace. But it's hard as fuck and it smells like sweat and Marlboros, and I drop to my knees on the cold concrete and wrap my lips around it. He starts talking. Telling me everything.

He tells me about the night Tyler ate me out after Hector fucked me, licking other men's cum from my cunt while I moaned. He tells me about the session where I took four loads in under an hour and stumbled out dripping down both thighs. He tells me about the way Darnell watches me when I walk in. Possessive. Hungry. Like I'm his.

I suck Ralph's cock and listen and get wetter with every story.

My spit runs down his shaft. I take him deeper, hollowing my cheeks. He groans. I bob my head, slow at first, then faster. The wet sounds fill the storeroom. My jaw aches. I don't care.

He's close. I feel his cock throb against my tongue.

He cums with a groan. Hands on my head, not forcing, just holding. Hot spurts flood my mouth, bitter and thick. I swallow. Lick him clean. Sit back on my heels.

He's staring at me like he can't process what just happened.

"Same time next Thursday?"

He laughs. Short. Disbelieving. "Yeah. Yeah, okay."

I stand. Pull my panties and jeans up. Yank my tank top over my head. Grab my hoodie off the floor. Check my reflection in the dark screen of the beer fridge. Smudged mascara. Swollen lips. Hair wrecked. Perfect.

Ralph's still leaning against the shelves, shorts barely zipped, staring at me with that stunned look.

"You good to close up?"

"Yeah."

I push the storeroom door open. Walk through the narrow hallway. Grab my bag from behind the counter.

Two fifty-eight AM. Ralph won't write me up for leaving two minutes early.

I push through the front door. Cold air hits my face. Keys already in my hand.

My cunt is still throbbing. Still slick. Still fucking starving. One orgasm from Ralph's sloppy mouth barely scratched the surface. Fertility window's still wide open. I need more.

I get in my car. Start the engine.

East Market Street is fifteen minutes away.

The night's not over.


8: FIVE DAYS LATE


The fucking test is right there.

On my coffee table. Been staring at it so long my eyes are watering, but I can't make myself reach for it. How long? Twenty minutes? An hour? Time's doing this elastic thing where every second stretches out like taffy.

I know exactly what it'll say. Instructions memorized: pee on the stick, wait three minutes, two lines means knocked up, one line means not. Should be simple. Should be. Except it's not simple at all, it's everything, my whole goddamn future sitting in that cheap CVS box.

My phone glows next to it. Period tracker app mocking me. Notification's been stuck there all day: "5 Days Late, Take a Test!"

Five days.

Five.

That's not nothing. Not stress, not my body being weird because I've been living on RedBull and bad decisions. Five days is something real. Five days is maybe. Five days is this wild desperate hope crawling up my throat every time I let myself think about it.

I grab the box. Turn it over. Read the back even though I could recite it word for word at this point. 99% accurate. Best results with first morning urine. Can detect pregnancy as early as the first day of a missed period.

Five days past that first day.

Five whole fucking days.

My hands won't stop shaking. I set it back down before I crush the cardboard, before I rip it open and do this right now, right this second, in the dark.

Can't. Not yet.

I need one more night of not knowing. One more night where it's still possible, where I can imagine that second pink line showing up, proving what my body's been screaming at me for days. Because what if it's negative? What if I walk into that bathroom, pee on the stick, stare at my phone timer for three brutal minutes, and there's only one line staring back?

What if every load, every cock, every night bent over in that cum-stained backroom meant nothing?

I'd go back. Have to. Spread my legs for stranger after stranger, beg them to fill me, pray that this time it takes.

And I would. God, I would. If that test comes back negative, I'm at the theatre tomorrow night. I'll take every cock that wants me. I'll beg them to breed me until my voice gives out. Whatever it takes.

But tonight I get to hope.

I pull up my notes app. Scroll through my tracking. These numbers are burned into my brain but I can't stop checking them, adding them up like they're some magic equation.

Week 1: 7 visits, 22 loads total (9 oral swallowed, 13 vaginal creampies)

Week 2: 5 visits, 18 loads total (6 oral, 12 vaginal)

Week 3: 3 visits, 11 loads total (2 oral, 9 vaginal)

Total: 51 loads from approximately 25 to 30 different men.

Fifty-one loads.

Jesus fucking Christ.

One of them had to work. Probability, statistics, basic goddamn biology. I was ovulating. Fertile as hell. Timed everything perfect. Did it all right.

One of those cocks got me pregnant. I know it.

I close the notes, open Safari instead. Type "early pregnancy symptoms" into Google even though I've read every article, every forum post, every desperate Reddit thread at least a dozen times. Can't help it. Need to check again, need to see if my body's telling me the truth or just fucking with me.

Tender breasts. Check. Fuck yes, check. My tits have been killing me for three days, nipples so sensitive I ditched my bra entirely. Every time they brush my tank top it's this sharp ache that shoots straight down to my cunt.

Fatigue. Maybe? I'm always exhausted. Work nights, sleep like shit, live on energy drinks. Hard to tell if it's pregnancy or just my trash existence. But this feels heavier somehow. Different. Like my body's working overtime on something secret.

Nausea. Kind of? Past two mornings there's been this queasy flutter in my stomach. Not enough to make me puke, just enough to notice. Just enough to make my heart slam against my ribs.

Food aversions. Can't tell. Haven't eaten much. Too nervous. Stomach's been twisted in knots for days.

Frequent urination. Not really. Not yet.

Mood swings. I'm terrified and horny at the same time, so wet I've been leaving damp spots on this futon, so scared I might throw up. That count?

I close the browser. Toss my phone aside. Useless. Won't know shit until I take that test, and I can't take it yet. Not tonight.

I sink back into the futon, hand sliding to my stomach. Press my palm flat. Still flat, no bump, no proof. But maybe there's something in there. Maybe there's a tiny cluster of cells splitting, multiplying, growing into a baby.

My baby.

My hand drifts lower, slips under my sleep shorts. Not even trying to get off. Just touching myself, slow lazy circles over my clit, grounding myself in the sensation.

I close my eyes.

The theatre hits me like a freight train.

Smell first. Cum and sweat and that cheap pine cleaner, thick humid air that sticks to your skin and hair. Then sounds. Men groaning, wet slapping flesh, porn screaming from a dozen screens. Crude hungry voices bouncing off the walls.

"Fuck yeah, take it."

"Good girl."

"Swallow that shit."

Three nights ago. Booth 9, on my knees, concrete floor digging into my kneecaps. A cock pushed through the gloryhole, thick and hard and nameless. I wrapped my hand around it, felt the heat pulsing under my fingers, the way it jumped when I stroked it slow. Guy groaned on the other side, muffled through the wall. When he came it was thick and hot, pooling in my palm. I watched it, hypnotized, watching it drip between my fingers.

Then I licked it clean.

That's when I knew. I was hooked.

My fingers speed up, rubbing tight desperate circles. Pressure building fast, too fast. I shove my hand deeper into my shorts, no patience left. Bare skin, slick and swollen under my touch. Fuck. Soaked. I've been wet all day, my pussy throbbing every time I glance at that test, every time I think about what might be growing inside me.

First time I swallowed. Young Latino guy, maybe twenty-five tops. God, so eager. Practically smashed his cock through that hole, almost hit me in the face. I didn't hesitate. Lips wrapped around him, took him deep, tasted salt and musk and man. When he came he groaned so loud I heard it through the wall, thick spurts flooding my mouth. I swallowed every drop, felt it slide warm down my throat.

Wanted more. Needed more.

Two fingers push inside, heel of my hand grinding hard on my clit. Hips lift off the futon. Memories keep flooding in, vivid and filthy and perfect.

First time I got fucked. Darnell. That backroom. Bent over the stained couch, legs spread wide, offering everything. He stretched me, so thick I couldn't breathe. Every inch pushing deeper, filling me completely. So full.

"You want my baby?"

I begged. God, I fucking begged.

He came so deep I felt it slam my cervix, hot and thick, flooding my cunt. I clenched around him, desperate to trap every drop inside, hold it there, let it hunt down my egg.

Was that it? Was that the load?

Or later? The group session. Four men taking turns, passing me around like I was nothing but holes. Lost count of the loads. Darnell first, then Hector slamming into me from behind, rough and fast, slapping my ass and calling me puta in Spanish. Then Tyler, young and sweet and so eager he came in under two minutes. Then Greg, that married guy who ate me out first, tongue diving through the other men's cum before he slid his cock inside.

By the end I was dripping. Cum pouring down my thighs, pooling under me on those cushions. Never felt so full, so used, so fucking alive.

Three fingers now, cramming inside, stretching myself. Wet sounds filling my shitty apartment, obscene and filthy. Close. Right there.

Which cock did it? Which thrust? Which spurt found my egg and made me a mom?

I replay the backroom in my head. Sink all the way into it.

Bent over that couch. Darnell behind me, big hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. His cock slides in slow, deliberate, making me feel every thick inch. I moan into the cushions that reek of cum and sweat. Other men watching, jerking off, waiting their turn.

Darnell leans down, breath hot against my ear.

"You want my baby?"

"Yes. God, yes, please."

He slams deep, holds perfectly still. I feel it. The heat flooding me, spurt after spurt after spurt, thick and relentless, slamming against my cervix. That's the moment. Right fucking there. His cum finds my egg, wraps around it, burrows inside.

I'm pregnant.

Orgasm slams me. No warning, just white-hot pleasure ripping through my body like lightning. Back arches hard, thighs clamping tight around my hand. I bite my lip, taste copper, barely choke back the scream. My cunt clenches around my fingers, pulsing hard, milking them like they're a cock. Fuck. Fuck. Yes.

Don't stop. Keep rubbing, riding it out, picturing my belly round and full, picturing a baby growing inside me right now, this very second.

When it finally fades I collapse back, gasping. Hand slips out, fingers slick and shaking. I lie there staring at the water-stained ceiling, heart slamming so hard I can hear it in my ears.

Other hand finds my stomach again. Rests there, palm flat.

"Are you in there?" I whisper into the dark. "Please be in there."

Apartment's silent except for the rattling AC and my ragged breathing. I touch my stomach again, press gentle, like I'm trying to feel something that isn't there yet.

If it's positive tomorrow, I'm a mom. If it's negative, I go back. Spread my legs for more strangers, take more loads until it works.

But it's not going to be negative.

I can feel it. Something's different. My body knows. Tits sore, exhausted all the time, that faint nausea every morning. Something's growing. I know it.

Sit up slow, legs still shaky. Pull my shorts back on. Grab the test box off the coffee table, turn it over one more time.

Tomorrow morning. Six AM. Pee on the stick, set a timer, stare at my phone for three minutes, and I'll know.

One way or another, I'll fucking know.

And if it's negative? Back to the theatre tomorrow night. Find Darnell, Hector, Tyler, Greg, whoever's there. Bend over that couch and take every cock until my cunt's overflowing, until I'm dripping so much cum I can't walk straight. Get bred again and again until it works.

But it won't be negative.

I know it won't.

Set the box on the nightstand next to my futon. Lie down, pull the thin blanket over myself. Close my eyes.

Tomorrow everything changes.

Either I'm pregnant and my life has purpose, or I'm not and I keep trying. Either way, I'm not the girl who walked into Fantasy Palace six weeks ago. That girl was invisible, touch-starved, desperate for someone to need her.

I'm someone else now.

Someone who knows what she wants and takes it. Someone who's not scared of the filth, the degradation, the shame. Someone who's been filled by dozens of strangers and loved every fucking second of it.

Someone who's going to be a mom.

Touch my stomach one more time under the blanket.

"I'm ready," I whisper into the dark. "If you're in there, I'm ready. I'm going to love you. I'm going to be enough."

The AC rattles. A car drives past outside, bass thumping. My neighbors are silent for once.

I fall asleep with my hand on my belly, dreaming of two pink lines.


9: POSITIVE
Two Pink Lines


Iwake up at 6:32 AM with my bladder screaming, but I've been awake since five, staring at the water-stained ceiling, too wired to sleep. Today's the day. The test. My stomach's been twisted in knots for hours.

The apartment's still dark when I sit up, just grey pre-dawn light leaking through the curtains. My head's fuzzy but my pulse is already slamming in my throat. This is it. This is when I find out if one of those cocks actually knocked me up.

I swing my legs off the futon, stand, walk to the bathroom. My thighs are shaky. I flip on the light and the fluorescent bulb buzzes to life, harsh yellow that makes me squint. The pregnancy test box sits on the counter where I left it last night, mocking me. I grab it with trembling hands, tear it open, pull out the stick.

I've read the instructions so many times I could recite them in my sleep, but I read them again anyway, vision blurring. Pee on the absorbent tip for five seconds. Cap it. Wait three minutes. One line, not pregnant. Two lines, pregnant. Simple as fuck, except my hands won't stop shaking and I keep reading the same sentence over.

I sit on the toilet, unwrap the stick. My fingers fumble with the wrapper. I almost drop the whole thing before I even start. Get it together. I hold it between my legs, aim the tip into the stream, count to five in my head. One Mississippi. Two Mississippi. Feels like forever. Cap it. Set it on the edge of the sink, right next to the toothpaste I haven't used in two days.

Wipe, pull up my sleep shorts, stand.

I stare at the test sitting there on the porcelain.

Three minutes. That's all I have to wait. One hundred eighty seconds to find out if I'm carrying some stranger's baby. If Darnell's thick Black cock knocked me up. If Hector's rough pounding in the backroom did it. If Tyler's eager, desperate load was the one that took.

My phone's in my hand before I realize I grabbed it. I set the timer, press start. Watch the seconds tick down.

2:59. Please.

2:58. Let this be it.

2:57. I can't do another six weeks of gloryholes and backroom gangbangs. I can't.

I back away from the sink, can't look at the test, can't stand still. The bathroom's way too small for pacing but I do it anyway, walking in tight circles, bumping into the shower curtain, the toilet, the wall. My chest's so tight I can't breathe right. The air tastes stale and chemical, like the cheap air freshener I sprayed yesterday mixed with my own piss.

What if it's negative?

The thought makes my stomach lurch. What if all those cocks, all those loads, weren't enough? What if I have to start over? Six more weeks of spreading my legs in dirty booths, taking cum from strangers, hoping one of them has strong enough swimmers. Six more weeks of this aching emptiness.

I check my phone. Two minutes fifty seconds left.

Fuck, time's crawling.

My thumbnail's between my teeth before I realize it. I'm chewing the nail ragged, tasting blood. Heart slamming against my ribs, pulse throbbing in my throat, my wrists, between my legs. If it's negative, I'll go back tonight. Find Darnell, Hector, whoever's there. I'll bend over in that backroom and take every cock until I'm dripping, until my pussy's raw and sore and overflowing. I'll do it. I will.

But it's not going to be negative. My body knows. I'm pregnant. I can feel it.

I check my phone again. Two minutes twenty seconds.

The fluorescent bulb buzzes overhead, constant and maddening. I can smell myself, sharp and acrid, mixing with that flowery air freshener. My pulse is everywhere, thrumming, making me dizzy.

The phone buzzes in my hand. One minute left.

I stop pacing, back into the wall, slide down to sit on the cold tile floor. The chill seeps through my shorts, makes me shiver. My teeth are chattering even though it's not cold.

Thirty seconds.

I can't breathe. Can't think.

Twenty seconds. Please. Please let this work.

Fifteen.

Ten.

The timer goes off, shrill and piercing in the tiny bathroom.

I sit there frozen, staring at my phone screen. The alarm keeps beeping. I swipe it off. Silence crashes down, so loud it hurts.

Three minutes. The test is ready.

I force myself to stand, legs shaking so bad I have to grab the sink for balance. Walk the two steps to the test. My hand hovers over it. I'm terrified, actually fucking terrified to pick it up, to see only one line staring back at me.

Do it. Just do it. You didn't come this far to pussy out now.

I grab the test, bring it up to my face, force my eyes to focus on the little result window.

Two lines.

Faint but there, pink and getting darker as I stare.

"Oh fuck." My voice cracks, doesn't even sound like me. The test slips from my fingers, clatters into the sink. I snatch it back up, clutch it with both hands, bring it so close my nose almost touches the plastic.

The second line's clearer now. Bold. Undeniable.

Two lines means pregnant. Two lines means someone's cum took. Two lines means there's a baby growing inside me right fucking now.

My knees give out. I slide down the bathroom wall, land hard on the tile, don't even feel the impact. The test is still gripped in both hands. I stare at those two pink lines glowing under the fluorescent light.

I laugh. It's this high, hysterical sound that catches in my throat and turns into a sob. Then I'm crying for real, gasping and choking on it, shaking so hard I can barely hold the test. Snot runs down my face. I taste tears and salt and something metallic.

"Two lines," I gasp between sobs. "Two fucking lines. Holy shit. Holy shit, I'm pregnant."

I touch my stomach with one hand, still clutching the test in the other. Press my palm flat against my soft belly.

"You're in there," I whisper. My voice is wrecked, raw. "You're really in there. Oh my god."

The tears come harder, hotter, streaming down my face, dripping off my chin. I'm a mess, snot and tears and spit, ugly-crying on my bathroom floor at 6:35 in the morning.

"I'm your mom," I sob. "I'm going to be your mom. I'm going to love you so fucking much."

I did it. Holy fuck, I actually did it.

I sit there on the cold tile, back against the wall, clutching that test like it's the only real thing in the world. I stare at those two lines. Watch them. Make absolutely sure they don't fade or disappear or turn out to be a hallucination.

They don't. They stay.

I think about the past six weeks. All the men, all the cocks, all that cum pumped into me, load after load. Darnell's thick Black cock stretching my cunt open, his big hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise, his voice growling in my ear, You want my baby? Huh? You want me to breed this tight white pussy? Hector pounding me rough and fast in the backroom, not giving a shit if I came, just using my pussy to dump his load before zipping up and walking out. Tyler's eager, desperate fucking, cumming too fast, too hard, thanking me after like I did him a favor. Greg on his knees between my thighs, licking me clean, worshipping every drop of cum that leaked from my used cunt.

All those guys whose names I never learned. Cocks shoved through gloryholes, cocks in the booths, cocks in the backroom. Sessions where I took four, five, six loads in a row until cum was dripping down my thighs, soaking into my panties on the drive home.

Fifty-one loads. Maybe more. I lost count after a while, stopped caring about numbers, just cared about being filled.

Somewhere in all that cum, one sperm found my egg.

One of those faceless fucks put a baby in me.

I touch my stomach again, spreading my fingers wide. "I don't know who your daddy is," I whisper to my belly. "And I don't care. You're mine. All mine."

No shame. No regret. Just this fierce, overwhelming pride.

I'm a mom. I'm going to be someone's mom.

I stand slowly, legs still wobbly, vision still blurry from crying. Walk to the mirror. Look at myself. Same dark eyes, red-rimmed now and swollen. Same messy hair plastered to my wet, blotchy face. Same big tits straining against my thin tank top. Same soft belly.

But I'm different now. Fundamentally different.

There's someone inside me. A baby. A tiny cluster of cells dividing, growing, becoming a person. Made from anonymous cum, fathered by a man whose name I might not even know, whose face I might not remember.

And I don't fucking care.

"This baby's mine," I tell my reflection, voice stronger now. "I'm going to love you. I'm going to be enough for you. I'm going to matter."

For the first time in my life, I'm going to matter to someone.

I set the test on the counter next to the toothpaste, careful, like it's fragile. Wipe my face with a scratchy towel. Splash cold water on my cheeks, my neck. Stare at those two pink lines one more time.

Pregnant.

The word sits in my head, heavy and real and permanent.

I walk out of the bathroom, legs still shaky, and sit on the futon. Touch my stomach again. It's still flat, still soft. But something's growing in there. Right now. Cells dividing. A baby forming. My baby.

I should feel done. Satisfied. Complete. This was the goal: get pregnant, have someone who needs me, give my life a fucking purpose.

But sitting here in the grey morning light, test still on the bathroom counter, I feel something else creeping in alongside the relief.

That ache. That hunger.

I think about the Fantasy Palace. The red hallway lights, the sticky floors in the booths, the backroom with its cum-stained couches and the smell of sex soaked into the walls. The men. Their cocks, thick and hard and ready. Their rough hands gripping my hips, my tits, my hair. The sounds they made when they used me, grunts and groans and filthy words. The way they looked at me like I was the hottest thing they'd ever seen, like they'd been waiting all day just to get inside me. The way they lined up, waiting their turn, patient or impatient, didn't matter, they all wanted the same thing.

They all wanted to fill me.

I'm pregnant. Mission fucking accomplished.

[image: ]

Still Hungry

I'm flat on my back on the futon, staring at the yellow water stains on the ceiling, one hand spread across my stomach. Hours since those two pink lines showed up, the test confirmed what my body already fucking knew.

I'm pregnant.

The words should feel like victory. Like I finally got what I came for, what I've been taking stranger cock for night after night. Relief, satisfaction, some kind of fucking completion.

They don't.

I feel twitchy. Hollow. Like there's still something missing even though I got exactly what I wanted.

My fingers trace slow circles on my flat stomach. Nothing shows yet. No bump, no kicks, no visible proof except that plastic stick on the bathroom counter. Just this weight in my chest, this certainty I can't shake.

A stranger's baby. Growing inside me right now.

Cells dividing, multiplying, turning into a person while I'm lying here thinking about cock.

And all I can think about is the Fantasy Palace.

The red lights in that hallway. The sticky floors in the booths. The smell, fuck, that overwhelming reek of cum and sweat and cheap disinfectant that never quite covers the stink of sex. The gloryholes, just black circles until a cock pushes through. The backroom with its stained couch, men watching from the shadows, stroking themselves while they wait for their turn at me.

Darnell's thick Black cock splitting me open. Those big hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. His voice, low and commanding, asking if I wanted his baby. The way he fucked me deep and slow and deliberate, like he was trying to plant his seed as far inside me as it would go.

Hector's rough, fast pounding. His calloused hands slapping my ass. Spanish swearing mixing with the wet, obscene sounds of him using my cunt like a cum dump. How he didn't give a shit if I came, just needed to fill me and move on to the next thing.

Tyler's eager, desperate fucking. How he thanked me after for letting him breed me raw.

Greg on his knees between my thighs. Worshipping me with his tongue, licking me clean, tasting other men's loads and moaning like it was the best thing he'd ever put in his mouth.

My cunt throbs.

I squeeze my thighs together, trying to ignore the ache. I got what I wanted. I'm knocked up. Job done. I should be satisfied. I should be fucking done with that place.

But I'm not.

I'm already wet.

I miss it.

I miss the way they looked at me in that backroom, like I was the hottest piece of ass they'd ever seen. Like they'd been waiting all day just to get their dicks inside me. The way they lined up, jerking off while they watched whoever was fucking me, knowing they were next.

They all wanted the same thing. To use me. Fill me. Dump their loads and walk away.

At QuikStop, I'm invisible. At home, I'm invisible. Everywhere else, I'm just another tired girl with a shit job and no future.

At the Fantasy Palace, I'm a fucking goddess.

They worship me with their cocks. Their cum. Their dirty, filthy words that make my pussy clench.

I'm hooked. I can't stop thinking about it.

My phone's on the coffee table. I grab it, unlock it, and my fingers are already moving, typing before I can second-guess myself.

"sex during early pregnancy safe"

Results load. I click the first one. Some medical site with boring blue headers and stock photos of pregnant women smiling like idiots.

Safe. The baby's protected. Sexual activity won't harm the fetus.

My heart's pounding now. I scroll down, skimming.

Increased sex drive. Hormonal changes. Extra blood flow to the pelvic area.

Fuck yes.

I keep reading, clicking through more sites, forums, anything I can find. The same answer everywhere: safe, protected, cushioned. I could fuck a dozen guys and the baby would be fine, tucked away, unreachable.

My cunt clenches.

Another search. My hands are shaking now, cunt throbbing.

"pregnant sex taboo"

The results are different this time. Forums, confession boards, porn categories. I'm clicking through everything, reading fast. Posts from women talking about getting fucked while pregnant, how their partners couldn't keep their hands off them, how strangers at bars were obsessed with their swollen bellies.

Men admitting they're crazy for pregnant chicks. Proof of fertility. A woman who's already been knocked up but still spreading her legs, still begging for more dick.

One guy writes: "My wife's pregnant and I've never been harder. Knowing my kid's inside her while I fuck her drives me insane. She's hornier than ever too. We're going at it three times a day."

Another: "Pregnant women are the ultimate fantasy. That belly. Those tits. Knowing she's been bred and filled and she still wants cock. Fucking hot."

My hand slides between my legs. I'm not even thinking. I'm soaked through my sleep shorts, wet and ready, cunt throbbing hard.

They're going to want me even more.

I'm already knocked up. Already bred. Walking proof that I'm fertile and available and shameless enough to keep fucking. They're going to lose their goddamn minds when they find out.

I can go back tonight.

The thought slams into me. I don't have to stop. I don't have to be done. I can walk into that theatre tonight, tell Darnell I'm pregnant, and watch his face change. Watch that hunger take over. I can spread my legs for Hector, Tyler, Greg, every regular, every stranger who walks through that door. I can take their cocks, their loads, their filthy fucking words, even with a baby growing inside me.

Safe. Want it. Need it.

I'm addicted and I can't stop. Won't stop.

The phone drops onto the futon. I shove my sleep shorts down, kick them off, and they hit the floor somewhere. Don't care. My legs spread wide, knees falling open, no hesitation, no fucking shame.

Two fingers push inside my cunt. Fuck. Slick and hot, already soaked, clenching immediately around them. My other hand goes straight to my clit, rubbing hard, fast circles, building pressure.

I close my eyes.

Imagine it.

The Fantasy Palace. Tonight.

I walk through the front door. Rick's at the counter, and he sees me, grins that sleazy grin. "Backroom's open, Maya."

I don't answer. Just head down the red-lit hallway, past the booths where I sucked my first stranger's cock through a gloryhole six months ago. My heels click on the sticky tile. The smell hits me, that thick reek of cum and piss and stale sex. My cunt gets wetter.

I push open the backroom door.

They're all there.

Darnell on the bench, legs spread wide, cock out. Already hard. Thick and dark and perfect, that fat head glistening. Hector leaning against the wall, arms crossed, watching me with those dark eyes. Tyler pacing near the couch, nervous energy, already rubbing his dick through his jeans. Greg on the stained couch, stroking himself slow, eyes locked on the door, on me.

They all turn when I walk in.

I stop in the doorway. Let them look. Let them see my hard nipples through my tank top, my bare thighs, the wet patch I know is already showing on my shorts.

"Took the test this morning." My voice is steady even though my cunt's dripping down my thighs. "I'm pregnant."

Silence. Nobody moves. Then Darnell grins, slow and dirty, stroking his cock once, twice.

"Whose is it?"

"Don't know." I walk toward him, slow, letting them all watch. "Could be yours."

His cock jumps in his hand. Fuck, he's leaking already.

"Could be any of yours," I add, looking around the room. "Or some random guy's from a gloryhole. Doesn't matter."

"Fuck," Tyler breathes. He's gripping his dick through his jeans, squeezing.

Hector pushes off the wall. "You're pregnant and you're here? Begging for more cock?"

"Yeah." I'm right in front of Darnell now. Close enough to smell him, sweat and musk and that clean soap smell he always has. "That a problem?"

"Hell no," Darnell growls. He reaches out, grabs my hips, pulls me close. His cock presses against my stomach, hot and hard and wet at the tip. "Get these shorts off. Get on my dick. Now."

I peel my shorts down, kick them aside. No panties. Never panties. My cunt's bare, smooth, and soaked, dripping onto my thighs.

"Fuck, look at her," Greg groans from the couch. "She's fucking dripping."

"Always is," Hector mutters, but he's staring, stroking himself through his jeans.

Darnell pulls me onto his lap. I straddle him, thighs spread wide over his, and his cock's right there, thick head pressing against my entrance.

"Sit on it," he orders. "Take my cock in that pregnant cunt."

Fuck yes.

I sink down onto him. Slow. Inch by inch. He's so thick, stretching me open, filling me so full I can barely breathe. Pregnant cunt. The words echo in my head. He said pregnant cunt. My pussy clenches around him, taking him deeper.

"Fuuuck," I moan, head falling back. He's all the way in now, balls pressed against my ass, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

"That's it." His voice is rough, strained. "Ride my cock. Show these guys how a pregnant slut fucks."

God, yes. Yes.

I start moving. Slow at first, grinding down onto him, feeling every inch. Then faster. Bouncing on his dick, tits bouncing too, and I don't care, I want them to watch, want them to see me taking cock while there's already a baby inside me.

The wet sounds fill the room. Obscene. My cunt's so soaked it's dripping down his balls, onto the bench, and I can hear it, that slick slapping every time I drop down onto him.

"She's so fucking wet," Tyler says, breathless. He's got his cock out now, stroking fast, eyes glued to where Darnell's dick is disappearing inside me.

"She's a whore," Hector says, and fuck, his voice is rough with arousal. "Pregnant whore. Still begging for it."

"Yeah," I gasp, bouncing harder, chasing the pressure building in my cunt. "That's what I am. Your pregnant whore."

Darnell groans, thrusts up into me, hitting deep, hitting that spot that makes me see stars.

"You're mine," he growls. "My pregnant slut. My bred bitch."

"Yes," I moan, grinding down onto him, desperate now, so close. "Yours. Fill me. I don't care. I need it."

"Gonna cum in this pregnant pussy," he grunts, fucking up into me harder, faster. "Add my load to whatever's already in there."

"Do it," I beg, clenching around him, milking him. "Cum in me. Please."

He slams into me one last time, buries himself deep, and I feel it. That heat. That flood. His cock throbbing inside me, pumping load after load into my already-full cunt.

Fuck, it's so much. So hot.

I'm cumming too, clenching around him, grinding down, riding out the waves while he fills me. My vision goes white. I can't breathe. Can't think. Just feel.

He finally stops, chest heaving, hands still gripping my hips. His cock's still inside me, still hard, twitching.

Then he lifts me off. Cum floods out immediately, running down my thighs, dripping onto the floor between my feet.

"My turn," Hector says, already moving.

My fingers are moving faster now, desperate, curling inside, hitting that sweet spot. My clit's throbbing under my other hand, swollen and slick and sensitive. So close. Fuck, I'm so close.

"Yes," I gasp out loud, hips bucking up off the futon. "Fuck. Fill me. I'm already pregnant, fill me anyway."

The orgasm hits like a fucking truck. Sudden. Overwhelming. My cunt clenches hard around my fingers, spasming, and I feel wetness gushing, soaking my hand, dripping down onto the futon beneath me. I'm moaning, loud and shameless, not caring if the neighbors hear, imagining Darnell's thick cock, Hector's rough hands slapping my ass, Tyler's eager face watching me take load after load, all of them using my knocked-up pussy like I'm theirs.

I ride it out, gasping, shaking, thighs clenched tight around my hands, until the waves finally fade and I collapse back, chest heaving.

My hand's soaked. The futon's wet beneath my ass. I can smell myself, pussy and sweat.

Don't care.

I lie there, catching my breath, staring at those water stains on the ceiling again.

My mind's made up.

I sit up slow, wipe my soaked hand on the futon. It's already stained with cum and pussy from other nights. I'll wash it eventually. Or I won't. Whatever.

I grab my phone, check the time. I've got plenty of time.

I stand, legs shaky, and walk to the bathroom. My thighs are sticky. I can feel my own wetness on my skin. I turn on the shower, strip off my tank top, step under the weak spray. Water's lukewarm, pressure's shit, but it rinses off the sweat and pussy juice. I'm fast, efficient. This isn't about getting clean. It's about getting ready to get dirty again.

I towel off, walk back to the main room. Find the denim skirt on the floor where I left it last night, shake it out. White tank top's crumpled on the chair. No panties. No bra. Never wear either anymore. Same uniform I always wear to the theatre.

I get dressed fast, check myself in the bathroom mirror.

Flushed cheeks, pupils blown wide, nipples hard and visible through the thin white fabric. The skirt barely covers my ass. I look like exactly what I am: a slut.

A pregnant slut about to walk into a porn theatre and beg strangers to fuck her.

I touch my stomach one more time. Still flat. Still soft.

"You're safe in there," I whisper to the baby that's barely more than cells. "I promise. This is just for me."

Keys. Purse. Coffee table. I grab both, walk to the door, hand on the knob.

Am I really doing this?

Fuck yes. Absolutely.

I open the door, walk out into the afternoon, heading for my car in the parking lot.

Tonight's going to be filthy.

And I can't fucking wait.


10: BRED AND BACK FOR MORE
Seven Cocks and a Confession


The door slams behind me, and every head in the backroom turns.

Seven. Seven men. Seven cocks.

Darnell's sprawled on the center couch, legs wide, thick cock in his hand. Stroking slow. Eyes locked on the porn screen until he hears the door. Then those dark eyes snap to me. Instant focus.

Hector leans against the far wall, cigarette between his lips, hand wrapped around his dick. Not even pretending to watch the TV. He's been waiting.

Tyler sits near the screen, skinny, eager, jerking fast like he always does when he's nervous. His eyes go huge when he sees me.

Greg's in the corner. Older. Soft belly. Stroking himself through his khakis like he's scared to commit, but he can't stop staring. His mouth's open. Breathing hard.

Two strangers on the opposite couch, cocks already out. One's white, forties, wedding ring glinting in the red light. Cheating husband. The other's Latino, younger, built like he swings a hammer for a living. Thick arms. Thick thighs. Both frozen mid-stroke, staring at me like I just walked into their wettest dream.

"There she is." The white guy grins. "Fuck yeah."

"Breeding slut's back." The Latino's voice is rough with smoke and lust.

Darnell doesn't smile yet. He's studying me. Taking his time. Hand still moving on his cock, but slower now. He sees it. Whatever's different, he's clocking it.

"Haven't seen you in a week." Hector exhales smoke, eyes narrowed. "Thought maybe you got knocked up and disappeared."

I step deeper. The door clicks shut behind me, locks me in with them. The smell wraps around me: old cum, fresh sweat, poppers, cigarette smoke. Thick. So thick I can taste it. My cunt clenches. Fuck. This is what I've been craving. This exact filth. My thighs are slick before I've even said a word.

I look around the room. Seven cocks. Seven pairs of hungry eyes. All on me.

"Funny you should say that."

The room goes dead silent. Even the porn seems too loud now, all wet slaps and fake moans filling the space where breath should be.

Darnell stands. Six-two, broad shoulders, cock jutting out from his unzipped jeans, hard and thick and already leaking. He walks toward me. Slow. Deliberate. Predator closing in. When he stops, he's close enough that I smell him. Soap, musk, faint cologne. Heat rolling off his skin.

His eyes rake over me. Face. Tits. Stomach. Back up. I feel them like hands.

"You look different."

"Good different?"

"Yeah." His fingers brush my cheek, warm and rough. "Real good. What's going on?"

I can't hold it. The grin splits my face wide. Shameless.

"I took a test this morning."

The room holds its breath. Hector straightens off the wall. Tyler stops jerking, cock still throbbing in his fist. Greg's hand freezes on his bulge. The strangers lean forward. Darnell's eyes lock on mine, dark and hungry and waiting.

"And?"

I let the silence stretch. Let them hang there, desperate. Then I drop it.

"Positive." Beat. "I'm pregnant."

Chaos. Instant fucking chaos.

Hector laughs, loud and rough, slapping the wall behind him. "No fucking way! You actually fucking did it!"

Tyler gasps, eyes huge, jerking his cock again without even realizing. "Holy shit. You actually, actually did it."

Greg moans, loud and broken, hand moving fast now, groping himself through his pants. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck, that's so hot. That's so fucking hot."

The white guy groans, head thrown back. "Jesus Christ. She's really knocked up."

The Latino just stares, cock visibly jumping in his fist, leaking pre-cum onto his knuckles.

Darnell's grin spreads slow. Filthy. Hungry. He looks at me like I just gave him Christmas and his birthday wrapped in cum-soaked wrapping paper.

"Whose is it?"

Here we go.

I shrug. Still grinning. "Don't know. Could be yours." I glance at Hector. "Could be yours." Tyler. Greg. Back to Darnell. "Could be some random trucker who fucked me raw in a rest stop and never looked back." I pause. Let that sink in. Let them picture it. "Could be anyone."

Darnell's cock jumps. Hard. I watch a thick bead of pre-cum well up at the tip, catch the red light.

"That's the hottest fucking thing I've ever heard," he says, voice rough and thick with lust.

Hector steps closer, cigarette still burning between his fingers, eyes roaming over my body like he's seeing me for the first time. "You're carrying one of our babies, and you came back for more?"

"Hell yes." I look around the room. Meet every pair of eyes. Let them see how serious I am. "I'm not done."

Tyler's voice cracks. "Can we still, you know, fuck you? Is that safe?"

I laugh. "Google says yes. Doctor says yes. So get your cocks ready and let's find out."

"Puta sucia." Hector's shaking his head, grinning wide. "You're fucking perfect. You know that?"

Greg's already standing, shoving his khakis down, cock red and leaking, desperate. "Please. Please. I need this. I need you."

Darnell reaches for me. Hand sliding around the back of my neck, strong and possessive. Pulling me close. His cock presses hot and hard against my thigh through my skirt. I feel it throb.

God, yes.
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Pregnant Cumslut Protocol

Darnell's grip tightens on my neck. His cock throbs against my thigh through the thin fabric. Fuck, he's already hard. They're all hard. Seven cocks waiting to use me. My cunt clenches before anyone's even touched me. Just standing here, surrounded by hungry eyes and thick bulges, makes me wet.

"Strip her," Hector says, grinding his cigarette under his boot.

Darnell doesn't need to be told twice. He grabs my tank top and yanks it up and over my head. My tits bounce free. God, they're heavy. Heavier than last week. The pregnancy's already changing me.

The room goes quiet. Seven pairs of eyes lock on my chest.

"Fuck." Tyler's voice cracks. "They're bigger."

They are. I know they are. My bras don't fit anymore, underwire cutting into swollen flesh. And my nipples, darker now, almost brown. When Darnell cups my tits and brushes his thumbs across the peaks, I gasp. It's too much. Pleasure spiking straight into pain.

"Sensitive?" He grins, rolling my nipples between his fingers, watching me squirm.

"Yes. God, yes."

He squeezes harder. I whimper. My knees go weak. My cunt floods, wetness slicking down my thighs. Shit. I'm already dripping.

"Look at you. Already dripping."

His hands leave my tits and slide to my waist. He hooks his fingers in the waistband of my skirt and shoves it down. It pools at my feet. No panties. I'm bare, exposed, dripping in front of seven strangers and the three men who've already pumped me full of cum a dozen times each.

Darnell steps back. His eyes rake over me. I'm fuller. Softer. My body's not different yet, not visibly, but something's changed.

"Still perfect," he says, voice rough. "Still fucking perfect."

He pushes me backward. My legs hit the couch and I sit. Then he's grabbing my ankles and spreading my legs wide. I'm open. Completely. My cunt glistens under the red lights, wet and swollen and ready.

Darnell kneels between my thighs and stares. His hand moves to my stomach, pressing flat against the skin just below my navel.

"There's a baby in there." His voice drops low. "One of ours."

"Maybe," I breathe.

His eyes snap up to mine. Dark and hungry and possessive.

"Mine." He says it like a fact. "I know it's mine."

"You don't know that."

"Don't care." He positions himself, cock heavy and thick, pressing against my entrance. "You're mine now. Pregnant slut."

He pushes inside, slow and deliberate, watching my face as he fills me. Inch by thick inch.

Oh fuck. Oh god.

He's so thick. Stretching me exactly like I remember, but something's different. I'm tighter. Wetter. More sensitive. I can feel every ridge, every vein. My cunt clenches around him, greedy, trying to drag him deeper.

"Fuck." His jaw's tight, muscles in his neck straining. "You feel different."

"Hormones," I manage.

He groans and sinks the last few inches. Bottoms out. His balls press against my ass. So full. I'm so fucking full. My tits heave with every breath, heavy and aching. He stares at them like they're a goddamn miracle.

"These are gonna be full of milk soon."

"I know."

"Fuck." He pulls back and slams in hard. The couch creaks. "That's so hot. You're so hot."

He starts fucking me. Slow at first, deep and rolling, hitting spots that make my toes curl. His hands roam everywhere. Squeezing my tits, thumbing my nipples, sliding down to grip my hips, pressing on my stomach. Worshipping. Claiming me.

"Harder," I gasp. "Fuck me harder."

He obeys. His hips snap forward, pounding into me. The wet slap of skin echoes in the room. I'm moaning, loud and shameless. My legs wrap around his waist, pulling him deeper with every thrust.

The other men watch. Stroking themselves. Groaning. Waiting their turn.

Darnell leans down, mouth near my ear. "You're carrying my baby. I know it."

"Maybe," I gasp again.

"Doesn't matter." His breath's hot and ragged. "You're mine. My pregnant slut."

The words punch through me. I cum, sudden and violent. My cunt clamps down on his cock, squeezing so hard it hurts. Everything goes bright and sharp and then fuzzy. My back arches. My tits bounce. I'm making sounds I can't control, desperate animal noises.

He doesn't stop. Fucks me through it, chasing his own release. His rhythm breaks, becomes erratic, frantic.

"Gonna fill you again. Add to it."

"Yes. Do it."

He slams deep and holds, groaning long and broken. Then I feel it. That first hot pulse inside me. Thick ropes of cum pumping straight into my cervix. Yes. Fuck yes. More. Give me all of it. He stays inside, plugging me, letting it soak deep.

Finally he pulls out. Slow. Cum drips from my cunt immediately, pooling on the couch beneath me.

He steps back, chest heaving. "Who's next?"

Hector's already moving.

He doesn't wait for permission. Just grabs my hips and flips me over. I yelp and scramble onto my hands and knees. Ass up. Legs spread. Darnell's cum drips from my cunt, running hot down my thighs.

"On all fours, puta." Hector's hand cracks across my ass. Hard. The sound echoes through the room. "Show me that pregnant ass."

I gasp. The sting spreads hot across my skin. Fuck, that hurt. My cunt clenches, empty and wanting.

"You like that?" Another slap, harder. "Like being treated like a whore even when you're pregnant?"

"Yes."

Slap.

"Say it louder."

"Yes! I like it!"

He grabs my hair and yanks my head back. My spine arches. My tits hang heavy, nipples brushing the sticky couch. He positions his cock at my entrance. No warning. Just shoves inside. Rough and brutal.

I cry out. God, he's thick. Stretching me wide, pounding through Darnell's cum. The wet sounds are obscene, sloppy and filthy.

"Listen to that." His voice is thick with satisfaction. "Your cunt's so fucking messy."

"I know."

"You love it. Love being a cum dump."

"Yes. God, yes."

He fucks me harder. Hand in my hair, yanking with every thrust. His other hand slaps my ass again, then reaches around and slaps my tits. They bounce and swing and ache. I moan. The pain just makes it better. Sharper.

"Pregnant slut. Knocked up whore."

The words make me wetter. My cunt clenches around him, trying to hold him deeper. He switches to Spanish. The filthy words pour out fast and guttural.

"Zorra embarazada. Puta sucia. Te encanta, ¿verdad?"

I don't understand all of it. Don't need to. His tone tells me everything. He's degrading me. Using me. Owning me.

And I fucking love it.

He reaches around and finds my clit. Rubs rough circles. "Cum on my cock. Show me how much you love being used."

I do. The orgasm slams through me, sudden and vicious. My cunt clenches weak around him. My arms shake. I can barely hold myself up.

He keeps fucking me through it. Relentless and pounding. His balls slap against my clit with every thrust.

"That's it. Good whore. Now take my cum."

He slams deep and holds. Groans long and low.

There it is. The heat. Thick and flooding me. Mixing with Darnell's. Two loads now. So much I can feel it sloshing, filling me too full.

He pulls out. Slaps my ass one more time. Hard enough to make me yelp.

"Stay like that. Let the next guy see what we've done to you."

Cum pours from my cunt. Thick streams running down my thighs, dripping onto the couch. I stay on all fours, panting, dripping, wrecked. This is what I am now. This is what I want to be.

Someone moves in front of me. Tyler. His cock's hard, dripping, eyes wide and desperate.

"Can I use your mouth?"

I look up at him. Cum dripping from my cunt. Ass red from slapping. Tits hanging heavy. I nod.

"Yes. Please."

He pushes his cock between my lips. I open wide and take him deep. He groans and shudders.

"Oh god. Your mouth. Fuck."

Behind me, someone else steps up. I don't look. Don't care. Older guy, white, thick build. His cock pushes into my cum-filled cunt without warning. I moan around Tyler's cock. The vibration makes him shudder harder.

They find a rhythm. The man behind me fucks forward and pushes me onto Tyler's cock. I gag. Drool spills from my lips. My eyes water. Tyler holds my head and fucks my mouth, gentle at first.

"You're so good. So perfect."

The man behind me is rougher. Pounding hard. No mercy.

"Fuck, she's loose. Full of cum. Love it."

I'm just a body. Just holes. Just taking it. My cunt throbs, oversensitive but still building. Another orgasm creeping up, inevitable.

Tyler's close. His breathing's ragged, hips stuttering.

"I'm gonna cum. Can I cum in your mouth?"

I nod. Can't speak. His cock's too deep.

He pushes in and holds. Groans. Warmth floods my mouth. Thick and familiar. I swallow fast, throat working, taking every drop. Salt and bitter and perfect.

He pulls out and stumbles back, breathing hard. "Thank you. Fuck. Thank you."

The man behind me keeps going. Pounding faster. Another man steps in front of me. Older. Cock thick and uncut. He doesn't ask. Just shoves his cock between my lips.

I gag. Choke. Drool pours down my chin, onto my tits. He fucks my face rough while the other man pounds my cunt. I'm making sounds, desperate animal noises, muffled by cock.

The man behind me slams deep and holds. Groans.

Third load. Flooding my cunt. Adding to the mess.

He pulls out and steps back.

The man in my mouth keeps going. Fucking my throat. I'm gagging, eyes streaming, spit everywhere. Can't breathe. Don't care.

Another man takes position behind me. Fourth cock. I've lost count. How many is that?

He pushes in and groans. "Jesus Christ. She's wrecked."

He fucks me hard and fast. Chasing his orgasm. Using my sloppy cunt like a toy. That's all I am. A toy. A pregnant cum dump. And I love it.

The man in my mouth groans. Pulls out. Jerks himself, aiming at my face.

Cum erupts. Splatters across my cheek, my nose, drips into my hair. I gasp, mouth open, catching some on my tongue.

The man behind me slams deep and adds his load.

Four in my cunt now. Pouring out. Pooling beneath me.

I collapse face-first into the couch. Can't hold myself up anymore. My legs shake. Cum drips from my cunt, from my face, everywhere. I'm covered in it. Ruined. Perfect.
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Sacred and Profane

Greg kneels between my legs.

I'm spread on the couch like a fucking rag doll. Cum drips from my cunt, thick and steady, pooling under my ass. Four loads. Maybe five. Who the fuck knows anymore. My thighs are slick with it, shining under the red lights. The couch is soaked. I'm ruining this thing. Don't even care.

Greg stares at my cunt like it's the fucking Sistine Chapel and he's been blind his whole life until now.

He's maybe late forties, soft gut straining against a tucked-in polo shirt. Wedding ring on his left hand, catching the light every time he moves. Thinning hair carefully combed over. He looks like someone's boring dad. Someone's husband who hasn't gotten laid in years.

Perfect. That's exactly the kind of man I want worshipping me.

But the way he's looking at me right now? Nothing boring about it.

"You're pregnant."

Fuck yes I am.

"Yeah."

His cock jumps. I watch it throb, pre-cum beading at the tip. He's not huge. Average, maybe. But he's hard as fucking steel.

"That's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen."

Darnell laughs from the bench behind him. "Then get your face in there and show her, old man."

Greg doesn't answer. He reaches out, both hands settling on my belly like I'm something breakable. His palms are warm and a little sweaty. He traces the curve, the tiny swell that's barely there. Not for long. Gonna be huge soon. Gonna be so fucking pregnant everyone will know what I've been doing.

"Someone got you pregnant. Some lucky bastard."

"Could be anyone in this room."

He groans, and his hands tighten on my belly. Just slightly. Then he lowers his face between my thighs.

He inhales. Slow. Deliberate. Breathing in the smell of me: cum and sweat and raw fucking sex. It has to be overwhelming. Five men have fucked me in the last hour. I'm wrecked. Sloppy. Ruined.

And he's treating me like I'm something sacred.

His tongue touches my outer lips, soft and tentative, like he's tasting something holy. Then he groans into my cunt and the vibration punches through me, makes me gasp out loud.

"God. You taste like every man in this room."

"That's because I've had every man in this room."

"It's perfect. You're perfect."

Darnell shifts on the bench, stroking his cock slow. "Get your tongue in there. Clean her up."

Greg obeys. His tongue pushes deeper inside my cunt, licking and sucking, eating all the cum out of me. Darnell's load, Hector's, Tyler's, all of them mixed together. He swallows it down and groans like he's never tasted anything better. He's eating strangers' cum out of my pregnant cunt and loving every fucking second.

The sounds, Jesus Christ, the sounds. Wet, sloppy, obscene slurping that echoes off the walls. He's sucking cum out of my cunt and swallowing it down like it's his last meal. His tongue digs deep, scooping out every drop he can reach.

I look down and there he is, face buried in my cunt, eyes closed like he's praying. His hands spread my thighs wider, that wedding ring cold against my sweaty skin. Some other woman gave him that ring and she doesn't even want him anymore. But I do. I want every fucking inch of him.

Tyler leans forward on his bench, watching. "He's eating all our cum out of her."

Hector lights another cigarette, grinning. "Sick bastard. Love it."

Darnell's grin widens. "He's cleaning her up for round two."

Greg doesn't hear them. Or doesn't care. He's lost in me. Tongue working my clit, then plunging back inside, then back to my clit. My cunt's swollen, tender, oversensitive from so much cock. But his tongue feels different. Softer. More deliberate. Hitting me at the perfect angle.

The pressure builds fast, faster than I expected, coiling tight in my belly. My thighs start shaking.

"Don't stop, right there, don't you dare fucking stop."

He doesn't. His tongue works my clit faster, harder, and I'm right there, right on the edge. Then I'm over it. I cum hard, cunt clenching around his tongue, hips bucking up off the couch. It rips through me, white-hot and brutal, pleasure so sharp it almost hurts. I gush and he groans, keeps licking, drinking everything. Doesn't stop until I'm shaking so hard I have to pull his hair, drag him off me because I'm too sensitive, can't take anymore.

He lifts his face. His chin's soaked, dripping with my cum and spit and everyone else's loads. He looks dazed. Wrecked. Happy in a way that makes my chest tight.

"Please." His voice cracks. "Can I... can I fuck you?"

I nod. My brain's mush. "Yeah. Get inside me."

He stands, wipes his face with the back of his hand. I watch him line up his cock at my entrance. Then he pushes in, slow and careful, way gentler than anyone's been tonight.

I'm so wet, so full of cum, he slides in easy. No resistance. When he bottoms out his face does this thing, this twist like it hurts and feels good at the same time.

"God. You feel incredible."

Yeah. I know.

He fucks me slow, deliberate, watching my face like it's the only thing that exists. His hands go to my belly again, resting there as he moves. Feeling the soft skin. The promise underneath.

"There's a baby in there."

"Yeah." Your baby. Maybe. Who the fuck knows.

"Someone bred you. In this room."

"Maybe more than one of them."

He shudders, thrusts harder. His breathing goes ragged. I feel his cock throb inside me. He loves this. Loves that I'm already knocked up and still taking cock. Loves that I'm such a fucking slut.

"My wife would never. Never do any of this. Never let me touch her."

"I know." And I do know. I can see it in his face. The years of rejection. The dead bedroom. The loneliness eating him alive.

"You're perfect." He's whispering now. "You're absolutely perfect."

He picks up the pace, fucking me with something desperate and aching. His hands grip my hips, my belly, my tits. Touching everywhere like he's trying to memorize me.

"Can I cum inside you?"

"Yeah. Fill me."

"Even though you're already pregnant?"

"Especially because I'm pregnant."

He breaks, slams deep and cries out loud enough to make the other men look up from their benches. His cock throbs inside me, pulsing hard. I feel the heat flooding me, adding to everything already inside me. It's warm. Wanted. Six loads now. Jesus Christ.

He stays buried, breathing ragged, staring down at where we're joined. At his cock disappearing inside my cum-filled cunt.

"Thank you." He whispers it like a prayer. The same way Tyler always does.

I reach up, touch his face. Brief. Unexpected even to me. "You're welcome, Greg."

He pulls out, steps back, drops onto the bench with his head in his hands. He looks drained and satisfied, broken in the best fucking way.

I feel his cum add to the flood between my legs. Six loads now. Pouring out of me. Running down my thighs. Pooling beneath me on the couch.

I'm a pregnant cum dump and I've never been happier.

Darnell stands. He's hard again. Thick cock jutting out, ready. He crosses the room, stands over me, looks down with that slow grin.

"You done resting?"

I look up at him, covered in cum and dripping with it, makeup ruined and hair a fucking mess. Completely wrecked.

"No. I'm not done."

His grin widens. "Good. Because neither are we."
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Bred in the Round

Darnell doesn't say anything. Just stands there looking down at me with that slow, predatory grin that makes my stomach flip. I'm sprawled on the couch, completely fucking destroyed. Cum drips from everywhere: my cunt, my face, my tits. Greg's load mixing with everyone else's inside me, pouring out onto the already-ruined leather.

Darnell reaches down, grabs my arm. His hand swallows my bicep. He pulls me up and I stumble, legs barely working after everything. My thighs shake. My cunt's numb and throbbing at the same time.

He catches me before I fall, one hand steadying my hip.

"Floor. Hands and knees. Now."

I obey without thinking. Drop to my knees on the sticky carpet. Don't think about what I'm kneeling in. I don't fucking care. I get on all fours, arch my back, ass up, legs spread. My body moves on autopilot now. I've done this enough times. I know exactly what they want.

Cum pours from my cunt, thick and relentless. I feel it running down my thighs, dripping onto the carpet. Six loads. Maybe more. Lost count. All of it leaking out because there's too much to hold inside.

The men shift on their benches. Feet shuffling. Clothing rustling. Hector lights another cigarette. Tyler's breathing fast and ragged. Greg's still got his head in his hands, but I catch him watching through his fingers.

Darnell looks around the room. His voice cuts through everything, commanding.

"Everybody get close. She's going to take all of us at once."

The men stand. Form a loose circle around me. Cocks in hand, some stroking already, some just watching. My heart pounds. I look up, see them surrounding me. Seven men. Seven cocks. All focused on me.

My cunt clenches and more cum drips out.

This is it. This is exactly what I came for.

Tyler steps closer first, young and eager, cock hard and leaking. Hector moves to my left, smoke curling from his nose. The married guy positions himself near my head. Greg stands slowly, joins the circle. Two others I barely noticed fill in the gaps.

Seven men surround me, and I'm completely exposed, completely theirs.

Power floods through me. They all want me. They're all here for me. I've never felt anything like this.

Darnell moves behind me. His presence is massive, overwhelming. Heat radiates from him before he touches me. Then his hands clamp on my hips, bruising, possessive. His cock presses against my entrance, thick head nudging through the mess already leaking from me.

He pushes in. No easing. No gentleness. Just thick cock slamming home in one brutal thrust.

I cry out, raw and animal. He stretches me open, forces every inch inside. I'm so full, so fucking full I can't breathe. My arms shake. My thighs tremble.

"You feel all that cum inside you? All those loads?"

"Yes. God, yes." My voice is wrecked, hoarse from moaning.

"You know what that means? You're owned. This room owns you."

"Yes. I know."

He pulls back, slams in again. The rhythm's punishing. Exactly what I fucking need. His grip on my hips will leave marks. Fingerprints in purple and blue tomorrow. Evidence.

He slaps my ass hard. The crack echoes and I gasp, sting spreading hot across my skin.

The men stroke faster. I hear the wet sounds of hands on cocks, the rhythmic pumping, groans building. One of them steps close, rubs his cock against my face. I turn toward him, open my mouth. Don't wait to be asked. Take him in. Suck while Darnell fucks me from behind.

Salt and musk and pre-cum flood my tongue. I work him, hollowing my cheeks, taking him deep. Another man grabs my hand, wraps it around his cock. I stroke him, but Darnell's fucking me so hard my rhythm's erratic, uncoordinated. The man doesn't care.

"You feel that?" Darnell's voice is rough, constant. "All these cocks wanting you? All these men using you?"

I can't answer with a cock in my mouth. Just moan around it.

"Pregnant slut. Bred whore. Look at you, taking cock while you're carrying a baby."

The words make me clench, make me flood. My cunt grips his cock and he groans, fucks me harder.

"Say what you are."

I pull off the cock in my mouth, gasping. Drool runs down my chin.

"I'm a slut. I'm a pregnant cum slut."

"Louder."

"I'm a pregnant cum slut!" I'm shouting now, shameless. "Use me. Fill me. I don't fucking care."

Darnell groans deep in his chest, the sound vibrating through me. He fucks me harder, deeper, his cock hitting places that make me see stars.

The man I'm stroking groans, tenses. His cock pulses in my hand. Then hot cum splatters across my shoulder, thick ropes sliding down my arm. The weight of it, the obscenity of it, makes me moan.

Another man steps close, jerks himself onto my back. The spray hits my spine, hot drops pooling at the small of my back, trickling toward my ass.

"Yes," I gasp. "All of you. On me. In me. All of it."

Darnell fucks me so deep I can't think. Every thrust punches the air from my lungs. I'm making sounds I've never made, desperate animal noises that don't sound human.

Then I'm cumming. Sudden, crashing, no warning. My cunt clenches around Darnell's cock in rhythmic pulses. Pleasure rips through me. My arms give out and I collapse onto my forearms; face pressed against the filthy carpet.

"I can feel that" Darnell growls. "Clenching on my cock. Good girl. Such a good fucking girl."

I ride it out, shaking, gasping, still taking him. The man in front of me groans, pulls his cock from my hand. Jerks himself fast, aiming at my face. I close my eyes just as he cums. Warmth lands: my forehead, my cheek, my lips. I open my mouth, catch some on my tongue. Salt and bitterness and the specific taste of being used.

Another man steps up, cums on my tits. Thick ropes splatter across my nipples, dripping down my breasts. I'm covered now. Cum on my back, my face, my tits, my thighs. Dripping from my cunt, dripping everywhere.

The smell overwhelms me. Sweat and cum and unwashed bodies and sex. It fills my nose, my lungs, coats the back of my throat. I'm drowning in it. I never want it to end.

Darnell still hasn't finished. He's holding back, waiting, fucking me with controlled brutal force. Every thrust is deliberate, powerful.

"You want mine?" His voice is rough, strained.

"Yes. Please. I need it."

"Beg me properly."

"Please, Darnell. Please cum inside me. Fill me. I'm already pregnant and I want your load anyway. I need it. Please."

He slams so deep I choke on a gasp.

This is who I am. This is exactly who I am.

The men who've finished step back, breathing hard, watching. Darnell keeps going. His grip on my hips yanks me back onto his cock with every thrust. The wet sounds are obscene, sloppy, the loudest thing in the room.

He wraps a hand in my hair, fists it tight, yanks my head back. My spine arches painfully and he fucks me harder. The new angle hits even deeper. I can feel him in my stomach, every thick inch stretching me open.

"Say you're mine."

"I'm yours." In this room. In this moment. Yours.

"Say you're a pregnant breeding slut."

"I'm a pregnant breeding slut."

"And you love it."

"I fucking love it. I love all of it."

His free hand reaches around, finds my clit. Rubs rough and fast. No gentleness. Just brutal stimulation. My cunt's oversensitive from everything, from all the cocks, all the orgasms, but he doesn't care.

"Cum one more time. On my cock. Now."

Not a request. A command.

My body obeys.

The orgasm rips through me. White-hot. Brutal. My whole-body shakes, arms collapsing completely, face pressing into the carpet. My cunt clenches in rhythmic pulses around his cock. Gripping, releasing, gripping, releasing. It's so fucking intense it almost hurts.

The clenching pulls at him, milks him. He breaks.

The sound he makes is almost pained, guttural and raw. He slams to the root, buries himself completely, holds absolutely still. His cock throbs inside me. The first spurt hits so deep I feel it in my stomach.

Then the flood.

Thick and hot, it floods me relentlessly, the biggest load of the night. Pulse after pulse, filling me completely. Heat spreads through my core like molten metal. I'm still cumming, my orgasm and his release happening together. Waves of pleasure crash over me while he floods me from the inside.

I feel his heartbeat through his cock. Every spurt. Every pulse. Every drop.

"Take it. Every fucking drop. For the baby."

"Yes. Yes. Give it all to me."

He keeps cumming. Impossibly long. Impossibly much. My cunt's so full it leaks immediately even with him still inside. Cum squeezes out around his cock, runs down my thighs, drips onto the carpet in thick streams.

Finally he slows. The last weak pulses ebb. His cock twitches inside me. He stays buried, chest heaving against my back, hands still gripping my hips like he's afraid to let go.

Nobody speaks. Nobody moves. Just our breathing, heavy and ragged.

Then slow clapping cuts through the silence. Hector, grinning around his cigarette.

Someone else joins in. Tyler. Greg. One by one, the men applaud. Filthy men in this filthy place, clapping for me like I just performed on stage.

I did. I am. This is my stage. This is my fucking stage.

Darnell pulls out slow. The rush is immediate. Cum pours from me in streams, thick and white, splashing onto the carpet. So much cum. Seven loads, maybe eight. Lost count. All of it flooding out because there's too much to hold.

He watches it pour out, eyes fixed on my gaping, dripping cunt. Then he does something unexpected.

Slides two fingers inside me. Scoops the leaking cum, pushes it back in, deep as his fingers reach. The sensation makes me gasp. My cunt clenches weak and exhausted around his fingers.

"Hold it in," he says, voice rough and quiet. "Don't waste it."

I clench, try to hold, but it still drips. My muscles are too tired, too wrecked.

"I can't. There's too much."

"I know." His fingers push deeper, shoving the cum as far as he can reach. "Hold it anyway."

I try. I really fucking try. But as soon as he pulls his fingers out, more leaks. Thick white streams running down my thighs, pooling beneath me on the carpet.

I collapse completely, face-down on the filthy floor. My arms won't hold me. My legs won't move. I'm covered in cum, filled with cum, dripping with it. I can't fucking move.

The applause fades. The men settle back onto benches, breathing hard, cocks softening. The room breathes. The moment passes.

But I'm still here. Still on the floor. Still dripping.

Darnell sits heavily on the couch behind me. Springs creak. He exhales long and slow.

"You good?" His voice is gentler now, the dominance fading.

"Yeah." My voice is muffled against the carpet. "I'm good."

"You coming back next week?"

"Yeah."

"Good." A pause. "You're the best thing that's ever walked into this place, you know that?"

I turn my head, look at him. He's watching me with something in his eyes I can't name. Not just lust. Something else.

"Don't say that. I'm nobody's anything."

"You're everybody's everything in here. That's better."

Maybe it is. Maybe that's exactly what I need.
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Dripping Evidence

I stay on the floor another minute, gulping air, tasting sweat and cum on my lips. My arms are jelly. My legs, useless. Cum drips from my cunt, thick and hot, pooling on the nasty carpet under my hips. I can smell it. I can smell me.

Darnell sits on the bench, spent, watching me with this lazy satisfaction like he just won something. The other men are scattered around the room. Some dressed, some still half-naked, cocks soft and sticky and satisfied. The porn's still playing on the TV in the corner, but nobody's watching. They got the real show.

I press my palms flat against the carpet. Sticky and gross and fucking perfect. Push myself up. My arms shake but hold. I get my knees under me, then haul myself to standing.

Cum runs down my thighs immediately, thick and warm, dripping in steady streams. I don't wipe it. Don't even think about wiping it. This is the whole point.

I scan the room for my clothes. Tank top crumpled on the couch, damp and reeking of sweat. Skirt near the door in a heap. I grab the tank top first, tug it over my head. No bra. The thin white fabric sticks to my tits, still slick with spit and cum, nipples swollen and sore, poking through the cotton like I'm advertising. Good. Let them stare.

I step into my skirt, pull it up over my bare ass, over my dripping thighs. No panties. Nothing to catch the steady leak between my legs. The fabric settles against my skin, already soaking through, clinging wet to my hips.

I don't fix my hair. Don't touch my face where the cum's dried tight and crusty against my cheek. Don't do anything except stand there exactly like they left me: wrecked, full of cum, pregnant and perfect.

"You need a minute?" Darnell asks.

"No. I'm good."

Hector lights another cigarette, grinning at me through the smoke. "Same time next week?"

I glance at him, tugging my skirt higher on my hips. "Maybe."

Tyler's sitting on the bench, still staring at me like I'm something holy, like he can't believe what he just witnessed. "Will you be okay to drive?"

I almost smile. Sweet Tyler. Always so fucking worried. "Yeah, Tyler. I'll be fine."

Greg's already dressed, wedding ring back on his finger, looking like he's about to head to some business meeting. He doesn't say anything, just watches me with that same desperate, hungry worship in his eyes. He'll be back. They always come back.

I head for the door. Nobody stops me. Nobody follows. They just watch me walk out, cum dripping down my legs with every step, leaving a wet trail on the carpet behind me.

I push through into the hallway.

The red light's the same as always: dim and sticky and warm, like the air itself is horny. Two men are coming out of booths, zipping up, looking satisfied and dazed. They stop dead when they see me.

Eyes locked on the cum streaked across my face, my legs, the wet fabric plastered to my tits.

One of them mutters, "Holy fuck."

The other just stares, mouth open, cock already starting to swell again in his jeans.

I walk past them without slowing, head up, chin still sticky, legs shaking but steady enough. Yeah. Look at me. This is what you came here for.

I pass Booth 9.

That's where it started. Six weeks ago. Feels like a fucking lifetime. I sat in there shaking, terrified, heart slamming so hard I thought it would explode. Barely brave enough to stroke the cock that slid through the hole in the wall. Couldn't even speak when he knocked, asking if I'd use it.

Now I'm walking past it covered in seven men's cum with a baby growing inside me.

I almost laugh. The sound catches in my throat, comes out as something between a gasp and a giggle. From scared virgin to knocked-up slut in six weeks. Legendary.

I push through the door into the front counter area.

Fluorescent lights buzz overhead, harsh and bright after the red darkness of the backroom. Rick looks up from behind the plexiglass, eyes widening as he takes me in.

He scans me slowly: dried cum on my face, my sticky thighs, the wet fabric clinging to my tits. Rick's seen everything in this place, every kind of filth imaginable, but he grins, slow and wide and genuinely fucking impressed.

"Jesus fucking Christ," he says. "You're a goddamn legend."

I stop at the counter, meet his stare through the scratched plexiglass. He's hard. I can tell. They all get hard looking at me like this.

"They tell you?" I ask.

"Tell me what?"

"I'm knocked up."

Rick stares, blinks, then laughs, a real laugh, surprised right out of him. "You're shitting me."

"Nope. Eight weeks."

He shakes his head, still grinning. "And you came back tonight anyway."

"Yep."

"Covered in half the backroom."

"All of the backroom, actually."

Rick laughs again, louder this time, slapping the counter. "Does the father know?"

"There isn't one. There's like fifteen."

He pauses. Blinks again. Then grins even wider. "You're a fucking legend, sweetheart. I mean that."

I nod, satisfied. Damn right I am. "See you next week, Rick."

I push through the door into the night.

Cold air hits my face, sharp and clean after the stuffy, cum-soaked heat inside. I breathe it in deep, tasting cigarette smoke and diesel and the faint salt smell of my own sweat and arousal.

The parking lot's the same as always: cracked asphalt, weeds growing through, beat-up cars and trucks scattered under the flickering streetlight. Mine's in the back, same spot I always park.

I walk across the lot, steady and unhurried. Each step makes cum drip faster, running down my thighs, soaking into my skirt, leaving a wet trail behind me. I don't rush. Just walk, keys in hand, feeling the thick leak between my legs with every step. God, I love this feeling.

I unlock the Civic, slide into the driver's seat. The vinyl's cold under my cum-soaked thighs, a shock against overheated skin. I sit for a second, not starting the engine yet, just breathing and feeling the wetness spreading under me.

I flip the visor down, check myself in the mirror.

Dried cum on my cheek, crusted on my chin, smeared across my lips. Hair a wreck, tangled and sticky with sweat and God knows what else. Mascara streaked black under my eyes. Lips puffy and used, still swollen from sucking cock.

I look fucking destroyed.

I look fucking perfect.

My cunt throbs just seeing myself like this: ruined and filthy and so goddamn satisfied. This is me. This is who I chose to be.

My hand goes to my stomach, presses against the same flat, soft belly. But different now. I know what's inside. Someone's in there, growing, taking up space. Mine.

I talk to it, low and private, just me and the baby in the dark car.

"Your mom's a slut," I murmur, palm flat against my belly. "But she's a happy slut. You're gonna have a mom who knows what she wants."

I press down gently, feeling the warmth under my skin. Mine. Both of you are mine. "I've got you. And I've got that theatre. Two things that are finally fucking mine."

I start the engine. Check engine light glows orange on the dash, same as always. I pull out of the lot, heading home through the empty streets, cum still leaking from me, soaking into the seat.

The city slides past: dark and quiet, indifferent as always. Pacific Avenue. El Dorado. Familiar corners, familiar lights. I've driven this route a hundred times, a thousand times, zoned out and numb.

But I'm different now.

I think about next week. Tuesday, probably. I'll go back Tuesday. Maybe the week after that I'll be showing, just a little bump pushing against my tank top. The men are going to lose their goddamn minds.

I'm wet just thinking about it.

My cunt throbs, sore and used and still wanting more. Always wanting more. I shift in the seat, feel the wetness between my legs, the cum still dripping slow and thick. I'm addicted. I know it. And I'm entirely fine with that.

I pull up outside my apartment building. Same metal stairs, same peeling paint, same rattling AC units in every window. Neighbor's TV blaring through the thin walls, some late-night infomercial selling knives or insurance or whatever the fuck.

I park, sit in the dark for another minute, hand still on my stomach.

Six weeks ago this place felt like a cage. Dead-end job, dead-end apartment, dead-end life. Nothing was mine, nothing mattered, nothing ever fucking changed.

Now I have two things that are mine.

A baby. And a place where men line up to fill me, where I'm worshipped on my knees, where I'm exactly who I chose to be.

I get out of the car, walk up the metal stairs, each step echoing in the quiet night. Unlock my door. Step inside.

The apartment's the same as always: thin walls, rattling AC, futon with the sagging middle, kitchenette with the broken burner. Nothing's changed.

But I have.

I don't shower immediately. I want to keep it on me a little longer. The proof dripping down my thighs, evidence that I'm exactly who I chose to be. I sink onto the futon instead, hand on my stomach, and just breathe.

I look around the shitty apartment. Same water stain spreading across the ceiling. Same flickering fluorescent light in the bathroom. Same scratched linoleum floor.

It doesn't feel like a cage anymore.

I pick up my phone, open a new note, type one word: Tuesday.

I set the phone down, close my eyes, hand still on my belly, feeling the warmth under my palm.

I'm pregnant. Knocked up by anonymous cock, carrying a baby that could be Darnell's or Hector's or some random trucker's, and I don't give a single fuck whose it is. I go to a filthy adult theatre three nights a week, spread my legs for strangers, take load after load, and I'm obsessed with every second. This is who I am. Not the gas station girl. Not invisible Maya. The slut who gets worshipped on her knees, who matters, who chose this.

I used to be invisible. I used to stand behind a gas station counter and watch the world happen to other people, watch women with babies and wonder why nothing was ever mine.

Now I have two things that are mine.

I'm going back Tuesday.

I'm not sorry. I'm not done. I'm not ashamed.

This is who I am.

And I fucking love her.

THE END
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This book contains content some readers may find distressing. Please read responsibly.

Explicit unprotected sexual activity with multiple anonymous partners

Group sexual encounters

Interracial sexual content

Pregnancy and conception as a sexual theme (breeding kink)

Mild sexual humiliation and degradation

Power imbalance and age gap sexual scenarios

Crude and explicit language throughout

Depictions of sex in public or semi-public environments

Oral sex, including forced/aggressive oral content

Infidelity (referenced, from male participants)

All characters are adults aged 18 and over. All encounters are consensual.


Also by Lily Corbett


Lily Shares Two Men: A Filthy MMF Confession

Book 1 in Lily Corbett's confessional "Lily's Naughty Adventures" series of erotica.

" She watched two men who loved each other. Then she joined in. And she's never forgotten a single detail. "

FIND ON AMAZON

I've done things in my life that would make most people's eyes water. I've travelled four continents, tried everything at least once, and I've never once apologised for any of it. But when my neighbours knocked on my door with a bottle of expensive wine and a proposition I didn't see coming, even I had to catch my breath.

They were gorgeous. They were together. They were very much in love with each other. And they wanted me to join them for one night, no strings, no complications, just curiosity and chemistry and whatever happened next. I'm twenty-three, freshly back from two years of adventures across the world, living alone in a flat that feels too quiet. What do you think I said?

What followed was the most intense, filthy, unforgettable night of my life. And that is saying something, believe me. I watched things I'd never expected to see from that close. I tasted things I'd never tasted before. I asked for exactly what I wanted, in terms that made one of them blush and the other one grin. And I got every last bit of it.

This is my confession. Stand-alone, explicit, shameless, and every word of it true. Or near enough that it really doesn't matter.

LILY’S FORBIDDEN EXAM: An Explicit Gynaecologist Erotica Confession

Book 2 in Lily Corbett's confessional "Lily's Naughty Adventures" series of erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

I went for a smear test. I left with secrets I promised I'd never tell... until now!

I needed a routine check-up. Overdue, bored, twenty-three and back from four years travelling the world. I Googled "private cervical screening Stevenage," found a gorgeous doctor with a wedding ring and a five-star rating, and booked an appointment for that Friday. Seemed simple enough. It wasn't.

Dr Marcus Ashford was older, posh, married, and absolutely not supposed to look at me the way he did when I started answering his questions about my sexual history. His nurse, Sarah, wasn't supposed to bite her lip and flush pink when I told them exactly what I'd done in Morocco, Australia, and that time in San Diego with two Marines. And I definitely wasn't supposed to spread my legs in that examination chair and beg them both not to stop.

But I've never been good at following rules. I've had experiences most people only fantasise about. I know what I want. And that afternoon, in a discreet clinic on a quiet Victorian street, I wanted them. Both of them. Boundaries blurred. Gloves came off. The appointment became something else entirely.

This is what happened when a routine exam turned into the filthiest threesome of my life. No apologies. No regrets. Just the truth, every explicit detail, exactly as I remember it.

Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

"Some girls are made for nice boys and safe futures. Lacey Morgan was made for this."

Book 9 in Lily Corbett’s “DADDY ISSUES” series of hardcore age-gap and very taboo erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

Welcome to the filthiest corner of Beeston Rangers FC, where nineteen-year-old Lacey Morgan’s boredom with useless young lads is about to be spectacularly cured by seventy-two-year-old groundskeeper Malcolm Hewitt. This isn’t your typical age-gap romance – this is raw, degrading, and absolutely unapologetic about what it is: a breeding obsession story where the girl begs for exactly what society says she shouldn’t want.

Lacey’s sick of boys who can’t make her cum. She’s been watching rougher porn, craving the intensity she sees on screen, fingering herself to fantasies of older men who know what they’re doing. When Malcolm corners her with upskirt photos he’s been collecting for weeks, offering her a choice that isn’t really a choice, Lacey discovers the truth: she walked into his trap willingly. She’s been waiting for someone like Malcolm, someone who’ll treat her like the slag she’s desperate to become.

Malcolm’s no amateur. He’s got a black leather book documenting fifty years of women he’s corrupted at this club, each one catalogued with photos and explicit details. Lacey’s just the latest entry, but she might be his masterpiece. He introduces her to cucumbers from his allotment, teaches her to deep-throat on her knees in his equipment shed, marks her with his piss on the centre circle at midnight. Every degrading act makes her wetter, proves she’s made for this.

Then there’s Liam Scott – a cocky left-back who finds Lacey’s phone and sees everything. Her texts with Malcolm, the photos, the proof of what she’s become. Liam thinks he can blackmail his way into her cunt, force her to service him and his mates Connor and Elliot. He films it all, thinking he’s in control. But Malcolm’s been playing this game since before Liam was born, and he’s got leverage of his own: photos of Liam stealing club kit, evidence of hidden injuries that could end his career.

The physio room gangbang is where everything collides. Lacey on the reinforced treatment table, Malcolm and Dennis double-penetrating her cunt whilst Liam fucks her mouth, all of it captured on camera for mutual assured destruction. Ryan’s celebrating promotion in the bar directly overhead, completely oblivious that his little sister’s being filled by six men one floor below. It’s brutal, explicit, and Lacey cums harder than she ever has; because the danger, the wrongness, the risk of discovery makes it perfect.

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

When desperate relief becomes total surrender, some treatments transform you completely.

Book 3 in Lily Corbett’s “TABOO TALES” series of hardcore and very taboo erotica.  ADULTS ONLY HUCOW FILTH!  

FIND ON AMAZON

Maya Chen’s body started producing milk at nineteen – spontaneously, painfully, relentlessly. No pregnancy. No explanation. Just swollen, leaking breasts that got her fired from her retail job and made every doctor she saw dismiss her as psychiatric case. By the time she found the Hartwell Lactation Specialists online, she was desperate enough to believe anything.

Richard and Diane Hartwell run a private clinic for women with conditions like Maya’s. What starts as a legitimate-seeming medical appointment quickly reveals itself as something far darker. These aren’t licensed physicians. They’re collectors, fetishists who’ve built an entire operation around exploiting young women with lactation disorders, turning desperate patients into permanent milk-producing hucows.

The first examination crosses every professional boundary. Richard’s hands on her swollen breasts, testing her production, making her come on the table while Diane documents everything. Maya knows it’s wrong. But the relief is overwhelming, and she hasn’t felt this cared for in years. When they offer her a residential weekend to “optimize her treatment,” she accepts.

By Saturday morning, Maya’s stripped naked and restrained while they drain her together: Richard’s mouth on one breast, Diane’s on the other, both feeding from her while she writhes between them. They don’t hide their arousal anymore. They discuss her milk production like farmers evaluating livestock. They photograph and video everything, cataloging her as “Subject 23” in an archive of twenty-two previous women they’ve conditioned exactly the same way.

The breeding protocols come next. Dr. Marcus Matthews – a distinguished physician who serves as the couple’s breeder – examines Maya’s naked body while Richard and Diane watch. He tests her fertility, evaluates her hips, tastes her milk. Then he fucks her on the examination table while Richard and Diane nurse from her breasts, all three of them using her body simultaneously. Matthews fills her pussy with his come while promising to impregnate her, to swell her belly and triple her milk production.

Maya signs a permanent residency contract. Two thousand dollars monthly to live with Richard and Diane, producing milk and serving their needs. She agrees to breeding protocols: multiple pregnancies with different men for genetic variation and comparative data. She consents to complete documentation including her face and full name. She accepts restraints, pump training, network presentations where other collectors will taste her milk and evaluate her potential.

The corruption is total. Maya goes from virgin to bred hucow in three weeks. Her body transforms, breasts enlarging, production increasing from twenty-eight ounces to over sixty daily. She orgasms every time they drain her now, conditioned to associate milk extraction with sexual pleasure. She calls herself their cow without shame. She begs Matthews to breed her again immediately after the pregnancy test comes back positive.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON
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