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  Introduction


Thank you for subscribing to my newsletter, even if you only did it to get your hands on this filthy little book.




Waitress is a First Time Blacked novella of just over 18,000 words. It will never be published anywhere other than here. So it's our little secret. I hope you enjoy it.




Molly

xo


Waitress

It was one of those swampy-ass nights when breathing felt like a chore. The fan above the register wheezed like it was on life support, and the place was dead. Terminal. Flatlined. The cook and the busboy had both left at midnight. So, there was just me, the faded buzz of the overhead fluorescents, and some tired old trucker hunched over his third coffee like it had secrets to tell. I’d already wiped the counter down three times just to stay awake, counting down the hours ‘til I could clock out and peel my apron off.

Then the bell above the door gave a half-hearted jingle.

And there they were. Three Black men. Not common in these parts. Some would still say not welcome, but the town is doing its best to move on from those days.

These three men were big. Tall, thick, there. The kind of big you feel before you even look up. They filled the diner. The one in the middle had that silver creeping into his beard, salt and pepper like he had earned every streak. He didn’t smile. He didn’t need to. His stare was direct, cutting, made my stomach do this little twist like I’d been caught doing something wrong.

The two on either side of him were younger—twenties, maybe early thirties—but carried the same kind of heat. Like younger versions of the boss in the middle. Brothers? Cousins? Sons? They had to be his sons. Not that it mattered at all. The only thing that mattered was how sure they looked. Casual in jeans and plain shirts but walking like they knew all about our town's reputation and didn’t give a single fuck about any of it.

Like they owned the joint the second they stepped into it.

My fingers curled around the rag I’d been using, knuckles white. I was suddenly real aware of how sticky the air felt under my skirt, how my uniform hugged me just a little too tight in all the places men like that were liable to notice.

“Evenin’, gentlemen,” I said, somehow finding my voice.

They didn’t answer. Not at first.

Just moved. Silent, like wolves with a purpose, all three heading straight for the corner booth like it was already theirs. The older one slid in first, wide shoulders relaxing like a king leaning back on his throne. The other two flanked him without a word. Still no smiles. Just eyes—dark, heavy-lidded, watching everything. Watching me.

Then he finally spoke. The older one. “Evenin’,” he said, low and slow, voice like gravel warmed in bourbon.

I grabbed a menu off the counter and crossed the floor, heart banging against my ribs. I could feel their eyes on me the whole way. The kind of stare that strips more than clothes. The kind that sees right through you.

“You boys just passing through?” I asked, handing the menu to him even though he hadn’t asked.

His hand brushed mine, just barely, and it was stupid how hot that little graze felt.

“Somethin’ like that,” he said, eyes not even flicking down to the menu. Just locked on my face. Taking his time. Reading me like I was already a story he’d started telling in the car on the way here.

The one to his right let out this low little chuckle, the kind that made me feel like the joke was about me and I wasn’t gonna get the punchline ‘til it was too late. The other just smirked, his gaze drifting down to my chest like it was his right. And God help me, I didn’t move. Didn’t pull away. Just stood there and took it.

My uniform wasn’t modest. Short skirt, scoop neck, cheap fabric that stuck when you sweated. But under their eyes, it felt damn near obscene.

“Well … just let me know when you’re ready,” I said, voice thinner now. I backed away too quick, my face burning.

“Yeah, we’ll let you know,” the older one said, smooth as anything.

But the way he said it? Like a promise. Like a fucking threat.

Back behind the counter, I pretended to wipe again, even though my hands were trembling and my mind was a mess of heat and warning signs I wasn’t sure I wanted to listen to.

Something had shifted. The diner was no longer mine. This was no longer our town.

**

I dragged the rag across the counter one more time like it owed me money, pretending I hadn’t been staring at them the whole damn time. The laminate sparkled already—hadn’t seen a single new crumb—but I couldn’t stop. Couldn’t look away. It wasn’t just how big they were, though that was impossible to ignore. All three of them were built like they’d been carved out of raw power, thick-armed and wide-chested, the sleeves of their tees straining around biceps that didn’t look gym-bought. But it was the way they sat there, calm, unfazed, like they’d walked into my world and decided it belonged to them. No need to raise their voices. No posturing. That kind of quiet confidence always says one thing loudest of all: danger.

And that word, that thought? Made my thighs clench underneath my skirt.

“Pull it together, Lucy,” I whispered, tossing the rag in the sink and grabbing my pad. Just another table, I told myself. Just three customers. I’d dealt with worse. I’d smiled through leers and slapped hands off my ass before most people had their morning coffee. But this wasn’t the usual flavor of late-night bullshit. These weren’t frat boys with beer breath and wandering hands. These were grown-ass big Black men with that hard-earned look of guys who knew how the world worked. They were a magnet to me.

As I walked toward their booth, I could feel their eyes moving over me—slow, deliberate, not even trying to be subtle, making me feel I’d somehow lost all my clothes.

The older one didn’t move an inch. He leaned back, one arm stretched across the booth like a throne, his body broad and solid, like he expected people to come to him. Salt-and-pepper beard. Deep lines around his mouth. That kind of rugged handsomeness that didn’t even try—it dared you to look away.

His sons—or whatever they were—sat on either side. The one on the left had a scar splitting his eyebrow, just a thin pale line across dark skin, but it made his face look dangerous in a way that lit something in my chest I didn’t want to name. The other, the younger one, had this lazy smirk, like he’d already fucked me in his head and was halfway through the cigarette after.

I cleared my throat. “Y’all ready to order?”

My voice didn’t shake. I was proud of that. It was the only thing I had left that wasn’t trembling.

The older man didn’t answer at first. He just watched me with those deep, unreadable eyes. Like he knew exactly what kind of mess he was stirring up inside me and was enjoying every second. When he finally spoke, his voice was smooth as velvet and rough as gravel all at once. Like sex and smoke and secrets.

“What’s good here?”

Me, I almost said. I mean, God help me, it sat on the tip of my tongue like a fucking dare.

I gripped the notepad tighter, trying to hide the way my palms were sweating. “Depends what you’re in the mood for.”

That earned me a chuckle from the one with the scar. It was low, slow, and filthy. The other one leaned forward, elbows on the table, and I could feel his eyes dragging down my body like he was stripping me with them. Like he was picturing what I looked like bent over the counter.

Shit, I thought, as heat bloomed in my belly.

“Well,” the older man said, flashing a smile that didn’t reach his eyes, “I guess we’ll need a little more time to decide.”

“Take your time,” I managed, turning away before I did something stupid like beg them to hurry up and choose me.

I didn’t go far. Didn’t want to. I refilled the coffee station, stacked napkins, checked the sugar caddies—every excuse to stay in their gravity. I should’ve been putting distance between us, should’ve been shaking them off like any other late-night creeps, but these weren’t just guys in a booth. They were watching me. All three of them. Like wolves, patient and sure. And some part of me—some wrong, wicked part—wanted to crawl right into their den and see what would happen next.

I caught myself staring again. The scarred one locked eyes with me this time, and his smirk curled into something darker. Something hungry. My stomach dropped, but the heat between my legs said, Don’t you look away.

“Pull it together, Lucy,” I whispered, stacking sugar packets like they were gonna save me.

He lifted one arm—slow, deliberate—and crooked a finger to summon me.

I hesitated for half a breath before responding, pressing the notepad flat against my apron even though it was probably just a prop at that point. They weren’t even pretending to read the damn menu anymore. I felt like I was the main attraction now.

The father—an educated guess—rested both hands on the table when I got close, his fingers splayed wide. Big hands. Weathered. The kind that could fix a truck or snap a neck or pull you apart like warm bread. He didn’t say anything at first, just let his eyes trace the same slow, thorough path down my body. Not hungry, not leering—just … certain. Like he already knew what I’d look like naked and was taking his time imagining how I’d sound.

“We’ll take three coffees,” he said finally, his voice a deep rumble that settled low in my belly. “And one of those pies from the case over there. What kinda pie is it?”

“Pecan,” I managed, clearing my throat when it came out barely audible.

He smiled like he’d expected that, like he enjoyed watching me stumble over my words. “Pecan,” he repeated, slow and Southern, the vowels thick and warm in his mouth. He made it sound filthy. “And warm it up for us, would you, please, sweetheart?”

Sweetheart.

The way he said it… it didn’t sound sweet at all. It sounded like a leash. Like he was slipping it around my neck to see if I’d pull away—or if I would heel.

I nodded dumbly, scribbling nothing at all on the pad before turning to retreat. My fingers felt clumsy, my breathing shallow. I hated how hot my cheeks were. And how wet I felt.

Behind me, low laughter rolled out from their booth—quiet, knowing, mean in that lazy kind of way. Like they were letting me in on a joke, but only the part that made me like to squirm.

When I brought over the coffees, I tried to stay all business, but the scarred one moved too fast. He reached out, brushing my hand as he took his cup, his skin hot against mine, fingers rough with calluses. I pulled back like I’d touched a burner.

“Sorry,” I whispered, flustered and flushed.

“No need,” he murmured, slow grin tugging at his mouth. “Guess that one’s on me.”

His eyes dropped—right to my chest, like he didn’t give a shit about subtlety—and then came back up, bold as ever. Daring me to call him on it.

I didn’t. I couldn’t.

The younger brother stretched out in the booth, arms draped along the back like he owned the place. His smile was easier, but no less cocky. “You work late here every night?”

I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear—nervous tic. “Most nights.”

He shook his head, mock regret in his voice. “That’s a damn shame. A girl like you oughta be out somewhere more ... fun.”

“I don’t mind,” I said quickly, too quickly. I didn’t owe them that explanation, but it fell out anyway.

He chuckled, eyes flicking to his brother like he was teeing something up. “Yeah. I’ll bet you’re the kind who’s real good at taking care of people. Real attentive. Right?”

My mouth opened, but nothing came out. I stared at my notepad like it had the answers.

When I brought the pie, the father didn’t even look at the plate. He looked at me.

“Come a little closer, sweetheart,” he said, nodding to the small space between their booth and the table’s edge.

I froze. Tray still in hand. Something about the way he said it—the calmness, the certainty—made my pulse skip.

“I, uh—” My voice cracked, and I hated that too. “I’ve got other tables …”

His head tilted, eyes never leaving mine. “Looks pretty quiet to me.”

And he was right. The diner was dead quiet, except for the four of us and that damn clock on the wall—ticking like a countdown to something I wasn’t ready for. But they were ready. I saw it in their eyes. That lazy, teasing tone they’d been playing with all night had dropped away. This wasn’t playful anymore. This was ... planned.

He turned to his sons, smiling like this was a game he played all the time. “Don’t y’all think she could spare us a minute?”

The scarred one leaned in, elbow on the table, his grin taking a darker turn. “Definitely.”

The younger one gave me a slow nod. “We were just getting to know you.”

The heat in the room ratcheted up, stifling and thick. My heart was thundering, my thighs clenched together. I didn’t want this attention—at least, that’s what I kept telling myself—but some part of me, some sick little traitor deep in my core, kept inching closer to the booth anyway.

I set the pie down. His hand brushed mine.

“Thank you,” he said, eyes still fixed on me. “Why don’t you stay?”

Stay. Like a command you give a dog. Stay. Good girl. Heel.

Her leaned in, elbows on the table, his voice low and steady like a man used to getting what he wanted. “You’ve been real sweet to us tonight, sweetheart. Think you’ve earned yourself a little break.”

My lips parted, something useless and polite bubbling up, but it never made it out. I choked on it. The words, the breath—hell, my nerve. I wasn’t used to being the one flustered. Usually, I gave the smile, dropped a little hip when I bent over a table, let the boys get their harmless little thrill before I moved on with my tips fat and my conscience clean. But this wasn’t that.

I’d wandered straight into a trap. The jaws had already closed. And they were just sitting there, watching me wriggle in it.

“You’re shaking,” the scarred one murmured, his voice smooth as smoke. His gaze crawled down me, slow and deliberate. “Don’t need to be nervous. We don’t bite... unless you’re beggin’ for it.”

The younger brother chuckled, his grin stretched across his face like it knew something I didn’t. “She’s not scared. Look at her. She likes it. Don’t you, darlin’? Bet no one’s ever looked at you like we are right now.”

My cheeks burned hot, my knees locking up as I backed into the table behind me like it could save me. “I’m just—just working,” I stammered, all breath and zero backbone.

The father tilted his head, his eyes narrowing in quiet amusement. “Come here.”

Two little words. Soft. Unassuming. But they hit like a goddamn sledgehammer. I should’ve said no. Should’ve laughed, rolled my eyes, told them to get the hell out.

Instead, my feet moved like they didn’t belong to me. He reached out and caught my wrist—not hard, not rough. Gentle. But firm. Intentional. Undeniable. His thumb swept over my pulse like he could feel the storm inside me.

“Good girl,” he said, voice soft but steeped in control. “Now, be honest with me. When’s the last time someone made you feel special?”

“I don’t ... I don’t know what you mean,” I whispered. Lie. It sounded like a lie even to me.

He smiled, slow and knowing. “Yeah, you do. You work your ass off. You smile, flirt, keep your head down. But when’s the last time anyone took good care of you?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

The scarred one leaned in, arms folded, looking at me like he already had the answer. “Bet it’s been a while, huh? Been a good girl too long, ain’t that right?”

My breath caught. I shook my head, but it was pitiful. Automatic. Not convincing a soul.

“You deserve to feel good,” the father said, his fingers sliding between mine like he had a right to them. “Don’t you think so, sweetheart?”

I didn’t trust my mouth anymore, so I stayed quiet. But I didn’t pull away. When his other hand came to rest on my hip, I actually leaned into it.

“You’re gonna let us take care of you,” he said, calm and certain. Not asking. Telling me.

The scarred brother brushed a piece of hair from my cheek, his touch light enough to make me shiver. “Relax, Lucy,” he murmured. “Just let it happen.”

Lucy.

They’d read it on my name tag, I knew. But all the same, my name in his mouth was like a match—tiny, intimate, but it lit something up in me. My head spun. My heart thudded like a drum in my throat. And then—God help me—I nodded. Just once. Barely. But that was all they needed.

The father tugged gently, guiding me down onto the edge of the booth between him and his scarred son. His hand slid to my knee, then higher. Slow strokes, each pass dragging my skirt a little further up. I gasped, soft and sharp. I was so fucking wet.

“You’re so tense,” he said, his hand disappearing under the hem. “You don’t have to hold on so tight, sweetheart. We’ve got you.”

The scarred one leaned close, his lips brushing the shell of my ear, his breath warm and maddening. “You’re so fuckin’ pretty when you’re nervous,” he rasped. “Bet you’re a mess when someone finally makes you feel good.”

My thighs twitched under their hands, the fabric bunched around my hips now, panties sticking to me like a confession. His fingers joined his father’s, sliding up from the other side, fingertips grazing skin that suddenly felt like it hadn’t been touched in years.

Across the table, the younger brother didn’t even try to hide his grin. His gaze devoured me, eyes locked on my flushed skin, my parted lips, the way I breathed like I couldn’t get enough air.

“She’s letting us, Pop,” he said, low and smug. “Look at her. She wants it.”

I should’ve been embarrassed. I should’ve been ashamed. But all I felt was heat, thick and liquid in my belly, leaking down my thighs and turning my thoughts to static.

Just as the father’s fingers brushed deeper between my thighs, a soft chime rang out—the bell above the door. The world snapped back like a slap across the face.

I jerked away, knees weak, heart rabbiting in my chest as I yanked my skirt down with shaking hands. I couldn’t look at them. My face burned, flushed hot with shame and something meaner, darker—something I still didn’t have the guts to name.

“Looks like we’ve got company,” the scarred one muttered, low and amused, like the interruption was just a minor annoyance, not a fucking lifeline.

I turned, pulse hammering. Relief warred with panic. It was just a trucker. Some grizzled man in a grease-stained jacket, his boots heavy on the tile as he slogged toward the counter.

“Coffee,” he grunted without even glancing at me. “And two of them donuts.” The Stay Awake Special for truckers who don’t do speed.

“Sure thing,” I said, my voice pitched high and shaky as I fled behind the counter. I needed something solid in my hands, and the coffee pot gave me just enough grounding not to fall apart.

But I could feel them watching me. I didn’t have to look. That kind of stare sinks into your skin like oil. Hot and thick and hard to scrub out.

When I finally dared a glance, the father was kicked back like he ran the damn place, one arm stretched across the backrest. The scarred brother drummed his fingers on the table, smirking like he already knew what I tasted like. And the youngest? He had his chin in his palm, watching me without blinking, like I was a goddamn science experiment he couldn’t wait to poke.

The trucker drained his mug in record time and left with the same zero-fucks energy he came in with, taking his refill, his donuts and my brief window of salvation with him.

And just like that, I was alone with them again.

The silence rolled back in like smoke, thick and choking, crawling into every corner of the diner. I kept wiping down the counter like my life depended on it—even though the damn thing was already spotless.

Then I heard footsteps. Unhurried. Certain. The father was walking toward me like I was already his.

“Refills, darlin’,” he said, placing their cups on the counter with one big, ringed hand.

“Of course,” I murmured, forcing myself to meet his gaze even though every cell in my body screamed don’t. His eyes were dark—way too dark—and looking into them felt like getting stripped down without ever taking off your clothes.

I poured, trying not to spill again, but then his voice dropped lower, and it wasn’t fair how easily it slid under my skin.

“Why don’t you come over and join us again?” he said, that smile twitching at the corner of his mouth. “You’ve been on your feet all night. You could use a break and we wouldn’t mind the company.”

I flinched, just barely. Coffee sloshed over the rim. “I can’t—I mean, I’m working.”

“You’ve got time,” he said, smooth as sin. “And we’re not in any rush.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but the scarred brother chimed in, with a mocking drawl. “You’ve been working too hard, Lucy girl. Loosen up a little. Hell, loosen that uniform. Bet you’d feel real good.”

The heat that shot through me wasn’t all embarrassment. “I’m fine. Really,” I said, laughing too fast, too fake.

“You sure about that?” the younger one piped in, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Because you looked real comfortable a couple minutes ago.”

I shot him a glare, but it landed weak. My cheeks burned as I pressed my lips together to keep anything else from spilling out.

Then the father reached over the counter, fingers brushing my wrist. Barely there. Just enough to spark a jolt that rattled through me like static. “Come on now,” he said softly, coaxing. “No need to be shy.”

I pulled back—too slow. His touch lingered like a brand, and I couldn’t tell if the tightness in my chest was fear, shame, or something deeper. Something hungrier.

“I appreciate the concern,” I managed, pasting on a smile that felt like it was stapled to my face. “But I’ve got work to do.”

His eyes never moved off me. That smile of his stayed, too—slow, knowing, like a leash wrapped tight around my spine. “Alright then,” he said, all molasses and menace, scooping up the cups and walking back to the booth like he hadn’t just asked me to slide into his lap.

I exhaled. Too hard. Too fast.

The air thickened again once he sat. They didn’t say anything, but I could feel it. That unspoken thing curling in the space between us. I scrubbed the counter and every tabletop like I was trying to erase what had just been said. Like I could scrub the heat off my skin. I couldn’t.

“Lucy,” the younger one called out after a long stretch, all sing-song and lazy. “You forget about us already—ain’t we your favorite customers?”

I turned and gave them my best fake-smile number two. “Just giving y’all some space. Didn’t wanna hover.”

“Hover all you want,” the scarred one said, low and needling. “We really don’t mind.”

I poured fresh coffee into fresh mugs for them. Their eyes tracked every step as I crossed the floor with them on a tray. I felt it in my teeth. In my gut. In my cunt. A weird pull, like I was already caught in a current, a riptide I couldn’t swim against.

I set the mugs down, and my fingers brushed against the scarred one’s hand. He didn’t move. Let it linger. Just long enough.

“Thanks, sweetheart,” he said, rasping like he smoked sin for breakfast.

“You’re welcome,” I said, stepping back too slow.

The younger one tilted his head. Watching me. Dissecting me. “You look nervous,” he said with a crooked little grin. “We’re not so bad, are we?”

“No,” I said too fast. Cleared my throat. “No, I’m just ... tired.”

“Tired?” the father echoed. That voice—thick, deliberate. Like every word was hand-carved. “Could’ve fooled me. You look full of energy to me.”

The air caught in my lungs.

“I’ll, uh, let you enjoy your drinks,” I mumbled, turning quick, trying to retreat.

“Lucy,” the father said again.

I froze. Half-turned. Couldn’t face him all the way. Didn’t want to—but couldn’t not.

“Yes?”

“You sure you’re not tired of working so hard?” he asked, casual as anything. “Because I’d bet you could use a break.”

“I’m fine,” I said, trying to laugh it off.

“You keep saying that,” he murmured, leaning in just a little, elbows braced on the table. His eyes locked onto mine like a trigger. “But you don’t look fine. You look like you’ve got something on your mind.”

And then, thank God, the door opened again. A gaggle of frat boys and their girlfriends came in.

The father just smiled. “Later,” he said.

**

The bell above the door chimed one last time as my last customers left. My last customers other than them. And then it was just quiet. Too quiet. The kind of silence that presses against your eardrums and dares you to breathe.

I wiped my hands on my apron—more out of habit than purpose—pretending I didn’t feel three sets of eyes slicing into me like heat lasers. Pretending I was just cleaning up. Just working. Not standing center stage.

“Looks like it’s just us now,” the father said, his words all gravel and sin. They settled low in my belly, coiled tight.

I glanced up. He was sprawled back in the booth, arms stretched wide along the vinyl, like he owned the damn place. Like he owned me. His eyes didn’t blink. Didn’t budge. The brothers weren’t even trying to play it cool anymore. Both leaned forward, smirking like I’d already said yes to all their filthy plans.

“You been working real hard, Lucy,” he said, cocking his head, that slow Southern drawl thick as syrup. “Seems like you deserve a little … appreciation.”

I tried to laugh, but it came out all wrong. Thin. Nervous. “Appreciation’s not in the job description.”

“No?” One brow lifted, his mouth curling into something between a smile and a dare. “Well, maybe tonight, we make an exception.”

The younger brother stood up—smooth and casual—and strolled to the front of the diner. The soft click of the lock echoed like a gunshot. My pulse throbbed in my throat.

“Y’all can’t do that,” I said, but my protest didn’t come out strong. It came out small. Thin. Scared.

“Relax,” said the scarred brother, rising too. He was massive. His body blocked out the exit like a wall. “Ain’t nobody comin’. Just us. And maybe you.”

They were closing in. Not fast—slow. Deliberate. The kind of movement that says we’ve done this before.

I couldn’t move. My feet felt bolted to the tiles. I looked to the father, still sprawled, still calm, but that hunger in his eyes … it wasn’t patient.

“Lucy,” he said. Gentle. But there was steel under it. “Come here.”

“I don’t think—”

“Don’t think,” he cut in. Sharper now. Harder. “Just come here. That’s a good girl.”

It was like my legs stopped belonging to me. They carried me forward, every step dragging a little breath from my lungs. My skin buzzed. My chest was rising too fast, like I’d been sprinting.

He patted the edge of the booth. I sat, stiff and awkward, like I was trying to make myself smaller. My hands twisted in my lap, not knowing where to land.

“Good girl,” he murmured, leaning in. His fingers toyed with the knot of my apron. “Let’s lose this. You don’t need it right now.”

I froze as he pulled the apron free and tossed it aside like trash. His hands came back, hot and sure, gripping my hips and dragging me closer until my knees bumped his thighs. I could smell him now—soap and sweat and something darker.

“Don’t be shy,” he said, almost whispering. “You’re too damn pretty to be hiding from us.”

His fingers found the top button of my uniform. One flick. Then another. The brothers were close now—one on each side, leaning in. Breathing me in. Watching like they had every right.

When he peeled the blouse open, his gaze dropped. His whole face changed.

“Damn,” he growled, dragging his hands up the sides of my waist, fingers grazing lace. “You been hiding this all night?”

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t even swallow. My whole body was shaking, lit up under his touch like a live wire.

“Take it off,” he said, sitting back, arms spread again. Commanding. Waiting.

My fingers fumbled at the clasp of my bra, clumsy and slow. The nerves made me stupid. One of the brothers chuckled—low and knowing—and I flushed hard. I wanted to glare, to throw something, but all I could do was push the straps off my shoulders with trembling hands.

When the bra dropped, his hand came up, big and warm, cradling one breast like he was holding something holy. His thumb brushed my nipple, slow and reverent.

“Beautiful,” he said, almost to himself, like he couldn’t believe his luck.

The scarred brother leaned in close, his eyes locked on my chest. “Bet she tastes even better,” he muttered, rough with want.

My breath hitched as the father dipped his head. His lips brushed my collarbone—soft at first—then lower. Lower. His mouth was hot and purposeful, like every kiss was a claim. Like he wasn’t touching me. He was taking me.

The younger brother slid into the booth beside me like he belonged there, thigh pressed tight to mine, his hand landing on my soft bare skin just below the hem of my skirt. “Relax,” he said, low and cocky, like this had always been part of their plan. “We just getting started here.”

Their father didn’t move. His hands stayed right where they were—broad, heavy, warm on my hips—anchoring me like I might try to bolt. He just looked at me. Not rushing, not second-guessing, not even blinking. Like I was a puzzle he already knew how to take apart.

“You’re shaking,” he said, speaking softly in that way that makes it worse, like he was humoring me. But his grip never loosened. His thumbs rubbed lazy circles over the waistband of my skirt like he had all night.

I tried to speak, but my mouth felt too dry. “I don’t… I’ve never—”

“You don’t have to say it,” he cut in, calm as ever, brushing his knuckles up my thigh. “I already know.”

That certainty—it landed deep, heavier than anything physical. He wasn’t waiting for a yes. He wasn’t hoping. He was already there. That kind of confidence didn’t ask; it fucking claimed, it took. And that sudden realization did something awful and electric in my chest, a tangled mess of dread and need and heat I couldn’t even begin to sort out.

“Let me take care of you,” he murmured, leaning in just enough for his lips to graze the corner of my mouth—soft, deliberate, with all the patience in the world. I felt my whole body twitch. My head dipped in a nod before I even realized I’d moved.

“Good girl.”

That praise hit harder than it should’ve. I felt it like a slap and a kiss at once—sharp, hot, humiliating. My cheeks flamed as his hand slid higher, catching the hem of my skirt and dragging it up with no ceremony at all.

I sucked in a breath as the fabric bunched at my waist. His hand was rough, work-worn, and unflinching against my thighs, and when the cool air from the diner’s vents hit the wet heat between my legs, my whole body seized up in reflex. I snapped my knees together, instinct kicking in even as everything else inside me screamed for more.

But he didn’t let me hide. He pushed his hand between my knees, firm and steady, prying them apart like he was opening a book he’d read before. “Don’t fight me,” he said, his tone casual, but edged with something darker. “You’ve come this far. Don’t stop now.”

The brothers didn’t speak. They didn’t have to. Their silence was weighty, their bodies close enough I could feel the heat off them. They were watching me fall apart like it was a performance, and I was center stage.

When his fingers brushed the front of my panties, my breath caught. I felt it—his hand, his heat, the thin barrier doing absolutely nothing to protect me. My eyes squeezed shut as my head tipped back.

“You’re already wet,” he said, like it was a fact, not a question. Like he knew it would shame me. “You gonna try and tell me this isn’t what you want?”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. What could I say? He was right. My body had betrayed me.

“That’s what I thought.” His fingers pressed harder, dragging over the soaked fabric, slow and firm. The friction sent a jolt through me, and I bit down on my lip so hard it hurt.

“No need to be shy,” he added, his voice slipping into something almost teasing. “We’re all grown here.”

The whimper that escaped me wasn’t voluntary. I couldn’t stop it. Especially not when he hooked a finger into the side of my panties and pulled them aside like they were just in the way. Suddenly I was open to the air, to the stares, to him—bare and trembling and not nearly as strong as I’d pretended to be.

“Look at me,” he said, sharp now, and my eyes flew open like he’d yanked on a string inside me.

His gaze locked onto mine, dark and unrelenting, and I felt like he could see everything. Every filthy thought, every second of hesitation, every drop of arousal I didn’t want to admit. Then I felt it—his finger, thick and warm and black, sliding between my soft white folds and pressing inside slowly, like he had the right. Like he owned that piece of property.

My breath stuttered as I clenched around him, my whole body reacting to the invasion like it was wired to obey.

“Good girl,” he said again, quieter this time, almost like a reward. His finger pushed deeper, curling, learning me like he was studying something sacred and obscene. I moaned before I could stop it.

“That’s it,” he breathed, his other hand sliding up to my jaw, fingers spreading across my cheek to hold me steady. “Keep looking at me. You’re doing so good.”

It was like I was a horse, and he was the whisperer.

Everything spun. My breath, my thoughts, my grip on reality. I could feel his finger moving slow and deliberate inside me, dragging over every sensitive spot like he knew exactly where they were. My legs trembled. My nails dug into the vinyl seat beneath me.

“You feel that?” he asked, and when his thumb brushed over my clit, I jerked like I’d been shocked. “That’s what it feels like to let go. Stop fighting it.”

I didn’t know when the tears had started, but my vision blurred, and my throat caught on a sob I couldn’t swallow. “I can’t,” I whispered, wrecked and trembling.

“Yes, you can,” he said, firm and certain as he pushed a second big black finger inside, stretching me wide. I gasped, one hand flying to his forearm without thinking, like I needed something to anchor me. “You already are.”

His fingers worked me with maddening patience, like he had all the time in the world and every intention of using it all. Slow, deliberate curls that scraped against that one spot deep inside me—each drag sending lightning bolts through my spine, forcing little gasps from my mouth that sounded way too loud in the hush of the diner.

I clutched the edge of the booth like it was the only thing tethering me to the planet. Because everything else was gone. Floating. Buzzing. Dissolving.

And then there were the sounds. Jesus, the sounds—my sounds. Wet and filthy and obscene, echoing off the old linoleum and cheap laminate like I was performing in surround sound. My moans spilled out, soft at first, but growing, building, leaking out of me the way my hot slick juices were dripping down my thighs. My body had turned full traitor, desperate and greedy and loud about it.

“You hear that?” he said, glancing lazily over my shoulder at his sons. “Sweet little Lucy’s already singin’ for me.”

One of them let out a low, appreciative chuckle—slow and sleazy. I caught movement from the corner of my eye as he shifted in his seat, adjusting the tent in his jeans. “Yeah, Pops. Real sweet voice on this one.”

I turned my face away, burning with humiliation, but he didn’t let me hide. His hand left my jaw and slid to the back of my neck, warm and heavy and completely inescapable, tilting my face back toward him like I was on display.

“Uh-uh,” he murmured. “Don’t get shy now. Let ’em see you. Let ’em see what you look like when you fall apart.”

“Please …” I whispered. No idea what I was even asking for—some kind of mercy, or release, or just for the Earth to crack open beneath me and put me out of my misery.

But he didn’t stop. He never stopped. His thumb brushed my clit again and started circling with a slow and devastating precision. I twitched under his hand, hips moving without permission, chasing it even though my brain was still screaming at me to hold it together.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice pitched low and dirty, curling around me like fingers of smoke. “You’re right there, aren’t you? Right on the fuckin’ edge.”

I bit my lip until I tasted copper, doing anything I could to keep the sob locked in my throat. But it didn’t matter. My body had its own agenda. I was already arching into him, legs quaking, breath coming out in ragged gasps.

“You’re beautiful like this,” he said, his eyes never leaving mine. “Raw. Honest. Nothin’ left to hide. Just you, exactly how you’re meant to be.”

And God help me, that praise broke something in me. The tension in my gut cinched so tight I thought I might snap in half. His fingers pumped deeper, faster, more demanding now, thumb still pressing just right. It was too much, and not enough, and exactly what I needed, all at once.

“She’s close, Pops,” one of the sons said, breath hitching. “Look at her—legs are shaking.”

“Not yet,” the father answered, and his fingers slowed just enough to make me scream. Not out loud, not yet—but the feeling ripped through me anyway.

I whimpered, grabbing at his wrist, but he was in control. Utterly, completely. In control of me.

“You don’t get to come until I say so,” he said, firm and quiet, like it was law. “You want it? Earn it.”

I dropped my head, a sob catching in my chest, barely able to breathe. The boys across the aisle were shifting again, louder now, their breathing thick in the air. I could feel them watching, watching me. Feel the heat of their eyes on me, the weight of their want and my need hanging between us like a storm cloud ready to break.

“Tell me,” he said, cutting through everything else. “Tell me how bad you need it.”

“I …” My throat tightened, the shame clawing up through me in waves. “I can’t—”

“Sure, you can,” he growled, curling his fingers hard enough to make my whole body jolt. “Say it or I stop.”

The words stuck in my throat, but the ache between my legs was much too much for me, an open wound that throbbed with need. I clenched my fists, fingernails digging into my palms, trying to hold something—anything—together. But it was no use.

“I want it,” I gasped finally, the words torn out of me like a confession. “Fuck. Please… I need it.”

“Good girl,” he murmured, and somehow that praise went even deeper, lit me up from the inside. “Then let go.”

And then he gave it to me. Everything.

Fingers slamming into me with ruthless force, thumb grinding in tight, perfect circles that wrecked whatever grip I had left on control. The orgasm hit me like an eighteen-wheeler—fast and violent and unstoppable. My whole body seized and the moans ripped out of me raw and unrestrained as the pleasure tore through me.

He held me through it, strong arm around my waist keeping me upright when my legs buckled. Still working me, still dragging every last wave out of me until I was trembling in his arms, half-sobbing from the force of it.

“Beautiful,” he said again, quieter this time, like it was just for me. “You were made for this.”

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. I just clung to him, every nerve still vibrating from the orgasm he’d torn out of me, my body trembling like it wasn’t mine anymore. My mind was a riot of shame, disbelief, and something terrifyingly close to… satisfaction.

Behind him, one of the brothers let out a low whistle. “Damn, Pops. You weren’t kidding about breaking her in.”

I barely had time to suck in a breath before hands—huge, steady, inescapable—slid under my arms and under my legs. My head snapped up just in time to see them lift me out of the booth like I was nothing. Like I didn’t weigh a thing.

“Wait—” I started, voice weak, but it didn’t matter. They weren’t asking. My words crumbled in my throat as they carried me to the long table and laid me out across it like I was already theirs.

My skirt was still bunched around my hips. My panties were gone. And then came that sound—that slow metallic clink as the father stepped to the head of the table and unfastened his belt, his movements calm, methodical, deliberate. Like he was getting ready for a meal.

My pulse spiked, eyes locked on the way he slid the leather free and let it drop to the floor. His pants followed, slow and steady. When he stepped out of them, I saw it. And I froze.

Big wasn’t even the word. He was massive. Thick. Heavy. Hard. My breath caught as I stared at that huge black cock, dark and intimidating and already ready for me. My gaze jumped to his face—and what I found there made my stomach clench.

He knew. Knew exactly what he was about to do. Knew I wouldn’t stop him. There was no need for bravado, no questions, no hesitation. Just calm, ruthless certainty.

“This what you wanted all along, wasn’t it?” he asked, his voice so deep it felt like it rolled right through my chest.

I shook my head—pathetic, useless denial—while his hands slid up my thighs, big rough palms burning hot against my skin.

“No? Then why are you dripping like this, sweetheart?” His fingers dragged through my pussy, slick and swollen from what he’d already done to me.

I flinched. My body arched into his touch like a traitor, even as my brain screamed for me to shut my legs, to run, to say something.

“I—I don’t—”

“Shh,” he murmured, low and final, like it didn’t really matter what I said. “You’ll take me, OK. You’ll take all of me.”

At the other end of the table, one of the brothers gave a low, hungry chuckle. “She’s gonna feel that for days, Pops.”

The words hit like a punch. My breath hitched. My stomach twisted. And the father stepped between my thighs, hands spreading me wider like he had every right to.

“It’s too much,” I whispered, shaking my head as panic crashed into raw, aching need.

“You can take it,” he said—simple, calm, undeniable. “I’ll make sure of it.”

He leaned in, towering over me, his presence blocking out the world. I felt the thick head of his cock press against me—heavy, hot, unyielding—and I whimpered, clutching at the edge of the table, nails digging into the wood.

“Fuck—” I gasped as he pushed forward, my whole body arching as he forced me open. The stretch was unreal. Like he was splitting me in half.

“Breathe,” he said, his grip tight on my hips, holding me still as he gave me just enough time to feel it. Then he slid in deeper.

“You’re doing so good, sweetheart.”

The praise hit me like a drug. It didn’t make sense. It shouldn’t have made my heart race harder. But it did.

The pain and stretch twisted into something darker, something primal, consuming, wrong in all the right ways. My eyes locked on his thick dark body above mine, the obscene contrast of our skin, his cock forcing its way into me like I was built for it. Like my body had been waiting for this for all my life.

“You feel that now, don’t you?” he murmured, taunting, cruel and gentle all at once. “How I fill you. How you were made to take this.”

I whimpered, biting my lip so hard I tasted blood, but it didn’t stop the noise. Didn’t stop the way my hips lifted, meeting every slow, brutal thrust. Each stroke dragged along nerves I didn’t know I had. I felt every inch. Every thick ridge, every goddamn vein.

The table creaked under us. I could hear myself—soft, broken cries, gasps I couldn’t swallow. The brothers watched from their seats like it was a show. Their stares burned, hard and heavy, feeding the fire already ripping through me.

“You’re tight,” he growled, his fingers digging into my flesh as he started to move faster. “But you’re taking it. Like a good fucking girl.”

And again, those words shouldn’t have done anything to me. But they did. They fucking did. I felt them everywhere. Shame lanced through me—humiliating, electric—and I couldn’t stop myself. My legs locked around him, pulling him in deeper. Deeper than I thought I could handle.

“That’s it,” he whispered, leaning down, his mouth brushing my ear, his voice thick with something almost tender. “This is going to happen. I’m going to break you.”

Every nerve in my body screamed as he pushed in deeper—too deep—his cock stretching me wide open, splitting me around the thick root of him like I’d never been touched before. It was agony. It was fucking bliss. I couldn’t stop the sounds that he tore out of me every time he bottomed out, his hips crashing into mine with a force that knocked the air from my lungs. The sting was sharp, overwhelming, unrelenting—but beneath it, coiled up like a secret I didn’t dare name, was something darker. Something hotter. Something mine.

My fingers clawed at the edge of the table, white-knuckled and shaking, like I needed to hang on, or I’d just float up and disappear—lost to the humiliation of being filled that deep by a man like him. A big, black man, my own father’s age.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he growled, his voice a deep rasp soaked in that same ruthless confidence that had stripped me bare the second they walked in.

My hips jerked up, greedy and shameless, aching to meet his thrusts like I didn’t have a mind of my own anymore. “It’s too much,” I gasped, my voice cracking, but I didn’t mean it. Not even close.

He chuckled low and dark. That cocky, satisfied sound that made my skin burn. “Not too much,” he said. “Just enough to make sure you’ll feel it tomorrow.”

And fuck, I would. I already did. I’d feel it next week. My pussy throbbed around him, stretched to the edge, the sheer size of him making my brain go fuzzy. “Oh my God,” I breathed, barely audible, “you’re fucking huge.”

The words just fell out—wrecked and shameless—and his sons whistled.  “She likes it, Pops,” one of them said, lazy and amused. “Look at her. She’s takin’ that dick like she’s been waiting her whole life for it.”

“More than that,” the other laughed. “She’s fucking starving for it.”

I should’ve been furious. I should’ve screamed at them, covered myself, begged for decency. But my cunt clenched tighter around him at their words, pulsing with every filthy syllable. My body betrayed me so hard I felt dizzy. And the father hissed, gripping my thighs harder like he felt it too.

“You feel that?” he asked, leaning close, almost tender in his cruelty. “Your little pussy’s holding onto me like it knows you need this.”

“Shut up,” I choked, but it was useless. My voice was thin and broken, barely more than a whimper at best. I was pinned in place—by him, by this, by the way his cock filled me up so completely I swore I could feel it in my throat.

But I didn’t want him to shut up. Not really. Every word out of his mouth made that deep, sick ache inside me twist tighter and hotter.

“You feel it, don’t you?” he said, drawing his hips back just enough to drive forward again—slow, brutal, deliberate. “The way I stretch you. The way I own you right now.”

“Fuck,” I cried out, my back arching clean off the table. My hands locked on the edge like I was bracing for impact, because it was impact. Each thrust knocked loose something in me. My thoughts. My dignity. My fucking soul.

“Say it,” he growled, grinding in deeper. “Tell me what you’re feeling.”

I shook my head, lips parted, shame buzzing hot in my chest. I didn’t want to say it. I didn’t want to need it.

But then he slammed in harder, and the truth just broke out of me, ugly and loud.

“I feel—fuck—I feel you everywhere. You’re too big. You’re fucking—oh my God, you’re splitting me open.”

The brothers groaned in unison, that deep, male sound of approval like they’d been waiting for that exact moment—waiting for me to admit I was gone.

“That’s it,” he said. “That’s my good white girl. You were made for this, weren’t you, Lucy girl?”

I whimpered. My face burned. My pride was ashes. But I couldn’t deny it—not when my pussy kept gripping him like it wanted to be destroyed.

“Made to be fucked by me,” he said, sliding his hands up my body, palms rough over my stomach, up to my tits. He cupped them both, fingers spreading wide, thumbs flicking over my nipples. “Look at you. You can barely take me. But you don’t want me to stop, do you?”

“No,” I whispered. It came out broken. Shameful. True.

And then he started to really fuck me—hard, relentless, his cock slamming into me over and over, until the only sound in the room was skin on skin, the wet slap of my soaked pussy swallowing him down, and my wrecked little gasps every time he hit that spot that made my vision white out at the edges.

“That’s right,” he growled, pinching my nipples hard enough to make me yelp. “You’re mine right now. All mine.”

I couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t believe what I was letting happen to me. My thighs were trembling and spread, my back arched off the damn table, and this man—this Black man—was fucking me like he owned me. Like he knew he was my first big black cock, and he was going to make sure no one else ever measured up.

And God help me, I was taking it. Every thrust was a brutal, breathtaking reminder of how big he was, how deep he reached, how wrong this should’ve felt—and how fucking right it did.

“Please,” I choked out, no idea what I was begging for anymore. Mercy? More?

He grinned, a wicked gleam lighting up his dark eyes. “Please what, sweetheart? Say it.”

My cheeks flamed. My whole body was on fire with shame and need and something hotter, deeper—dirtier.

“Just make me fucking come,” I sobbed, my voice cracking like glass underfoot, my pride just … gone. Just fucking gone.

The table groaned beneath us as he started pounding into me, even harder now, like he could sense how close I was to breaking. Each thrust made the world spin around me, my fingers clawing uselessly at the slick surface beneath me, my mouth falling open in these pathetic little gasps.

And then I heard a laugh. One of the brothers. One of the voyeurs. “This what you wanted, isn’t it?” he said. “Don’t lie to me.”

And I couldn’t lie. I couldn’t even think. My body was shaking, my pussy clenching around that cock like it knew it didn’t belong to me anymore.

“Answer my boy, girl,” the father demanded, leaning closer, pressing his weight into me like he could sink right through. His lips grazed my ear, his breath hot, intimate, possessive. “Tell him how much you love having my cock inside you.”

I sobbed. I didn’t want to say it. But then he hit that spot again, that deep, devastating place that made me forget everything but the feel of him.

“I—I love it,” I gasped, my voice shredded with humiliation. “I love your fucking big black cock. I love it, oh God, don’t stop!”

“That’s what I thought,” he purred, satisfaction dripping from every syllable. “You’ve never had a man fuck you like this, have you? Someone who knows exactly how to dick you down.”

I shook my head wildly, unable to deny it. I’d never felt like this with anyone. Not with my husband, not ever. And not with any of those pale fumbling boys who came before him. No one had ever touched me like this.

“Fuck, she’s squeezing you,” one of the brothers said, leaning in for a better view, resting his hand on my arm.

My stomach turned, humiliation punching me in the gut—but my pussy clenched again. Harder.

“Look at her, Pops. She’s fucking loving it.”

“Of course she is,” their father rumbled, all heat and smug certainty. “She’s finally getting what she’s needed all her life.”

His hand slid down my belly, rough fingers moving with that slow, knowing confidence. And when he found my clit, I damn near screamed.

My back arched, my heels slipping off the edge of the table as I writhed. “Too much,” I gasped, but my hips chased him anyway, hungry and humiliated and completely out of control. “It’s too much!”

“Too much, but you don’t want me to stop,” he said, still working that little bundle of nerves with maddening precision.

My cries turned to whimpers, my body shaking as he fucked the shame deeper and deeper into me. I couldn’t hide. Couldn’t pretend this wasn’t happening. His sons were watching. Listening. And I was showing them exactly what it looked like when a good white Southern girl got blacked for the first time in her life.

“Come for me,” he ordered, his voice deep and dangerous. “Right now. Let them hear it.”

And I did.

I shattered.

My body convulsed around him, tight and frantic, my orgasm crashing through me like a flood I couldn’t hold back. My cunt gripped his cock like it never wanted to let go. My mouth opened in a silent scream that broke halfway into a sob, the sound echoing through the air, raw and ruined and real.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he groaned, and I could feel him starting to lose it too, his thrusts turning ragged, urgent. “Take it. Take all of me.”

And I did.

I took every inch. Every stroke. Every humiliating second. And just when I thought I might be able to catch my breath—

“She’s not done yet,” one of the brothers said, his voice soaked in anticipation, thick with lust. “We haven’t even had our turn.”

A fresh wave of panic flared in my chest, but underneath it? That same shameful, traitorous ache.

“Patience,” the father murmured, dragging his hands possessively up my sides until they curled around my hips again. Holding me down. Claiming me. “She can handle it. Can’t you, sweetheart?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My throat was raw, my mind blank. But my legs shifted—opened. My hips tilted, just enough.

And they all saw it. All three of them. And they knew.

His rhythm turned brutal. Each thrust deeper, harder, like he was trying to break me from the inside out. The table shook beneath us, groaning in protest with every piston of his hips. It was obscene—the wet slap of flesh, his ragged, hungry breath, the way his cock just wouldn’t fucking stop.

My body, already twitching from the aftershocks of orgasm, gave in completely. I was useless, helpless, flattened beneath him, stretched around the thick root of him, my body not just used, but owned. Like a fucking slave.

“You feel that?” he growled, a broken scrape in my ear. “Feel how close I am, girl? Gonna pump you full—fill this tight white pussy so deep you’ll feel me dripping out of you for days.”

That promise hit me like a slap—hard, electric. “No—” I whimpered. But it wasn’t a protest. It was need, pouring out of me.

“Fuck,” he snarled, hands locking down around my hips, holding me in place like he could mold me around his cock. “You’re choking me, girl. You want it, don’t you? You want Daddy’s cum in your belly?”

I couldn’t speak. Could barely think. Just clutched the edge of the table like it might keep me from flying apart, my body rearing up to meet every savage thrust.

He bent low, his heavy chest pressing me flat. One of his hands snaked up, wrapping around my throat—not tight, just possessive. Controlling. Branding. His breath was fire against my ear.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say you want my cum, white girl. Tell me you want it.”

“I—” My voice cracked again. Shame coiled in my gut, twisted around the hunger clawing up my spine. But then he slammed into that spot, the one that made me cry.

“I want it!” I sobbed. “Please—I want it so bad—”

“What do you fucking want?”

“I want your fucking cum!”

He groaned, low and lethal. “That’s my fucking girl.”

And then he snapped. His hips jolted forward, driving himself impossibly deep—and held. His cock throbbed inside me, and then I felt it. The first burst of heat—thick and hot, spilling into my raw, overstretched cunt—and I shattered again.

“Ah—fuck!” I gasped, every muscle locking as the realization hit: he wasn’t pulling out. He was cumming in me. Pumping thick, virile rope after rope straight into my convulsing pussy.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t barely breathe. My insides fluttered around him, milking him for every drop. The warmth of it flooded me, a heat so invasive it made me cry out—because it felt so wrong, and so right, and so fucking dangerous.

He stayed there, cock buried balls deep, grinding slow and deep as he emptied himself.

Groaning in my ear, like it was bliss, like he was finally home.

My strength gave out and I sagged back onto the table, gasping for air.

 “Jesus, Pops,” one of the sons rasped. “She’s fuckin’ dripping.”

“And now she’s ready for you,” his father said, cock still twitching as he pulled free of me. “Don’t keep this pussy waiting.”

Rough hands grabbed me—hot, greedy. I was turned, spread, displayed like meat.

I looked up to see two silhouettes. Broad shoulders, thick arms, matching hard-ons straining their belts.

“She’s fuckin’ wrecked,” the younger brother said, unbuckling.

His scarred brother leaned down, lips brushing my ear, his breath thick with lust. “Now it’s our turn, sweetheart. And me and Devon, we don’t stop till you break.”

I couldn’t stop shaking.

There was cum leaking out of me—thick and hot and so much of it—and my body still hadn’t caught up. My chest was heaving. My throat burned from the sound I’d made when he emptied himself in me. That awful, desperate cry. That raw little noise I hadn’t even known was mine.

And now I was spread out—legs hanging open, cunt still twitching around nothing, already messy and sore—and they were both staring at me.

Devon’s belt hit the floor with a metallic clatter, and it made me flinch. Like I wasn’t a girl anymore, like I was just something for them to use now. His brother didn’t even take his eyes off me. He was licking his bottom lip, slow and hungry, like he was already tasting me.

“Shit,” Devon muttered as he stepped between my legs. “Look at this, Tyrell. She still gaping. Our Pops fucked her open real good.”

I whimpered. I wanted to close my legs, cover myself—but my body didn’t cooperate. It just lay there, sprawled and ruined, too raw and overwhelmed to resist.

“She’s still clenching,” Tyrell, the scarred brother, said, crouching beside me, his hand trailing over my thigh. “Like she’s begging for more.”

“No,” I breathed. It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t even convincing. It sounded like a girl who wanted it again and didn’t know how to admit it to herself.

Devon was first to move, stepping between my trembling thighs like he’d been waiting his whole life to do this. His jeans hit the floor with a thud, and when he freed his cock—thick, dark, already glistening at the tip—I felt my breath catch. Not in surprise. In surrender. Because this was happening. Again. With him now. And I hadn’t even closed my legs.

He grabbed my hips and pulled me to the edge of the table like I weighed nothing. His cock slapped up against my pussy and I saw stars. I’d barely processed one man finishing inside me, and now this boy—this massive, younger, hung-like-sin boy—was about to slide into me like I was open season.

“You look gorgeous like this,” he told me, eyes dragging down my body like a man taking inventory of a prize he already owned. “Used and dripping. I mean, just look at you.”

He gripped himself, gave his cock a slow, hungry stroke, and lined up.

“Devon—wait—please—” I rasped, the words tumbling, half-sobs. But he was already pushing forward into me. No teasing. No asking. Just taking. Already spreading me wider, dragging the head of his cock through my mess, smearing his father’s cum all over me.

“Oh fuck—Devon—” His name left my lips like a curse, like a prayer, like I didn’t know what I wanted anymore.

He didn’t ease in. He fed me that cock in one long, stretching, unforgiving stroke, until his hips smacked mine and my mouth dropped open in a silent scream. I couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe. He was younger than his father, but thicker somehow—longer, too—and the stretch burned in the best, most brutal way.

“Oh my God,” I choked, fingers scrabbling for anything to hold onto.

“Yeah,” Devon groaned, grinding in deeper, watching every second of it. “You feel that, bitch? This pussy’s mine now.”

I felt it. I felt every inch of it. And I felt Tyrell’s mouth at my neck suddenly, hot and greedy, biting and kissing his way to my jaw while Devon started to fuck me.

He was younger than his father, sure, but he was no less in control. He knew exactly how to fuck, and he had something to prove. He started slow, letting me feel every inch, dragging his cock out until just the tip was inside me before driving back in hard enough to rattle my bones.

“You like that, don’t you?” he muttered, not really asking. His hands spread wide over my hips, holding me in place as he set the pace. “You like being passed around.”

I should’ve said no. I should’ve said stop. I should’ve done something besides moan and nod and arch into him like a bitch in heat.

I saw Tyrell watching, his cock in hand, stroking himself as he stared like he was watching his favorite scene. Like this was something they’d talked about. Something they’d planned.

And maybe it was.

Something they’d done before?

I couldn’t stop making noise—helpless little cries, pathetic whines—and I could feel his fucking father’s cum bubbling up around his cock, smeared everywhere, leaking down my ass. I was a mess. And they loved it.

“Look at her,” Tyrell murmured, watching my face. “She’s gone.”

I wanted to say no. That I was still here. That I wasn’t some ruined little girl letting a whole family take turns in her raw pussy—but I couldn’t say anything. I wasn’t here anymore. My body had taken over. And it wanted to be filled again.

Devon leaned forward, one hand wrapping around my throat just like his father’s had—only tighter. His cock slammed in even harder. “You wanna get knocked up, huh?” he sneered, and something in me clenched at the words. “You want me to breed you right here in front of my brother and Pops?”

I couldn’t answer. My whole world narrowed down to the furious way he fucked me and the way my belly flipped every time he bottomed out.

“Fuck, yeah,” Tyrell said, lips brushing my ear. “She likes that. The idea of it. Being bred like a little white whore.”

“Oh my god—” I choked out, my head swimming. Devon leaned down, his hands sliding under my knees and pushing my legs up until they were pinned back, spread wide and open and helpless. “Devon, it’s too much—”

“Too late for that,” he said, panting now, his thrusts picking up, brutal and deep. “You’re in it now. You wanted to be a little cumdump, right? You fucking begged for it.”

“No, I didn’t—” I gasped.

“You begged him,” he said with a smirk. “And now you’re ours.”

I whimpered, my eyes fluttering shut—but then I felt it. The slap of Tyrell’s hand on my cheek. Not hard. Just enough to snap me back into the moment.

“No zoning out,” he said, low and dangerous. “You’re gonna look at me while my brother fucks you.”

I looked. I couldn’t not. He was gorgeous—tall and lean, tattoos up his arms, his grin all teeth and filth. And he was ready. So fucking ready.

Devon’s breath hitched.

“Oh shit—” he groaned, hips stuttering. “I’m close. Fuck—fuck, you’re tight, even after Pops broke you in and filled you up.”

“No,” I whispered, panic flaring in my chest, even as my pussy clenched around him, chasing every last thrust. “You can’t—Devon, please—”

And then Devon let out a ragged moan, and I knew.

He was there. He was going to come.

He pulled me flush against him, slamming into me hard enough to knock the wind out of my lungs, buried so deep inside me that it hurt, and he snarled, “You’re getting it.”

And then he came.

It was violent.

His body jerked, muscles rippling under his dark skin, veins bulging in his neck, his hips driving in so deep it felt like he was trying to fuck his way up into my stomach. And then I felt his hot spurts flooding me, endless, pulsing, spilling in again and again until I was overflowing once more.

My legs kicked. My hands clawed. I couldn’t stop it. My own orgasm hit at the same time, tearing through me like a scream I couldn’t get out of my throat, my whole body spasming, pussy clenching around his cock, milking him, begging him to never stop.

And still, he kept going. Hot, thick, more, all of it spilling inside me and leaking out around his shaft even before he started to pull back. He kept grinding in, holding me down, fucking every drop of his cum deeper inside me.

It felt endless. Like he’d been holding back just for this. Like he wanted to make sure I’d never forget how full I felt.

And I wouldn’t.

Because as he finally slid out with a wet, obscene sound and my cunt gaped and twitched, desperate and raw and fucking ruined, I could feel them inside me—him and his father—and Tyrell was still waiting for his turn.

“Oh god,” I whispered, wide-eyed, staring at the ceiling. “I’m gonna get pregnant…”

“Yeah,” Tyrell whispered, stroking himself. “You are.” He stepped closer, dragging his thumb through the mess between my legs. “You’re so full already. I should go easy on you.”

He grinned. “But I won’t.”

He looked me up and down. “Spread those whore legs for me.”

His voice was sharp, no softness, no pretense. Just demand. His hands were already on my thighs, prying them open further, like whatever Devon had done to me wasn’t enough. Like he wanted to see just how far I’d go before something in me broke for good.

“Tyrell—” I croaked, but my voice was shot, my body trembling, leaking from everywhere, used and used again and still stupidly, achingly needy.

“You’re not done,” he snapped. “You think this pretty pussy’s had enough? Nah, baby. You’re just getting started.”

And he spat.

Right on it. Right on the swollen, glistening slit his young brother had just finished with. My whole body jolted and he smeared it in with the head of his cock.

I whimpered.

“Fucking look at you,” he growled, not even inside yet, just teasing my swollen lips, dragging his tip through the cream dripping out of me. “So sloppy. So fucking ruined. Daddy bred you, little bro stuffed you, and here you are still wide open like a free sample at a grocery store.”

“Please—” I begged.

“Please what?” he barked, slapping my inner thigh. “Say it. Use your words, little white fucktoy.”

“I—I need it,” I whispered.

“What do you need?”

“You. Inside me.”

He slapped again, harder this time.

“Wrong,” he said. “You need to be broken. And I’m gonna do that for you.”

He thrust in. One brutal shove. No warning. No buildup. No pretending he gave a fuck if I was ready or not.

I screamed.

And he grinned.

“Yeah, that’s it,” he said. “God, you’re still fucking tight.”

He started to move—fast and brutal, punishing thrusts that rocked my whole body back on the table. No rhythm. No finesse. Just raw, merciless fucking. My tits bounced with every slap of skin, my arms trembling as I tried to hold on. His hands were everywhere—my throat, my mouth, gripping my jaw, pulling my face toward his.

“You’re our cockslut now,” he hissed. “Say it.”

“I—I’m—” I gasped.

He stopped.

“I said say it.”

“I’m a cockslut,” I cried out.

“Louder.”

“I’M A FUCKING COCKSLUT!”

He laughed. Loud and cruel. And then he spit in my mouth.

I swallowed it.

“Ohhh, fuck, you’re perfect,” he groaned, eyes wild, voice deeper now, ragged. “You were made for this. You don’t even know who you are anymore, do you?”

“I don’t,” I whispered. And it was true. My name, my dignity, my shame—gone. All of it replaced with the brutal rhythm of Tyrell’s cock destroying me from the inside out.

“You’re mine now,” he said, and his hand slid down, fingers rubbing the raw little nub between my legs. “You’re gonna come on my dick. Right now.”

“No, I can’t—I already—” I gasped, body writhing under him.

“You will.”

And I did. Holy Mary, Mother of Jesus, I did.

My whole body seized, my pussy clamping down on him like I was trying to milk him dry. I sobbed through it, my legs kicking, my vision going white-hot at the edges as pleasure and pain blurred into something primal. Animal. Shameless.

Tyrell groaned—low and filthy—and slammed into me one last time.

He stayed there, buried deep, growling against my throat as he came. Deep. Hard. His load pushed everything else up and out, a mix of every man I’d taken tonight leaking down my thighs, pooling under me, coating my skin in heat and filth and humiliation.

He pulled out with a wet slap, and my pussy stayed open.

Twitching. Gaping. Ruined.

“Look at that,” he muttered, slapping my ass. “My whole family’s favorite fucktoy.”

The air in the diner felt thick, like syrup—heavy with the smell of sweat, sex, and something dirtier. The hum of the fluorescent lights overhead buzzed faintly, the only sound besides my shallow, shuddering breaths. My thighs were soaked. My skin was flushed and sticky. Three men had just taken turns using me like a toy off the shelf—slamming into me, filling me, and walking away.

I couldn’t even close my legs. I didn’t close them. My cunt twitched, fluttered open with every pulse of what they’d left inside me. The mess of it leaked freely down my thighs, pooling warm between them like shame made liquid.

I pressed my palms to the edge of the table, pushing myself upright, my arms shaking from exhaustion. For a second—just one—I thought maybe it was done. Maybe I’d served my time. Maybe I could pick up what was left of my dignity, step back into my panties, and pretend this never happened.

That thought had barely flickered before a rough hand closed around my wrist.

I flinched, breath caught in my throat. It was him—the father, Pops. Still shirtless, his chest slick with sweat, pants hanging loose on his hips. His eyes locked on mine, unreadable, and then he gave a slow, deliberate tug.

“C’mere, sweetheart,” he said, voice low and calm, like he wasn’t about to drag me right back into the fire.

“Wha—” I started, confused, dazed, but I followed. What else could I do? My legs moved before my mind could form a reason not to. He guided me back toward the corner booth.

He sat down heavily, legs spread wide. Then he gave another tug on my wrist—and this time, there was no mistaking what he wanted from me.

I dropped to my knees.

The linoleum was cold beneath me. Hard. My body winced at the contact, but I didn’t dare resist. His thighs bracketed my face, warm and massive and still glistening with the effort of what he’d done to me.

“Thought I was done with you?” he asked, like he was asking for a coffee refill. He reached down and cupped my chin, his thumb dragging slow and possessive across my spit-slick cheek. “Mm-mm. You more work to do, baby girl.”

I blinked up at him, lips parted, heart jackhammering in my chest.

“You’re gonna clean me up. Every drop. I want your tongue on my balls, your lips on my cock, and not a trace of pussy or cum left. And you’re not finished until I tell you you’re done.”

Heat burned across my cheeks, mortified and aroused in the same sick, swirling breath. His cock hung heavy between his legs—still half-hard, still glistening with my own juices, with his own thick load that had just been poured into me minutes ago.

I swallowed hard. Then I leaned in.

And just before my tongue touched him, I heard the bench behind me creak—and knew the others were watching again. Waiting again. Maybe even hard again. And I was on my knees.

Pops’ big cock was still warm. Still thick and heavy with the memory of what he'd done—what they’d done. I could taste it before I even touched him, the sharp tang of sweat and cum hanging in the air, making my mouth water and my stomach twist.

I dragged my tongue along the base of his shaft, slow and obedient. He didn’t moan. He didn’t twitch. He just watched, one big hand resting on the top of my head, fingers curling loosely into my hair like reins he didn’t need to pull … yet.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Make it nice and clean, baby.”

The salt of his skin, the bitter taste of what he'd spilled inside me, it all coated my tongue. And I didn’t stop. Couldn’t stop. I licked under his balls, sucked them gently into my mouth like I owed him—because I did. I owed them all now.

Behind me, the bench creaked again.

“Shit,” Devon muttered. “She’s fuckin’ good at that.”

“Better keep those hands to yourself,” Pops drawled, not even glancing back. “Litle Lucy’s still mine.”

I flushed at that. My cheeks burned. But my pussy clenched, slick with the remains of three men and still wanting more.

I looked up at him, lips parted, mouth shining with spit and shame. He met my eyes, and there was nothing soft in his gaze—no affection, no approval. Just expectation.

“Don’t stop now,” he said, low and rough. “Show the boys what a proper little cocksucker can do.”

I moaned—actually moaned—as I took him into my mouth. My jaw ached from the stretch. My throat tensed as I slid down farther, swallowing him, sucking like it was the only thing keeping me alive. He was so damn big, I could feel him pressing into the back of my tongue, and still I pushed deeper, letting him use my throat.

“Good girl,” he grunted, hips jerking once, then holding. “Fucking look at her. This is how it’s done.”

My eyes stung. My knees ached. Spit dripped down my chin, pooling between my tits. And still I sucked, deeper, harder, throat spasming around him as he started to fuck my mouth in slow, deliberate thrusts.

Then his hand tightened. Not hard—but just enough. Just enough to remind me I couldn’t pull back. Couldn’t stop. Couldn’t breathe.

I gagged, eyes watering as he held me there, cock deep in my throat, one thick thumb stroking over my cheek like I was a pet who’d finally learned her trick.

“There we go,” he rasped. “Now swallow it.”

His cock pulsed. Hot. Heavy. Violent.

The first spurt exploded against the back of my throat, thick and salty and endless. He groaned like a man exorcising something brutal from his soul, and my throat filled again, and again, each gush of cum stealing my air and my sense of self.

I choked. I swallowed. I took it.

Because that’s what I was now. Their family toy.

When he finally let me go, I pulled back coughing, gasping, face wet with tears and spit and his seed. I swayed on my knees, dizzy and used, tongue hanging from my mouth like a dog begging for more.

Behind me, Tyrell’s voice was low, amused, mean. “Damn, Pops. You did her good.”

And when I turned to look over my shoulder, both brothers were hard again.

I stayed down there on the sticky floor, knees bruised, throat raw, breath stuttering in shallow gasps, and Tyrell stepped forward. He crouched in front of me, tilted my chin up with two fingers. My face must’ve looked pathetic—streaked with tears and spit and his father’s cum—but his smile just widened. “Still hungry?” he asked.

I opened my mouth. I had nothing to say. It was an invitation. A surrender. A dare.

Devon laughed behind him, low and nervous. “Fuck, man, she’s really—”

“She gets it now,” Tyrell interrupted. “Don’t you, sweetheart?”

I nodded. Slow. Shameful. Honest. I got it. And I wanted it.

Tyrell has his big thick cock in his hand, already glistening at the tip with new anticipation. I couldn’t look away. Couldn’t stop myself from licking my lips, even as another drop of Pops’ cum slid down my chin.

He stepped closer and tilted my face again—not gently. Not sweetly. His fingers gripped my jaw like I was a doll he could position however he liked. And he aimed his cock right at my mouth.

And then, he shoved it in. No teasing. No warming up. Just the brutal shove of cock down my throat, one hand fisted in my hair, the other braced on the table behind me for leverage. He fucked my face like it wasn’t even attached to a person. Like it was just another hole, another warm wet place to empty himself into.

My eyes rolled back.

My hands scrambled against his thighs, against the booth, against nothing, trying to find something to hold onto. He didn’t slow down. Didn’t pause. He used me like I was made for this, built for this, meant to be on my knees with my nose pressed to his stomach and my spit pouring out around his shaft.

He laughed as I gagged, sharp and mean and thrilled. “Cock-drunk bitch,” he growled.

His cock jammed deeper, cutting off my breath. My eyes watered all over again, my throat stretched to the limit.

Behind me, I felt movement. Devon. Getting closer. His hand on my ass. Then sliding between my legs. “She’s still leaking,” he said.

“Well,” Tyrell snapped. “I guess she’s ready for you.”

Tyrell’s grip in my hair tightened, dragging my face forward again—no warning, no mercy. I choked, gagged, spit trailing down in thick ropes that clung to my chest.

“You like that?” he hissed, hips snapping with sharp, brutal rhythm. “This what you want, little slut?”

My nails scraped uselessly at the vinyl seat. My knees burned. My throat ached. But I didn’t pull away.

I couldn’t.

Because it was what I wanted. God help me.

It was what I needed. Every violent thrust. Every filthy, degrading second of it.

Devon leaned in behind me again, fingers parting my cheeks like he was inspecting meat. “Goddamn,” he muttered. “She still wide open.”

Tyrell’s laughter was rough, ragged. “Then fill the bitch back up.”

I whimpered around his cock, gagging as Devon lined himself up and shoved in—one hard, greedy thrust. My hips jolted forward, burying Tyrell’s cock deeper than before, my nose crushed to his pelvis, my throat completely filled.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. And I didn’t care. Because this was mine. This was my fucking choice.

And as Devon pounded into my stretched, slick pussy, his thrusts timed with Tyrell’s savage throat fucking, I started to moan—loud, needy sounds strangled around the thick cock stopping my breathing.

Tyrell hissed through his teeth. “Bitch was made for this.”

And he wasn’t wrong. I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t beg. Couldn’t even cry anymore. But my whole body screamed it—yes, fuck, yes. Yes, I was made for this. For them. For this. This filthy, endless use.

And when Tyrell finally came—when his cock jerked deep in my throat and I felt the thick, salty heat of him flood my stomach—I didn’t flinch. I swallowed every drop.

Tyrell’s thick, spent cock slid out of my throat, leaving a trail of his come and my saliva down my chin, onto my already soaking tits. I coughed, a wet, hacking sound, eyes still blurry, head swimming. The taste of him, acrid and salty, coated my tongue, the back of my throat. I swallowed again, reflexively, making sure none of it was wasted. He grunted, a sound of rough satisfaction, and I finally managed to drag in a ragged breath that wasn’t entirely blocked by his black cock. His hand was still fisted in my hair, yanking my head back, keeping my gaze unfocused, somewhere on the grimy ceiling.

“Good girl,” he rasped. He gave my head a little shake, not gentle, more like a punctuation to his approval. “Swallowed like a champ.”

Behind me, Devon hadn’t missed a beat. If anything, Tyrell finishing had only spurred him on. His pace quickened, his thrusts slamming into me with renewed ferocity. Each impact jarred my whole body, sending shudders up my spine, making my teeth clack together. His hand, which had been gripping my ass cheek, slid around to my hip, digging his fingers in, anchoring me as he pounded deeper, harder. My pussy, already stretched and abused, throbbed around him, slick with my own juices and whatever remnants of their earlier attentions still clung to me. It felt like he was trying to split me in two, to drive himself right through me.

“My turn, bitch,” Devon growled, his breath hot against my ear, each word a low rumble that vibrated through me. “You take Tyrell’s load, you’re gonna take mine too.”

I couldn’t answer, not with words. My throat was too raw, too used. But a choked whimper escaped me, a sound that was half pain, half pure, shameless need. My hips bucked helplessly against his rhythm, my ruined knees grinding against the tacky floor. The shame was a distant burn, overshadowed by the overwhelming, consuming sensations. He owned me in that moment, every inch of me. His cock was a brutal brand, burning and marking me from the inside out.

He started to grunt with each powerful shove, short, sharp exhalations that told me he was getting closer. His balls slapped against me, a wet, percussive beat accompanying the relentless friction of his cock driving in and out, in and out. My vision was tunneling, the diner fading and disappearing, my ears filling with some kind of dull roar, all of it secondary to the feeling of being fucked, used, taken. Because this was it. This was what I’d needed, what I’d surrendered to. This raw, animalistic fuck, devoid of any tenderness, any pretense. Just pure, unadulterated lust and power.

“Fuck … almost there, slut,” Devon gasped, his rhythm becoming frantic, almost spastic. His fingers tightened on my hip, bruising me, but I barely registered the pain. My own body was coiling, a desperate tension building in my belly, my cunt clenching around him involuntarily. He drove into me one last time, a deep, gut-wrenching thrust that bottomed out inside me, forcing the air from my lungs, and then he laughed, fucking laughed, as his thick hot cum flooded my aching pussy again.

I screamed, or tried to, the sound strangled in my ravaged throat, as his cock pulsed inside me, hot and thick, filling me up, spilling out to run down my thighs. My whole body convulsed, a broken, shuddering mess on the floor. He stayed buried inside me for a long moment, panting, his chest heaving against my back, his cock still twitching, still leaking into me.

Then, with a final, rough pull, Devon withdrew, and I nearly collapsed forward, my arms giving out, my face heading for mess of cum and pussy juices on the filthy floor. Tyrell’s hand in my hair was the only thing that stopped me, yanking my head up sharply. My vision swam. I was trembling, every muscle screaming, slick with sweat and spit and cum – theirs and mine. My pussy throbbed, raw and full. My throat ached. My knees were on fire.

“Look at her,” Devon said, his voice still ragged, but laced with a smug, possessive triumph. I could hear him stepping back, zipping up. “Fucking wrecked. And the bitch likes it.”

Tyrell chuckled, a low, dark sound. His fingers loosened slightly in my hair but didn't let go. He tilted my head from side to side, inspecting me. “Yeah,” he agreed, his gaze burning into my tear-streaked, cum-smeared face. “She’s a messy little thing, ain’t she? But she takes it, don’t she? Takes it all.”

My lips parted. A broken sound, a tiny, pathetic whimper, was all I could manage. My eyes, heavy-lidded, met his. There was no fight left in me, only a hollowed-out ache and a disgusting, undeniable flicker of … more. The diner floor felt cold beneath my burning knees. The air was thick with the stench of sex and pussy. My pussy.

Devon moved back into my line of sight, a smirk playing on his lips. He wiped his hand on his jeans. “Think she can take another round, Ty? Or did we break her already?”

“Don’t matter,” Pops said. “Somewhere we got to go. Make that delivery.”

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” Devon said and the brothers stepped back.

Pops came close again, buttoning his shirt. “You okay, sweetheart?” he asked, his voice surprisingly soft.

I flinched at the question, my head jerking up to meet his gaze. There was no mockery in his expression, no cruel grin. Just a calm, confident satisfaction that made me want to melt and scream all at once.

“I—” My voice cracked, barely a whisper. “I don’t know.”

He crouched down, his large hand cupping my chin as he tilted my face toward his. “You were perfect,” he said, his tone warm but firm, as though stating a simple fact. “You are perfect. Don’t ever doubt that, not even for a second.”

The words sent a confusing wave of pride through me, tangling with the shame until I couldn’t tell one from the other. My eyes burned with unshed tears, but I blinked them back, refusing to let them fall in front of him.

“You’re a good girl,” he said. “Maybe we’ll see you again. We’ll be going back this way again in a week’s time. Might could bring a couple of cousins along for you.”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight. I didn’t know what to say, how to even begin untangling the mess inside me. All I could do was stay there, knees aching on the linoleum, and pray for something to ground me. He turned and walked away, taking his sons with him.

The thud of the door closing echoed in the diner. They had gone, for now. But the nightmare wasn’t over. It was just … deep inside me now.

I stayed on my knees for a long moment, the sticky floor cold and unforgiving against my raw skin. My breath still hitched in shallow, painful gasps. My throat felt like it had been scoured with gravel. Every muscle in my body screamed in protest, a symphony of aches and blossoming bruises. Slowly, tremulously, I pushed myself up, one hand bracing against the greasy vinyl of the booth where Tyrell had pinned me. My legs wobbled like a newborn foal’s.

A fresh wave of Devon’s cum, thick and warm, trickled down my inner thigh.

I had to lock the door. My shift wasn’t officially over for another hour. The thought of another customer walking in, seeing me like this …

Each step was an exercise in agony and shame. My pussy throbbed, swollen and tender, a dull, persistent ache that pulsed with every movement. My knees burned. I could feel the sticky dampness between my legs, the chafing of my thighs. The regular bell above the door, sounded like a death knell as I reached for the lock. The click of the deadbolt sliding into place was deafening. Alone. I was utterly, terrifyingly alone with what had just happened. With what I had allowed to happen. With what I had, in some dark, twisted corner of my soul, wanted to happen.

The staff restroom was at the back, past the kitchen. The journey felt impossibly long. The familiar sights of the diner—the chipped Formica countertops, the worn linoleum, the faded pictures of menu items—seemed alien, judgmental. I clutched the spare uniform I kept in my locker.

Under the harsh, unforgiving fluorescent glare of the tiny restroom, I finally dared to look at myself in the cracked mirror. The woman—no, the whore—staring back at me was a total stranger. My eyes were wide, haunted, pupils dilated in the dim light, ringed with smudged mascara that looked like old bruises. My lips were swollen, a dark, angry red, parted slightly as if still trying to gasp for air around a phantom cock. A faint, purplish mark was already forming on my jawline. My hair, matted with sweat and something else I didn’t want to identify, was plastered to my skull in places, escaping its usually neat bun in wild strands.

This wasn’t Lucy, the competent waitress, the loving wife, the mother. This was … something else. Something that family had carved out of me.

My fingers fumbled with the buttons of my ruined uniform. The fabric felt disgusting against my skin, stiff with dried fluids. As I peeled it away, the cool air hit my abused body, raising goosebumps despite the flush of shame that burned me from the inside out. The torn remnants of my panties followed, sticking to my thighs before I managed to tug them down, heavy and reeking.

I stood there, naked, legs trembling. More cum, a sickening cocktail of theirs, oozed from me, thick and pearlescent, tracing a path down my inner thigh to pool at my feet on the grimy tiles. The sight sent a fresh wave of nausea through me, but it was quickly followed by a jolt, a dark, undeniable thrill that coiled low in my belly. They had marked me. Filled me. Owned me. They had fucking bred me.

Turning on the tap, the water ran rust-colored for a moment before clearing. I grabbed a handful of rough paper towels and the cheap, institutional soap. Cleaning myself was a methodical, brutal act. The water was too cold, then too hot, stinging my tender flesh. I scrubbed at my thighs, between my legs, trying to wash away the evidence, the smell of them, the feeling of them. But it was more than skin deep. It was branded into my memory, into the very nerve endings of my cunt, which still pulsed with a phantom fullness.

As I wiped away the sticky residue, I saw the bruises blooming on my inner thighs, fingerprints of their greed. My pussy lips were swollen, chafed raw. It looked … used. Utterly, thoroughly used. And it looked right. Like this was its purpose.

Shame warred with a sickening sense of inevitability. Guilt was a cold stone in my stomach, heavy and unmoving. My husband, Mark. So kind, so gentle. He’d be asleep now. My daughter, little Jenny, safe in her crib. How could I go home to them? How could I touch them with these hands, kiss them with this mouth?

I was a monster. A slut. A whore.

Beneath the self-loathing, something else stirred. A terrifying understanding. They hadn’t made me into this with those big black cocks. They had unleashed something inside me. This hunger, this capacity for total degradation. It must have been lurking there, dormant, beneath the carefully constructed facade of Lucy, the good wife, the patient, loving mother. They had just been the men with the key, or rather, the brutal, battering rams that had smashed my doors wide open.

I finally managed to rinse the last of them from my skin, though the phantom sensation of being stretched, filled, pounded, lingered on. The clean uniform felt alien, a costume of deceit. Stiff, impersonal. As I buttoned it up, it was like trying to force a wild animal back into a too-small cage. The starched collar chafed my bruised neck.

My reflection was still a mess above the neck, but the uniform was pristine. A lie. I was a walking, talking lie and the thought of Mark’s touch now made me recoil. How could he ever touch me again without me remembering this? Without me craving their brutally big cocks instead of his gentle affection?

My shift was ending. Time for me to clean up and go home. But "home" felt like a foreign country now.


Epilogue

Each goddamn step on that cracked pavement sent jolts up my thighs, reminding me how raw they were, how slick I still felt inside. The night air felt like it was choking me, thick with things I couldn't say, all the things I’d done. Every shadow seemed to stretch, morphing into leering faces. Every distant laugh sounded like it was aimed right at me. Could they tell? Could they smell them on me? That musky, degrading scent, the faint, sweetish tang of cum that no amount of cheap soap could ever wash away, not from my mind, not really.

My car. Usually my little escape pod. Tonight, it felt like another trap. The driver’s seat, shaped by years of my ass, pressed against my bruises, my tender everything. I drove like a zombie, hands strangling the wheel, knuckles white. Each red light felt like an eternity. Every pair of headlights, an accusation.

The porch light. Soft, yellow, welcoming. Home. The word tasted like dirt in my mouth. My key scraped in the lock. I held my breath, slinking inside like I was breaking in. The familiar smells hit me—lemon polish, Mark’s clean laundry scent, the ghost of whatever I’d cooked for dinner before I went to work.

The stairs creaked. Traitorous fucking stairs. I fumbled my way down the hall, brushing my fingers against the family photos. Liar. Whore. The words bounced around in the quiet of my head.

Dark. The bedroom was dark, thank Christ. Mark was a lump under the covers, his breathing soft, even. That gentle rhythm used to be my lullaby. Tonight, it was a judgment. It was Nuremberg. I moved like I was wading through molasses, peeling off that pristine, lying uniform. The buttons felt like tiny, impossible pebbles under my trembling fingers. The fabric whispered as it slid down, pooling at my feet, another skin I wanted to crawl out of.

Naked in the dark. I could feel the air on my skin, still too sensitive. A phantom touch. A ghost of pressure deep inside me. My cunt gave a little throb, a traitorous, wet warmth. Had I leaked more of them? Or was that just … me? The thought terrified me, but a sick little jolt went through me too. I could almost feel their thick, brutal cocks stretching me open again, Their hot loads flooding me. The memory was so sharp I had to bite back a gasp, pressing my hand to my mouth.

I pulled on one of Mark’s old t-shirts and slipped into bed like I was defusing a bomb. The cool sheets were a shock against my hot skin, my bruised thighs. I lay there, stiff as a board, a fucking hair's breadth from Mark. Every muscle was wound tight, just waiting. His scent filled my nose—clean, a little musky from sleep, so utterly Mark. Nothing like the feral, animal smell of the men who’d … who I’d let … It was such a stark contrast, my stomach clenched.

I lay there, listening to his steady breathing, the silence of the house crushing me. The darkness wasn't a shield anymore. It was a movie screen, and my mind was the projector, replaying every filthy detail of what had happened to me. And under the shame and disgust, a dark, nasty little thrill coiled in my belly.

Mark stirred. A mumbled sound. His arm flopped out, his hand brushing my hip. I froze. My breath just stopped. His touch. Usually, it was my safe harbor. Tonight, it felt like a lit match. It was light. Accidental. Innocent. And fucking unbearable. I flinched.

And slowly, inevitably, Mark came half-awake, and he shuffled closer. His warmth seeped into my back, a familiar comfort that now felt like a slow burn. He mumbled something, a sleepy, contented sound, and then I felt it – the unmistakable press of his morning erection against my ass. His hand, which had been resting innocently on my hip, began a slow, insidious slide downwards, tracing the curve of my waist, heading for my stomach, then lower still, his fingers starting to explore. Prying. That’s what they were doing. Prying into me.

And my body, the fucking traitor, responded. A slick warmth bloomed between my legs, a humiliating gush that had nothing to do with him. It was for them. For their brutal thickness and relentless pounding. My cunt gave a confused, aching throb, not for Mark’s gentle touch, but for the phantom sensation of being stretched, filled, owned by an entire family. I lay there, paralyzed, my breath caught in my throat. Shame coiled like a venomous snake in my gut, disgust rose like bile, but beneath it, a terrifying, dark excitement flickered, a perverse curiosity. What if I just … let him? What if this gentle friction, this familiar intimacy, could somehow soothe the raw, throbbing ache they’d left behind? What if it could overwrite their brutal signature on my flesh?

But then, a cold wave of clarity washed over me. He couldn't. He couldn't touch me there. Not properly. He knew my body too well. He’d know. He’d feel the swelling, the tenderness that was more than just arousal. He’d feel how … used I was. He might even still smell them, a faint, lingering trace that my frantic washing hadn’t completely erased. The thought of his confusion, his questions, his eventual dawning horror—it was unbearable.

Panic clawed at my throat. I had to stop him. Had to distract him. There was only one way I could think of, and so with a surge of adrenaline that felt more like desperation than desire, I moved. I twisted, rolling Mark onto his back before he could fully process what was happening. His eyes blinked open in the dim light, surprise flickering in them. "Luce? What—?"

I didn't let him finish. I didn't give myself time to think, to recoil, to drown in the fresh wave of self-loathing. I just … did it. I moved down his body and lowered my head, my hair curtaining my burning face from his gaze as I took him into my mouth.

The taste of him, so familiar, so Mark, was an assault. It wasn't the tang of strangers, the taste of submission I still carried on my tongue. It was just … him. And that, somehow, made it worse. My stomach churned. My jaw ached almost instantly, but I hid the pain and moved mechanically, trying to remember what he liked, trying to shut down the images that kept flashing behind my eyelids: those three big black cocks.

I could feel Mark’s surprise giving way to pleasure. His hand came up, tangling in my hair, but not pulling, not forcing, just … holding. Gently. It was a mockery. Every stroke of my tongue felt like a lie. Every suckle was a betrayal. I was a whore, servicing my own husband to hide the fact that I’d been serviced, brutally and thoroughly, by three other men. All night long. The irony was a bitter pill.

He moaned softly, his hips starting to move, a gentle, trusting rhythm that made me want to scream. Did he think this was for him? Did he think this was love? Affection? Desire? It was none of those things. It was damage control. A desperate act of concealment. It was me, Lucy, the good wife, the loving mother, using her mouth like the whore they’d told me I was, to keep my world from shattering into a million pieces.

My own body was a confusing landscape of sensation. The phantom ache in my cunt pulsed in time with my bobbing head. It was as if one part of me was still back in that diner, pinned, fucked, and raw, while another part was here, in this bed, performing this desperate charade. The wetness seeping out from between my legs was all for them.

My mouth moved over him, a familiar rhythm, yet utterly alien tonight. Mark’s cock, the one I knew intimately – its shape, its taste, the way it felt against my tongue – was now just… an object. A means to an end. My hand cupped his balls, another practiced motion, but there was no tenderness in it, just rote efficiency. He groaned, a low, pleased sound that vibrated up through my skull. His fingers tightened in my hair, but it wasn't like their grips had been, telegraphing raw power. Mark's touch was just … Mark. Gentle, almost unconsciously so, seeking connection and, maybe, love.

The taste of him was clean, bland compared to the sharper, muskier taste of Tyrell, the faint, lingering tang of Pop’s pre-cum that had coated my tongue in the diner. There, my mouth had been filled, stretched by a thickness that had felt overwhelming, almost frightening, yet undeniably exciting. Pops hadn't been gentle. He’d pushed deep, his hips rocking with a primal rhythm that had stolen my breath, forced little whimpers from me. And Devon … Devon had watched, his eyes glittering, before taking me from behind with an almost leisurely cruelty, making me take every inch of him as I struggled with his brother’s cock in my throat. They had all savored my degradation, my surrender. No, not surrender. My … acquiescence. My willingness to explore.

I picked up the pace with Mark, my jaw starting to ache with a dull throb that echoed the deeper, more profound ache between my legs. He was responding, his breath hitching, his hips beginning to buck with more urgency. It was so predictable. So … fucking vanilla. And yes, so small.

In the diner, every sensation had been new, illicit, a shocking discovery of just how far I could be pushed, how much I could take, how much a dark part of me wanted to take. Those huge cocks had taken me places I had never been. Never even dreamed existed.

Mark's cock was just… Mark's. Familiar. Easy. Safe. And right now, that safety felt like a cage.

I could feel him building, his thighs tensing. I kept my eyes closed, but images from the diner played vividly against my eyelids: the way Tyrell’s veins had stood out on his dark, thick shaft; his smirk as he’d guided his heavy cock towards my waiting mouth, the sheer, arrogant size of him. They hadn’t asked. They’d presumed. And I … I had let them. More than let them. My lips had parted, my throat had opened for them. A shiver, cold and hot at once, traced its way down my spine.

Mark shuddered, his cum, warm and salty, squirted and dribbled into my waiting mouth. I swallowed once and it was gone, and he collapsed back against the pillows, panting, a satisfied smile starting to form on his lips. "Wow, Luce… where did that come from?" he murmured, reaching for me.

I pulled away and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.
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