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They always think they’re in control. Until he shows up.

Maddie was raised to be perfect. Polished. Untouchable.

The college football team has other ideas.
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First Time Blacked

They always think they’re in control. Until he shows up.

They’re wives. Teachers. Mothers. They’re good girls. White women who’ve lived their whole lives playing by the rules. But when that first big Black cock enters the picture, everything breaks. Their neat little lives. Their marriages. Everything.

It starts as a fantasy. A whispered confession. A joke between lovers. A private hunger they think they can contain.

But once that door opens, there’s no closing it.

In this series, there’s no soft fade to black. No polite moans or sweet nothings.

Only domination. Humiliation. Raw power and absolute surrender.

Series Themes

	First-time interracial
	White female submission to dominant Black men
	Hotwife and cuckold dynamics
	Humiliation, degradation, and psychological surrender
	Age gap, power imbalance, student/teacher, and career collapse
	No return to “normal” after the encounter



First Time Blacked—Double Date

Maddie was raised to be perfect. Polished. Untouchable.

Her father, the Senator, has big plans for her.

But the college football team has other ideas.

First, the coach put Maddie on her knees.

Then, the kicker bent her over a picnic table.

And now, tonight, Daddy's Perfect Little Princess is going on a double date with the kicker and the All American star wide receiver.

Double Date is an explosive interracial erotic humiliation story of a political princess who finally learns that real power is Black power.

If you crave taboo submission, power imbalance, and the complete degradation of an innocent Christian white college girl by two huge Black men, Maddie's story will wreck you in all the right ways.

Molly Pike

June 2025


Double Date

The morning light cut sharp through the blinds, striping Maddie’s bed in pale gold and shadow. Her phone buzzed softly on the nightstand, but she ignored it. She was too busy.

One hand clutched the blanket at her chest, twisting it like it might help to keep her grounded. The other hand was buried down between her thighs, moving in slow, frustrated circles over her clit.

She was close. So fucking close. And she hurt.

Her pussy was still swollen from last night, and she had woken up wet. She hadn’t even gotten out of bed to pee, hadn’t had a chance to look in a mirror yet, but Maddie knew it was red and tender. She could feel it every time she pressed a little too hard. She could still smell the sex.

CJ had filled her. Nailed her. Whatever. Bent her over that picnic table and fucked the shit out of her. Fucked her so hard she had lost her voice. And even now, the morning after, her body wouldn’t calm down.

She shifted her hips, teeth clenched, breath coming hard through her nose as her fingers worked faster.

The blanket slipped off one shoulder. Her nipples poked out, stiff and sore and begging to be touched. Maddie didn’t dare take her hand off her clit. Not now. Not when she was so fucking close.

Then, her phone buzzed again.

She groaned. “Just fuck off.”

It buzzed again, longer this time. A call.

She swore, yanked her hand out from under the covers, and checked the screen.

Mom.

She bit back a moan. Her cunt twitched angrily, her clit throbbed with every second she wasn’t touching it. She answered anyway. Her mother wasn’t above sending a security guard or even a custodian to check on her daughter. “Hi, Mom,” she said, trying to sound normal, sounding breathless and flushed.

“Maddie! Good morning, sweetheart. I didn’t wake you, did I?”

“No,” she said quickly, curling into her pillow. “I was already up. I was exercising.”

Not exactly a lie. Just not the whole truth.

“I just wanted to check in. That … um … matter?”

Maddie squeezed her eyes shut. Jesus Fucking Christ. “Yeah, Mom?”

“You’ve taken care of it?”

“Yeah. Don’t worry. It’s going to be fine.”

“Oh,” her mom said. “Well, that’s good. Those people … well, they’re just not like us.”

Jesus Fucking Fucking Fucking Christ.

“And please do be careful,” her mother continued, “for the rest of semester, honey. Stay focused on your grades and think about appearances. The primaries, you know. Your father’s counting on you, so please, just be our good little girl.”

Too late. So fucking late. “I’ll be good. I promise.”

“Well, good. Your father and I just want you to be smart. You’re such a good girl.”

Maddie’s thighs squeezed together under the covers. That was what both the Coach and CJ had called her, a good girl.

Her clit throbbed at the memory. Her pussy leaked.

“I’ve gotta go,” she told her mother, quickly. “Classes soon.”

“Of course, sweetheart. Love you!”

“Love you too.”

She hung up and shoved her hand right back down.

“Good girl?” she whispered to herself. “Fuck you.”

Her fingers were wet the second they touched down. She rubbed harder. Faster. Felt it rising. Finally.

Then, another ping.

She screamed into her pillow. Rolled over. A message from CJ.

Don’t forget. No bra today. Titjob at 10am.

Her whole body seized. A jolt went through her, straight to her cunt.

She stared at the screen. Her hand didn’t stop. She rubbed harder and faster. “Fuck you,” she breathed. “Fuck you, CJ, I need this—”

And then it hit her, hard. Sudden. Sharp. Blinding. She came like a girl trying not to cry—face buried, breath held, pussy clenching around nothing, soaking her hand and the sheets. But then it dropped her flat, chest heaving, eyes wet, legs twitching under tangled sheets.

Her body throbbed, inside and out. Maddie suddenly felt hollow. Wondering where all that electric pleasure had gone. Wondering when her body would calm down.

She lay there, half-curled on her side, fingers still wet and slack against her thigh. Her face was turned into the pillow. Her hair stuck to her cheek. Her breath came in soft little bursts, like maybe she was crying.

She wasn’t, but her pussy ached. Raw from last night. Sore from her own hand. Still soaking wet from everything she’d dragged out of herself since she opened her eyes. And her ass hurt too—a lesser incidental pain—but she could still feel the sting from where CJ had spanked her

And still she had come.

Despite her mother on the phone.

Despite CJ’s text still glowing on her screen.

She rolled onto her back again. Pressed her thighs together. It didn’t help. Nothing did. The fucking ache between her legs didn’t stop.

Her thoughts wouldn’t stop.

Last night played like a loop behind her eyes. The table. The truck. His cock in her mouth. The way he laughed when she cleaned him up. The way he told her not to bother with a bra today.

The way she didn’t even think to argue with him.

First, she sucked his cock. His big black beautiful cock.

Then she took it all, down deep inside her. His cock and his load.

And then, she licked his cock clean and pretty much thanked him for using her throat and her cunt.

She squeezed her eyes shut. This isn’t me. This isn’t who I was raised to be. I was supposed to be good.

**

Maddie didn’t mean to. She was just lying there. Her bare legs tangled in the sheets, her thighs and fingers sticky. Her pussy still on fire.

She’d pulled the blanket back up over her chest like it might help.

It didn’t. She was sweating again. From those memories.

His big black cock stretched and hurt her. His hips slapped against her ass. He took and didn’t ask.

Don’t wear a bra tomorrow. You’re giving me a titjob.

She should’ve said no, but she hadn’t. She never said no to him. Not when he filled her mouth. Not when he filled her pussy. Not when he kept her underwear as a fucking souvenir.

Maddie whimpered and turned her face to the pillow. Then dragged it down her body. She wasn’t even thinking. Just moving. One hand between her thighs. The other pulling the pillow down until it was just there.

And she straddled it, slowly, sinking down on it until the pressure was just perfect between her legs. Until a seam was lying against her clit.

She shuddered. Her clit throbbed. She rubbed against the pillow once—just a twitch of her hips—and her breath caught in her throat.

“No,” she whispered to no one. “Maddie, don’t.”

But her hips moved again. Smoother now. And she rode the pillow, because she couldn’t stop. Because it felt far too fucking good.

Her cunt was sore and swollen, her lips ached. The friction was barely tolerable—but perfect all the same.

Maddie ground herself against her pillow, making slow, small, tight circles with her hips. Every pass of the seam against her throbbing clit came with another hit of memory.

The Coach’s voice. Suck or take a spanking.

CJ’s grip in her hair. You’re mine now.

Her father’s voice on speaker. We raised you to be better than this.

She sobbed. Her cunt ached. Her mouth was open. Her eyes were shut tight.

She was going to come again. She was going to come fucking a pillow. She was such a slut.

She had lied to her mom. She couldn’t stop lying. She lied to herself every single time she said it wouldn’t happen again.

Her hips jerked. Her pussy spasmed. Her climax hit hard—even harder than before.

No moaning this time. Just a gasp. A clench. A full-body shudder that left her face down and trembling, sticky again, soaking the pillow with sweat and her pussy juices.

**

Maddie sat on the edge of the bed for a long time after her last orgasm.

Her legs were spread wide and the ache between them still hadn’t gone away.

She’d thought getting herself off would help. It hadn’t. She wasn’t calm at all. She was still restless. And she was scheduled to give her first ever titjob at ten o’clock that morning.

She stood slowly, legs stiff. Her cunt twinged with every step she took toward the bathroom. Her thighs brushed together, slick and sensitive.

**

She found the perfect sweater. Gray and tight. Soft enough to stretch over her tits and cling to them. She held it in her hands for a second and just stared.

No bra. That was CJ’s rule. She hadn’t gone without a bra in about a century. Well, since she was twelve when her tits appeared, pretty much overnight.

She didn’t put the sweater on right away. She opened her underwear drawer and stared down into the empty space where her favorite bra should’ve been. CJ still had it. Along with her panties. She had let him take them like they belonged to him. Like she belonged to him.

Her fingers hovered over a loose sports bra, then drifted back toward the sweater instead. Her nipples were already stiff. You could hang your coat on them. That’s what the boys at Junior High said. After they saw some old movie or another, her nickname for an entire semester had been Tits McGee.

She tugged the sweater on, slowly, almost cautious. It dragged across her skin like a confession, grazing her nipples. Her tits looked obscene in it. Too big. Too round. Too fucking obvious, framed in the neckline like she’d chosen it to show them off.

Hadn’t she?

She stepped in front of the mirror. Stared. It was worse than she thought. No—better.

She looked like bait. Like she was asking for it. Like she would show up for a tutoring session and drop to her knees before opening her notebook.

She touched her reflection. Just once. Let her fingers rest against the glass, right over her chest.

You can still back out. You could cancel. You could wear something else.

No, she couldn’t.

She stared at her chest like it didn’t belong to her. Huge, pushed high, soft enough to jiggle with every breath, stiff nipples clearly outlined beneath the clingy fabric.

She wasn’t sure what the fuck made them so fascinating to men. They were just her tits. Heavy and awkward. Sweaty in the summer. She had hated them in junior high.

So why does CJ want to fuck them? How does that even work?

The term circled in her head. Titjob.

She pictured it. Or tried to. Her on her knees, sweater peeled down, her arms pressed against the sides of her breasts to squish them together while he …

She blinked.

God. I’ve never even done that before.

Would she be good at it? Would it hurt? Would he correct her and teach her if she was terrible? Would he laugh at her? And why couldn’t she say no?

That was the scariest part. It wasn’t the size of his cock. The damage that thing could do. It wasn’t the way he looked at her, daring her to refuse. It was her, Maddie. Her apparent inability to tell him no, to push back, to draw a line. To speak the fuck up when Coach told her to kneel, or CJ said he wanted her tits wrapped around his cock.

She hadn’t even hesitated, for fuck’s sake. She had just nodded.

She touched her chest now, lightly brushing the edge of one breast, tracing the line of her nipple beneath the top.

**

The hallway was quiet. Fluorescent lights hummed overhead. A janitor cart sat abandoned in the corner, a trash bag slumped half-full in the bin. Maddie’s boots clicked softly on the tile.

She was the only one there, and every sound she made felt louder as a result.

The sweater seemed to shrink with every step she took, and every one of those steps made her unrestrained tits shift—bounce, just a little, enough for her to feel. Enough for anybody else to see.

Half a dozen boys had noticed before she left the dorms. She thought she might be getting a belated reputation. Senator’s daughter gone wild.

Her thighs squeezed together as she walked. She was wet again. She could feel it.

She wasn’t wearing a bra in public for the first time since she was twelve. CJ had told her not to, and she had obeyed. Because saying no would’ve required a version of Maddie that did not exist.

She reached the door. Room 212. The tutoring room she’d booked a week ago.

Her hand paused on the knob. She could still turn back. She could text him, say she was sick. Say she was scared. Say she was on her period. Say anything.

She didn’t. She turned the handle and walked inside.

CJ was already there, stretched back in the desk chair, arms behind his head, legs spread like he owned the air between them.

He didn’t smile. Just looked at her tits.

Then he said. “You’re late.”

And that was all he said. Maddie swallowed hard, standing just inside the door, the strap of her backpack slipping from her shoulder.

CJ didn’t get up. Didn’t smile. He just stared at her chest like he’d never seen it before

The room felt smaller than it had yesterday. Or maybe she just felt bigger. She could feel herself pressing up against the space. Her sweater. Her skin. Her shame.

CJ dragged his gaze up from her tits and met her eyes. “Take it off.”

She blinked. “What?”

“The sweater, take it off.”

Her hands lifted to the hem, then hesitated.

He arched a brow. “Did I stutter?”

She shook her head. “No.” Her voice was soft. Barely audible. But her fingers obeyed. They found the edge of the sweater and pulled.

The hem lifted. Her stomach flashed bare. Then the under-curve of her breasts. Then the full round weight of them, swinging free as the fabric cleared her head and dropped to the floor.

Maddie didn’t move. Didn’t cover herself. Didn’t say a word. Just waited for his next command.

Her nipples were already hard. Her breasts heavy and high, flushed pink, aching from anticipation and exposure.

CJ didn’t react. He just let his eyes drag over her. Her tits. Her skirt. Her legs.

“You know what comes next, don’t you?” he said, finally.

She nodded, slowly.

“You ever done this before?”

Her throat worked. “No.”

He smiled. Finally. “You’re gonna be great at it.”

Maddie shivered, but she didn’t cover herself. Didn’t speak. Didn’t run.

She just stood there, tits out, waiting patiently.

The silence stretched.

CJ didn’t move. Didn’t blink. Didn’t look away. He just leaned back in that chair, legs wide, arms behind his head, watching her like she wasn’t even a person, just a gift he was waiting to unwrap.

Maddie stood still, sweater puddled at her feet, skirt barely brushing the tops of her thighs, her tits fully exposed under the cold fluorescent light.

Her nipples felt huge. She swore she could hear her heartbeat.

She shifted slightly. Her tits swayed with the motion.

She wanted to cover herself. But she couldn’t.

She wanted to speak. But she couldn’t.

CJ’s eyes were so calm. No hunger. No hurry. Just … patient.

What if he was disappointed with her? What if this wasn’t enough? What if she wasn’t enough?

God, what did her tits even look like to him? Were they too big? Too heavy? Too soft? She always thought they were a little much. She’d worn sports bras for years just to hide them away. And now she was offering them.

The silence clawed at her. She couldn’t stand it. Every second stretched like her skin over her tits.

“Should I …” she whispered. “Should I get on my knees?”

The words felt louder than they should’ve done. They echoed in the space between them like a concession. Like a fucking defeat.

Maddie’s cheeks were burning. Her heart thudded so loudly in her ears she almost didn’t hear her own words.

CJ said nothing. His silence pressed down on her chest like one of his big hands, making it difficult for her to breathe. Her nipples tightened. Her thighs twitched. Her skin burned with the sick, helpless awareness that she’d asked for this.

She kept her arms at her sides. Her tits swelled with every shallow inhale, bare and aching under the flat, fluorescent light. Her legs trembled, and he gave her nothing.

Until, finally, CJ moved. Just a slight shift of his weight, his arms dropping to the armrests.

He looked at her like she wasn’t real. Like she was already on the floor. Like he was bored waiting for her to realize it.

Then, calmly, evenly, “Yes.”

A pause. “Get down on your knees.”

Another pause. Longer. “And crawl over here to me.”

Her knees buckled and she sank—slowly, carefully—onto the floor, the tile cold under her skin, her palms shaking as they found balance.

She hesitated for only a second, then she crawled. One knee after the other. She crossed the room like a fucking animal.

Her tits swung beneath her with every motion. Her skirt rode up with each shift of her hips.

And CJ didn’t move. Didn’t adjust his chair. Didn’t unzip his pants. He just watched like this was what he wanted all along. Not the titjob. Not a blowjob. Not even her cunt. Just … this.

Her.

Crawling across the tiles to him.

When she reached him, she sat back on her heels, hands resting on her thighs, her chest rising and falling like she’d just run a mile.

He looked down at her and said, flat and final: “Now, give me my titjob.”

And then, with a grin that made her pussy pulse, “And Maddie, make it good.”

**

Maddie knelt between his legs. The tile was hard beneath her knees. The silence was harder.

CJ didn’t move. Didn’t unzip. Didn’t lift a finger to help.

He just leaned back in the chair, eyes on her tits, waiting.

Make it good. His words echoed in her head like a dare. Make it good. But how?

She’d never done this before. Never. Ever.

She’d barely even thought about it—until he told her she would. She reached up, slowly. Uncertain. Her fingers brushed his fly. Her breath caught.

Still, CJ didn’t help.

So, she did it herself. Unzipped his jeans. Eased them down. Then slid her fingers under the waistband of his briefs and pulled them just low enough to free him.

And fuck. He was already at least half-hard.

Just seeing her kneeling there, tits bare, must’ve been enough.

She bit her lip. Okay. Okay. You can do this.

Her hands moved up. She pressed her breasts together—awkward at first, arms crooked, forearms tight against her ribs. She angled forward, trying to guess the right position.

Her skin felt too soft. Too hot.

Her nipples brushed her palms. Her tits spilled through the gap in her arms no matter how hard she tried to squeeze.

She shuffled forward on her knees. Pressed them tighter together. And finally, his big black cock slipped into place between her big white tits. It was thick, dark, still growing. The head bobbed out the top, flushed and wet with pre-cum.

She started moving. Slowly. Up and down.

Her arms burned from the awkward angle. Her tits rubbed together clumsily, sliding against his shaft in an uneven rhythm.

It didn’t feel sexy. It felt desperate.

She shifted again, pulling her elbows in tighter, adjusting her grip until the slide was smoother and his cock pressed hard between her breasts.

CJ exhaled. Still didn’t touch her. Didn’t even praise her. But she felt him twitch. Felt the subtle thrust of his hips.

His response to her tits made her pussy wetter than she wanted to admit.

She kept going. Faster now. Squeezing harder. Adjusting her position until the movement was smoother, easier. The head of his cock slipped between her tits again and again, leaving smears of pre-cum that quickly cooled on her skin.

Her arms shook. Her breath came hard. Her back ached from the angle. And still, she didn’t stop.

She was doing it. Giving CJ a titjob. And she was making it good.

She had found a rhythm. Finally. Her tits squeezed around his cock in smooth, practiced strokes now—arms tight to her ribs, hands cupping her tits, shoulders aching, chest moving like it was made for this.

Up.

Down.

Up.

Down.

His cock slid hot and slick between her breasts, pre-cum glistening on her skin, her nipples grazing her palms with every motion. Her sweater was long forgotten on the floor behind her. Her hair stuck to her cheek. Her thighs were damp with sweat, and her breath came in sharp, shaky bursts.

CJ still hadn’t touched her, but he was getting close. She could tell.

His jaw was tight. His chest rising faster. His cock throbbing harder between her tits—each rhythmic twitch stronger than the last.

She worked harder. Faster. Her arms burned. Her back ached. Her cunt dripped.

And still, she didn’t stop.

Because this was her job.

She was going to make CJ come all over her tits, and she was going to make it good.

She pressed tighter, changed the angle, rolled her shoulders forward until the glide was perfect—sloppy and wet and obscene.

CJ groaned. “Fuck …”

Her whole body tensed. She looked up at him, flushed and desperate, her hands squeezing her own tits around the thick shaft of his cock—and she asked. “Where do you want to come?”

Her voice was wrecked.

He didn’t answer.

She tried again. “Please, CJ, tell me where to take it …”

He opened his eyes. Met hers. And grinned. “You begging for my cum now?”

She nodded, fast. Humiliated. Aching. “Yes, I’m begging for it.”

A pause.

“Please—on my face. My tits. I don’t care—just …”

She trailed off, throat too tight with need.

He leaned forward, recovered his cock from her, and finally—finally—reached down to grip the base of it.

“Keep ‘em together.”

Maddie did.

He stroked himself once. Twice. And then he groaned and came.

The first shot hit her throat—hot, thick, heavy.

She gasped.

The second spurt splashed across her tits.

Then another across her left cheek.

More across her chest—painting her skin in long, streaking ropes, dripping down between the curves she’d worked so hard to serve him with.

Maddie didn’t flinch. Didn’t wipe it away. She took it. All of it.

**

CJ zipped up. No rush. No thank-you. Just smooth, calm efficiency as he tucked himself away, stood up, and looked down at her with that same unreadable grin.

Maddie stayed on her knees. Chest heaving. Tits streaked with cum. Her face was flushed, sticky and glistening under the fluorescent light.

She didn’t know what to say. Didn’t know if she was supposed to say anything.

He solved that for her. “Fuck,” he said, shaking his head. “You really are a little cumrag, Maddie, huh?”

Her eyes dropped, but she didn’t argue. CJ wasn’t wrong because she was still holding her tits together, still wallowing in the mess she’d earned from him.

He walked past her. Picked up her sweater off the floor and tossed it back toward her like it didn’t matter at all. “You can wipe your face,” he said, casually. “But not your tits.”

She blinked. “What?”

“You heard me.”

She looked down at herself. At the mess. The streaks. The drying white lines across her skin.

“You want your sweater back?” he added. “Put it on. Just like that.”

Her stomach dropped. “You want me to walk back …?”

“With my cum all over those big white tits of yours?” he said. “Yeah, that’s what I want.”

Maddie didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Just sat there, shaking. And then she shook her head and put her sweater on.

It stuck to her at once. Wet. Tight. Soaked.

Her nipples stiffened the second the fabric touched them. She pulled it down, adjusted the hem, tried not to feel what was clinging to her underneath.

CJ nodded, pleased. “Oh, yeah, one more thing.”

She looked up.

“You have a date with me and Zion,” he said. “Back at the lake tonight. The main event.”

Her breath caught. Her blood turned cold.

“Well, at least you’re invited. Let’s put it like that.”

Maddie stared. What the fuck could she say?

“You don’t have to tell me now,” CJ added. “You’ve got ‘til, let’s say, five o’clock. Call me then. Let me know.” And then CJ smiled. “RSVP, yeah?”

**

The door clicked shut behind her.

The hallway stretched out ahead of her—empty, but not for long. Somewhere, down another corridor, she could hear voices. Doors opening. Laughter. Her heart thundered.

She adjusted the strap of her backpack, the edge digging into her shoulder, and started walking.

Every step made her sweater shift. Every breath she took seemed to make it pull tighter across her chest. Every slight movement rubbed it against her skin.

And beneath her sweater, CJ’s cum was still sticky and warm in spots. Drying in others. Sticking the inside of the sweater to her tits. She imagined she could feel a thick smear of cum across the curve of one breast, soaking into the seams. And she could smell it. The scent was faint, but unmistakable: salt, sweat, skin.

Sex.

She passed a vending machine. Glanced at her reflection in the dark glass.

Her nipples were blatant. Stiff. Centered. The sweater hugged her tits like it had been shrink-wrapped onto them. She could see a streak across her collarbone, drying in a faint, glossy arc beneath the cotton.

She wrapped her arms around herself. It didn’t really help.

A door opened to her left. Two students stepped out—a guy and a girl, laughing about something, barely looking her way.

Maddie stopped in her tracks. The couple walked past her. They didn’t even pause. Didn’t stare. Didn’t say anything. But her whole body tensed.

Can they smell it?

Can they tell?

Do they know what I am?

Just a cumrag for CJ’s big black cock. For Coach. And now for Zion too.

She started walking faster. Past classrooms. Past a janitor. Past a girl from one of her Monday lectures who gave her a weird little smile and a “Hey, Maddie!” as she passed.

Maddie managed a nod, but only barely. Her face burned. Her tits ached. And for some ungodly reason, her thighs were damp again.

She reached the exit. Pushed through the door into the sun. The light was too bright.

The world was too normal.

Students sprawled on the grass. A couple threw a frisbee. Someone was handing out flyers for a voter registration drive.

And Maddie, in her tight little sweater with no bra, CJ’s cum plastered to her tits, walked across campus like she was just another girl on her way home.

Except she could feel it with every step. Drying beneath her sweater. Seeping into her skin.

And she could still taste him.

**

The elevator was empty when she stepped in.

Maddie exhaled—relieved. She hit the button for the fifth floor and leaned back against the wall, heart still racing, sweater clinging to every curve like a second skin. Her chest was damp. Her arms folded across her breasts again, but it still didn’t help.

The doors were already sliding closed when she heard them coming. Footsteps. Voices. “Hold up!”

A hand caught the door. Two guys and one girl. Laughing, chatting, shoving playfully as they squeezed in.

Maddie’s stomach dropped.

One of them stood beside her—tall, broad, too close. She pressed tighter against the wall, praying the ride would be fast.

Please don’t talk to me. Please don’t look. Please don’t smell it.

The guy next to her glanced down. “Hey, you’re in my PoliSci class, right?”

Her throat closed. She nodded.

He smiled. Didn’t say anything else.

But his eyes flicked to her chest.

The elevator doors opened on her floor. She slipped out fast, her footsteps echoing in the hallway, heart pounding as she fumbled with her keys.

Inside, safe, alone. She doubled locked the door and dropped her bag. Peeled the sweater off like it was burning her.

It stuck in places. Pulled in others. And when it came off, she saw that her breasts were a mess—dried cum everywhere. Sweeping smears in some place, little flecks elsewhere. Her nipples were red and stiff, still aching from being squeezed around his cock for so long.

She stood in front of her mirror. Tried to clean it off. Tissue. Then saliva. Then more fucking tissues.

She rubbed hard. Too hard. The soft skin turned pink.

Her tits jiggled with every swipe.

And she couldn’t stop seeing CJ’s grin. Seeing his cock. His cum spattering across her tits like it belonged there.

What the fuck is happening to me?

Two days ago, she took the coach’s big black cock into her throat.

Yesterday, CJ fucked her like she’d never been fucked, and she licked his cock clean in a moving truck.

And today, she let him use her tits. Let him call her a cumrag, for God’s sake.

And now, she had little more than five hours to decide—was she going back to the lake tonight. Was she going to give herself to CJ and Zion?

She knew what that meant. She felt it inside her—between her legs, in her chest, behind her eyes. They would destroy her.

Tissues and spit weren’t cutting it, not at all. Her tits still weren’t clean. Her face was a mess. Her hair needed washing. Maddie went to bathroom and ran herself a bath.

The tub filled slowly, steam curling up in lazy ribbons against the mirror.

Maddie sat on the edge, watching the water rise, her towel still clutched around her shoulders, skin damp and sticky beneath the cotton. She needed to be clean. Something inside her needed deep cleansing.

When the water was full and hot enough to sting, Maddie let her towel fall and stepped in.

She hissed as the heat licked up her shins, her thighs, the soreness between her legs. Her tits ached as she lowered herself in, nipples raw, bruised from use, from friction, her obedience.

She sat back and let the scalding water cover her. Neck-deep now. Hair loose. Skin flushed. Still not clean.

She leaned her head back, eyes closed, letting the burn sink into her muscles, her bones, and the space behind her eyes where CJ’s voice still echoed.

Give me my titjob … Make it good … You really are just a little cumrag now.

She swallowed hard. Steam gathered in her throat.

Her legs floated upward, relaxed, spread slightly beneath the water.

Her pussy still ached. Still pulsed.

Part of her—the part beneath the water, between her thighs, behind her shame—wanted to go back to the lake with them.

She ran her hands slowly down her chest, fingertips brushing the undersides of her breasts.

They were still sore. Still not hers. She cupped and lifted them. Pressed them together like she had for CJ and his massive cock.

Did he really mean it when he said she’d done well?

And Zion … She didn’t know him. Had barely spoken to him. But she had spent a long time looking at his stories and imagining. Her heart thudded harder at the thought of Zion than it had when she gotten naked for CJ.

Because if she went back, she wouldn’t be kneeling for one man. She’d be kneeling for both.

She wouldn’t be bending across the picnic table for one big black cock. She’d be bending for two.

The steam cleansed her skin, but the water didn’t wash anything away. Not the ache. Not the shame. And not the need.

She opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling.

Five hours.

That’s what CJ had given her.

Five hours to decide. To choose who she was going to be.

Maddie slid lower into the water. Let it cover her ears. Let the world go quiet.

And tried to pretend—for just a little longer—that her answer wasn’t already yes.

**

The truck pulled up just after sunset. Maddie was waiting outside her dorm.

Not in a dress. Not jeans. Not this time.

This time, the borrowed cutoffs clung to her ass, frayed high on the thigh, the pockets peeking out beneath the distressed denim. Her roommate’s tank top was white, tight, and thin enough to show the shape of her nipples in the evening air.

No bra. No apologies.

She didn’t bring a bag. She didn’t bring an excuse.

CJ was in the driver’s seat. Zion rode shotgun. And when Maddie opened the door, Zion climbed out—tall, broad, quiet—and nodded once.

She slid in. Bench seat. No center console. They were putting her in the middle, already.

Zion pulled the door shut beside her. CJ shifted into drive. And just like that, they were moving. No music. No small talk. Just the sound of the tires on gravel and the weight of two powerful Black men against her pale white thighs.

Zion’s leg brushed hers. Heavy. Warm. Deliberate.

CJ’s left hand rested on the wheel. His right on his thigh.

Her chest was tight. The tank top didn’t hide much. She could feel both of them looking. Could feel her nipples straining against the cotton. Could feel the air growing thick between the three of them.

She sat still. Back straight. Thighs pressed between theirs.

She didn’t bother to ask where they were going. She already knew. Back to the lake. Back to that fucking picnic table.

The sun dipped below the trees. The world outside was a blur of deepening blue and shadows.

Inside the truck, CJ’s legs pressed against hers and shifted—just slightly—taking one hand off the wheel, and landing it on her bare thigh, just above the hem of her cutoffs.

“Spread ‘em,” he said. Like it was nothing.

Like she hadn’t been holding herself still this whole time, trying not to show how fast her heart was racing.

She hesitated. Zion didn’t. His hand landed on her other thigh. Bigger. Warmer. Heavier. “You heard what he said.”

She opened her legs. One inch. Two. Then three. The denim tugged at her hips, tight across her cunt, the seams cutting into skin that was already pulsing.

“Good girl,” CJ said quietly.

His fingers slid higher.

Zion’s followed.

They didn’t reach for her pussy, not yet. They just touched and caressed her—casual, slow strokes over sensitive skin, as if they were feeling her ripen.

CJ leaned in slightly. “Pull your top up.”

She swallowed.

“Now.”

Her hands moved on instinct. Fingers slid under the hem of her tank top, and she lifted it.

Zion whistled low.

“Unfasten those shorts,” CJ said.

Her fingers shook as she reached down, popped the button, eased the zipper down.

Zion’s breath deepened beside her.

Maddie trembled.

CJ wanted more. “Get those fingers wet.”

She didn’t ask how. Didn’t ask why. Maddie just obeyed.

Her hand drifted down, inside the open denim, down between her thighs.

She found herself slick and wet already. And swollen.

Her fingers slid through the heat, up over her clit, then down again—once, twice. And then she worked her way inside to get her fingers soaking wet for them.

Zion watched her hand.

CJ watched her face. His voice dropped low, smooth and cruel. “Now suck those fingers clean.”

Maddie froze. She eased her fingers out. Her hand hovered just above her lap—three fingers wet, glistening, still twitching from the way her body had clenched around them.

She didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. CJ didn’t look away. Zion didn’t blink.

And slowly, trembling, she raised her hand to her mouth. Her tongue flicked out, a small, nervous swipe across the padded tip of her middle finger.

It was barely anything.

CJ’s voice sharpened. “All of it.”

She swallowed.

Wrapped her lips around two fingers and sucked.

The taste hit her at once—salt, skin, heat, and shame. She moaned without meaning to.

Zion shifted beside her, breath heavier now. She didn’t dare look at him.

She sucked the third finger, lips tight, tongue working around the knuckle like she was trying to erase any trace of hesitation.

Her cunt throbbed.

The truck kept moving.

CJ didn’t say a word. Just grinned, one hand still on the wheel, the other resting on her thigh like it belonged there.

Maddie pulled her fingers from her mouth with a wet pop.

Her face was on fire. Her tits were still out. Her shorts still open. Her body still begging.

She wanted to show them she’d do more. Anything. Whatever they told her to.

Wanted them to know that she could take more. She could take whatever.

That she was ready.

Her chest rose and fell in sharp, shallow bursts, nipples stiff in the cool cab air, the taste of her pussy still thick on her tongue.

Zion’s hand moved. His big fingers wrapped around her wrist.

He didn’t say a word. Just brought her hand down. Down past her belly. Down between the open flaps of her shorts. Down between her thighs—back where it belonged.

She was fucking soaked. Yeah, of course she was.

Zion held her wrist there. “Don’t stop now,” he said.

She knew what he wanted.

Maddie moved her fingers. Slid them up and over her clit—slow, then faster, then in tight little circles that made her legs twitch against the seat.

Zion released her hand. He watched closely and his hand moved to her tit. Maddie whimpered as his fingers closed around her nipple. She was still holding her top up with her other hand. Still sitting between them, tits out, shorts open, her pussy bare and wet using her own fingers.

Because he’d put her there.

She was still sore. Nobody cared. Not even Maddie herself.

The wet, obscene sound of her cunt filled the cab—slick and shameless. Her thighs shook. Her breath came in little gasps, lips parted, face flushed and shining.

She was losing herself already. Every stroke dragged her deeper. Each brush of her clit made her back arch, pushing her tits into Zion’s hand.

She couldn't stop. Wouldn't. Because the pressure was building—hot and sharp, coiling low in her belly, pulling tighter and tighter until she was grinding into her own hand like it was the only thing keeping her sane.

This isn’t me. This isn’t who I’m supposed to be. She was a Senator’s daughter. A straight-A student. She was the future of the Senator’s dynasty. Not this.

Not moaning and masturbating in the front seat of a truck between two black football players while they watched.

Not loving the way Zion played with her tits.

What would my father say if he saw me now?

What would he do if he knew I let a Black man call me a cumrag?

What would he say if he knew I was?

Her thighs clenched. Her toes curled in her sneakers.

What kind of girl gets invited to a gangbang?

Her fingers pressed harder, sloppier.

Not a gangbang. A threesome.

She was so close. So fucking close. She could feel it in her spine, her scalp, behind her eyes.

CJ’s voice echoed inside her head: Get those fingers wet. Now suck them clean. Make it good.

She was going to come. Right here. Between them. In the slutty cutoffs and tank top she had borrowed from one of her dormmates. With one hand on her pussy and the other holding her top up so they could see her tits bounce when she finally broke.

“Fuck—” The word tore out of her. Her thighs clamped down. Her body seized. She was almost there.

Her mouth dropped open in a silent scream. Her hips bucked. Her back arched. Her fingers didn’t stop, and Zion chose the perfect moment to pinch and twist her nipple.

Maddie came and came, right there in the truck. Between two big and beautiful black football players who, she knew, had plans to ruin her with their great big cocks.

Her whole body shuddered, and she let it all out in a moan that veered towards a scream.

**

The tires crunched over gravel. Branches brushed the windows. The trees parted, and the clearing opened up in front of them. Dim, quiet, familiar.

That goddamn picnic table still sat there, like it had been waiting for her ass and her tits.

CJ pulled in slowly. Didn’t speak. Didn’t even glance her way. Just eased the truck into park and killed the engine.

The sudden silence hit Maddie like a slap. No hum. No tires. No road noise. Just the soft tick of cooling metal and Maddie’s still-labored breathing filling the cab.

She was trembling. Her juices slicked her thighs. Her cunt still pulsed with aftershocks—hot, swollen, and soaking beneath her open shorts.

Her top was still hiked up, tits out, nipples tight.

Her fingers were wet.

And she was still trapped. CJ on her left, behind the wheel. Zion on her right.

Her thighs twitched. She was too aware of her own scent—sex, sweat, the tang of her fingers, still slick with her orgasm. The cab reeked of her.

And neither of them seemed in any rush to let her out.

CJ leaned back, one arm over the wheel, his other resting lazily on his thigh.

Zion turned his head. Watched her. Not her face. Not her hands. Her tits.

And Maddie—panting, messy, waiting—didn’t know what to do.

And then CJ turned. Shifted in his seat until he was facing her.

His eyes moved down her chest, over her messy shorts, then back up to her mouth.

And he grinned at her. “You enjoyed putting on that little show, didn’t you?”

And Maddie didn’t answer. Because before she could speak, he leaned in and kissed her. Hard and hot. All tongue and dominance, no tenderness—his hand in her hair, tugging her mouth open wider, like he wasn’t kissing her so much as taking her.

She gasped for breath. Her fingers dug into the seat. His tongue bullied hers—wet, fast, relentless—and she moaned into it.

It didn’t feel like kissing. It felt like being used.

When CJ pulled away, Zion reached for her. And then he leaned in.

His kiss was different. Slower. Deeper. No rush. No urgency. He just tasted her, like she was some delicacy he’d been promised.

His lips were softer and more controlled. Teasing her. His tongue slid against hers with the kind of patience that made her thighs squeeze together again.

Her eyes fluttered closed.

His other hand slid up to her bare breast, thumb brushing her nipple—once, light, like a question.

She gasped.

He kissed her harder.

And neither of them undressed her. Or pulled her from the truck. Put her on her knees or bent her over the picnic table. They just passed her back and forth between them in the cab as if she were a toy they both already owned.

And Maddie wasn’t asking them to let her out.

The air in the cab was thick—hot breath, sweat, the lingering scent of her cunt still clinging to her fingers, her thighs, the sticky fabric of her open shorts.

They passed her around. They groped her tits, her ass, her cunt. They took what they wanted and she gave it up gladly.

She was feeling dizzy. She could barely remember who she was kissing now, but there was a tongue in her mouth. And a thumb circling her nipple, light and slow, like she could be driven to beg with just that single touch.

She hadn’t managed to say a word in the last ten minutes. Her body was speaking for her.

Her back arched. Her chest lifted into somebody’s hand. She was kissing them back.

She was kissing Zion, she realized. Her hand slid across his chest—over muscle, over warmth, over the steady thrum of a heartbeat that didn’t quicken even as her own raced.

CJ’s hand was on her thigh again. He didn’t say anything. Just stroked up and in—higher, firmer—until his fingers slipped beneath the hem of her shorts and brushed her still-wet slit.

She gasped against Zion’s mouth.

Her kiss faltered.

CJ didn’t stop. Two fingers teased her slowly, gathering her juices, dragging them higher until they reached her clit and circled it.

Zion pulled back just enough to whisper against her lips. “Oh, she’s liking this.”

Maddie moaned and her legs spread further on instinct.

Zion reached up with both hands now—palming her tits, thumbs brushing her nipples with just enough pressure to make her grind against CJ’s hand.

Maddie moaned, breath ragged, and barely had time to recover herself when CJ took his hand away and reached for her shoulders, guiding her—slow but firm—turning her on the seat until she was on her knees facing Zion.

Her shorts were still open. Her tits bouncing free.

Zion watched her, calmly, mouth set, cock already out and thick in his big black hand.

Maddie gasped when she saw it. It wasn’t just bigger than CJ’s, bigger than the Coach. It was fucking absurd. Heavy. Veiny. Wide as her goddamn wrist.

Her hands trembled as they wrapped around him. One wasn’t enough.

CJ pressed in behind her, hands rough on her hips. He yanked her shorts down. Hard.
Until they were bunched at her knees.

Zion’s cock was thick, hot, and hard as stone in her grip. The head flared—wide, glossy, already wet—and her fingers couldn’t meet around the shaft.

She looked up. Zion stared down at her, his jaw set, just waiting.

CJ pressed closer behind her—one hand spreading her ass, two fingers grazing her slick, dripping cunt. “Better get started,” he said. “It’s not gonna get any smaller.”

Maddie swallowed. Or tried to. Her throat was dry. She had stretched her mouth as far as it would go to let CJ use her throat. This was a whole new level. Mission impossible.

She brought the head to her lips.

It bumped against them—wide, insistent, already pushing before she could open her mouth.

She parted her lips slowly. Wide. Wider. Wider.

Her jaw was aching by the time the tip slid in. Her lips were stretched tight around him, cheeks hollowing as she sucked, tongue pressed flat by the weight of it.

And still, there was so much more.

Maddie moaned. It came out as a gag.

Zion didn’t move. Didn’t thrust. He just watched her struggle.

CJ laughed behind her. “Gotta open up, baby. You do want all of him, don’t you?”

Maddie couldn’t speak. Not with even an inch of that monster stuffed in her mouth.

Her eyes watered. Her throat flexed. She took another inch—barely.

Her hands squeezed the shaft, jerking gently, mouth drooling, spit bubbling at the corners of her lips.

Zion groaned.

Maddie didn’t stop. This was the cock she’d fantasized about. This was what she’d come thinking about only a few days earlier. And now it was stretching her jaw, making her gag, making her cry like a little girl. And she needed it.

Zion’s cock stretched her mouth wide, her lips strained and trembling around the head. Her jaw ached already, her eyes were watering, spit leaking past the corners of her mouth as she tried to breathe through her nose, tried to hold still, tried to impress him.

She was failing. Her grip faltered, hands slipping on his shaft, her moan stuttering into a gag. She’d only taken maybe three inches—four at most—and there was still so much more.

Behind her, CJ’s fingers ghosted over her pussy again. He didn’t push inside. Did no more than spread her open like he was judging her, inspecting her.

Zion’s huge hand settled on the back of her head—not pushing, not yet, just there. Just reminding her who was in control. As if there was any doubt.

Maddie moaned around the thick weight of him.

CJ’s reached for her hair. “My turn now.”

Zion’s cock slipped from her mouth with a wet, gasping pop. Maddie coughed, lips swollen, eyes glassy. But she didn’t protest. Didn’t question. She let herself be turned—gently but decisively. Zion’s hands on her hips moved her with the same care someone might use to adjust a painting. She was an object. A display. Something to arrange.

Now she was on all fours across the bench the other way, knees spread wide, chest still bare, ass in the air with her shorts tangled halfway down her thighs. The seat was narrow, her limbs crowded. But the position said everything.

CJ sat back, stroking his cock lazily, watching the sway of her tits as she settled. Zion remained behind her, one hand spreading her ass. She flinched at the exposure. Her cunt throbbed, open and dripping down her thighs.

Zion slipped two fingers between her lips. He didn’t thrust or exert any pressure. It was just a long slow drag, collecting her juices, smearing it along her whole slit until it gleamed.

CJ reached beneath her and cupped a tit, giving it a sharp squeeze that made her yelp. “Why,” he asked, “is your fucking mouth empty?”

Her body flushed all over, the heat of humiliation mixing with the pulse between her legs. Her elbows shook under her, trying to hold herself steady as his cock brushed her lips.

Behind her, Zion dragged two fingers along her slit again, then tapped her clit, light and fast, until her whole body shivered.

Maddie surged forward, trying to take CJ into her mouth.

But he caught her shoulders and held her in place. “Nah, little bitch. You don’t get to say when.”

So, she waited. On all fours. Tits hanging, nipples hard. Thighs sticky, knees aching. Her mouth open, CJ’s cock resting against her cheek, Zion teasing her from behind with fingers that never stopped. She wasn’t in control of anything.

CJ slid forward slowly, cock inching into her mouth, the stretch familiar and brutal. Zion’s thumb circled her clit with clinical precision.

Maddie groaned, vibrating around CJ’s cock. The sound echoed in the small cab. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. Zion tapped her pussy again, faster now, her whole body rocking between the two of them.

Zion hissed through his teeth. “Fuck, she’s shaking, man.”

CJ’s voice was lower. “She’s gonna come again, just like this. A mouth full of cock and nothing in her cunt but your fingers.”

Maddie whimpered—no words left. Only sensation. Only the pressure building again, her body clenching, aching, desperate for more, even if more meant breaking again.

And Zion knew. His fingers never entered her, never pushed inside. He denied her greedy pussy over and over again, keeping her on the absolute edge while CJ fed her his black cock one inch at a time.

Maddie gagged—not because CJ went deep, he wasn’t even moving—but from the sheer humiliation of just holding him there, half-filling her mouth, like she was nothing more than a wet hole to keep him warm. Her mouth stretched open around his cock, her jaw burned, and her cheeks were streaked with spit and tears.

Behind her, Zion’s fingers kept playing with her pussy. Still no penetration. Just teasing little flicks across her clit—light, fast, never settling. Never giving her what she wanted. Just keeping her teetering.

She was whining now, the sound trapped in her throat, barely audible around CJ’s cock.

Zion leaned down, his chest brushing her back. “You want to come again, little slut?”

She moaned, nodding as best she could. Her whole body said yes—shaking, clenching, dripping.

His fingers sped up, just enough to make her sob into CJ’s cock.

Zion kept her right on the edge of detonation. But still no penetration. No rhythm she could ride. Just those little flicks, those tight little circles, brutal and focused, keeping her just there. Just the threat of release, over and over again.

His voice was low and amused. “She’s fucking twitching again.”

Maddie was. Her cunt was soaking and shuddering, her thighs glossy with her juices, her nipples hard and aching where they dragged against the seat. She couldn’t stop herself. Her hips started humping into Zion’s fingers, desperate for friction, for anything more. But he wouldn’t help. He kept the pressure feather-light, circling just fast enough to hurt and humiliate her.

CJ didn’t move either. He just let her suck and struggle, his cock on her tongue, watching her sob and drool and ache.

And then CJ smiled at Zion. “OK, go ahead.”

His fingers plunged into her and that was all it took. One second, she was hovering, the next she was falling. Maddie broke and screamed against CJ’s cock, the sound strangled and wet. Her cunt clamped around Zion’s meaty fingers, spasming violently, her knees buckling even as they both held her in place.

The orgasm ripped through her like a wave—hot and brutal in its intensity. Her whole body jerked, slammed by it. Tits bouncing. Cunt gushing down her thighs as she came so hard she choked on CJ’s cock.

Now that he’d started, Zion didn’t let up. His fingers kept fucking her, dragging her climax out until Maddie was sobbing, shaking, making obscene little choking sounds around the thick length in her mouth.

CJ hissed. “Fucking hell.”

Zion yanked his fingers out and slapped her ass, once, hard. “Yeah, that’s it. Good girl.”

Maddie collapsed onto the seat, drooling and wrecked, her orgasm still echoing in her muscles. CJ finally pulled back, his cock slipping from her mouth with a trail of spit and shame. She gasped for air, her face flushed, eyes wide and dazed.

Zion licked his fingers clean. “Guess it’s time to get this little white slut out of your truck.”

“I—I can’t,” Maddie moaned. She was still shaking. Still dripping. Still so turned inside out she could barely hold herself up.

CJ opened the door. The cab flooded with night air—cool and damp, laced with pine, dust, and the sharp tang of sex that clung to Maddie’s skin like perfume. Her lungs seized on the first breath. She hadn’t even realized how hot it had gotten inside. How much she’d sweated for them.

Zion leaned over, hooked one thick arm under her knees, another behind her back, and lifted her out of the truck like she weighed nothing. Maddie gasped—limp in his arms, her legs bare, cunt still leaking, the whole front of her body soft and open as she sagged against his chest.

The air hit her like a slap across the face.

Zion carried her to the edge of the table and set her down. Just placed her there—like a dish at a feast.

Maddie’s hands hit the wood first. Her elbows bent, chest sinking toward the splintery surface. Her tits grazed the cool table, nipples dragging as she gasped. Her legs dangled off the far edge, her shorts tangled around one ankle now. Her knees parted on instinct.

And then CJ’s hand gripped her hip. “Get up.”

She scrambled to obey, spine arching as she got her knees up on the table, ass high, cunt on full display—open, glistening, still swollen from her orgasm. She felt exposed. Humiliated. Displayed like meat. And she didn’t move to cover herself.

Zion stood in front of her again, slowly stroking his cock. Watching her squirm.

CJ stayed behind her, one palm resting warm and possessive on her lower back.

Maddie’s heart thudded so loudly she could feel it in her throat.

She was outside. Shirt bunched up over her tits. Her knees planted on a table older than she was, splinters threatening her skin, her pussy on full display, and with any luck, she was about to get fucked.

CJ leaned in close, one hand on her ass, the other sliding between her thighs.

“Yeah, she’s dripping,” he said. “Wants to be fucked so bad she’s leaking all over this table.”

Zion stepped forward, his cock dragging along the underside of her jaw. “You want to get fucked, Maddie?”

She looked up. Eyes wide. Mouth open. Mind gone. “Yes,” she whispered. “Please.”

CJ grabbed her ass, spreading her wider. “And maybe you will. Arch your back.”

She obeyed and he slapped her ass. Only once. Loud. Sharp. “Now, keep still.”

He placed one hand on her hip. The other on her inner thigh. Still teasing. Still not filling her.

Maddie whimpered. “Please—”

Zion slapped her face. Not hard, not at all, but his hand was so fucking heavy that she knew she never wanted him to hit her in anger. “No begging,” he said.

CJ laughed. “Not yet.”

And still, neither of them put a cock in her. Still, they waited. Touched her. Smacked her. Spread her wide. Let her feel how empty she was. Maddie’s voice cracked. “I—I can’t—”

CJ slid two fingers inside her and her scream of shocked pleasured echoed through the trees.

Her whole body jerked forward, tits dragging across the table, her mouth wide, drool spilling from the corner. His fingers were thick and slow, curving deep inside, pressing that spot she couldn’t reach on her own.

Zion kept stroking his cock, watching her face.

CJ added a third finger.

Maddie’s knees wobbled.

Zion said, “She’s gonna come again.”

CJ grinned. “Not yet.” And pulled his fingers out.

She gasped—wrecked, twitching, empty again.

CJ’s voice was cruel. “You’re not coming again until someone’s inside you.”

And Maddie nodded, fast and frantic, her body shaking with need.

CJ’s fingers slipped free of her pussy with a wet sound that made Maddie flinch. “Turn over,” he said. “Get on your fucking back.”

Maddie blinked, dazed, her cheek pressed to the cool wood, cunt still twitching around the ghost of his fingers.

CJ helped her—rough hands catching her hips, flipping her over like she was nothing more than a fuckdoll they’d unpacked. Her back hit the table, legs hanging off the edge, tits slick with sweat.

Then Zion was there, looming above her, thick cock still in hand, gaze locked on her messy, open mouth.

CJ caught her ankles. Spread them. Let her knees fall wide, her pussy bare under the moonlight. Then he moved her around—angling her—until her head hung off the opposite side of the table, hair spilling into the dirt, throat bared to the stars.

She was fucking absolutely totally exposed.

Her legs splayed at one end. Her throat arched at the other. Her pussy still soaked and needy. Her tits pushed high and helpless.

CJ grinned down at her wrecked face. “You’re such a pretty white slut.”

Zion stepped up, cock inches from her mouth. Maddie moaned, jaw already dropping open.

“Don’t lift your head,” he warned. “You hold it right there.”

Zion fed the tip into her mouth again—slow this time. Almost gentle.

Her throat opened. Gravity did the rest.

The angle was perfect. Her neck stretched long and vulnerable, tongue flat, lips stretched. She didn’t have to do a thing. And she couldn’t. All she could do was lie there and take it into her throat.

Zion’s cock eased in. One inch. Then two. More.

CJ watched the bulge form in her throat and moaned. “Fuck, that’s beautiful.”

She gagged. Zion didn’t stop. Just slid in deeper, one hand bracing her forehead, the other wrapped around the base of his cock, guiding himself down her throat.

Maddie choked, nose flaring, tears streaking down her cheeks. Her thighs clenched, her whole body twitching—but she never moved her head. She obeyed.

CJ moved between her legs again. He didn’t fuck her. Not yet. He just watched—watched her gag on Zion’s cock while her cunt clenched and leaked all over the table.

His fingers trailed over her slit, spreading her lips. “Still soaking.”

Zion groaned above her. “She’s fucking perfect like this.”

CJ leaned in close—close enough that she could feel his breath against her pussy.

And then finally, he dragged his tongue up her slit. Long and slow.

Maddie’s response was swallowed, muffled by Zion’s cock, buried deep in her throat. Her whole body arched—one end stuffed full, the other licked slow and deep.

CJ ate her like he’d missed breakfast and lunch. Long strokes. Deep sucks. Tongue curling inside her, over her, under her. His thumbs spreading her wider, pressing into her hips, holding her down while she writhed—useless and overwhelmed.

Her world narrowed to sensation. Zion’s cock stuffed her throat. CJ’s tongue wrecked her cunt. And she couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. All she could do was take it all.

CJ grunted. “She’s close again.”

Zion looked down at her wrecked, dripping face. “Let her come.”

And CJ went back in—tongue flicking over her clit in tight, brutal circles, the kind that made her sob through her nose. Her pussy clenched. Her belly coiled tight.

Maddie exploded.

No warning.

Just a full-body orgasm that made her legs lock, her throat spasm, her cunt gush against CJ’s mouth.

Zion grunted, cock twitching in her throat as it clenched around him and she choked through the shudders. Her body convulsed. Her hands scrambled for something to grip—but there was nothing. Just air and splinters and cock.

She came with Zion’s cock halfway down her throat, CJ’s mouth devouring her cunt, and her body stretched across the table like a fucking offering.

Zion pulled back slowly, his cock sliding from her throat with a slick, obscene pop. Maddie gasped like she’d been drowning. Her chest heaved, mouth gaping, spit smeared across her chin and dripping down her neck. Her voice was gone—wrecked. And she couldn’t even try to move.

CJ wiped his mouth on the back of his hand, eyes glittering as he stood at the head of the table.

“Your turn, big man.”

Zion didn’t say a word.

He just stepped around the side of the table, cock slick with her spit, glistening in the moonlight. Maddie couldn’t even lift her head to watch him. She just felt him—hands on her thighs, rough and strong, spreading her wide again.

Her pussy was a mess, she knew. She could feel it. Slick and open, pink and pulsing, still fluttering from her last orgasm. And now it was about to take the biggest cock she’d ever seen.

She gasped when she felt the head of it press against her—thick and hot, and too fucking big. Her legs jerked, instinctive panic twitching through her. But CJ was already there—hands on either side of her face, thumbs brushing her cheeks, his own cock brushing her lips.

“Breathe, baby. Just open up.”

Zion pushed in.

Maddie screamed—or tried to. Her mouth opened wide, throat raw, but all that came out was a broken, choking sound.

Because her cunt was still sore from yesterday. Because Zion was fucking massive.

He didn’t thrust. He sank into her. Slow and brutal, splitting her open inch by inch.

Maddie’s back arched, her spine bowing off the table. Her hands scrabbled at the wood, legs twitching as she tried to take him. Tried to stretch. Tried to breathe through the pain.

CJ slipped the tip of his cock into her open mouth. “Shh, baby. Relax that throat. You know how now.”

And she did. Her lips closed around him automatically, tongue flicking, throat opening for him as he slid deeper. Her position on the bench made it easy for him.

Zion grunted from between her thighs. “This cunt is fucking tight.”

Maddie moaned around CJ’s cock. Her whole body clenched, stuffed full at both ends. She couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. Zion’s cock was slowly filling her cunt—thick and slow and deep. CJ’s cock was in her throat. She was being used. And it hurt so good.

Zion started to move. The table creaked. Maddie sobbed. He fucked her with long, deliberate strokes—pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, driving her up the table with each thrust. Her tits bounced with every impact, her moans gagged around CJ’s cock.

CJ stroked her cheek, slow. “Such a good little white fucktoy. Taking two big black dicks.”

She couldn’t answer. All she was, was full.

Zion’s hands spread her thighs wider and higher, forcing her to take more.

Her cunt ached. Her throat burned. Her body was on fire.

She gagged on CJ’s cock, eyes rolling, and he didn’t pull back. Just held there, watching her choke on him, struggling to breathe, while Zion railed her.

She came again. No warning. Her pussy clamped down on Zion’s cock, legs shaking, her scream muffled again, this time by CJ’s cock in her throat. Her whole body seized, pleasure ripping through her like a current—violent and sudden and helpless.

Zion groaned. “That’s it, baby. Squeeze it. Fuck.”

CJ pulled out just long enough for her to gasp for air before pushing back in.

And still Zion fucked her.

Her pussy was soaked. Her face was soaked. Her throat was a raw mess of spit and cock and moans.

CJ tightened his grip on her face. “You gonna let us take turns on you all night long?”

Maddie’s eyes fluttered, tears leaking from the corners. She nodded around his cock. She couldn’t speak, but her body said yes.

Yes, to all of it. Yes, to everything. Because she wasn’t the Senator’s daughter anymore. She was their little white slut.

Zion’s hands slid from her thighs to her hips—tight, possessive, final. His fingers dug into her skin as he shifted his stance, planting his feet, squaring his shoulders.

CJ watched from the other side, still in her mouth, his cock sliding deep with every shallow thrust.

“Ready?” he asked her softly.

She couldn’t answer.

Zion answered for her. “Doesn’t really matter.” And then he slammed into her.

Maddie screamed, but CJ was already there, already deep, already pushing his cock down her throat so the only sound was a wet gag and a whimper. Zion grunted and slammed into her again—deeper, harder, faster—setting a rhythm that rattled the damn table.

The whole thing shook beneath her. Her back scraped against the rough wood. Her legs flailed, then locked around Zion’s waist on instinct, like her body was begging him not to stop, even as it struggled to keep up.

CJ’s hands closed over her tits, rough and strong, squeezing, tugging, thumbing her nipples as he fucked her throat.

“That’s it, Maddie, take it,” he said. “Take all of it.”

Maddie gagged—hard. Her eyes rolled. Her throat spasmed around CJ’s cock and he groaned like she’d kissed him with her soul. His balls bounced against her face.

Zion didn’t slow down. Not even close. His thrusts were brutal now. The wet slap of his hips against her ass echoed through the trees. Her pussy was soaked, the squelch of it obscene.

“Slut is fucking gushing,” he growled. “She’s drenching me.”

Maddie couldn’t speak. Couldn’t breathe. She was drowning in sensation—cock in her mouth, cock in her cunt, hands mauling her tits, the table more than likely ruining her back.

CJ found a rhythm. Long strokes going deep into her throat.

Zion changed angles—one foot up on the bench, hips rolling as he fucked up into her. His cock ground against her deepest point and Maddie broke again. She screamed again—silent, choked, full-throated. Her pussy locked around him, body seizing.

She came hard, again, again, again.

CJ held her steady as her body spasmed, her throat working around him in helpless pulses. “Yeah, baby. That’s it.”

Zion’s voice was a growl now. “Fucking gonna—fuck—bitch is milking me.”

He didn’t pull out. He didn’t ask. He just came. Balls deep.

Flooding her cunt with thick, hot cum that pushed back around his cock, leaking out in messy white rivulets, dripping off the edge of the picnic table.

CJ shoved deeper down her throat, groaning, body stiff.

He came, too—hot and sudden, thick spurts flooding her mouth, her throat, so much it spilled out the sides and coated her lips, her chin, her neck.

They didn’t move. Didn’t let her up.

Zion was still inside her, cock twitching, cum leaking.

CJ stayed buried in her mouth until she swallowed or choked.

Maddie just lay there—limp, used, utterly fucked. Her throat full. Her cunt filled. Her body stretched and spent, sweat cooling on her skin, tears drying on her cheeks.

CJ pulled out first. A lazy, satisfied groan as his cock slipped from her mouth, glossed in spit and cum, trailing streaks of whatever across her lips and chin.

Zion followed, slower, his cock glistening with both of them—her juices smeared from base to tip, thick rings of cum clinging to the shaft, dripping slow. Maddie could see herself leaking down his balls, and she didn’t look away.

They stood over her. Admired her. Tits heaving. Legs spread. Mouth open. Face glazed in spit and cum. Her cunt red, raw, dripping. Her body ruined by them.

She didn’t say a word.

The table was soaked beneath her. Her body was wrecked. Her cunt still pulsed with every aftershock, lips swollen and raw. Her throat burned. Her jaw ached. And she was starving for more.

CJ slapped her cheek lightly—no more than a tap. “You know what’s next.”

She did. CJ had taught her. She had to clean their cocks.

She rolled to her side on the table, then dropped to her knees in the dirt. It hurt. It jarred her bones. But so fucking what?

Her whole body trembled as she crawled toward Zion. Her legs sticky and weak.

She didn’t ask. Didn’t speak. Just opened her mouth and went to work.

She started at the tip. Her tongue flicked across the slit, catching the last drop of cum, then swirling down the shaft. Not fast. Not greedy. Maybe worshipful.

She moaned around every inch. Kissed the base. Licked along the veins like she was memorizing them. Let her spit drip down, then lapped it back up.

Zion watched her—brows drawn, mouth tight, arms crossed like a king watching his prize whore kneel.

She moved lower. Her lips pressed against his balls. Her tongue slid between them, lifting, sucking them in turn, moaning around the weight. Her hands cradled them, her cheeks flushed deep red, her body twisted for him.

CJ chuckled behind her. “Guess she likes the taste.”

She didn’t even flinch.

“Lower,” Zion said.

Maddie froze. Looked up at him—eyes wide, spit slick on her chin.

His hand landed on the back of her head. “I said lower.”

And she turned and went, slipping between his legs.

Her tongue slid further—under his balls, across the tight skin, down the seam. She moaned again, louder this time, like her pussy clenched just from the filth of it.

Zion spread his legs, just a little. And Maddie obeyed. She nuzzled beneath him. Breathing deep. Her tongue found the curve of his ass, the dip, the heat.

And she licked.

Zion’s head dropped back. “Fuck, yes.” He bent forward for her.

CJ let out a low whistle.

Maddie moaned against Zion’s skin, tongue circling, pressing, teasing. Her hands gripped his thighs for balance as she buried her face between his cheeks and ate.

She didn’t stop. Didn’t hesitate. She licked his black ass like it was dessert.

Zion’s breath hitched. “Fucking hell, she’s into it.”

CJ stepped closer. “She wants to be our whore, she’s gotta know how to worship every inch.”

Maddie nodded, agreeing, her cheek pressed to Zion’s thigh, her tongue still working.

She didn’t know how she got there. Not really. One second, Zion was balls deep in her cunt, CJ was in her throat, and her whole world was shaking apart. And now she was on her knees in the dirt behind Zion, tongue pressed against his ass, licking like it was something she’d always done.

But she hadn’t. Never had. She’d never even thought about doing this before. Not with a boyfriend. Not searching for porn. Not even in the late-night, half-drunk whispers with her sorority sisters where they compared blowjobs and breakup stories like war wounds. No one ever said, “I put my face between his cheeks and worshipped his ass.”

But here she was. Doing it. And wanting to do it.

Her tongue dragged up the crease again, slow and wet, and she moaned—because he liked it, because CJ was watching, because her whole body was buzzing with the sick, sinful rightness of being told to do something so fucking filthy and doing it so well.

How did she even know what to do? She didn’t. Not really. But when Zion said “lower,” something inside her clicked.

Oh. That’s what he means.

And then, Oh my god, I’m going to do it.

She hadn’t paused. Hadn’t hesitated. Her body just moved.

Her fucking tongue just moved.

And now she was down here. On her knees. Her tits swinging beneath her. Her thighs streaked with dried cum. Her face pressed between a man’s ass cheeks. Licking. Kissing. Tasting him.

What would her parents say? What would her mother say—always so polished, always clutching her pearls over skirt length and filtered Instagram captions—if she could see her baby girl now, spit and filth on her lips, happily rimming a Black man like it was a privilege?

What would her father say? The Senator. The man with the crisp collars and sharper opinions. The man who once gave a speech about “moral decay” and “the loss of dignity in American youth.”

Would he recognize her? Would he look at her? Would he grab her shoulders, shake her, scream, “What happened to you?”

Or would he turn away?

Maddie’s throat tightened.

Zion groaned above her. He reached back with one giant hand and held her head there.

And she loved it. Loved that she didn’t have to decide. That she didn’t have to pretend anymore.

She flicked her tongue again, slower, deeper, teasing the tight muscle, feeling him shudder above her.

Was she going to have to do this for CJ?

God.

Yes.

She’d do it.

She already wanted to.

She wanted to hear the noises CJ made, wanted to see the look on his face, when she kissed her way down there and spread his ass open. Wanted him to tell her she was a good girl, that she was a filthy little white whore. Wanted to taste him and have him call her a dirty fucking slut with spit still running down her chin.

Because that’s what she was. Maddie knew it. Accepted it.

She was not the Senator’s daughter anymore. Not a straight-A student. Not a good fucking girl.

She was just a cumstained little white slut in the woods, licking a Black man’s asshole and fucking loving it.
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