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CHAPTER 1




The squeak of sneakers on polished gym floors echoed across the bleachers, but Gianna wasn’t paying attention to the score. Not really. She was focused on the glistening, sweat-slicked muscles of the man dominating the court—and it sure as hell wasn’t her son.

Malik.

Six foot seven, dark chocolate skin glistening like he'd been carved out of melted obsidian, and a jawline sharp enough to slice through her good intentions. He was the captain of the opposing team, and he played like he owned the damn building.

Gianna licked her lips as she watched him pivot, dunk, and flex—his broad shoulders making the crowd gasp, the thick bulge in his shorts bouncing like it had its own damn heartbeat.

“Goddamn…” she whispered to herself, crossing her legs in the bleachers, her tight jeans suddenly way too tight. Was that thing real? Or was she just sex-starved and thirsty?

It had been nearly two years since she’d been with a man. Her vibrator was doing overtime but not doing enough. She was thirty-six, divorced, stacked, and sizzling from the inside out. Thirty-six double D’s, ass for days, and a red mane of wild curls that screamed “trouble.” And right now, she wanted Malik to bend her over the gym bleachers and pound her like she was the championship trophy.

The game ended. Her son’s team lost miserably—again.

“Mom, I’m gonna hit the locker room real quick,” her son, Dylan, called out, his cheeks flushed with sweat and embarrassment.

“Take your time, baby,” she replied, already eyeing the hallway that led to the locker rooms. She wasn’t ready to leave.

She took her time walking out, heels clacking slowly as her hips swayed in her jeans. She headed toward the vending machines, pretending to look for something to drink. But really, she was hoping fate would toss her into something a little more… satisfying.

And fate delivered.

As she rounded the corner, there he was.

Malik.

Shirt off. Chest glistening. A towel slung low on his hips. His shorts clutched in one hand, exposing thick boxer briefs beneath—and a bulge that made her pussy clench in anticipation.

He smirked. “You lookin’ for your son?” His voice was deep. Lazy. Confident. The kind of voice that made panties disintegrate.

Gianna swallowed. “He’s in the locker room. I was just… killing time.”

Malik leaned against the wall, biceps bulging like tree trunks, and gave her a slow once-over. “You always kill time looking like a whole damn dessert?”

She blushed but didn’t shy away. “You always flirt with moms in gym hallways?”

He stepped closer. “Only the ones who stare at my dick like it owes them rent.”

She let out a laugh—but it came out breathless. Heat swirled in her belly. Her panties were already damp.

“You're bold,” she said.

He grinned. “You’ve got no idea.”

Before she could fire back, a group of guys came out of the locker room—laughing, shouting, the post-game chatter loud enough to drown her thoughts. Malik leaned in and whispered, “Come by the staff locker room. Last door on the left. I’ll be there.”

And just like that, he walked away. Towel swaying. Ass bouncing. Confidence trailing like cologne.

Gianna stood there, heart racing. What the hell was she doing?

The smarter part of her said, Go home. But the wetter part of her said, Go see the Big Game up close.

Five minutes later, she slipped through the back hallway, heels clicking softly against tile. Last door on the left. Her hand trembled as she reached for the handle.

The door creaked open.

Malik was inside—naked from the waist up, sweat still gleaming on his abs, boxer briefs pulled down just enough to reveal the base of a thick, throbbing shaft.

“You came,” he said, his voice a low growl.

Gianna stepped in and closed the door behind her. “You’re gonna make me.”

He chuckled. “Damn right.”

In one smooth motion, he grabbed her by the waist and spun her around. Her back hit the lockers, and his mouth crashed onto hers—hot, hungry, devouring. His tongue slipped between her lips, demanding entry. She moaned into the kiss, her fingers clutching his back, feeling the hardness of his body pressed against her curves.

Then he dropped to his knees.

“Fuck, you’re even finer up close,” he said, unbuttoning her jeans with practiced ease. He yanked them down, revealing lacy red panties soaked through with desire. “Goddamn… this pussy’s beggin’.”

And then he dove in.

Tongue licking, teasing, flicking her clit like he’d memorized her anatomy. She cried out, hips jerking forward as her thighs trembled. He sucked her clit, then buried his face deeper, tongue thrusting into her hole like he was fucking her with it.

“Malik! Oh my—fuck!” she moaned, fingers tangled in his short curls.

He stood suddenly, lifting her effortlessly by the thighs and wrapping her legs around his waist. His cock was out now—massive, thick, vein-covered, and leaking precum.

“Ready for this dick, baby?” he growled against her neck.

She nodded frantically. “Put it in me. Now. I need it.”

He didn’t wait. One powerful thrust and she was impaled—pussy stretched to its absolute limit. She screamed, nails clawing his back, head thrown back as he fucked her against the lockers. The sound of wet slapping, her moans, and his heavy grunts echoed through the room like a dirty symphony.

He bounced her like she weighed nothing, each thrust deeper, harder, thicker. Her pussy spasmed around him, sucking him in greedily.

“Shit, Gianna. You grip like a goddamn vice,” he groaned.

“I’m gonna come!” she wailed. “Don’t stop! Don’t—fucking—stop!”

He slammed into her harder, and she shattered—a white-hot orgasm exploding from her core, soaking his cock, thighs quivering as her whole body convulsed.

Malik laid her down on the bench, flipped her over like a rag doll, and smacked her ass with a grin. “You got more in you?”

She looked back over her shoulder, hair wild, mascara smudged, lips swollen from kissing. “Fill me up, Daddy.”

He growled and shoved his cock back into her dripping slit, holding her hips as he fucked her like he was trying to break her in half. Her pussy was gushing, creamy slick pouring down her thighs as she took every thick inch.

“Take that dick. Take it all.”

“I’m your nasty slut,” she moaned, arching her back. “Use me, Malik. Use my pussy.”

He slapped her ass hard enough to leave a print. “You’re damn right you are.”

A few savage thrusts later, he roared, “Fuck!” and exploded inside her, rope after rope of hot cum flooding her tight walls.

Gianna collapsed on the bench, legs trembling, face glowing with satisfaction.

They lay there, sweaty, spent, tangled in the aftermath of their madness.

Finally, she looked over at him and giggled. “So… you always fuck moms after a game?”

He chuckled. “Only the ones who moan like pornstars and squirt like fountains.”

She smirked. “Well, I guess I earned my MVP trophy then.”

He leaned in, kissed her again, and whispered, “Game’s not over, baby. This was just the first quarter.”


CHAPTER 2




I barely had time to catch my breath. My body was trembling, coated in sweat and cum, and my pussy was still spasming from the way Malik had just wrecked it like a wrecking ball crashing through drywall. I'd never been fucked like that. Never. Not by my ex-husband, not by any of the men before him. That man didn’t just rearrange my guts—he rewrote my DNA.

Malik leaned back on the locker bench, his thick, glistening cock now semi-soft but still formidable-looking, resting against his abs like a sleeping python. He gave me this cocky, satisfied smirk, the kind only a man who knew he delivered an A+ dick game could give.

“You alright, Gianna?” he said with a laugh.

I tried to speak, but it came out as a hoarse moan. I felt like I had just been spun in a washing machine set to ‘orgasmic.’

“I think… I just saw Jesus,” I finally muttered, rolling onto my back, one leg still hanging off the locker bench.

“You’ll be seeing him again if you keep calling me Daddy like that,” Malik chuckled.

I opened my mouth to respond, but a knock on the staff locker room door interrupted us.

Malik’s smirk widened.

“Oh shit…” he said under his breath, sitting up.

My heart jumped in my chest.

“Who is it?” I asked, suddenly trying to pull my bra strap back up with shaking fingers, even though it was way too late for modesty.

“Relax,” he said, standing up and adjusting his towel just enough to cover the now slowly rising cock between his legs. “That’s probably DeShawn. He’s one of my boys.”

My eyes widened. “You told someone?!”

He grinned. “Not exactly. But when I said I had to ‘take care of something thick and redheaded’ after the game, he asked if he could ‘drop by and see for himself.’ Guess he took that literally.”

I sat up straighter, heart pounding like a drum solo.

“I should go,” I said, trying to grab my panties—soaked, wrinkled, and useless in my hand.

“Wait,” Malik said, stepping in front of me. “Gianna… you don’t have to do anything. But if you stay…”

He leaned down, kissed the side of my neck, and whispered: “You’re about to have your mind blown all over again.”

Something primal inside me roared to life. I wasn’t some innocent soccer mom. I was a grown woman with needs—filthy, unspeakable, depraved needs. And something about Malik’s cocky smile and the thought of another man joining us made my pussy twitch and leak down my thighs.

“Is he hot?” I asked, biting my lip.

Malik grinned. “Baby… DeShawn makes me look like foreplay.”

Fuck.

The knock came again—louder this time.

Malik opened the door slightly and peeked out. Then he pulled it open wider, and in stepped a tall, thick wall of smooth chocolate muscle. DeShawn looked like a linebacker turned sex god. He had broad shoulders, dreads that hung just past his collarbone, a grin full of perfect teeth, and eyes that undressed me instantly.

“Daaaamn,” he whistled, eyes sliding over my nearly naked body like I was a buffet table. “You weren’t lying, bro.”

Gianna, what the fuck are you doing? my brain whispered.

Getting the best dick of your life, my pussy replied.

I gave them both a wicked smile and dropped the panties in my hand to the floor.

“Well?” I said, legs spread on the bench, red curls sticking to my thighs. “You boys gonna tag-team me or just stand there talking about it?”

Malik’s eyes lit up like Christmas.

“Goddamn,” DeShawn growled. “You’re a dirty little snow bunny, aren’t you?”

“Prove it,” I shot back, cocking a brow.

That was all the invitation they needed.

Malik moved behind me and pulled me off the bench. His hands roamed my body with greedy urgency as he pressed me against his bare chest, his cock already hard again and pressing between my ass cheeks.

DeShawn knelt in front of me, his massive hands gripping my thighs. “You’re already soaked,” he said, inhaling the scent of my arousal. “Let me taste that sweet ass.”

He didn’t wait.

He dove face-first between my legs, tongue lapping at my drenched folds with slow, deliberate strokes that made my knees buckle. Malik held me upright, one hand on my breast, tweaking my nipple as his friend devoured me like his last meal.

“Oh—fuuuck!” I moaned, hips rolling as DeShawn slurped, licked, and tongue-fucked me until my thighs were shaking.

He looked up at me, glistening with my juices. “This pussy’s got flavor,” he said with a devilish grin.

“She’s got cream for days,” Malik added, now rubbing his cock between my cheeks. “You ready for the main course?”

DeShawn stood and stripped out of his sweatpants in one smooth motion.

I gasped.

Jesus.

His cock wasn’t just big—it was thick, curved, and mouthwateringly dark. If Malik was a monster, DeShawn was an anaconda.

“Don’t hurt her, man,” Malik said with a chuckle. “I still want another round.”

DeShawn smirked. “She can take it. She’s got that look in her eye.”

I did.

That crazy, cum-drunk, cock-hungry look that said: Break me. Destroy me. Fill every hole.

They laid me down on the bench again, this time with my head at the edge.

“Open wide,” DeShawn said, stroking his cock in front of my face.

I opened my mouth and let the thick head slide across my tongue. He was so wide I had to breathe through my nose, jaw already sore as he pushed in inch by inch. Malik was behind me, spreading my legs and rubbing the head of his dick against my pussy lips.

“You ready for round two, baby?” he asked.

I moaned around DeShawn’s cock.

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

With one deep thrust, Malik was inside me again, splitting me open like a seasoned pro. I gagged on DeShawn as Malik pounded me from behind, the pressure from both ends overwhelming in the most exquisite way.

I was being spit-roasted by two massive Black gods, and I couldn’t get enough.

Their rhythm was perfect—when one pushed in, the other pulled back. My body rocked between them like a sex doll made of nerve endings and need. My hands clutched DeShawn’s thighs as he face-fucked me gently, letting me breathe in gasps before stuffing my mouth full again.

“Look at her, bro,” Malik groaned. “She’s taking both our cocks like a damn pro.”

“She was born for this,” DeShawn agreed, stroking my cheek before thrusting back in.

My body exploded.

The orgasm hit me so hard I screamed around DeShawn’s cock, my pussy clamping down on Malik like a vise.

He cursed and started thrusting faster. “Shit, I’m gonna bust—”

“Not yet,” DeShawn growled. “Let me get a turn in that tight little hole.”

Malik pulled out, and DeShawn flipped me over like I weighed nothing. I was now on all fours, panting, dripping, mouth still slick with spit and precum.

DeShawn knelt behind me and rubbed the fat head of his cock against my pussy. “You sure you can handle this?”

I looked back, eyes glassy, hair wild, cum dripping down my thighs.

“Put it in and shut the fuck up.”

He laughed. “Say less.”

With one brutal, delicious thrust, he buried himself in me.

My scream echoed through the locker room.

“Fuuuck!”

He was bigger than I imagined. My pussy stretched wide, wet, and welcoming, gripping him like a velvet glove. He grabbed my hips and started slamming into me with slow, punishing strokes that made me see stars.

Malik stood in front of me now, stroking his cock.

“Open up, red,” he commanded.

I took him into my mouth, gagging again, but loving every second. The salty taste of my own pussy was still on his shaft.

I was a mess—a cum-soaked, cock-hungry, used-and-loving-it mess—and it felt incredible.

Malik pushed deeper into my mouth while DeShawn fucked me from behind like a savage, slapping my ass, praising my pussy, and muttering things like “Take this dick, snow bunny,” and “You’re gonna make me nut in this wet-ass hole.”

The heat built again, faster, fiercer.

“God, I’m gonna come again!” I cried, pulling off Malik’s cock to pant.

DeShawn didn’t slow down. “Come on it, baby. Flood this dick.”

I screamed, the orgasm ripping through me like fire. My pussy clenched, released, clenched again, squirting all over DeShawn’s cock and thighs.

“Shiiiit, she squirted on me,” he shouted, laughing as he drove deep.

He groaned, gripped my hips tighter, and slammed in one last time. “I’m fucking coming—”

I felt him throb inside me, his cock pulsing as he painted my walls with thick, hot cum.

Before I could recover, Malik laid me on my back, spread my legs, and shoved his cock back into my gaping, dripping pussy.

“Your turn to milk me dry,” he growled.

I wrapped my legs around him, dragged my nails down his back, and whispered, “Breed me, Daddy.”

His eyes went black with lust.

He fucked me like he was on a mission, pounding deep, my juices and DeShawn’s cum squelching around him. I was a used, fucked-out mess, and he was loving every second.

With a growl, he stiffened, cock plunging deep into my core.

“I’m coming… fuck!” he roared.

I felt the flood again—his second load filling me until it dripped out the sides.

He collapsed on top of me, both of us panting, sweating, ruined.


CHAPTER 3




I couldn’t stop shaking. Even two days later, my body still pulsed with aftershocks from what Malik and Deshawn did to me. I’d gone home soaked, ruined, and unable to close my legs from how sore and satisfied I was—but also aching for more. Every time I sat down, I remembered how they made me scream. My fingers couldn’t give me what their thick, powerful cocks did. I tried. God knows I tried. I even stuffed my largest dildo in my ass while thinking about Malik’s growl and Deshawn’s heavy balls slapping against me.

But it wasn’t enough.

I needed them. Both of them. At the same time. Inside me.

So I made a plan.

I knew how much they loved food, especially Popeyes. So I texted Malik, saying I wanted to treat him and Deshawn. “Y’all been on my mind,” I added with a wink emoji.

His response came in seconds:
“Bet. Just say when.”
“Bring that tight lil’ ass too.”

I nearly melted in my chair.

I told them to meet me at the Popeyes downtown at 9:30 PM. Late enough for the parking lot to be mostly empty. I wore something I shouldn’t have: a crop top without a bra, jean shorts so tiny my ass cheeks peeked out, and nothing underneath. No panties. No shame. Just an itch between my thighs that begged to be fed.

When I pulled up, Malik and Deshawn were already waiting—leaned against Deshawn’s black truck, dressed in all black, their muscles bulging through their shirts, their pants riding low and dangerous. They looked like sex on legs, and my mouth watered like I was the one craving chicken.

Malik licked his lips as he looked me over. “Damn, girl. You come here to feed us or get fucked?”

I smirked. “Both.”

Deshawn grinned, stepping close enough for me to smell his cologne—woodsy, masculine, and lethal. “You got no business lookin’ this fine in a Popeyes parking lot. Somebody’s about to get their back blown out.”

“Only if you make me scream,” I whispered, brushing my fingers across Deshawn’s chest as I leaned between them.

And just like that, the plan was in motion.

We ordered two spicy chicken combos, extra biscuits, and some sweet tea—but none of us touched the food. The second the bags hit the passenger seat, Malik popped the back doors of the truck open and grabbed me by the waist.

“Fuck the chicken. I want dessert.”

Malik’s mouth crashed onto mine as Deshawn climbed in behind us. The truck’s tinted windows gave us cover, but that only made it hotter. I moaned into Malik’s lips as his hands slid under my crop top, squeezing my bare tits like he owned them. My nipples were already hard, desperate to be touched, and he knew exactly how to pinch them just right to make me whimper.

Deshawn tugged my shorts down roughly, baring my soaked pussy and ass in one swift motion. “You ain’t got no drawers on?” he growled.

I gasped. “Didn’t wanna waste time.”

He slapped my ass so hard I yelped. “Nasty lil’ freak.”

“I want you both,” I whispered breathlessly. “I need you in me… again.”

“You gon’ get what you askin’ for,” Malik growled, pulling his thick dick free. It was already hard and angry, veins bulging, and I swear it looked even bigger in the moonlight. My mouth watered, but I was done sucking for now—I wanted to be split open.

Deshawn pressed behind me, already stroking himself. “You sure, Gianna?”

I looked back at him, then at Malik. “I want you both in my ass. I want to feel you stretch me. Fill me up. Use me.”

Their eyes darkened.

Malik shoved the seats down flat and threw me onto my stomach. “You asked for it,” he muttered.

***

They started slow—Malik rubbed his cock against my slick pussy lips, teasing me, while Deshawn spit on my ass and massaged it in. My body twitched with anticipation. I was soaked and shaking. Every nerve ending screamed more.

Then Malik slid inside me with one brutal stroke.

I screamed.

He was so thick, hitting places inside me that made my legs spasm. “Ohhh fuuuckk…” I moaned as he gripped my hips and began pounding into me, deep and fast.

Deshawn didn’t wait long. As Malik fucked my pussy, Deshawn got behind me, spreading my cheeks, licking and spitting on my asshole until it was wet and twitching. I felt his tongue circle it, then dip inside—and I nearly squirted on the spot.

My body bucked, my moans turned feral.

Then it happened.

Deshawn lined his cock up with my ass. “You ready, baby?”

“Yes. Yes. YES,” I cried. “Put it in me. Stretch me.”

Malik pulled out, then pushed his cock against my ass too. I froze.

“What… what are you—?”

“You said you wanted us both in your ass, right?” Malik said low and rough.

My breath hitched. My pussy clenched.

And then—oh God—they did it.

Both cocks. At once. Into my ass.

I saw white.

I screamed so loud it echoed in the truck. My hands clawed the seat, my legs kicked, my body convulsed. They held me down and pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until I felt like I was going to burst… and yet I couldn’t get enough. The stretch was unbelievable. My asshole was wide open, filled to the brim with two massive Black cocks.

“Oh my god! Ohhh my GODDDD!” I shrieked. “I can’t! I—ohhhhhhh!”

But I could. And I did.

They started to move—alternating strokes at first, then thrusting together. My body jerked forward with every deep, brutal thrust. My vision blurred. My toes curled. I couldn’t believe it. Two dicks in my ass. Two thick, relentless cocks destroying my hole in a fucking Popeyes parking lot.

And that’s when it happened—

I started squirting.

The pressure was too much. Every stroke made me gush, juices spraying across the seat, my body convulsing in helpless, filthy ecstasy. I was howling, crying, begging them to never stop.

“Take that dick, bitch,” Deshawn snarled, slapping my ass as he buried himself deeper. “You wanted it, now ride it.”

“G-god… I’m cumming!” I screamed, as another gush exploded from my body. “I can’t stop! I can’t—fuuuuuuckkkk!”

They kept going.
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I didn’t sleep that night.

Every time I shut my eyes, all I could see were Malik and Deshawn—towering above me, drenched in sweat, their big black cocks glistening with spit, lube, and my own desperation. My ass was still sore, still pulsing from what they did to me in that parking lot. But I didn’t regret a thing.

In fact, I wanted more.

No—needed more.

The way they used me, filled me, fucked me until I was trembling and soaked… it rewired something in my brain. Every inch of me had been claimed. And it wasn’t enough. Not yet.

I wanted them to ruin me again.

The next couple of days, I walked around like a zombie in heat. At work, I couldn’t focus. In line at the grocery store, I kept pressing my thighs together, craving that thick stretch in my ass, that filthy heat in my throat. My panties stayed soaked. My mind kept flashing back to Deshawn's voice calling me his “pretty little parking lot whore” while Malik forced me to keep both their cocks buried inside me.

By Tuesday, I had a plan.

I texted them both:
“KFC this time around. My treat. Wear something easy to take off.”

They didn’t need more than that. Deshawn replied with a smirking emoji. Malik just sent back a gif of someone cracking their knuckles. My whole body tingled.

We met at the drive-thru, but I didn’t even care about the food. They climbed into my car, hot and ready, filling it with their scent—sweat, cologne, and something animalistic I couldn’t explain. I drove us downtown, pretending to be calm, but my nipples were hard under my shirt and I wasn’t wearing panties under my skirt.

The moment we parked behind the abandoned warehouse, I locked the doors and turned to face them. I didn’t even have to say a word.

Deshawn leaned forward, voice low and full of heat. “You trying to get bred again, Gianna?”

I nodded slowly, heart pounding. “Yes. Please. I need you to fill me.”

Malik chuckled darkly, already unbuckling his belt. “Damn girl, you really are a little cum dump now, huh?”

I moaned at the word. Something about the way they talked to me—dirty, commanding, rough—lit me on fire.

Deshawn’s hand slid up my thigh, fingers finding the slick heat between my legs. “She came here wet already.”

“She’s been thinking about our cocks for days.” Malik’s fingers gripped my jaw, forcing me to look at him. “A filthy little hole. Say it.”

“I’m your hole,” I whispered breathlessly. “Use me. Please. I want all of it again.”

We didn’t even make it out of the car before Deshawn pulled me into the backseat, yanking my top over my head and bending me forward between the seats. My face smushed into the center console as Malik climbed in from the front and forced my mouth open with his cock.

“Open wide, throat toy,” he grunted, slapping his heavy dick across my tongue.

I gagged as he pushed deep, my eyes watering while he held my head in place. Deshawn spread my ass cheeks and groaned low.

“This hole’s begging,” he said, spitting directly on it.

He didn’t tease. He shoved in with a deep thrust that made me scream around Malik’s cock.

“Louder, slut,” Malik growled, fucking my throat while Deshawn pounded my ass from behind.

It was too much. It was perfect.

They spit-roasted me like I wasn’t even human—just a fucktoy, a filthy little thing they could use any way they wanted. Every word out of their mouths was filthier than the last.

“You love this car stinking of your pussy juice, don’t you?”

“Take that dick, nasty bitch, don’t run now.”

“Look at you, gurgling on it like it’s air.”

Malik came first, choking me with his release, holding my head down while I swallowed every drop. My eyes rolled back. I didn’t even have to breathe—just wanted to obey.

Deshawn pulled out and slapped my ass hard. “Turn around, on your back.”

I obeyed, dizzy with lust. My hair was wild, face smeared, throat raw. I didn’t care. I needed more.

He straddled the seat, jerked himself fast, and came all over my face—hot, thick ropes of cum painting me like I was just some disposable slut. I moaned like I was blessed.

But they weren’t done.

Malik wasn’t even soft yet.

“Put that mouth back to work,” he said, grabbing me by the hair and guiding me down to lick Deshawn clean.

I didn’t hesitate.

I licked every drop from Deshawn’s shaft, from his balls, even from my own cheeks. It was mine now. Their cum belonged on me, in me. Anywhere they wanted.

Deshawn looked down at me and chuckled. “This bitch really would eat anything we gave her.”

“Damn right she would,” Malik said, stroking his cock slowly. “That little ass got more room?”

My heart slammed in my chest. I nodded, shaking.

“Get in the front,” Malik told me. “Hands on the dashboard. Ass in the air.”

The seat leather stuck to my knees as I crawled forward. Deshawn climbed behind me. Malik came around to the other side. For a moment, there was silence… just the sound of them stroking, my shaky breaths, the heavy air thick with sweat and KFC grease and sex.

Then Deshawn whispered, “You ready for something nasty, slut?”

I looked back, pupils blown wide. “Yes. Please.”

They spit again—this time both of them—on my hole, stretching me slowly, carefully.

And then I felt it.

Two hands spreading me wide.

Two thick heads pressing against my backdoor.

“Oh my God,” I gasped. “You’re not…”

They were. They were going to double-fuck me again in my ass.

“Shhh,” Malik purred. “Take it. You’re our perfect little toy.”

And I did.

They pushed, together, slowly but firmly, until I felt the stretch of my life—fuller than full. My body convulsed, sweat dripping, legs trembling. I screamed.

But I didn’t say no.

Because it felt… fucking divine.

“Holy shit,” Deshawn hissed. “She’s taking it even better than before.”

“Told you she was built for this,” Malik grunted.

They started moving—just a little at first—alternating strokes that made me wail, whimper, bite the seat. But I didn’t want it to stop. I wanted it rougher, deeper, harder.

They gave it to me.

They fucked my ass like it was their job—sweaty, brutal, perfect. Their balls slapped against me, my whole body bouncing between them. I squirted again and again, soaking the seat, the floor, my thighs.

And they kept going.

They fucked me senseless.

When I finally collapsed, twitching and sobbing with bliss, they weren’t even done.

Malik pulled out and climbed over to the seat.

“Get over here, fuckdoll.”

I crawled to him on all fours. He held his thick shaft up to my face, and I licked it—licked my own ass off his dick like a good little slut.

Deshawn didn’t wait. He shoved his cock down my throat, facefucking me so hard, my tears mixed with spit and cum until it was just a filthy mess.

“Such a messy fucking cocksleeve,” he groaned. “Bet your pussy’s crying without us.”

I couldn’t even speak. Just moaned around him, addicted to being used.

They both finished on me—one on my face, the other in my hair, painting me completely.

When they were done, I just knelt there, panting, smiling, dripping.

Used. Owned.

Perfect.

Deshawn zipped up and looked at Malik. “We breaking her in… or are we just getting started?”

Malik smirked down at me. “Started.”

And I smiled.

Because I knew they were right.


CHAPTER 5




The second we stepped back into the hotel room, I felt the tension snap. I wasn’t sure if it was the cold air conditioning against my soaked thighs or the heavy way the door slammed shut behind us, but something told me I was in trouble—the kind of trouble I craved.

“You think we’re done with you?” Deshawn growled, ripping the trench coat off me like it had offended him. “That was just your warm-up, slut.”

Malik laughed behind me. “Look at her. Still shaking. You came walking through the hotel like a leaking cum bucket, and now you’re back here acting like you want to pretend you have limits?”

I didn’t pretend anything.

I dropped to my knees without being asked.

I was a mess—my face streaked, mouth still sore, thighs slick from being used—but I opened wide like a bitch ready to be put back in place. Oliver, another of their friends, stood above me, towering, his massive cock already stiff again.

He slapped it across my lips. “Clean it. Every drop of cum. Use your tongue like a good girl.”

I did. I licked the head, slurped down the shaft, made out with it like I was desperate. And I was. I moaned as I swallowed every salty taste of my own ass off him.

Ass to mouth. No hesitation.

“God damn,” Malik muttered. “She really is a filthy fucktoy.”

“She’s going to ride this dick next,” Oliver said, grabbing a handful of my hair and dragging me up.

He threw me on the bed like I weighed nothing and climbed in behind me. He didn’t let me position myself—he just grabbed my hips, sat down, and yanked me onto his cock like a ragdoll.

I screamed as he filled me. It didn’t matter how wet I was—it was never enough. That cock was too thick, too long, and it bottomed out with one brutal thrust.

My body trembled. My cunt clenched. I clawed at the sheets.

“Ride him,” Deshawn ordered. “Ride him like your rent’s due.”

I did.

I bounced like my life depended on it—moaning, grinding, choking on the stretch. Oliver sat there like a mountain of muscle, letting me do all the work while he stared at my tits bouncing in his face. He grabbed my hips, holding me down so I couldn’t move, just grind helplessly on that cock while he watched me unravel.

Then Malik came behind me. I felt the lube, the pressure, the slow push.

He slid into my ass again.

And just like that—I was double-stuffed.

I lost my mind.

Deshawn grabbed my chin and forced his cock into my mouth while I was riding them both. It was too much. Too full. My moans were muffled by his cock, my pussy gushed with every bounce, and I could feel my mind slipping into that perfect place where I didn’t care what I looked like or sounded like—I was a slut, being used like a sex toy by three bulls, and I loved it.

“Say it,” Deshawn growled, slapping his cock across my spit-slick lips. “Say what you are.”

“I’m a filthy little cumslut,” I sobbed. “I love being your dirty toy. I love being filled and used and ruined.”

They all groaned.

Malik came first—hard, deep, filling my ass with hot cum.

That set me off. I exploded again, shaking, squirming, squirting around Oliver’s cock like a broken faucet.

Deshawn was next. He shoved his cock down my throat until he painted it with his load, and I swallowed every drop like the depraved girl I’d become.

Oliver didn’t stop. He flipped me around into reverse cowgirl, grabbed my hips, and pounded up into me from below while I screamed and squirted, completely undone.

“I’m gonna breed this little bitch,” he grunted. “You want this cock to knock you up, don’t you?”

“Yes!” I screamed. “Breed me! Fill me! I want every drop!”

When he came, I could feel it flood inside me—hot, thick, endless. My pussy was so full it leaked down his shaft and onto the sheets.

I collapsed on his chest, panting, barely able to move.

They let me rest for maybe thirty seconds before Deshawn hauled me up and whispered in my ear, “We’re not done.”

They bent me over the edge of the bed again, cum leaking from both holes, my body limp and pliant.

Then Malik pushed back into my ass.

Oliver shoved back into my pussy.

And Deshawn… started filming.

“Smile for the camera, cumdump,” he chuckled. “Let the world see what a filthy slut looks like when she’s double-fucked and full.”

I smiled.

And moaned.

And begged for more.
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