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CHAPTER 1




I adjusted my smart glasses on the bridge of my nose, staring at my reflection in the cracked mirror of my tiny Harvard Law dorm bathroom. God, I looked good tonight—like a walking wet dream wrapped in sin and ink. My long black hair cascaded down my back in glossy waves, my full lips painted that perfect shade of “fuck-me red,” and my body? Jesus Christ, my body was a masterpiece. Curves for days, a tiny waist cinched by a black lace corset top that pushed my perky hormone tits up like an offering, and then—oh fuck yes—my ass. That fat, bubbly, brown tranny ass that had paid for every single one of my tuition payments this semester. It spilled out of my microscopic denim shorts like two chocolate planets fighting for orbit, the tattoos snaking across my cheeks peeking out like dirty little secrets.

I was Natasha motherfucking Rivera, Harvard Law 2L, daughter of Dominican immigrants from Washington Heights, and the baddest bitch on OnlyFans this side of the Charles River. My subscribers were feral for me—thousands of them, tipping like their wives had left them and their dicks were finally free. But lately? Lately they’d been demanding the one thing I’d never given them.

BBC. Big. Black. Cock. In my virgin (well, virgin for anything over six inches) tranny ass.

And tonight? Tonight I was giving it to them.

I’d found him through Sasha and Mia, my queer girl squad who’d both ridden this particular stallion before. Henry motherfucking Caldwell. Harvard football quarterback. Six-foot-four of pure Black god energy wrapped in muscle and money. Old money, the kind that made white boys cry and Black girls like me wet. They said he was packing a legit Mandingo dick—eleven inches of thick, veiny, angry Black cock that had made Sasha speak in tongues for three days straight.

He’d agreed to fuck me on camera. But only if I could prove I was worthy first.

“Girl, he made me deepthroat the whole thing without gagging,” Sasha had cackled over FaceTime, still walking funny. “Said if I could swallow every inch of that Black python without crying, he’d breed my ass like a prize heifer on livestream.”

Challenge accepted.

I checked my phone—8:57 PM. He’d be here in three minutes. My ring light was set up, camera angled perfectly to catch every second of this chocolate tranny princess getting absolutely destroyed by Harvard’s finest Black dick. The chat was already blowing up with pre-tips:

@DaddyWarBux: $500 if she cries.

@TrannyDestroyer69: $1000 if he makes her makeup run.

@HarvardAlum1972: $2500 if she calls him “Daddy” while he’s balls deep.

I smirked, adjusting my glasses again. These rich white boys loved watching a smart Brown girl get stupid on Black dick almost as much as they loved pretending they weren’t paying for it.

The knock came—three confident raps that made my little four-inch clit twitch in my lace panties.

Showtime.

I opened the door and nearly dropped to my knees right there in the hallway.

Henry filled the entire doorframe like a god descended from Olympus to ruin mortal pussy. Dark skin gleaming under the hallway lights, cornrows fresh, wearing nothing but grey Harvard sweatpants that did absolutely nothing to hide the absolute weapon swinging between his thighs. The outline—Mother of God—the outline was obscene. Like someone had stuffed a fucking Pringles can down his pants and told it to wake up horny.

“Natasha,” he rumbled, voice like smoked bourbon and bad decisions. “You ready to earn this dick?”

I stepped aside, letting him in, my hips swaying like I was born to seduce. “Baby, I was born ready. Question is—can you handle all this ass without nutting in thirty seconds like the last quarterback who tried?”

He laughed, low and dangerous, closing the door behind him. “Keep talking shit, princess. We’ll see how smart that mouth is when it’s stuffed with eleven inches of Black daddy dick.”

I hit record.

The red light blinked on, and the chat exploded.

Henry’s eyes flicked to the camera, then back to me, dark and hungry. “So this the famous OnlyFans setup? All them rich white boys paying to watch a Harvard Law sissy bitch get her back blown out by the starting quarterback?”

“Starting quarterback with a dick that should be registered as a lethal weapon,” I purred, stepping closer, letting my nails drag down his chest. “They’ve been begging for this, Daddy. Begging to watch you turn their favorite Brown scholar into a cock-drunk slut.”

He grabbed my throat—not hard, just possessive—and tilted my head up. “Then let’s give them what they paid for. But first…” His thumb brushed my bottom lip. “You know the rules.”

I dropped to my knees so fast my glasses almost flew off.

The sweatpants came down slow—torture—like he knew exactly what he was doing. First, the deep V of his hips, then the trimmed happy trail, then—holy fucking Christ.

It sprang out like it had been waiting its whole life for this moment.

Eleven inches. Thick as my goddamn wrist. Veins like ropes. The head fat and angry. It hung heavy between his thighs, swinging like a threat.

The chat lost their entire minds.

I just stared, mouth watering, my little clit leaking in my panties. “Holy fuck, Henry.”

“Nah, baby girl.” He gripped the base, smacking that monster against my cheek—thwack, thwack, thwack. “You call me Daddy now. Open.”

I opened.

He didn’t ease me into it. Didn’t give me gentle. Just fed me that Black monster inch by brutal inch, watching my eyes water as I took him deeper than I’d ever taken anything in my life.

Six inches. Seven. Eight.

My throat convulsed, but I breathed through my nose like Sasha taught me, relaxing, letting him use my face like a fleshlight.

Nine inches. Ten.

Tears streamed down my cheeks, ruining my makeup, but I didn’t gag. Didn’t fucking gag.

Eleven inches—my nose pressed against his pelvis, his balls on my chin, that fat Black cock buried so deep I could feel it in my soul.

He held me there, groaning, hips flexing. “That’s it, princess. Take every inch like the good little tranny scholar you are. Fuck, look at you—Harvard Law and still just a cock sleeve for Black dick.”

He pulled out slow, strings of spit connecting us, and I gasped, coughing, mascara running like war paint.

“Again,” I rasped, voice wrecked. “Do it again, Daddy.”

He did. Again. And again. Face-fucking me until I was a drooling, crying mess on my knees, glasses fogged, lipstick smeared across his shaft like war stripes.

Finally, he pulled me up by my hair, spinning me around and bending me over my desk—right in front of the camera.

“Look at this ass,” he growled, yanking my shorts down. My fat brown cheeks jiggled as they spilled free, the thong disappearing between them like it was scared. “Been waiting to clap these cheeks since Sasha showed me your page. All them tattoos… this big bubbly ass… fuck.”

He smacked it—hard. Once, twice, three times, watching it ripple.

The chat was tipping so fast my phone was vibrating off the desk.

He spread me open, spitting right on my hole. “Still tight back here? Never had anything this big?”

“Never,” I moaned, pushing back against his thumb as it circled my pussy. “You’re my first real dick, Daddy. My first BBC. Please—”

“Please what?”

“Please ruin me for every other man on this campus.”

He lined up.

The head pressed against my hole—hot, huge, impossible.

I bore down, breathing, relaxing, and then—

Pop.

The head breached me.

I screamed.

Not in pain. In fucking ecstasy.

He fed me inch after inch, slow and relentless, watching my back arch, my toes curl, my little four-inch clit dripping like a faucet.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, bottoming out—balls deep in my fucking ass, his hips flush against my cheeks. “Taking all this Black dick like you were made for it. Look at you—Harvard Law and still just a BBC slut.”

He pulled back and slammed home.

I saw stars.

Again. Again. Harder. Faster.

The desk creaked, my tits bounced in the corset, my glasses slid down my nose as he pounded me like a man possessed.

“Play with that little dick,” he ordered, voice rough. “Show them how tranny pussy cums on real dick.”

I reached down, stroking my pathetic little four inches as he destroyed me from behind, his balls slapping my cheeks with every thrust.

“Who’s your Daddy?” he growled, grabbing my hair and yanking my head back.

“You!” I wailed. “You’re my fucking Daddy! Oh God, I’m gonna—”

“Cum for me, princess. Cum on this Black dick while all your subscribers watch.”

I exploded.

My little clit spurted rope after rope of cum across my desk, my ass clenching around him like a vice.

He roared, slamming deep and unloading—hot, thick, endless ropes of Black seed flooding my guts, breeding me so deep I could taste it.

We stayed like that—him buried balls deep, me trembling and wrecked, cum leaking out around his cock as he finally pulled out slow.

I turned to the camera, makeup destroyed, glasses crooked, ass gaping and dripping.

“Thank you for the tuition money, boys,” I panted, blowing a kiss. “Class dismissed.”

Henry smacked my ass one last time, smirking at the camera.

“Tell Sasha and Mia I said hi.”

And just like that, Harvard Law’s smartest tranny had officially been claimed.

By eleven inches of perfect Black cock.

And I’d never be the same again.


CHAPTER 2




Henry’s POV:

Man, fuck.

I woke up with my dick so hard it hurt. Like, legit throbbing, leaking, trying to punch a hole through my sheets. Eleven inches of morning wood, and every vein was screaming the same name:

Natasha.

That thick-ass, tatted-up, smart-mouth trans bitch had me fucked up. I rolled over in my dorm bed, staring at the ceiling, replaying last night like a highlight reel on loop. The way her fat brown ass jiggled when I clapped it. The way her tight little tranny hole gripped me—like it was trying to suck the nut straight out my soul. The way she took every single inch down her throat without even flinching, mascara running, glasses fogged up, looking like the nastiest Harvard Law slut alive.

I’d fucked plenty of girls. Cheerleaders who could do splits on dick. Sorority presidents who begged me to breed them raw in the back of my Range Rover. Hell, last week I had Professor Fierce—yeah, that fine-ass married biology lecturer with the fat white ass—bent over her own desk after hours. Gave her her first taste of BBC while she bit down on her own pantyhose to keep from screaming my name across campus. Her pussy was grade-A. Her ass? Even better. She came so hard she squirted on my Timbs.

But Natasha?

Natasha was different.

That tranny pussy—nah, that sissy asshole—was on a whole other planet. Tight, warm, greedy. The way it fluttered around my dick when she came hands-free, her little four-inch clit spitting like a broken faucet… shit. I’d never felt anything like it. I’d never been that deep in something that alive. That hungry.

I reached down and gripped my dick, stroking slow, still tasting her ass on my tongue from when I ate it like it was my last meal. My balls were already aching again. I needed back in that shit. Today.

***

Practice was a blur. I threw four touchdowns and didn’t even celebrate—just kept picturing Natasha’s back arched, glasses crooked, screaming “Daddy” while I rearranged her guts on camera. Coach kept yelling, “Henry, where’s your head at?!”

If only he knew my head was eleven inches deep in some trans law student’s bubbly brown ass.

After practice, the universe threw me a bone.

I was in the athletic center, toweling off in the hallway by the lockers, when I saw them—Sasha and Mia. Two of the baddest trans bitches on campus. Sasha had that long red weave and an ass that could stop traffic. Mia was petite, light-skinned, with dick-sucking lips that had rumors of their own. Both of them had ridden my dick before. Both of them knew exactly what I was working with.

They spotted me and immediately started giggling, whispering, side-eyeing the print in my towel.

“Damn, Daddy Henry,” Sasha purred, walking up, hips swaying. “Still growing, I see.”

I smirked, leaning against the lockers. “Y’all tell Natasha something for me.”

Mia’s eyes lit up. “Oh, she told us everything, nigga. Said you had her speaking in tongues and shit.”

“Tell her I need that ass again. Tonight. Tell her I got a surprise waiting.”

Sasha licked her lips. “What kinda surprise?”

“The kind that’s gonna make her little clit cum so hard she forgets her own name.”

They both moaned like I’d just fingered them in public.

“Bet,” Mia said, already pulling out her phone. “We’ll tell her. Locker room after hours?”

“Tell her to come thirsty.”

By 11:47 PM, the athletic center was dead quiet. Everyone gone. Lights dimmed. Just the hum of the AC and the echo of my footsteps as I waited in the football team’s private locker room—our spot. The one with the big benches, the full-length mirrors, the showers in the back.

The door creaked open.

And there she was.

Natasha.

Looking like pure fucking sin.

Black crop top barely holding in those hormone tits. Tiny pleated skirt that didn’t even pretend to cover that ass. Thigh-high stockings with the lace tops. Glasses perched on her nose like she’d just come from studying constitutional law and decided to go get her back blown out instead.

She locked the door behind her.

“You said you had a surprise, Daddy?” Her voice was all smoke and teasing, hips swaying as she walked toward me.

I didn’t say shit.

Just dropped my towel.

My dick sprang out—already rock hard, angry, dripping.

Her eyes went wide. Lips parted.

“Surprise,” I growled.

She dropped her bag and was on her knees in two seconds flat.

“Fuck, I missed this big Black dick,” she moaned, both hands wrapping around my shaft—still couldn’t touch. She looked up at me, glasses fogging already. “You been thinking about this ass all day, Daddy?”

“Every fuckin’ second.”

She opened wide and swallowed me.

No warm-up. No teasing. Just straight down her throat—gagging, slurping, choking herself on my dick like it was oxygen. Spit pouring down her chin, dripping onto her tits. She popped off with a gasp, stroking me with both hands.

“Use me, Daddy. Fuck my face. Make me cry again.”

I grabbed the back of her head—two handfuls of that long black hair—and did exactly that.

Thrusting deep, balls slapping her chin, watching her throat bulge with every stroke. She was moaning around my dick, one hand sneaking under her skirt, stroking that pretty little four-inch clit.

I pulled out, strings of spit connecting us.

“Bend over the bench, bitch.”

She scrambled up, skirt flipping up as she bent over the wooden locker room bench—ass up, face down, back arched like a porn star.

That fat brown ass.

Tattoos everywhere. Cheeks so juicy they swallowed the thong whole.

I dropped to my knees behind her like I was worshipping.

Spread those cheeks wide.

And dove in.

Tongue first—straight into that pretty pink sissy hole.

She screamed.

“Oh fuuuuck! Daddy, eat that ass! Eat your tranny pussy!”

I ate it like a starving man. Licking, sucking, tongue-fucking her hole till she was shaking. Spit dripping down her balls, mixing with her clit precum. I shoved two fingers in—then three—stretching her out, curling, hitting that spot that made her whole body jerk.

“Henry—Daddy—please! I need that dick! Breed me!”

I stood up, slapped my dick on her ass—thwack-thwack-thwack—lined up, and shoved in raw.

One thrust. Balls deep.

She screamed so loud I had to slap a hand over her mouth.

“Shut the fuck up, slut,” I growled in her ear, pounding her from behind. “You want the whole campus to hear me destroy this fucking ass?”

She was moaning into my palm, eyes rolling back, body shaking as I drilled her. Her little clit was swinging, leaking, slapping against her thighs with every thrust.

I reached around and grabbed it—stroking her like she was my personal fucktoy.

“Cum for me, baby. Cum on this Black dick. Show Daddy how much you love this dick in your guts.”

She exploded.

Her ass clamped down so hard on my shit. Her little clit shot rope after rope of thick tranny cum all over the locker room floor—splat-splat-splat—like a fucking fountain.

And she didn’t stop.

I kept pounding—deep, brutal, owning her—and she kept cumming. Wave after wave. Body convulsing. Ass milking me like it was trying to suck my soul out.

“Fuck—Natasha—goddamn, this ass—”

I couldn’t hold it.

I slammed deep and unloaded.

Bred her so hard my vision went white.

Thick, hot, endless ropes of Black cum flooding her sissy pussy, leaking out around my dick, running down her thighs.

I stayed inside her, panting, still hard.

She turned her head, glasses crooked, makeup ruined, grinning like a demon.

“Round two in the showers, Daddy?”

I pulled out slow—watched my cum drip from her gaping hole.

Then picked her up, threw her over my shoulder, and carried her to the back.

This tranny bitch had me addicted.


CHAPTER 3




Natasha’s POV:

Hot water pounded down on us like liquid fire, steam curling around our bodies in thick white clouds. Henry had me pinned against the tiled wall of the football team’s private shower, his massive hands gripping my hips, that still-hard, cum-slicked monster dick sliding between my ass cheeks like it owned me. My glasses were completely fogged, mascara running in black rivers down my cheeks, lipstick smeared across my chin from sucking him clean after he’d just bred me senseless over the bench.

I was trembling. My little four-inch clit was so sensitive I could barely stand, still leaking from the three orgasms he’d ripped out of me in the last twenty minutes. My ass was gaping, swollen, dripping with his nut, and yet I was already pushing back against him, greedy for more.

“Greedy little tranny slut,” Henry growled against my ear, voice low and filthy. “Can’t get enough of this Black dick in your guts, can you?”

“Never, Daddy,” I moaned, arching harder. “Breed me again. Ruin me. Make me forget I’m supposed to be smart.”

He laughed, dark and dangerous, and spun me around. Dropped to his knees in the water and swallowed my clit in one go.

I screamed.

His mouth was hot, wet, perfect. Sucking me like I was the sweetest candy he’d ever tasted. Tongue swirling around my head, cheeks hollowing as he took all four inches down his throat like it was nothing. I grabbed his cornrows, fucking his face, water cascading over us both.

Then the door creaked.

We both froze.

Two silhouettes stepped through the steam, hips swaying, heels clicking on wet tile.

Mia. Sasha.

My girls.

Mia was in a baby-blue lace thong so tiny it barely held her pretty six-inch clit, which was rock-hard and poking out the top like a needy little soldier. Her long blonde ponytail dripped down her tiger-tattooed back, nipples pierced and hard, ass already shiny with lube.

Sasha was in fire-engine red, thong riding high between her fat white cheeks, her own cock straining against the fabric, pre-cum already soaking through. She had her phone up—filming.

“Surprise, bitch,” Sasha purred, voice dripping sex. “Couldn’t let you have all the fun without us.”

Mia licked her lips, eyes locked on Henry’s still-hard, eleven-inch beast. “We heard Daddy was in the mood to destroy some sissy holes tonight.”

Henry stood up slow, water streaming down his chiseled body, dick swinging heavy and proud between his thighs like a weapon.

“Then get your pretty asses over here,” he commanded.

They obeyed. Instantly.

Mia dropped to her knees first, crawling through the water, blue thong soaked and clinging. She looked up at Henry with those big innocent doe eyes that made men lose their minds.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered. “I’ve been plugged all day thinking about you. My ass is so ready.”

She turned, arching her back, and reached behind—slowly, teasingly—pulling out a thick, shiny chrome butt plug with a blue jewel on the end.

Pop.

Her hole winked open—gaping, pink, hungry.

She brought the plug to her mouth and sucked it clean, moaning like a porn star, eyes never leaving Henry’s.

Henry groaned, stroking himself. “Nasty little white bitch. You taste good?”

“So good, Daddy,” she whimpered around the metal. “But I want the real thing.”

I stepped forward, water dripping from my tits, and spat—thick and wet—right onto her open hole.

Then I dropped behind her and buried my face in her ass.

She screamed.

I ate her like a savage—tongue deep, licking, sucking, fingering her open with two, then three fingers, scissoring her wide while Henry watched, dick throbbing in his fist.

“Spread her for me, Natasha,” he ordered.

I grabbed her cheeks and pulled them apart so wide her hole gaped like a hungry mouth.

Henry stepped up.

Lined that fat Black head against her pink sissy pussy.

And pushed.

One slow, relentless thrust.

Mia’s back arched so hard I thought she’d snap. Her ponytail whipped, tiger tattoos rippling as she took inch after inch after inch.

“Oh fuuuuuuck! Daddy, yes! Split me open!”

He bottomed out—balls deep in one stroke—and held there, letting her feel every inch.

Then he pulled back and slammed home.

Again.

Again.

Long, deep, punishing strokes. Holding her ponytail like reins, using it to yank her back onto his dick with every thrust.

Sasha was on her knees beside us, phone up, filming every second for my OnlyFans, her free hand stroking her own dick through her red thong.

“Look at this slut,” Henry growled, smacking Mia’s ass so hard the sound echoed off the tiles. “Taking all this Black dick like she was born for it. You love being Daddy’s little white fucktoy, don’t you?”

“Yes! Yes! I’m your sissy whore! Breed me, Daddy! Breed my slutty ass!”

I reached under her and grabbed her six-inch clit—stroking fast and rough while Henry destroyed her from behind.

She came instantly.

Hard.

Her whole body seized, clit pulsing in my hand as she shot thick ropes of cum all over the shower floor, screaming into the steam.

But Henry didn’t stop.

He fucked her through it—harder, deeper, owning her.

Then he pulled out—dick glistening with her ass juice—and turned to Sasha.

“Your turn, red.”

Sasha dropped the phone into my waiting hands and immediately bent over, hands on the bench, ass up, red thong peeled to the side.

Henry grabbed her hips, pulled her back into spooning position under the water, and slid home in one smooth thrust.

She gasped—high and broken.

He wrapped one massive arm around her chest, the other reaching down to stroke her leaking clit, and started fucking her slow and deep.

“Look at you,” he growled in her ear, loud enough for the camera. “Another pretty white sissy bitch addicted to Black dick. You love this, don’t you? Love being bent over and bred like a slut in heat.”

“Yes Daddy! Oh God yes! Fuck my pussy! Use me!”

I zoomed in—filming every inch disappearing into her ass, the way her hole stretched obscenely around him, the way her little clit twitched and leaked in his fist.

Henry looked right into the camera, smirking.

“This what y’all pay for, right? Watching me turn Harvard’s finest sissy scholars into cock-drunk BBC whores?”

I moaned, stroking my own clit, legs shaking.

He sped up—pounding Sasha now, water splashing, her moans turning into desperate sobs.

“Gonna cum again, Daddy! Gonna—”

“Do it,” he snarled. “Cum on this dick. Show Natasha’s fans what good little sluts you are.”

She shattered.

Her clit erupted in his hand—spurting over and over as her ass clenched around him, milking him.

Henry roared—slamming deep—and unloaded.

I watched his balls draw up, his hips jerk, as he pumped rope after thick rope of hot Black cum deep into Sasha’s guts.

When he finally pulled out, both girls collapsed to their knees in the water—ass up, holes gaping, cum dripping from both of them like creampied porn stars.

I kept filming.

Henry looked down at them, then at me, dick still half-hard and glistening.

“Your turn again, Natasha.”

I dropped the phone on the bench—still recording—and bent over right between my girls.

He mounted me like an animal. The shower echoed with screams for the rest of the night.

Henry’s POV:

Water pounded down like a tropical storm, thick steam swallowing the entire locker-room shower until it felt like we were fucking inside a cloud made of pure sex. The air was heavy with coconut oil, ass, cum, and that sweet-sick perfume these trans bitches always wear (the kind that makes your dick twitch before you even see them).

Natasha, Mia, and Sasha were on their knees in front of me, three gorgeous, ruined angels staring up at their Black god like I’d just rewritten the Bible with my dick.

Natasha’s glasses were crooked and fogged, mascara streaked down her brown cheeks like war paint. Mia’s blonde ponytail was half-undone, wet strands plastered to her tiger-tattooed back, lips swollen from screaming. Sasha’s red thong was shredded, hanging off one ankle, her pale ass already glowing red from my handprints.

My cock (eleven inches of angry, veiny Black steel) stood straight out, dripping water and ass juice, throbbing like it had its own heartbeat.

“Look at this big fuckin’ dick,” I rumbled, gripping the base and slapping it across Natasha’s face first (thwack, thwack, thwack). “Y’all really thought one nut was gonna be enough? This dick’s got three hungry sissy holes to feed tonight.”

Natasha moaned, tongue out, trying to catch the head every time it swung past her lips. “Please, Daddy… we need it. We’re addicted.”

I looked down at the three of them, water cascading over perfect hormone tits, flat stomachs, and those pretty little clits (four inches, six inches, who gives a fuck) all standing straight up, leaking cum that mixed with the shower water and ran down their thighs.

“Stand up,” I ordered. “Line those asses up on the bench. I’m ridin’ every single one of you till you forget your own names.”

They scrambled like obedient sluts, bending over the long wooden shower bench side by side (three fat asses in a row, cheeks spread, holes winking and glistening). Natasha in the middle, Mia on the left, Sasha on the right. A buffet of Harvard-educated sissy pussy.

I started with Natasha, because that ass started this whole obsession.

I grabbed her hips, lined up, and slid home in one brutal thrust.

“Fuuuuuck!” she screamed, back arching so hard her glasses flew off and clattered on the tile. “Daddy yes! Breed your favorite whore!”

Her ass swallowed me whole (tight, wet, greedy), clenching around my dick like it never wanted to let go. I gave her ten hard pumps, long-dicking her so deep my balls slapped her little clit with every stroke.

Mia and Sasha were whimpering beside us, pushing their asses back, begging without words.

I pulled out of Natasha with a wet pop (her hole gaping, my cum from earlier still dripping out) and moved to Mia.

“Been waitin’ for this white-girl ass all night,” I growled, peeling what was left of her blue thong to the side and shoving in balls-deep.

Mia’s ponytail whipped as her head snapped back. “Oh my GOD it’s so fucking big! You’re splitting me, Daddy!”

I grabbed that ponytail like a leash and rode her hard, watching her tiger tattoos dance every time I slammed home. Her six-inch clit was swinging under her, untouched, drooling on the bench.

Sasha was next to us moaning like she was dying, fingering her own hole, desperate.

“Don’t worry, red,” I said, pulling out of Mia and sliding straight into Sasha’s waiting ass. “Daddy ain’t forgot about you.”

Sasha howled as I bottomed out, her pale cheeks rippling with every thrust. “Fuck me raw, Daddy! Turn me into your cum-dump!”

I went down the line like that (ten strokes in Natasha, ten in Mia, ten in Sasha), over and over, owning every hole, making them compete for who could take it deepest, who could scream loudest, who could make their little clits leak the most.

Water splashed everywhere. The bench was slick with cum and ass juice. Their moans turned into one long, filthy symphony.

Then Natasha turned her head, eyes wild. “Daddy… we wanna ride you. All three of us. Wanna bounce on that Black dick till we black out.”

I sat down on the bench, legs spread, dick pointing at the ceiling like a fucking flagpole.

“Get on, then. Show me how bad you need it.”

Natasha went first.

She straddled me reverse cowgirl, fat brown ass facing me, reached back, lined me up, and sank down slow (every inch disappearing into that perfect trans-pussy until her cheeks were resting on my thighs and my dick was buried to the hilt).

She started bouncing (slow at first, then faster, harder), throwing it back like a stripper on the last night of Magic City.

“Fuck yes, Daddy! Look how deep you are! Look how this big Black dick owns me!”

Her little clit was slapping her stomach with every bounce, leaving wet streaks. I reached around and started jerking her off while she rode.

Mia and Sasha were on either side of us, kissing each other, fingering each other’s used holes, waiting their turn like good girls.

Natasha came first (hands-free), her ass clamping down so hard I almost nutted with her. Thick ropes of tranny cum shot across my abs and chest, her whole body shaking as she screamed my name.

She climbed off, legs trembling, and Mia immediately took her place.

Blonde ponytail swinging, tiger back arched, she dropped down on my dick like she was trying to break it off inside her.

“Jesus fucking Christ it’s huge!” she wailed, grinding in circles, then bouncing like a jackhammer. “I’m just a stupid white sissy for Black cock! Ruin me!”

I slapped her ass so hard the print stayed red for minutes. Grabbed her clit and stroked fast.

She lasted thirty seconds before she exploded (shooting all over Natasha’s tits who was kneeling in front of her, mouth open, catching every drop like a slutty communion).

Then Sasha.

Red thong long gone, she climbed on facing me this time, wrapping her arms around my neck, legs spread wide.

“Fuck me like you hate me, Daddy,” she whispered against my lips.

I grabbed her throat and slammed her down on my dick over and over, water splashing, her clit rubbing against my abs.

Natasha and Mia were on their knees now, licking my balls, rimming Sasha’s stretched hole where it met my shaft, taking turns sucking her clit while I destroyed her.

Sasha came with a broken scream, her cum shooting up between us, painting both our chests white.

I wasn’t done.

I stood up, dick still inside Sasha, and started fucking her standing (bouncing her on my cock like she weighed nothing), while Natasha and Mia knelt beneath us, tongues out, licking my swinging balls, catching the cum and ass juice raining down.

“Gonna nut,” I growled. “All three of you—on your knees. Mouths open.”

They dropped instantly (three gorgeous, wrecked trans-bitches on their knees in the shower, faces pressed together, tongues out, eyes begging).

I jerked my dick once, twice (aimed right at them) and erupted.

Rope after thick rope of hot Black cum painted their faces, tongues, tits. They opened wide, catching it, swallowing, kissing each other with my nut dripping from their lips.

When I finally stopped cumming, I looked down at my work (three Harvard-educated sissy angels absolutely glazed, ruined, and smiling like they’d just found religion).

Natasha licked a stripe of cum off Mia’s cheek and grinned up at me, voice hoarse.

“Tuition’s paid for the whole year after this one, Daddy.”

I laughed, pulling all three of them into my arms under the water, our bodies slick and spent.

Harvard would never be the same.

And neither would we.


EPILOGUE




Natasha’s POV:

I never planned on becoming a legend.

I just wanted tuition, a few designer bags, and maybe one day a corner office with a view of the Manhattan skyline. But legends aren’t planned. They’re made in the dark, in the rain, on a Thursday night in the middle of Harvard Square when the clock tower strikes midnight and the whole world is watching.

The idea hit me like a shot of Patrón straight to the clit.

One last video.

One final, filthy, no-going-back, balls-to-the-wall public fuck that would burn itself into the internet’s memory forever.

And I wanted it with him.

Henry.

My quarterback. My addiction. My eleven-inch Black god who had turned Harvard Law’s smartest Brown trans-girl into the greediest, sluttiest, most cock-drunk sissy on the East Coast.

We’d been texting all week, nasty little promises back and forth while I studied for Con Law and he threw touchdowns.

Natasha 11:47 PM: meet me Thursday midnight. Harvard yard. Bring that dick and nothing else.

Henry 11:48 PM: you tryna get us both expelled? 😈

Natasha 11:49 PM: I want the whole world to see who owns this ass. live. no cuts. no regrets.

Henry 11:50 PM: Say less. wear something easy to rip off.

Thursday night came in cold and wet, a late-autumn rain that soaked everything and turned the historic brick paths into black mirrors. I stepped out of my dorm looking like lust wrapped in academia.

A cropped Harvard Law hoodie (cut so short my underboob peeked with every breath). A pleated crimson microskirt that barely covered the bottom curve of my fat ass. Fishnets ripped on purpose. Six-inch clear stripper heels that clicked like gunshots. My long black hair was in high pigtails, smart-girl glasses on, red lips, and the sluttiest choker that read “BBC ONLY” in gold letters.

Under the skirt? Nothing but a jewel plug winking between my cheeks and a tiny red thong already soaked through.

I had two phones on a chest rig (one for close-ups, one on a gimbal clipped to my choker for POV). The stream title was already live:

“Harvard Law’s #1 Sissy Gets Publicly Bred by Football’s #1 Daddy – NO LIMITS”

Ten thousand people were in the pre-show within thirty seconds. Tips raining before I even stepped outside.

I walked across the Yard like I owned it (hips rolling, ass bouncing, heels clicking). Past the John Harvard statue, past Widener Library, past every building my ancestors were never meant to enter. Past drunk undergrads who did triple-takes when they realized who I was.

By the time I reached the steps of Memorial Church, the live count was at 87,000 and climbing.

Henry was already there.

Leaning against the massive columns like a statue carved from midnight and muscle. Hood up, grey sweats low, that obscene bulge swinging free under the streetlights. Rain dripping off his cornrows. He looked like a predator who’d been waiting his whole life for this exact prey.

He didn’t speak. Just crooked a finger.

I walked up the steps slow, letting every camera catch the way my skirt rode higher with every click of my heels.

When I reached him, he grabbed my throat (gentle but possessive) and kissed me so deep the chat exploded.

Tips hit six figures in under a minute.

He broke the kiss, voice low and filthy for the mics. “You sure you want this, princess? Once I start, the whole world sees me turn you into my personal cum-rag.”

I looked straight into the lens, licked my lips, and dropped to my knees on the wet stone steps of the church.

“Do your worst, Daddy.”

The second my knees hit the ground, the count hit 200,000.

I yanked his sweats down, and that monstrous Black dick sprang out like it was angry at the world. Eleven inches, thick, veiny, rain running down every ridge. I opened wide and swallowed him to the root in one go (no gag, no mercy), throat bulging, mascara already running from the rain and tears.

He groaned, grabbed my pigtails, and started face-fucking me right there on the church steps. Balls slapping my chin, spit pouring down my hoodie, mixing with the rain.

People were gathering now (phones out, jaws on the floor). A few brave ones started filming too. Security was nowhere because even they knew better than to interrupt this.

I pulled off with a gasp, strings of spit connecting my lips to his dick. “I need it in my ass, Daddy. Right here. Right now. Breed me where everyone can see.”

He lifted me like I weighed nothing, spun me around, bent me over the stone railing that overlooks the entire Yard.

My skirt flipped up. Thong ripped clean off. Plug pulled out slow for the camera (my hole winking, gaping, already lubed and hungry).

He spat on it once, twice, then lined up.

And pushed.

One long, merciless stroke.

I screamed so loud it echoed off every brick building in Cambridge.

“FUCK! DADDY YES! Split your tranny whore open!”

He didn’t ease in. He fucked me like he hated me (hips slamming, balls slapping my clit, hands gripping my waist so hard I’d have bruises for weeks).

The rain made everything slick. My fishnets were shredded. My hoodie soaked transparent, nipples hard and poking through. My pigtails swinging with every thrust.

He reached around and started jerking my little four-inch clit while he wrecked me.

“Look at the camera, baby,” he growled in my ear. “Tell your subscribers who owns this ass.”

I turned my ruined face to the lens, rain and tears and spit everywhere.

“This ass belongs to Henry Caldwell,” I sobbed, voice breaking as he hit that spot over and over. “Harvard’s quarterback owns Harvard Law’s nastiest sissy slut! I’m just a BBC cum-dump for Black daddy dick!”

The chat was pure chaos. Tips hitting seven figures. People screaming in the comments. Someone started a “#FreeNatasha” hashtag that trended worldwide in six minutes.

I came first (hands-free), my little clit shooting rope after rope of thick cum all over the historic church steps, body shaking so hard Henry had to hold me up.

He didn’t stop.

He spun me around, lifted me (legs wrapped around his waist), and fucked me standing right there in the open, rain pouring down both of us. My back against the massive wooden church doors. His dick punching up into my guts so deep I swear I could feel him in my throat again.

People were cheering now. Phones everywhere. Sirens in the distance but too late (this was already immortal).

“Gonna breed you, princess,” he roared over the rain. “Gonna flood this sissy pussy so deep you’ll taste it for a week.”

“Do it, Daddy! Breed me in front of the whole fucking world!”

He slammed deep and erupted.

I felt every pulse (hot, thick, endless ropes of Black cum filling me up, leaking out around his dick, running down my thighs in rivers mixed with rain).

When he finally pulled out, he held me up so the camera could zoom in on my destroyed hole (gaping, ruined, dripping cum like a faucet).

I looked straight into the lens, voice raw, smiling through the mess.

“Thank you for coming to my TED Talk.”

The stream ended at 2,847,112 concurrent viewers.

By morning, the clip was everywhere (Pornhub, Twitter, Reddit, even the fucking New York Times wrote a think-piece about “sex work and elite academia”).

My OnlyFans shot from top 0.5% to top ten earners on the entire site overnight.

Seven figures in one weekend.

Harvard tried to suspend me. The dean called me in, face red, stammering about “conduct unbecoming.”

I walked in wearing the same ripped fishnets, sat down, slid the new bank statement across his desk (monthly earnings bigger than his annual salary), and smiled.

“Expel me and this goes to every donor with the subject line ‘How Harvard treats its brightest scholars.’ Your choice, sir.”

I kept my scholarship.

Henry got a gentle slap on the wrist and a Heisman campaign that only got stronger (turns out America loves a winner who publicly owns the baddest bitch on campus).

And every night after that, when the Yard got quiet and the rain fell soft, you could still catch us somewhere (on the library steps, in the stacks, against the statue of John Harvard himself).

Because once you’ve been claimed that deep, that public, that filthy…

You don’t go back.

You just get better at hiding the cum stains on your degree.

And I, Natasha Rivera, Harvard Law ‘26, valedictorian of my class, top ten earner in the world, forever ruined and forever proud, lived happily, greedily, gloriously bred after.

OEBPS/image_rsrcNW.jpg
ADDICTION

S BABE GETSRUINED IN THE BEST

ISOVIRALL





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Contents


    		CHAPTER 1


    		CHAPTER 2


    		CHAPTER 3


    		EPILOGUE


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37






