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CHAPTER 1




I had never met the man, but his legend had already spread wider than his notorious, reportedly enormous cock.
Mr. Samson Whyte was the kind of man you only heard about in whispered confessions and drunken bathroom gossip. A towering, impossibly handsome Black man with dark, obsidian skin that seemed to glow under club lights, he owned half the city—a booming TV and film production empire, a fashion house, and the most exclusive nightclub in Melbourne. And, oh, that nightclub.

Rumor had it his phone contacts included half the Victoria’s Secret roster, a smattering of scandalous Hollywood actresses, and more "influencers" than an entire yacht party in Ibiza. Samson didn’t just show up to his club with one woman. No, he showed up flanked by whole flocks of long-limbed, hungry women who clung to his arms like he was a walking, breathing aphrodisiac.

And yet, despite all that, his fascination with me—with plain old Casey—was something I never saw coming.

It all started on a night I had no business going out at all. Georgia, my best friend and part-time emotional terrorist, had barged into my cozy Netflix-and-pajamas haven, hell-bent on saving me from my "pitiful breakup blues," as she called them.

"C’mon, Casey! You just got dumped like a wet kitten on a rainy sidewalk," she yelled, snatching my tea from my hand. "You need to get dicked down. Properly. Preferably by a man who knows what the hell he’s doing and doesn’t cry after two pumps."

"Jesus, Georgia," I sighed, clutching my blanket like a shield. "I want a quiet night with Ben & Jerry, not some random guy’s nut butter."

"Shut up, bitch," she said, laughing as she yanked the covers away. "You’re coming out. You look like a nun who hasn’t seen sunlight in six years. We’re going to Lenny tonight. You know, the exclusive club I nearly sold my soul to get on the list for? You’re my plus one, and you are coming, even if I have to drag your dead body."

I gave in. As usual.

An hour later, I was standing outside Lenny in a conservative—well, conservative by Georgia’s standard —black dress that hugged my curves but didn’t scream "devour me now." Meanwhile, Georgia strutted around in a plunging neckline that made her look like a walking thirst trap on a revenge mission.

We hadn’t even given our names at the velvet rope when a sudden barrage of camera flashes lit up the street like a New Year’s Eve countdown. Gasps rippled through the line. And then he appeared.

Samson Whyte.

He looked like a sculptor had chiseled him from volcanic rock—smooth, dark, and absolutely lethal. He strolled forward with a sinuous confidence, an impossibly tall, ash-blonde model draped around his left arm and a sultry brunette whispering into his ear on the right. He paused, slipped something into the security guard’s hand, then turned those hypnotic, burning eyes directly at me.

Our gazes collided. My heart stopped.

Georgia squeezed my hand. "Holy mother of God, is he looking at you?"

"I don’t know. Maybe he’s looking at the girl behind me."

"Bitch, there’s no girl behind you."

Once inside, Georgia wasted no time shoving tequila shots into my hand.

"Bottoms up, baby! Tonight, we bury the ex. We rise from the ashes. We twerk on some random man's face!"

I nearly choked, giggling as I sucked on the lime. The alcohol hit me instantly, sending a fiery warmth through my belly and making my limbs loose.

Georgia pulled me onto the dance floor, where sweaty bodies writhed to deep, bass-heavy RnB. The beat pounded through my veins. It was impossible not to move—even my hips betrayed me, rolling and swaying, drawing the hungry eyes of a few guys nearby.

But soon, the heat got too much. I needed water.

I excused myself, squeezing past wandering hands and glistening bodies until I reached the bar. The bartenders were predictably distracted, ignoring me in favor of a pack of giggling, heavily contoured blondes.

That was when I felt it: a large, warm hand snaking around my waist.

Suddenly, every bartender's eyes flicked to me at once. Within seconds, a cold bottle of water was in my hand, on the house.

"Thank you—" I turned and immediately bumped my bottle into a broad, muscled chest. Cold water splashed across his shirt and my cleavage, soaking into the lace lining of my bra.

"Oh God! I’m so sorry!" I stammered, frantically patting his chest with my tiny clutch-sized tissues. My eyes finally dared to look up.

It was him. Samson Whyte.

Up close, he was even more terrifyingly beautiful. His jawline looked sharp enough to cut glass, and his deep brown eyes glimmered with the amusement of a predator playing with his prey.

"Miss... Casey, isn’t it?" His voice was low and warm, the kind that vibrated against your spine and curled your toes.

I froze. "H-how do you know my name?"

"I make it a point to know the names of every woman who interests me." His lips curved into a wolfish grin.

I nearly fainted. My knees buckled, but his grip tightened, steadying me.

"Come," he ordered, turning to lead me away from the bar.

Before I could squeak out a protest, two large bodyguards blocked the path behind me. Like a kitten being carried by the scruff, I followed him up the stairs into his private suite.

The door closed behind us with a heavy, ominous click. I stood there, trying to blend into the plush wallpaper.

"Relax," Samson said, shrugging off his wet, designer jacket, revealing a crisp white shirt that clung to his broad chest. "You look like a rabbit cornered by a wolf. Or... maybe you like playing prey?"

I tried to swallow. My voice came out small. "I—I don’t usually do this."

He approached me slowly, each step measured, his gaze devouring every inch of me.

"Do what, Casey?" He stopped inches away, so close I could feel the heat radiating off his skin. "Lose control?"

I opened my mouth to deny it, but before a word could form, his lips crashed onto mine.

I gasped into his mouth as his hands roamed, fingers digging into my hips, pulling me flush against him. His kiss was all-consuming—demanding, hot, and impossibly skilled.

My hands instinctively tangled in his hair, pulling him closer. He deepened the kiss, his tongue dominating mine, making my head spin.

He slid his hands down, gripping the back of my thighs. In one effortless motion, he lifted me, forcing my legs around his waist. I clung to him as he carried me to a massive leather couch in the corner, lowering me with an almost reverent gentleness before his hunger took over again.

"You know," he murmured against my neck, "you’re even more beautiful up close. And this—" his fingers hooked into my dress straps, sliding them down my shoulders "—needs to go."

I whimpered as he peeled the dress from my body, revealing my lace bra and panties. He groaned when he saw me.

"Goddamn, Casey. You look like a dream I’ve had every night for the past year."

My laugh came out shaky. "Oh really? Do your dreams involve clumsy water attacks?"

He chuckled, low and dangerous, before capturing my nipple between his lips. My laugh turned into a sharp, breathless moan.

He alternated between soft licks and rough sucks, teasing me until my back arched and my nails clawed into his shoulders.

"Fuck, Samson..."

Hearing me say his name made him growl deep in his chest. He kissed a scorching trail down my stomach, pausing at the waistband of my panties.

"May I?" he asked, his voice a ragged whisper.

I could only nod, my body trembling beneath his.

He hooked his fingers into the fabric and tore them down my legs in one smooth motion. He pushed my thighs apart, his hot breath ghosting over my soaked center.

"You’re drenched," he murmured, his voice thick with hunger. "All for me?"

"Y-yes," I breathed, gripping the armrest.

"Good girl."

Then his mouth descended.

I cried out as his tongue flattened against me, lapping slowly before flicking rapidly over my clit. Each movement sent electric shocks through my entire body. He slid a thick finger into me, curling it expertly, and my vision blurred as I keened and writhed under him.

"Don’t you dare hold back," he commanded, adding a second finger and pumping harder.

I shattered. My orgasm ripped through me like wildfire, my thighs shaking violently as he continued devouring me through every wave.

Before I could fully come down, he stood, licking his lips, eyes dark with pure carnal intent. He undid his belt and let his pants fall.

I stared in awe. His cock sprang free, thick, long, and almost intimidatingly beautiful—the rumors hadn’t lied.

"See something you like?" he teased, stroking himself slowly.

"Jesus... you’re huge," I managed between ragged breaths.

"Thank you for noticing," he laughed, moving closer. "Now open that pretty mouth for me."

Without thinking, I obeyed, wrapping my lips around his tip, savoring the salty taste as I took him deeper. His hands gripped my hair, guiding me, groaning as I worked my tongue around him, hollowing my cheeks.

"Fuck, Casey... That mouth is a blessing."

He began to thrust gently into my mouth, the rhythm growing more forceful as I gagged and moaned around him. My spit coated him, dripping down my chin.

"Look at you," he growled, eyes locked on mine. "Taking every inch like a good little slut."

His words sent a fresh wave of heat between my legs.

Suddenly, he pulled out, lifting me again and bending me over the couch. He ran his thick head along my entrance, teasing me until I sobbed.

"Please... please fuck me, Samson," I begged, delirious with need.

With a feral growl, he thrust into me in one powerful stroke.

I screamed, arching back into him as he filled me completely.

"Fuck, you’re so tight," he panted, snapping his hips forward again and again, each thrust deeper and harder than the last. My mind dissolved into pure sensation.

He grabbed my wrists, pinning them behind my back as he pounded into me, the sound of skin slapping echoing in the room.

"Who owns this pussy?" he snarled, bending down to bite my shoulder.

"You! You do!" I wailed, my body shaking uncontrollably.

"That’s right," he grunted, shifting his angle and hitting my deepest spot. I convulsed around him, another orgasm tearing through me.

He pulled out suddenly and spun me around, lifting me onto the armrest. He slid back in, our eyes locking as he slammed into me relentlessly.

My nails clawed into his biceps as he fucked me senseless, our moans mixing in the charged air.

"Cum for me again, Casey," he ordered, his thumb rubbing my clit in frantic circles.

I shattered a third time, screaming his name as my body convulsed, every muscle tight and trembling.

His movements grew erratic, his groans animalistic. With a final, deep thrust, he exploded inside the condom, shuddering as he buried his face in my neck.

We stayed like that for a moment, our bodies trembling, breaths mingling.

He finally pulled out, kissed me deeply, then stepped back to discard the condom.

"Jesus," I gasped, still half-drunk on pleasure. "You’re... a fucking monster."

He laughed, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. "The good kind of monster, I hope?"

I gave a dazed giggle, pushing him playfully.

As I slowly gathered my dress and tried to regain my dignity, Samson moved behind me, helping zip me up, pressing a soft kiss to my neck.

"You don’t have to leave," he murmured against my skin.

I turned, offering him a soft smile tinged with sadness. "I know how this goes, Samson. Tonight was... unforgettable. But I’m not the kind of girl who waits by the phone."

He opened his mouth to protest, but I pressed a finger to his lips.

"Thank you for reminding me I’m still alive," I whispered.

And with that, I slipped out of his office, my body sore, my mind spinning, and my heart pounding with a dangerous, addictive new ache.
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It had been a week since that unforgettable night with Samson Whyte. A week of restless dreams, phantom touches, and waking up soaked between my thighs, trembling and aching for him.

I tried to focus on work. I tried to pretend I could just forget that night—the way his massive black cock had stretched me, the way his teeth had sunk into my shoulder, the way he had looked into my eyes as if he owned every breath I took. But the more I tried to bury it, the hotter my fantasies grew.

Late at night, I’d find myself in bed, fingers buried inside me, whispering his name into the dark like a forbidden prayer. But nothing, nothing, compared to the real thing.

Then, one Friday night, my phone buzzed.

Samson Whyte: Open your door. Now.

My stomach dropped and my pussy clenched at the same time. I scrambled from the couch, wearing only a flimsy silk robe, my nipples already stiff and pushing against the fabric.

I swung open the door—and there he was. A towering, dark wall of muscle and power, his eyes burning as they raked over me. He stepped inside without a word, slamming the door shut behind him.

"Casey," he growled, his voice like thunder rolling across a midnight sky.

I opened my mouth to respond, but he had already closed the distance, grabbing me by the throat and slamming me back against the wall. My robe fell open instantly, baring my entire body to his hungry gaze.

"You’ve been thinking about me, haven’t you?" His fingers flexed around my neck, cutting off my answer.

I gasped, eyes rolling back as he squeezed just enough to make me lightheaded. My thighs rubbed together, trying to relieve the aching pulse between them.

"Say it," he snarled, leaning down to bite my earlobe. "Tell me how fucking wet you’ve been for me."

"Y-yes… so wet… only for you," I choked out, my voice ragged and desperate.

His deep laugh rumbled against my skin. "That’s what I thought."

Without warning, he spun me around, bending me over the small hallway table. I felt the cold wood against my stomach as he shoved my legs apart with his knee.

"You don’t get to come without permission tonight," he whispered, ripping the robe fully off my shoulders and tossing it aside. "You’re mine. Every hole. Every sound. Every squirt. Mine."

I whimpered, bracing myself, my hands clawing at the table.

I heard the sound of his zipper, then felt the fat, heavy weight of his cock slapping against my ass. He teased my dripping pussy, sliding his thick head up and down my soaked folds, smearing my juices everywhere.

"God, you’re so fucking ready. Like a bitch in heat," he taunted, grabbing a handful of my hair and yanking my head back. "Beg me for it."

"Please, Samson! Please fuck me! I need it so bad, I can’t—"

He slammed into me before I could finish, his cock splitting me open in one brutal thrust.

"FUCK!" I screamed, eyes rolling back as he immediately set a savage pace, pounding into me with no mercy.

My wetness splashed against his thighs, the obscene sounds of our bodies echoing through the entryway. He yanked my hair harder, forcing my back to arch so he could fuck me even deeper.

"You like this? Huh? You like getting destroyed by this big black cock?" he growled, each word punctuated by a vicious thrust.

"Yes! Oh my God, yes, Samson! Harder! Please!"

He pulled out suddenly, and I almost collapsed from the loss. But before I could beg, he dropped to his knees behind me.

"Don’t think I forgot about this greedy little ass," he growled, spreading my cheeks. His tongue darted out, licking a long, slow stripe up my soaked pussy to my puckered asshole.

I shrieked, trembling so violently I thought I might collapse. His tongue circled my rim, teasing and pushing, making me lose all sense of reality.

"Please! Oh God, please put it in… fuck me there, please," I sobbed, drooling on the table.

He stood, towering above me, gripping my hips like he was about to rip me in half.

"You’re going to take every inch. And you’re going to thank me for it."

I felt the fat head of his cock at my ass, pushing, stretching, forcing its way in. My mouth fell open in a silent scream as he slowly, impossibly, buried himself to the hilt.

"F-fuck! So big… so deep…"

"That’s it, take it," he snarled, starting to thrust, each stroke shoving me forward on the table. "Take all this black cock in your tight little ass. You were made for this."

I was drooling, gasping, my entire body on fire. My pussy clenched and leaked so hard I felt it dripping down my thighs.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair and forced my head back so he could watch my face as he fucked my ass. "Look at you. You’re fucking glowing. You’re gonna squirt all over my floor before I’m done with you."

He switched suddenly, pulling out of my ass and shoving back into my pussy in one savage thrust. My body convulsed, a fresh flood of liquid pouring out of me.

"God, yes! Fuck me! Breed me, Samson!" I screamed, totally out of my mind.

He slammed in and out of both holes alternately, no condom, his hips snapping like a machine. I felt him deep in my guts, felt my own juices spraying everywhere.

Suddenly, he slipped two fingers into my pussy alongside his cock, curling them as he kept pounding. I shrieked, my body jerking violently as an unstoppable orgasm ripped through me.

I squirted, hard, soaking his hand, the table, the floor, everything. My screams filled the entire house.

"Good fucking girl," he snarled, pulling out and shoving back into my ass again. "Now you’re gonna milk every drop out of me."

His thrusts turned brutal, desperate. My eyes rolled back, my vision going white as I felt him stiffen.

"Take it! Take every drop!" he roared.

With a final, monstrous thrust, he buried himself deep, his cock pulsing as hot, thick ropes of cum flooded my ass. I felt it, every spurt filling me to the brim, overflowing and leaking out around him.

We collapsed together against the table, both of us gasping for breath. He stayed inside me for a moment, savoring the aftershocks, his hands running possessively over my hips.

Finally, he pulled out, and I felt a hot, wet rush of cum trickling down my thighs. My legs were shaking so badly I thought they might give out completely.

But Samson wasn’t done.

He lifted me into his arms effortlessly and carried me toward the staircase.

"You think I’m finished?" he growled, climbing the steps two at a time. "I’m going to fuck you until you forget every man you’ve ever known."

Halfway up the stairs, he bent me over, one foot on a higher step, spreading me wide open.

"Samson… oh God… please…"

Without warning, he slammed back into my pussy, his cum from earlier dripping out around his cock, making everything even filthier.

I let out a strangled wail, my nails digging into the banister.

"You hear that?" he whispered in my ear, each word vibrating through my bones. "That’s the sound of your pussy begging for more."

He spanked my ass hard, each slap echoing in the stairwell.

"Say you’re mine!"

"I’m yours! Fuck… I’m yours forever!"

He fucked me relentlessly, his thrusts impossibly deep, relentless, unstoppable. I felt my body unravel, my soul leaving my body as another brutal orgasm detonated inside me.

I squirted again, the liquid splashing down the steps, my moans turning into primal screams.

And then…

Click.

The front door opened.

"Oh my God! Casey, you will not believe the dick I—"

Georgia’s voice sliced through the haze like a blade. I turned my head, eyes wild, drool running down my chin.

She stood frozen at the bottom of the stairs, shopping bags in hand, her jaw dropped so wide she could have swallowed an entire bottle of champagne.

"Holy… fucking… shit," Georgia whispered.

Samson didn’t stop. In fact, he slammed in harder, one hand coming up to wrap around my throat again.

"Don’t you fucking stop now," he snarled.

I screamed, my body convulsing again, every nerve on fire.

Georgia just stood there, eyes wide, her hand slowly covering her open mouth as she watched her best friend get absolutely destroyed on the staircase.

"Oh my fucking God… Casey… you’re… holy shit!" she squeaked, her cheeks flushed crimson.

I managed a strangled moan, my eyes rolling back as Samson continued to wreck me.

"Looks like your friend enjoys the show," Samson growled, not even looking back.

"Samson! Please! I can’t—"

He leaned in close to my ear, biting down on my lobe.

"Give her a show she’ll never forget," he commanded, fingers sliding down to rub my clit viciously.

I detonated. My vision turned white, my voice breaking into a strangled scream that echoed through the entire house. I squirted again, a powerful gush that sprayed down the steps, splashing Georgia’s shoes.

She squealed and jumped back, dropping her bags everywhere.

"Oh my God! My fucking shoes!" she screeched, but even then, she couldn’t look away.

Samson slammed in one final time, emptying himself again deep inside me, his hot cum spilling into my trembling, destroyed pussy.

When he finally pulled out, a thick stream of his seed spilled down my legs, dripping onto the steps below.

Georgia’s eyes were huge, her cheeks bright red.

"Well… fuck me sideways and call me a nun," she stammered, fanning her face. "Casey… I did not know you had that in you."

Samson just laughed, his big hand gripping my ass possessively as he turned to look down at her.

"Next time," he said, his voice dark and teasing, "maybe you should knock first."

Georgia swallowed hard, looking up at me with a mix of horror and fascination.

"Next time… maybe you could invite me," she stammered, her lips twitching into a wicked grin.

I collapsed against Samson’s chest, giggling and crying all at once, my body completely spent and covered in sweat, cum, and pure euphoria.

Samson lifted me easily, carrying me upstairs like a ragdoll. Georgia stood there in shock, wiping squirt off her shoes, still muttering under her breath.
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I don’t know how long Samson held me against his chest, my body a trembling mess of aftershocks, cum, and sweat. I felt like a toy in his big, powerful arms—a plaything he could pick up, twist, and use however he pleased. And I loved it.

But then Georgia’s voice cut through the haze.

"You two are insane," she huffed from below, picking at her squirt-splattered shoes, her cheeks still flaming red. "You’re both absolute freaks."

Samson turned slightly on the stairs to look at her. His lips twisted into a dangerous, hungry smirk.

"Georgia," he said, his voice low and dark like thunderclouds. "Why don’t you come up here?"

Her eyes widened, and she looked at me—at my wrecked, glazed-over face, my legs still dripping his cum.

I bit my lip, my mind buzzing. "Come on, Georgia," I whispered, my voice hoarse and trembling. "Join us. Please."

She stared at us for a long second, her face a mix of shock and pure, shameless curiosity. Then she dropped her bag completely and slowly started up the stairs.

With every step, she peeled off a piece of clothing—her short denim jacket, then her tight tank top, revealing her perky white breasts with cute pink nipples. My mouth watered.

When she reached us, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her tiny shorts, tugging them down her legs. Underneath, she wore nothing—not even a thong.

Her thick, curly bush glistened in the dim light, a deep, wet pink peeking out beneath the hair.

"God damn," Samson growled, his gaze devouring her. "Look at that fucking hairy pussy."

Georgia shivered, her hands shaking as she slid her fingers through her own curls, pulling her lips open so he could see everything.

"You like it, big man?" she purred, her voice low and trembling. "You wanna ruin it?"

Samson stepped forward, one big hand snaking around her throat, forcing her back against the wall.

"I’m going to wreck you," he snarled, leaning down to bite at her jawline. "I’m going to split you open, make you scream, make you gush all over my cock."

I stumbled back to sit on the stair landing, my legs still shaking, my pussy and ass still leaking his seed. I watched, my fingers already sliding between my thighs, rubbing my swollen, aching clit.

Georgia whimpered as Samson’s fingers slid into her wet folds, curling deep. She let out a ragged moan, her hips jerking forward, her hands clinging to his wrist.

"Fuck, you’re already so wet," he chuckled darkly, pumping his fingers deeper. "You’ve been dying for this, haven’t you?"

"Yes," she gasped, her head banging softly against the wall. "Yes, please… stretch me… fill me…"

He pulled his fingers out and shoved them into her mouth. She sucked eagerly, her eyes rolling back.

"Good fucking slut," he spat. "Taste yourself."

Georgia’s moans vibrated through the stairwell as he spun her around, forcing her hands against the wall. He shoved his thick cock between her thighs, sliding it through her juices, smearing her wetness everywhere.

I could barely breathe, watching every second, my fingers moving frantically. My clit throbbed, my entire body shaking with want.

Then, in one brutal, mind-shattering thrust, Samson buried his entire length inside Georgia’s hairy, swollen pussy.

She screamed, her voice echoing through the whole house.

"FUCK! Oh my God! So fucking big!"

He laughed, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, each thrust making her tits bounce violently.

"You like that? You like this big black cock destroying your tight white pussy?" he taunted, spanking her ass hard.

"YES! Oh my God, yes! Harder! Split me open! Fuck me harder, Samson!"

I moaned from the landing, my fingers plunging into my dripping slit, my palm smashing against my clit. I couldn’t look away—every slap of his hips against her ass made me gush more.

"Casey," Samson growled, looking down at me through his messy curls. "Get over here."

I scrambled forward on shaky legs, my fingers dripping. He yanked me by the hair, pulling my face between Georgia’s trembling thighs.

"Eat her while I fuck her," he ordered. "Lick that hairy cunt clean."

My tongue dove in without hesitation, licking up her slick, my nose buried in her curls. Georgia screamed again, her legs trembling around my shoulders.

"OH FUCK! Casey! Oh my God, your tongue!"

Samson’s cock shoved her forward, each thrust forcing her pussy harder onto my face. I lapped her juices eagerly, my tongue darting over her clit, my lips sucking her swollen folds.

Georgia’s hands clawed at the wall, her back arching as Samson picked up the pace, his cock pistoning in and out of her like a jackhammer.

I felt her gushing against my tongue, warm streams dripping down my chin. I swallowed every drop, moaning into her as I played with my own clit furiously.

"Good little slut," Samson groaned, looking down at us. "Lick it all up, Casey. Drink her fucking squirt."

Georgia’s orgasm hit like a freight train—she wailed, her thighs clamping around my head, her entire body shaking violently. I felt her squirt pour over my tongue, splashing down my throat and drenching my face.

"FUCK! I’m cumming! Casey! Samson! Oh my God!"

Samson didn’t stop. He slammed into her even harder, making her legs give out. He held her up by her hair, forcing her to take every inch.

Then he pulled out suddenly, his cock glistening and dripping. He grabbed Georgia by the throat, spinning her around.

"On your knees," he snarled.

She collapsed to the floor, gasping for air, her face dazed and blissed out.

Samson shoved his cock into her mouth, forcing her to gag and choke on his massive length. She looked up at him with watery eyes, her hands trembling on his thighs.

"That’s it, bitch," he growled, fucking her face relentlessly. "Choke on this dick. Take it all."

I sat back on my heels, my fingers working myself desperately as I watched Georgia’s throat bulge with every brutal thrust.

Then, Samson turned to me, his eyes burning.

"Casey. Your turn. Get on all fours."

I scrambled forward, my body buzzing with excitement and terror. He pushed me down next to Georgia, my ass high in the air.

He positioned himself behind me, rubbing his fat cock up and down my soaked slit.

"Ready to get fucked again, slut?" he growled.

"Yes! Please! Fill me, Samson! I need it!"

He slammed into my pussy first, my entire body jolting forward. My scream echoed off the walls.

Then he pulled out and pushed against my asshole, forcing his massive cock in slowly, painfully, deliciously.

"OH FUCK! Oh God! Samson!"

"Shut up and take it," he snapped, pushing deeper.

I felt every inch, every thick vein stretching me open until I thought I might split in half.

Georgia crawled underneath me, her eyes wild. She wrapped her lips around my swollen clit, sucking and licking furiously as Samson fucked my ass.

I screamed, my body convulsing violently as the pleasure ripped through me.

"FUCK! Georgia! Oh my God! Don’t stop!"

Samson pounded harder, his hips slamming into my ass with punishing force. Georgia licked and sucked my clit until I felt another explosive orgasm building.

"Cum, you dirty fucking bitch," Samson roared. "Squirt all over her face. DO IT!"

I screamed so loud I thought the windows might shatter, my entire body seizing up as I gushed all over Georgia’s face and mouth.

She swallowed eagerly, her own fingers plunging into her pussy as she moaned against me.

Samson pulled out and shoved his cock into Georgia’s dripping hole, stretching her open again. She howled in pleasure, her fingers still working my sensitive clit.

He pounded into her, then switched to her ass, then back to her pussy, fucking her relentlessly until she was drooling, her eyes rolling back.

"Please! Cum in me! Fill me up!" she sobbed.

"Greedy fucking bitch," he snarled. "Beg for it."

"Please! Please, Samson! Breed me! Fill my pussy and my ass! Please!"

He groaned, his thrusts turning savage and uneven. Then, with a final roar, he slammed deep into her ass and exploded inside her, his thick seed spilling out around his cock.

Georgia collapsed forward, gasping and shaking.

He turned to me, grabbing my hair and yanking me to his cock. I licked Georgia’s juices off it eagerly, swallowing every drop mixed with his cum.

Then he pulled me up, forcing me to straddle Georgia’s face.

"Lick her clean," he ordered.

Georgia obeyed instantly, her tongue diving into my soaked, overstimulated pussy, licking up all his cum, my squirt, and her own juices. I grabbed her hair, grinding down on her face, my moans filling the room.

Samson watched us, stroking his cock slowly, his eyes wild with lust and triumph.

"Good fucking sluts," he growled. "You both belong to me now."

We both looked up at him, our lips swollen, our bodies wrecked and covered in sweat and cum. We nodded together, lost, feral, and completely his.

He smirked, stepping forward and sliding his cock between our faces. We licked it together, our tongues tangled, cleaning every drop as we moaned in perfect harmony.

When he was finally satisfied, he shoved us both back against the stairs, our bodies twisted together, our lips meeting in a hungry, messy kiss.

Georgia pulled back first, breathless and shaking.

"Well… fuck me," she panted, her face flushed, her hair wild. "Best… girls’ night… ever."

We all burst into breathless laughter, the sound echoing around us.

Samson just smirked, his massive black cock still half-hard, already twitching with the promise of more.

"Rest up, sluts," he rumbled, bending to grab us both by the chins. "Because tonight… we’re just getting started."


CHAPTER 4




I couldn’t feel my legs.

I couldn’t feel my lungs, my arms, or my mind—everything had been torn apart and rebuilt by Samson’s brutal, delicious fucking.

Georgia lay sprawled across my thighs, her face shiny with my juices and Samson’s cum, her hair a wild halo around her flushed cheeks. She giggled breathlessly, her hand moving lazily between her own sticky thighs.

I reached down, brushing hair from her face, and she looked up at me, her eyes half-lidded and glassy.

“I can’t stop thinking about him,” she whispered, her voice low and trembling. “Casey… that big black cock… it’s fucking addictive.”

I moaned, my fingers playing with my still-swollen clit, the words lighting another fire inside me.

“I know,” I gasped, my hips bucking slightly. “I want him inside me again. I want him everywhere. My pussy, my ass, my throat… I want to drown in his cum.”

Georgia’s lips curved into a wicked smile, and she crawled up my body, kissing me deeply. Her tongue slid into my mouth, tasting of me and him, salty and sweet and filthy.

Behind us, Samson let out a low, rumbling laugh. He leaned against the railing of the stairs, his thick, veiny cock hanging heavy between his legs, still glistening with our combined mess.

He looked at us like a king watching his two most prized pets.

“Good girls,” he rumbled, his deep voice vibrating in my bones. “Say it again. Tell me what you need.”

Georgia crawled toward him on her hands and knees like a starved animal. She pressed her forehead against his thigh, kissing the base of his shaft, her fingers wrapping around the thick root.

“I need your cock,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “I can’t live without it, Samson. I want you to split me open over and over until I forget my own name.”

I crawled beside her, kissing the other side of his cock, feeling the heat and the pulse under my lips.

“I want you to ruin me forever,” I breathed, licking his heavy sac. “I want to feel your seed leaking out of me for days. Please… Samson… please…”

He grabbed both our heads roughly, pushing us into his length.

“You filthy white whores,” he snarled, his hips jerking forward. “Can’t get enough of this big black cock, can you? You’ll both be my little cum dumpsters tonight.”

We moaned into his skin, our tongues licking every inch we could reach, fighting over the tip as he grew impossibly harder between us.

Then Samson pulled us both up by our hair and dragged us into the living room. He threw us onto the wide, plush couch like ragdolls.

“Georgia,” he barked, pointing. “Ass up, face down.”

She obeyed instantly, whimpering as she stuck her round, pale ass high into the air, her hairy pink slit glistening with excitement.

“Casey,” he growled, pulling me forward. “Sit on her face. I want to watch you squirt all over her while I fuck her ass.”

My legs shook as I straddled Georgia’s face. Her tongue immediately dove into my pussy, lapping up every drop, her nose grinding against my clit.

“FUCK! Georgia!” I screamed, grabbing the back of the couch to steady myself.

Samson lined up behind her, his thick tip pressing against her puckered entrance. Georgia moaned into my pussy, her breath hot and frantic.

Without warning, he slammed into her ass, pushing all the way to the hilt in one brutal thrust.

Georgia screamed into me, her whole body convulsing. I felt her tongue spasm inside me, setting off an explosion in my own core.

I grabbed handfuls of her hair and ground my pussy down harder onto her mouth.

“Oh fuck! Yes! Eat me! Georgia, don’t stop!” I wailed.

Samson pounded her ass mercilessly, his hands gripping her hips like he was trying to break her in half.

“You tight little bitch,” he growled. “This ass was made for my cock.”

He pulled almost all the way out and then slammed back in, each thrust making her face jam deeper into my pussy. I felt my orgasm rising fast, my entire body tense and ready to shatter.

“FUCK! I’m gonna squirt! Georgia! Samson! Oh my God!”

With a primal scream, I gushed all over her face, my legs shaking violently. Georgia moaned like an animal, drinking down every spurt as if it were holy water.

Samson pulled out of her ass, smearing her cheeks with his tip. He gave her a hard slap on her round, pink flesh, making her yelp.

“Switch!” he barked.

I slid off her face, my body trembling and leaking. Georgia crawled forward and sat back on the couch, her pussy swollen and twitching.

“Open wide,” he ordered.

She obeyed, her mouth wide and eager. Samson shoved his cock into her throat, fucking her face brutally while he grabbed my hips and pulled me down onto his fingers.

“Touch yourself while I fuck her mouth,” he commanded, curling his thick fingers deep inside me.

I sobbed, my fingers flying over my clit as his fingers pumped in and out, stretching me wide.

Georgia gagged and choked, tears streaming down her cheeks, but she never stopped. She swallowed every inch he gave her, her throat bulging obscenely.

“Good fucking slut,” Samson snarled, pulling out and slapping her cheek with his cock.

Then he shoved me forward.

“Sit on her lap,” he demanded.

I crawled onto Georgia, facing her. Our chests mashed together, our nipples sliding wetly against each other.

He lined up behind us, pressing his cock between both our pussies at once.

“Oh my God…” Georgia whimpered, staring into my eyes.

“He’s gonna fuck us both,” I gasped, my heart pounding.

Samson pushed forward, his thick shaft splitting us both open, sliding between our soaked lips. We moaned into each other’s mouths, kissing desperately as he ground between us, rubbing our clits with his heavy cock.

“FUCK! YES! More!” we cried together.

Then he changed angle, shoving his cock into me first, bottoming out inside my drenched pussy. Georgia kissed me hard, her hands clawing at my back as she watched him destroy me.

“Fuck her, Samson! Make her your little cum slut!” she screamed against my lips.

He did just that, pounding into me so hard my body bounced against Georgia’s. My breasts slapped against hers, sweat and spit dripping down our skin.

Then he pulled out and thrust into Georgia.

She screamed so loud the room seemed to shake, her legs twitching violently. I dropped to her chest, licking and biting her nipples as he fucked her.

Samson switched between us over and over—one moment destroying my pussy, the next tearing into Georgia’s, leaving us both sobbing, gasping, begging for more.

We came again and again, squirting, screaming, our bodies writhing in an endless frenzy of pleasure and pain.

Finally, he pressed both of us down onto the couch and climbed over us, his cock thick and angry, veins bulging.

“You want my cum, you filthy white whores?” he roared.

“Yes! Please!” we screamed together, our voices hoarse and wild.

“Fill us! Fill all our holes! Mark us forever!” I cried, tears streaming down my face from the overwhelming pleasure.

With one final, thunderous thrust into Georgia’s gaping pussy, he exploded. Hot, thick ropes of cum filled her, overflowing almost instantly and dripping down onto the couch.

He pulled out and shoved into me next, still spurting, flooding my womb, making me scream as another violent orgasm tore through me.

Then he grabbed our heads and forced us down to his cock, rubbing his final spurts over our faces and tongues.

We licked and swallowed every drop, our eyes locked on him with pure adoration and need.

When it was over, he collapsed back into the couch, pulling both of us into his lap. We clung to him, our bodies shaking and twitching from aftershocks.

Georgia nuzzled against his chest, giggling weakly.

“I don’t think I can walk again,” she whispered.

I laughed breathlessly, licking a stray line of cum from her chin.

“I don’t want to walk again,” I said. “I just want to stay right here forever.”

Samson smirked, his hands stroking our hair tenderly now, so different from the brutal, savage lover who had destroyed us minutes ago.

“You both belong to me now,” he said softly, almost possessively. “My good little cum addicts. My perfect sluts.”

We nodded together, our hearts pounding in sync, our souls somehow tangled forever.

Georgia reached over, brushing my cheek with her fingers, her eyes soft and raw.

“I’ve never felt so alive,” she whispered. “I love you, Casey.”

I leaned forward, kissing her deeply.

“I love you too… and I love him,” I moaned, glancing up at Samson, who watched us with a dark, satisfied grin.

We all collapsed together on the couch, a sweaty, sticky, blissed-out mess.

As sleep finally claimed us, I realized I’d never felt so free, so owned, so absolutely and perfectly fulfilled.

No more broken hearts. No more searching. No more nights alone.

I had found my place.

With Georgia.

With Samson.

And with his big, black, perfect cock—the one that had turned us into creatures of pure desire.

The one we would worship forever.
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