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Chapter 1


I slouch further into the booth’s seat. The soft faux leather supports my back and blocks my family’s view of me. It’s a friday night and my family’s restaurant just opened for business. 

It’s always a little slow at first and gives me a chance to catch my breath and unwind before I have to run around taking orders and delivering food. Thankfully most people are choosing take away, otherwise I would be cooped up in the back of the restaurant in the hot kitchen.

Even though I know they can’t see me, I feel the urge to check anyway. I turn, letting my long, straight hair fall over my shoulders. Everyone seems busy doing their job.

Mum is at the till, Dad is in the back cooking with the kitchen staff. My little sister is chatting with the other waiters. They don’t actually need me here, but since I had nothing else planned for my evening I figured I’d help out. 

I swivel my attention back to the tiny screen clutched in both hands. The brightness is low and the sound is off. I don’t need anyone knowing that I’m watching dirty videos on my phone. 

I wiggle further into the seat. My knees come up to rest against the edge of the table so that I’m curled in a ball. The phone is so close to my face that I can practically see the nipple rings on the woman in the video.

She is on her knees, surrounded by five men. Their cocks are long and hard. Each one is glossy with her spit. She makes her away around, sucking on each. My pussy clenches when one of the men grips her hair in his first and fucks her mouth.

My clit pulses, letting me know that it is awake and looking for release. It will be a while until I can dart off into the bathroom to relieve myself. It wouldn’t be the first time that I got horny during work hours and had to get myself off during my short break.

I keep watching, eyes glued to the screen. The woman is being pulled between two men. They tease her clit while one of them slides his cock into her. Her face is the picture of pure ecstasy. 

A flare of jealousy rises in my chest. I want to be her. I want to know what it feels like to have multiple cocks pump into my body at the same time. I’ve never even had one dick before but now I want several. 

A trickle of excitement dances over my skin before sinking between my legs and sparking against my clit and aching pussy. It would feel so amazing to submit to a group of sexy men. They would tease me, and force me onto my knees before taking me from behind.

“Aurora?”

I jolt upright, nearly tossing my phone across the booth. Standing next to the booth is Mrs. Yin, my parents business partner and one of our oldest family friends and our neighbour. 

“Mrs. Yin,” I say, sitting up quickly. My phone slides back into my pocket. “I’m sorry, I didn’t hear you come in.”

“Ah, this young generation and their phones.” She gives me a sad smile and drops into the seat opposite me. The red faux leather squeaks as she settles in. “How is collage? My boy is having a wonderful time. He has made so many new friends. Have you made any new friends yet? How are your studies going? Are you getting good grades?”

I wince. I got the same string of questions from my parents when I arrived home a few days ago. They wanted to know everything. My grades are excellent so they couldn’t talk about that much.

What they could talk about - for hours - was my lack of a social group.

“I’m great but I’m surprised Mom didn’t tell you everything.” 

“She did. I wanted to hear it from you.”

“Mei!” Mom strides over and embraces her friend. She slides into the booth next to me.

“I was just asking Aurora about her studies.”

“She is a good girl. Always getting good grades.” Mom closes her eyes and nods. Her bun of black and grey hair wobbles on top of her head.

“But she doesn’t have any friends.”

I sink lower. They’re talking about me like I’m not even here. 

“I know. We told her that she needs to go out. Find a man. But she doesn’t.”

What do you want me to have, good grades or a boyfriend? I can’t do both. I grumble quietly in my head. I’d never say those thoughts out loud unless I had a death wish. 

“I know! I will call Calvin. He is going to a party tonight. He can take Aurora with him.” Mrs. Yin’s face lights up as though she discovered the cure for cancer. She pulls out her phone and starts tapping away on the screen.

I skin even lower. Not Calvin. Anyone but him. We grew up together. Played together when our parents were working. We were in the same class. I figured going to college would give me a chance to get away from him.

He is a nice guy. Too nice. Whenever I got hurt, he would cry. When he got hurt, he would cry. Basically he was always crying. I had to punch a bully for him once. 

I sigh.

I guess there are worse people to hang out with. Besides, if it gets really boring, I can go home early.  I sit up straighter when my mother nudges me in the side. 

“You will go to this party and have a good time. Maybe you’ll finally meet a good boy to settle down with.”

“Mom!” I hiss between my teeth.

“Calvin is a good boy. Smart. Good family. Handsome.”

“Stop it,” I growl at her. Are we talking about the same guy? Calvin wasn’t bad on the eyes but he definitely never made me wet. We both smile when Mrs. Yin hangs up.

“He’ll be here soon to pick you up. How delightful.” She grins from ear to ear. I’m somewhat less enthusiastic.

“I can’t go out like this,” I say, gesturing to my work uniform. “Maybe I shouldn’t go.”

“Don’t worry, I’ve got you covered.” We turn to see my sister leaning against the booth next to Mom. We are spitting images of each other. Long black hair, dark eyes and a round face. She smirks at me.

This was their plan all along. I glare at the three grinning women. 

“Fine. I’ll go.” I roll my eyes and slump back into the booth. Even if Calvin isn’t the best option tonight there might actually be a few hot guys. My mind drifts to the video still loaded on my phone. I push the thought away immediately. 

No way anything like that is going to happen tonight. Not a chance.





Chapter 2


I tug at the short dress my sister lent me. The hem barely covers my ass, and my boobs fight to stay inside. It’s black, sleek, and the sleeve only covers one shoulder. Neither Mom nor Mrs. Yin were overly impressed when I walked out of the restroom, but there wasn’t time to get another outfit.

I fold my arms across my chest, fighting off the stares of the people walking past. I catch a glimpse of myself in our restaurant windows. I’m thin, but after spending hours at the gym I managed to grow a bit of a booty. Despite the skimpiness of the dress, I can’t deny that it makes me look pretty damn hot. 

My phone rings so I check the screen for the caller ID, even though I know exactly who is calling.

Calvin Yin.

I swipe the button across and a deep male’s voice fills my ear.

“Where are you?”

My nipples push against the thin fabric of the dress. When did Calvin start sounding so masculine? It must be the phone. Maybe he has one of those voice altering apps.

“I’m standing outside the restaurant.”

“I drove past already and couldn’t see you.”

My nostrils flare. He’s playing with me, surely.

“Well, I’m here. So you’re either blind or you’re at the wrong restaurant.”

“I think I know where the restaurant is. Lord knows how many nights I worked there during High School. I’m swinging around again. All I see is a hooker standing out front.”

“A hook… oh, you asshole! I’m not a hooker.”

Laughter erupts over the phone. I hang up on him. Heat flushes my skin. He is such a jerk. What happened to the super nice guy that always complimented me?

I shake off my thoughts, and the annoying throb at my clit. There is no way I find that kind of thing attractive. 

A silver car pulls over. I can’t see through the windows but a quick look over each shoulder makes me think that this is him. The window rolls down and that deep voice comes from inside.

“Get in.”

Another car beeps from behind him. It draws everyone’s attention to us. My face goes bright red. People stare at me and the car. The word “hooker” flashes through my mind. I yank the door open with more force than I intended and slide in.

As soon as the door closes Calvin pulls back into traffic. I quickly do my seatbelt and sink back into the passenger seat.

“Took your sweet time.” 

“It’s not my fault. Everyone was watching.” Heat still burns at my cheeks. I finally look at him. 

All I can see is his profile. The boy I once knew is completely gone. He is a man now. His jaw is strong and his features are dark and brooding. He could be someone straight out of a movie. 

As we pull up to the traffic lights he turns to face me. I’m caught by the full force of his handsome face. He grins at me before looking away.

“Is there something on my face?” His tone is mocking but playful. It grates at my insides. I can’t tell if I’m more annoyed at him or at myself for being turned on by him.

“No. But for a second there I thought you’d stolen someone else’s face.”

Calvin laughs.

“Brutal. You were always so mean to me.”

“I was not.”

“You used to push me to the ground and pull my hair.”

“Oh, I’m sorry princess, I didn’t realise you were so precious about your hair.” I fold my arms over my chest. My heart hammers behind my ribs. Heat spreads throughout my body, turning into an inferno between my legs. 

I force them together. Wetness is already leaking out and I’ve barely been around him for two minutes. He chuckles as we take off again.

I glare out the window so that I don’t let myself look at the strong muscles in his arms, or the way his shirt hugs his body perfectly. 

The silence drags on until Calvin switches on the radio. The radio hosts are laughing at their own jokes. The noise does nothing to distract me from Calvin’s masculine smell that makes all of my senses come to life. 

We head out of the dense part of the town towards the posher neighbourhood. The spaces between houses grow larger. I’m about to snap from the grating voice of the radio hosts. I need something, anything to distract me from the urges building up inside of me. 

I keep my hands fisted under my arms. If I let them go I might just reach for him. I want to feel those muscles under my hands, and run my fingers through his hair. I need his lips on my neck, on my nipples…

“This music is terrible,” I grumble.

“We’re nearly there but you can put something else on.” He presses the bluetooth button on the dash.

I dig out my phone and unlock it. My breath hitches when the video from earlier flashes up on screen. I send a silent thank you to the universe that my brightness is still low. With Calvin driving there is no way he would have seen it.

I move to press the exit button when we hit a speed bump. My finger comes down on the middle of the screen.

“Oooh, you wanna fuck me? You’re so big. Yes, put it in there. I love your big fat cock in my mouth.”

The air leaves my body. I’m left frozen in place, watching the woman take a dick in the ass and in the mouth. 

“Uh…” Calvin’s voice shocks me out of my daze and I exit out of the video. My body grows warmer. Everything clenches and pulses, needing something to occupy them.

The car stops and the engine cuts out. Calvin shifts to look at me. I keep my eyes fixed on my lap. If I could combust into a ball of flames, I would. 

“Something you want to talk about?” There is a light mocking tone to his voice, but something else drags my attention to him. His eyebrow is cocked, and there is a sly grin plastered on his handsome face. I can’t tell if I want to slap him or kiss him. 

He notices that my eyes drop to his mouth and his grin widens.

“Didn’t know you were into porn. Figured you weren’t the type to experiment with multiple partners. I’m impressed.”

My face flushes, this time from his words and not the need to shrivel up and die. I bite my lip, imagining that it was his. I slowly look up into his glittering dark eyes. 

There must be something in my eyes that makes his smile falter a little. We sit in silence for a moment. My body rages with need. Everything is on fire, pulsing and flaring with a desire to be taken in the back seat of his car.

“I’ve never…”

“What?” His voice drops an octave. The huskiness sends a shiver down my spine. I want to straddle him and feel his solid body under mine. 

“I’ve never had sex.”

His eyes widen a little as he sucks in a breath. My admission must be a genuine shock because he doesn’t mock me for it like I’ve come to expect from him.

“Oh.”

The silence drags on. He doesn’t move. I watch as he fights to keep his gaze from dropping to my barely concealed breasts. The hem of my dress has ridden up so high that if I move slightly he would be able to see my lacy underwear. 

My heart pounds away, making my head swim in dizzy lust. My pussy is so wet and hungry that I move just enough that my dress rides up. 

Calvin drops his gaze to my thighs then looks away. He clears his throat.

“We should go in.”

“Do we have to?”

His head snaps back around to look at me. I can’t believe I just said that. I wait for the shame of being so forward to come but it doesn’t. My mind has been completely taken over by the hunger in my core.

“No. Not if you have something else planned.”

I move my legs again, letting my dress slide up even further. It’s an invitation for him to touch. He takes it.

His hand is warm on my inner thigh. There are calluses from working out at the gym that graze against my soft skin and send tingles up to my throbbing clit.

He moves his hand closer and closer, inching his way up my leg. I shift my hips, encouraging him to keep going. His fingers dance across my underwear, stroking me through the black lace. 

I bite back a moan. Even this small touch sets my body on fire. I grind my hips against his fingers. He slides one underneath the lace and rubs it against my slit. I gasp from the sudden touch. 

“Do you like that?”

“Yeah.” My voice is weak from trying to hold back my moans.  He circles my clit. The sensation makes me see stars. I squeeze my eyes shut and lean my head against the seat. A long moan fills the car.

“You’re so wet. Did that video make you this horny?”

I nod. He flicks against my click, making my hips buck. 

“Such a dirty girl. Was that the only thing that turned you on?”

“N-no.”

His devilish fingers circle my clit, then slide further down, until he is playing with my entrance. 

“What else turned you on?”

I pull my lips into a tight light. I can’t say it. Admitting to being turned on by gangbang porn is one thing, but admitting that I wanted him is completely different. 

“Say it.” There is a sharpness to his voice now. It’s a commanding tone that I’ve never heard from him before. It makes my clit pulse. He grins, feeling the way my body reacts to him.

“Did I turn you on?”

I make a little noise, but keep my mouth shut. I can’t admit to it. I just can’t. His fingers move past my clit again and then stop, hovering above my soaking wet slit. 

“I’m not going to touch you until you admit it.”

I groan and glare at him. He chuckles but doesn’t lower his hand. 

“Fine. I want you.” It comes out easier than expected. Maybe because I’m so high with lust that I will do or say anything to get the release that I need. His low chuckle fills the car.

“What do you want me to do?”

I look at him wide eyed like he just dumped cold water over my head.

“Isn’t it obvious?”

“I want to hear you say it. Beg to me to do naughty things to your virgin body.”

My nipples scratch against my dress. I bring a hand up to the neckline and graze the backs of my fingers against the stiff peaks. He watches, completely entranced by my hand. 

“I want you to suck on my tits till they’re raw. I want your head between my legs, eating me out, until I come.” I pause to look at him, judging if I’ve gone too far. His face is dark but with every word his fingers lower until they’re buried between my lower lips again. “I want you to fuck me in the back seat of your car.”

I groan as he rubs against my clit. His fingers work magic, sending sparks shooting through my insides. I tug at the top of my dress. My nipple pops out. Calvin’s mouth is around it, sucking gently at the tender peak. 

My fingers thread through his hair and pull him closer. The gentle sucking turns into tiny nips. I gasp each time he catches one nipple between his teeth and pulls it away. 

I place both hands on the sides of his face, stilling him. He looks up and before I lose my nerve, I press my lips against his. They are warm and soft and play with mine. Calvin leans further over to my side of the car. His larger body dominates mine.

I open my lips, letting him plunge his tongue into my mouth. He pushes against me, forcing my head back into the seat. A tiny noise escapes my throat from the rough way his kisses me.

He shoves his soaking fingers into my tight pussy. The sudden intrusion makes my body jolt. He pauses for a moment, letting me adjust to his fingers, before he moves them. 

I groan, rocking my hips against his hand. He slides in and out of me, dragging his fingers over every needy spot in my pussy. Tightness coils in my lower belly. It grows tighter when his thumb joins in, circling my clit. 

He traps me against my side of the car with his large frame. I don’t care that we are getting dirty in his car. Even though anyone could walk past and see us. If anything the thrill of being caught adds to the excitement. My pussy clenches in agreement. 

I run my hand down his side to find his crotch. My hand stills over the massive bulge pressing against his jeans. I pull away from the kiss and look at him. Our breaths mingle in the short distance between our faces. 

He moves back, sitting fully in his seat again. The sudden loss of his body heat makes me shiver. Although he moves away he doesn’t push my hand off of his bulge. I caress it, feeling the outline of what I can only imagine is an impressive sized cock. 

“Such a dirty little slut. Have you ever sucked cock before?”

I shake my head no. He grins.

I watch as he undoes his belt and jeans. His cock is huge. It could easily compete with any of the ones in the video I watched earlier. I lick my lips in anticipation. 

I stroke his shaft, feeling it move and twitch in my hand. The head glitters in the street lamps from a tiny bead of precum. I wipe it up with my thumb and taste it. He groans as he watches my tongue clean my finger. 

He slides a hand over my bare shoulder and grabs the back of my head. I manage to glance at him for a second before he yanks me down to his cock. My lips wrap around it, stretching to fit his girth. 

More saltiness floods my mouth as I run my tongue over the head of his dick. He groans, rolling his hips and pushing himself in further. The hand on the back of my head tightens. I couldn’t back away, even if I wanted to. Which I don’t. I’ve never sucked cock before and now that I have one, I don’t want to stop.

I sink lower onto his stiff shaft. My tongue is forced to flatten against his girth. When I raise up again I hollow my cheeks, creating a suction effect with my mouth. He twitches. My hand joins in, grabbing the lower half of his cock that I can’t fit into my mouth. 

My mouth and lips move together, sliding over him, and coating his cock in wetness. He guides my head up and down, forcing me to go faster. I wince from the tight grip he has in my hair, but the pain heightens the pleasure. 

The car is filled with the wet sound of my mouth and hand sliding up and down his throbbing cock. Calvin’s free hand shoves the one shouldered sleeve down so that both of my tits are exposed to the warm air. 

He roughly pinches them, making me groan around his cock. The vibrations in the back of my throat must tickle his cock because he slams my head down, making me choke on his wide head. 

He keeps me there while he twists my nipple. I gag against him, tears blur my vision and I can’t breath. His fist pulls me up enough to let me breathe before he shoves me back down again. Tears, spit, and precum mix together and make his cock slick. 

“Move into the back seat. Get on your knees. I’m going to fuck that vigin pussy of yours until you’re screaming my name.” He pushes me towards the back seat. I’m completely under his control and I love the feeling of submitting to him. 

I slide into the back and bend over so that I’m on my hands and knees. He follows and pushes my chest down so that my ass is sticking up in the air. My dress bunches at my hips, exposing my lacy underwear to him. 

He hooks his fingers around the band and yanks them down. Warm air caresses my soaking pussy and juice covered thighs. I whimper, feeling my ass cheeks spread wider apart. 

The car is too dark to see what he is doing behind me. I gasp, leaping forward when I feel something soft and wet against my slit. Calvin’s hands grip my thighs as he licks at my swollen clit. My body twitches every time he circles my sensitive nub.

“Please fuck me,” I beg. My legs tremble from need and excitement. “I want to feel you come inside me.”

“Such a greedy slut. So ready to have her pussy torn open by a massive cock.” Calvin’s words puff hot air against my entrance. His words send my mind scattering.

I want his cock to stretch me further than I’ve ever been stretched. I need to feel him sliding in and out, pushing me towards the bliss that I can feel building up inside me. I groan. 

“Please stretch me.”

Calvin slaps my ass and pushes me forward. He positions himself behind me. The top half of his body is folded over mine. His heat bleeds into my skin, adding to the fire raging inside me. 

The head of his dick runs the length of my slit, smearing my juice and his precum all over my lower lips. He plays with my entrance. I rock back onto him. He slaps my ass again.

“If you want it that badly…” he growls.

Calvin rams his cock into me, splitting me open. Instant pain shoots through my body like lightning cracking across the sky. I bite my arm to stop my scream from drawing any attention. He stays in there, buried deep. 

My body clenches around him, testing this new thing that’s never been inside before. His breath is laboured from trying not to fuck me into oblivion right away. I feel his cock throbbing inside me, itching to move. 

“Deep breaths. Relax,” Calvin grunts from behind me. 

His fingers find my clit. As he plays with me, the tight walls of my pussy relax around him. When I’m fully relaxed he lets go, replacing his hand at my hip. 

He pulls back, nearly taking his cock completely out. The absence is aching and I rock back, trying to follow him. His hands grip tighter, keeping me in place. 

I’m ready this time. So when he pushes into me it’s pleasant. Delicious. Filling. I moan when he thrusts again, and again. His hips connect with mine, making our skin slap together. I tremble every time his balls hit my clit.

He picks up speed until he is hammering into my stretched pussy. My walls clasp around him, trying to keep him inside. He grunts with the effort to pull out.

“You’re so fucking tight. Fuck.” His voice is strained. He’s still holding back. I would be annoyed that he isn’t giving his all to me, but I’m so dizzy with lust from the way he grinds my g-spot. 

I buck and shake every time he forces his cock deep into my quivering pussy. I’m left drunk and gasping for breath. Sex always looked amazing in the videos that I watched, but I had no idea it could be this raw and powerful. 

My head swims as my vision goes in and out of focus. Our combined moans fill the car and drive each other closer to the edge. Calvin keeps his pace but dips his fingers between my legs to flick against my clit.

I jolt from the suddenness of his rough treatment. Heat quickly takes over, setting me on fire. Pleasure tumbles out of my core and spreads like wildfire throughout my body. My pulse races, forcing blood into my ears and muffling my cries of pleasure.

Calvin’s face quickens. I meet his every thrust, driving myself towards the edge of bliss. It builds in me like a storm. Every thrust, every flick of his finger, sends sparks shooting through me. 

White light bursts through my vision as I rocket over the edge and freefall into pure bliss. Everything goes tight, then relaxes, then goes tight again. Tremors ripple from my clenching pussy to the tips of my fingers and toes. 

I cry out, burying my face into the seat to muffle the sound. Calvin’s strokes are strong and steady. He rides my orgasm until his hips jerk at an uneven pace. 

He pulls his fingers away from my throbbing clit. My tight pussy clenches around his massive cock. It tips him over the edge too. 

Hot liquid spills inside of me, burning and staining my inner walls with his seed. I gasp from the sheer force of his thrusts. He goes deep, shooting another load of steamy cum inside me. He is quiet, and only grunts when my walls clamp around him, milking every last drop. 

We crumple into the seat. His cum still burns in me and even though I just had sex, I want more of that creamy seed in me. I twist to look at him. He grins at me then leans over and plants a kiss on my lips. 

“You took that like a pro. I bet you could handle more than one cock at a time.”

I shift, sitting a little straighter. My legs press together when his cum starts to leak out of me. There is no mockery in his eyes. His face has that serene, post-orgasm, glow to it. I grin.

“Well, if you know a few guys.”

Calvin looks at me, one eyebrow raised as if to ask me if I’m serious. I grin at him. The thrill of having sex has made me bold. I run my fingers through his hair. He turns to kiss the inside of my wrist then nods at the house we are parked outside of.

“I have a few friends in there.”

I follow his gaze. I never once stopped to look out the window or to check if anyone was around. My brain was so filled with lust that nothing else mattered except having Calvin’s cock inside me.

“I guess we should go in then.”





Chapter 3


The house is spectacular. From the outside it looks impressive but the inside is breathtaking. A massive wooden staircase greets you as you walk through the front doors. Expensive paintings and vases line the walls. A crystal chandelier hangs from the ceiling above the staircase. 

There are people everywhere. Women in skimpy dresses cluster in small circles, heads bent together and talking is hushed whispers. Men walk past us without shirts on. 

Calvin takes my hand and leads me through the house and into a large living room. The place is packed with bodies. Music blasts through the room. Strobe lights flash in time with the heavy beat.

The dance floor is at the far end of the living room. It is packed with people bumping and grinding against each other. I swear I see a guy fingering a woman. Her leg is wrapped around his waist. My thoughts drift to Calvin. I wonder if he would do that with me later.

Heat bubbles up under the surface of my skin. I just had sex for the first time and now I’m thinking about doing it in public, surround by people. I should feel ashamed but the only thing I feel is the pulse of my core, twitching and ready for another pounding. 

Calvin leads me over to a table closer to the door we came in through. There is a set of sliding glass doors that lead to the outside. People walk through them, coming in and out of the house. Between the crush of people I can see a pool. People dance around it. Some people jump in and splash around.

“This place belongs to the president of a fraternity.” Calvin has to yell above the music. He pulls me in close, slinging an arm around my waist. I wrap and arm around him, clinging to him for support. People push past us and go charging out to the pool.

“I didn’t know you were in a fraternity.”

“I’m not. The guy is on my basketball team. He invited the whole team. Here’s a few of them.” Calvin pulls me over to three incredibly tall guys standing in a circle eating pizza. 

“Cal! You came.”

“Took your sweet time.”

“Who’s your friend?”

Calvin yanks me in front of him just as a large guy darts past. He holds me to his chest so that I’m protected by the circle of large bodies. I look up into the faces. Each one of them is as hot as Calvin. 

“This is Aurora. She’s an old friend.”

“Right, friend.” One of the guys laughs. 

He looks us up and down, as though he knows exactly what we just did in Calvin’s car. He is the tallest of the three. His skin is tan and his features dark. He thrusts his hand out to shake mine. When I grab it I notice his full sleeve of tattoos. 

“This asshole is Maverick,” Calvin says, leaning down to speak into my ear. “That’s Max.” He points to the white guy. His pale hair flops forward when he offers me a nod. “And that’s Bayler.” 

Bayler is somewhere between Max and Maverick in height. The colorful lights glitter against his dark skin. His large hand dominates mine. 

“So this is why you were taking so long. And didn’t answer any of my calls,” Maverick says.

“Did you miss me that much?” Calvin throws back at him. They laugh and devolve into guy banter. 

Max silently offers me a slice of pizza. I bite into it, savouring the salty taste. I didn’t realise how hungry I was till now. My mind was filled with dirty images of Calvin fingering me on the dance floor so I didn’t notice the rumble in my stomach. 

I smile at him and he gives me a wink. It shoots right to my pussy. As I chew a wicked thought creeps into my mind. Calvin said I could take multiple cocks, and that he had friends at the party. 

I look at each of the men surrounding me. Their bodies are so much larger and stronger than mine. I tremble where I stand, still pressed against Calvin’s chest. My ass wiggles against his crotch. To my surprise he is growing hard again.

“You alright?” He whispers against my neck. 

“So are these the friends you were talking about?” I whisper back to him. My eyes never leave their faces.

Calvin chuckles. Gentle puffs of breath tickle my throat. 

“Well aren’t you a horny little slut. Yeah, these are the guys I was talking about. What do you think? Can you take all four of us?”

I lick my lips. Lusty energy thrums through my body, bringing everything alive. The fire that raged in me before sparks up again. My nipples harden against my dress, pushing the fabric out and exposing my thoughts to the circle. 

“Yes. I can take you all.”

“Excellent.”





Chapter 4


We dance in a circle. The dance floor is packed so we chose a spot near the furthest wall. Still, people crush around us, bumping into our group. The guys keep their place but I keep being knocked. Bayler places a hand on my back and pushes me into the middle of the circle. 

I turn, taking in the wall of muscle protecting me from the craziness outside. Their attention is on me, devouring my lithe body and stiff nipples with their hungry eyes. They move in time with the music, never once bothering to look at the stream of women dancing around us. They are focused on me.

A buzz starts in the base of my skull and radiates out. I have their total attention. The feeling is new and exhilarating. My hands slide down my sides, ghosting over the swell of my hips. I play with the hem of my dress, lifting it up every so slightly. 

Four sets of eyes narrow in on the tender flesh of my inner thigh. I swing my hips with the music, closing my eyes briefly to feel the bass pounding through me. Electricity crackles along my spine and sparks my core. 

My juice and Calvin’s cum soak through my lacy underwear. My pussy clenches as more comes out. It’s hungry again and it knows that there are four cocks just waiting for a chance to pound into it. 

I stretch out a hand, caressing Max’s toned body. The white shirt he wears shows off every ridge of his muscular chest. I run a finger down his abs. His muscles tense under my attention. I drop my fingers lower, and lower, until they dance along the hem of his shirt. I slide my hand up, feeling his hardened muscles beneath my palms. 

His skin is hot and there is a trail of hair that leads below his belt. I have a sudden urge to know exactly where that line of hair leads. I step closer, reaching for his belt buckle. 

The guys crush tighter around me, blocking me from the rest of the party. They dance, shoulder to shoulder, watching as I undo their friend’s jeans. Just as I’m about to dip my hand into his pants, his hands grab my wrists.

He pulls me into a crushing kiss. His lips are soft but he kisses me with so much passion that my lips grow sore after a few moments. His tongue forces its way into my mouth and caresses the inside of my mouth. 

I groan against him. Our bodies are flush. My stiff nipples are pressed against him, which makes them even harder. He pulls my arms behind my back, securing them with his much larger hands. I tug against his restraint but can’t break his hold.

My head goes fuzzy. I’ve never been held like this before and it sends my mind spiralling high. I tug against his hands again until he spins me aground and holds me to his chest. His large arms wrap around my waist and arms, holding me in place. His hot breath tickles my ear as he speaks.

“Don’t worry slut, you’ll get your chance to suck on my cocks. But first we want to get you off, because afterwards…” he plants a kiss just below my ear and one on my neck, “it’s going to get rough.”

His words send my mind and body racing. I grin at the three men still crushed around us. They couldn’t have heard what Max just said, but from their expressions they had this all planned out. 

Maverick and Calvin stand on either side of me. Bayler stands in front. His big, black hand reaches for me. He runs a finger across my swollen lips before pushing it between them. My tongue plays with his large finger. He adds another and I circle my tongue between the two of them, tracing the figure eight between them.

He pulls them out. A string of spit hangs between them. He steps a little closer and uses his other hand to lift up my dress. I know exactly where he’s going to put that hand, so I spread my legs a little wider. 

Bayler slides my panties to the side, exposing my dripping slit. His wet fingers dive between my folds to play with my clit.

“She’s already so wet.”

“She’s a horny little slut,” Calvin says. He slaps one of my tits, making me jolt with sudden exhilaration. “I already fucked her in the car and she’s ready to go again.”

The others say something but my mind is blank. The only thing I can feel are Baylers fingers playing with my nub. I watch his hand move up and down my slit, coating his fingers in my juice. 

He plays with my entrance. I look up to see him watching me. We lock eyes as he thrusts his fingers inside. My whole body spasms and clamps around him. Hunger glints in his eyes as he moves his fingers inside me. 

I writhe against Max, pushing against his thick arms. Bayler’s fingers easily find my g-spot and he rubs against it with relentless speed. My legs try to close around him but Maverick and Calvin are there, hands gripped on each thigh, spreading me wide for their friend. 

“Don’t worry babe, relax into it,” Maverick says. His smooth voice does nothing to slow the hammering of my heart or the rush of blood to my clit. My head swims with dizzying lust. 

Bayler steps a little closer, his thumb rubs my clit, circling it. Pressure builds in my core, coiling tight, as a thread of electricity shoots between my pussy and clit. I buck against Bayler’s fingers, wishing they were his cock. 

“Fuck me, please,” I whimper out. My words are swallowed by the loud music and joyful screams coming from outside. “I want to ride your fat cock.

Bayler shoves his hand further into my pussy, stretching it. I buck again, twitching against his rough treatment. Maverick and Calvin’s hands find my nipples. Calvin slides his hand under my dress, catching my stiff peak between his fingers. 

I moan, throwing my head back against Max’s chest. Even though my eyes are squeezed shut, I can still see the dancing lights flashing behind my eyelids. The pounding beat pulses around me and sets the intense pace Bayler is going at. 

I need cock. I need their cocks. I need them in me and I need it now. I tremble with the overwhelming desire to drop to my knees and have them take me one after the other. They seem determined to make me come before I get my wish.

So I relax, feeling these sexy men grope and tease my body. Lightness floods through me, followed by a rumbling, twisting pressure. It starts between my legs and moves to my nipples, then spreads everywhere. 

Bayler’s fingers work magic, pulling tiny moans from my lips. The hands pinching my nipples send shockwaves of sparks cascading down to my core. I’m panting hard. Bayler never lets up his relentless attack on my g-spot. 

My vision darkens seconds before the pressure bursts. I cry out into the noisy room, no longer caring if someone can hear me. I spasm, riding the wave of ecstasy. It rages through me, tumbling over itself, building and building, until I crash again.

I let out another cry. Hands grasp every part of my body. Max’s arms go tighter, crushing my chest, and stopping me from wiggling out of Bayler’s grip. My hips buck and roll, riding the last few spasms. 

My body goes limp but I stay upright because of the strong hands that still grasp me. Bayler pulls his fingers out. Light catches on them, showing how much juice gushed out of me from that orgasm.

He forces his fingers into my mouth. I eagerly suck on them, tasting my own cum. It is so dirty and wrong to lick up my own juices but the way Bayler looks at me, makes my tongue work fast to lick him clean. 

“Hey everyone! Brad is about to give a speech. Come outside,” someone calls from the edge of the dance floor.

Once I’m steady Max releases me. I yank down my dress. We watch as swarms of people flood through the glass doors. There are a few people left on the dance floor. Mostly couples. I glance at a pair locked at the hips and mouths. I’m pretty sure they’re straight up having sex on the dance floor. 

None of us move to follow the crowd. I’m grateful for the emptier dance floor. There might be a thrill to fucking in public, but less people would make it easier to move around. 

“I guess this is your lucky day,” Max growls in my ear. 





Chapter 5


Max shoves me towards the corner of the room. The others follow, blocking me from the rest of the dance floor. He forces me to my knees. I go down hard. I’ll have bruises tomorrow. But I don’t have time to think about it because Max’s wide cock is already pressed against my lips. 

I open for him, letting his thick cock fill my mouth. My tongue plays with the underside of his shaft, tracing the veins as he moves in and out. His hands dig into my hair and hold me still. 

He pushes in until my nose and forehead are pressed against his toned belly. His cock hits the back of my throat. I gag around him but I don’t fight it. My body convulses, trying to suck in air around him. When he pulls out, spit leaks out of the corners of my mouth. 

“I’m going to fuck that slutty mouth of yours until you choke on my cum.”

Max pushes me further back, trapping my head between him and the wall. He rams his cock back in, slamming my head into the wall. Sparks radiate from the back of my skull but dull and fade as the excitement of being face fucked takes over. 

He slides in and out, pumping his cock between my lips. I slurp at his erection, sucking and licking with every pass. His mouth is pulled into a feral grin. Those pale eyes are dark with an animalistic passion.

My heart pumps blood into my ears, deadening the music until all I can hear is the beat. Fire erupts in my lower belly, stoking the flames of my arousal. My clit throbs, once again needing something to rub against it. 

Bayler and Maverick stand beside Max. They grasp their cocks in their hands, pumping quickly as they watch their friend force himself in and out of my tight mouth. I’m trapped under the massive bodies of three large men. The thrill of danger runs up my spine, pushing me further into the rabbit hole of lust. 

I lift my hands, reaching for the cocks I haven’t tasted yet. They eagerly offer themselves to my grasping hands. I hold them tight, running my fingers up and down their thickening shafts, feeling them grow heavier with each pass. My thumbs draw circles on their heads, spreading that sticky precum everywhere. 

Max’s thrusts fall out of rhythm. He hammers into my mouth, a feral growl on his lips. His hand in my hair and the intensity in his eyes lets me know that he’s about to come. I relax my throat, ready to take his creamy load. 

Steamy cum shoots into the back of my mouth. It leaves a trail of heat as it slides down my throat. I seal my lips around him, sucking out every last drop of his cum. He grunts, pushing my head back slightly so that he can watch as my cheeks hollow around him. 

When he’s done, he pulls out. My tongue darts out, chasing him. The back of my throat pulses with the memory of his cock pounding against it. I’m almost sad that it’s over, but Bayler pulls me over, cock bobbing in front of him. 

I latch onto it, making a tight seal around the fat head. My tongue goes to work, flicking against this slit. He grabs a fist full of my and pulls it back into a ponytail. The others watch as he forces his cock in deeper.

My chest heaves with the lack of oxygen. I choke around him, gasping for air that doesn’t come. Tears blur my vision and run down my cheeks to join the sloppy mess dripping from my mouth. 

Maverick is on his knees behind me. He pushes me around, controlling my body with his large hands. I wiggle my hips, earring a slap to my ass. I squeak, jolting forward onto Bayler’s cock. 

He holds me there, lips stretched around his giant black cock. Maverick pulls my underwear off before he plays with my slit using the head of his dick. He circles my clit before ramming his cock into my tight hole. I moan around Bayler as Maverick sinks into me. 

I wish I could watch us from a distance. We look like all of the videos I’ve watched when one woman is shared by a group of men. My pussy spasms. I’m finally living out the fantasy I’ve always dreamed of.

My eyes are on Bayler’s face. I have no idea if the crowd of people have returned and they’re all standing around watching two guys fuck me from both ends. I don’t care if they do. Let them watch. This feels too good to stop for anything. 

Bayler and Maverick thrust in and out of me. Their cocks force their way further and further into my body, reaching places that no one has ever touched, and making me feel things I never knew were possible. 

My eyes roll back into my head when Calvin kneels beside us. He knows what I need. One hand milks my tits and the other works my clit. I twitch between them. Bayler and Maverick hold me tight, keeping up their punishing pace. 

Maverick’s cock stretches my pussy and rubs against all the right spots. He pushes in deep, stretching me further and further. My body tightens around him, the walls of my pussy press against his pulsing cock. 

He slams his hips against me, going faster and faster. I grip onto Bayler to steady myself from his relentless speed. Bayler’s cock thickens in my mouth. They’re about to come. 

I clamp down on them at the same time, forcing them to spasm. Maverick comes first. His seed gushes into my used pussy, coating my insides with cum. He rams into me, letting my greedy pussy milk his cock for the last few drops of seed.

Bayler pulls out right before he comes. He grabs his cock and pumps the last few strokes. I open my mouth wide, catching his cum on my tongue. It dribbles out of my mouth and down my swollen lips. 

I lick it up, enjoying the creaminess. He watches me lick up his cum. He swears under his breath. I can’t hear him but the word leaves his chest like a prayer. I grin at him, cum still stringing between my lips.

Maverick pulls out and sits back on his heels. I clench my pussy, letting him watch his own cum leak out of me. He massages my ass before bending over to plant a kiss on one of my cheeks. 

“Guys, they’re coming back in,” Max warns us.

We glance over to see groups of people heading in our direction. Calvin pulls me up and shoves me against the wall. The breath is knocked from my lungs and I gasp. The others crowd around us, shielding us from everyone as they start dancing to the music. 

Calvin leans in close and whispers in my ear. 

“Hope you’re hungry for one more cock because I’m about to fuck you against this wall.” His hot breath on my sweaty skin sends chills cascading through me. My nipples rub against his chest. I cling to him, dragging one leg up and over his hip. 

I nod into his shoulder. My fingers dig into his shirt and muscles. His hands slide around my highs and ass, picking me up and holding me against the wall. My legs wrap around this waist.

He lowers me onto his cock. My eyes squeeze shut as he takes me from a different angle. I pant into his shoulder, head swimming with pleasure. He rocks into me, sliding in and out of my soaked and used pussy. 

Our bodies are crushed together. His weight presses against me, robbing the air from my lungs. I move with him, rubbing my clit against his lower belly. Sparks sizzle between my legs and ripple around my body. 

Past Calvin and the guys shielding us from the rest of the room, is a dance floor packed with people. It’s so wrong to be fucked in a room full of people. Any one of them could look over here and realise what we are doing. 

The thought of someone else watching us sends another ripple through me. I clench around Calvin until he grunts against my ear. He picks up the pace, slamming my ass against the wall with every powerful stroke. 

Our breaths mingle before our lips come together in a rough, messy kiss. His tongue fills my mouth and rubs against mine. I grip him tighter, opening my sore lips wider. 

We chase the edge of bliss, riding each other hard. My muscles scream from being tense for so long. Heat gathers under my skin, drenching my skin with sweat. 

A sharp spike of electricity shoots up my body when Calvin hits that tender spot in me. I angle myself so that every thrust hammers against it. 

My head is so dizzy from kissing him that I have to break away. I gasp into his chest.

“I’m coming. Don’t stop. Fuck, don’t stop.”

Calvin keeps his pace, relentlessly pounding into me. I cry into his shoulder, trying to muffle my voice. Everything coils tight, clamping down. Calvin grunts, he’s close too.

Everything explodes at once. Stars and strobe lights dance across my vision, turning it white. I bite into Calvin’s shoulder as I rocket through the sky towards the most powerful orgasm I’ve ever had. 

My body spasms out of control. Every muscle twitches, clenching and releasing. I’m a shaking, slobbering mess as wave after wave of my orgasm crashes through me. My body is still convulsing out of control when Calvin hits his orgasm too. 

He shudders, sending hot cum shooting inside me for the second time tonight. We ride our ecstasy together, cling to one another to stop ourselves from drowning in the overwhelming bliss. 

He doesn’t put me down straight away. Calvin keeps me pressed against the wall until our heartbeats return to normal. I slide down the wall. My legs can barely support me, but Calvin is there, taking most of my weight. 

“How did that live up to your fantasy?”

“It was perfect,” I whisper. My throat is sore from the pounding it just took. I swallow and look up into his glittering dark eyes and smile. “Thanks for showing me a good time.”

Calvin drops a kiss onto my forehead. 

“Any time. How are you feeling?” His voice is deep and raw. 

“I could use a drink… and maybe some more pizza.”

Calvin chuckles and tilts my face up to his.

“I guess you’re finally hungry for something that isn’t cock.”

I grin and plant a kiss on his lips. 

“I guess so.”








Dear Reader,



Thank you for choosing my book. I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I loved writing it. If you’re like me and adore reading books about submissive women, powerful alpha men, gangbangs, BDSM, and lots of hot sex, then check out my
 Author Page
 for more stories like this one.



Don’t forget to leave an anonymous star review. This helps other people, like us, find more of the books that we love. Make sure you follow my
 Author Page
 so you don’t miss the next book!



I love hearing from readers. So don’t hesitate to contact me at tessrycard@gmail.com



I wish you all the best.



Love,

Tess
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