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Size Queen

By Peter M. McMillan




Chapter One: The Hunt is On

Savannah Brooks stood naked before her full-length mirror, her massive tits spilling free, nipples hard as she tweaked them, eyeing her reflection with a smirk. At thirty-two, she was a fucking bombshell—long chestnut hair tumbling over her shoulders, green eyes blazing with a lust she’d never tamed. She was a size queen, proud and shameless, obsessed with finding a cock so huge it’d stretch her pussy to its limits and leave her screaming. Tonight, she was on the prowl, her cunt already wet at the thought of the hunt.

She lived in a penthouse overlooking the city, a perch earned from curating art for rich pricks, but her real talent was spotting dick worth riding. She’d fucked her way through plenty—most disappointing, their average cocks barely teasing her greedy hole—but she craved the exceptional, a man hung like a god to match her filthy appetite. Tonight, she’d hit an upscale gallery opening, a den of elite bastards who might just pack the meat she needed.

She slipped into a red dress that hugged her curves like a second skin, the neckline plunging to flaunt her tits, the hem barely covering her ass. No bra, no panties—her pussy bare and ready, her nipples poking through the fabric. She strutted to the elevator, heels clicking, her mind buzzing with the thrill of the chase. Her first real fuck, a sculptor named Julian, had ruined her years back—his thick, veiny cock a revelation, pounding her until she saw stars. He’d split for Paris, leaving her hooked, and now she hunted his equal, or better.

The gallery was a sleek fuckfest waiting to happen—glass walls, modern art, champagne flowing, and horny rich fucks eyeing her like meat. Savannah scanned the room, her pussy tingling as she sized up the prospects, looking for broad shoulders, tight pants, a bulge that screamed promise. She locked onto three: Marcus, a gallery owner with gray-streaked hair and a suit straining over muscle; Theo, a young painter with dark eyes and a lean frame that hinted at stamina; and a mystery stud by the bar, tall and brooding, his jaw sharp enough to cut her clit.

Marcus caught her first, striding over as she sipped champagne, her lips sucking the glass slow and dirty. “Savannah Brooks,” he rumbled, voice thick with want. “Hoped you’d show that fine ass here.”

“Marcus,” she purred, leaning in so her tits brushed his chest. “Wouldn’t miss a chance to see what you’re hiding under that suit.” They flirted hard, his hand grazing her arm, and she pictured him naked, cock swinging, balls heavy—rumors said he fucked like a beast, and she needed to know.

Theo was next, hovering by his painting, a massive canvas dripping with sex in every stroke. She sauntered over, hips swaying, and leaned close, her breath hot on his neck. “This shit’s fucking hot,” she said, fingers tracing the frame. “You got a dick to match that talent?”

He blushed but grinned, bold under her heat. “Thanks. I fuck—uh, paint—with everything I’ve got.” She smirked, her cunt twitching at his stumble, and whispered, “Show me that cock sometime. Alone.” He nodded, hard already, and she marked him down—young, eager, maybe hung.

The mystery man stayed aloof, sipping whiskey, his dark eyes fucking her from across the room. She saved him for last, letting Marcus and Theo simmer, then slipped to the rooftop terrace, the night air kissing her skin as she leaned on the railing, pussy dripping with anticipation. Marcus followed, like she’d planned, his cologne hitting her as he closed in.

“Hard to pin you down,” he said, voice low, stepping so close she felt his heat.

“I like it slippery,” she shot back, turning to press her tits against him. “Keeps the fucking fun.” He grinned, hand sliding to her ass, and their mouths crashed, tongues warring, his cock stiffening against her thigh. She ground into it, testing, then pulled back, smirking. “Not here. I want that dick where I can ride it proper.”

“Trouble,” he growled, groping her harder. “I’ll fuck you ‘til you can’t walk.”

She left him hard and panting, her mind on Theo’s promise and the stranger’s stare. Three cocks, three shots at glory. Savannah Brooks didn’t settle—she’d fuck them all, find the biggest, and take it deep. The night was hers, and she was just getting started.




Chapter Two: Playing the Field

Savannah strutted back into the gallery, her pussy slick under her red dress, Marcus’s taste lingering on her lips. The terrace tease had her hot, his thick bulge promising a good fuck, but she wasn’t sold yet—Theo and the mystery stud were still in play, and she’d test every inch before she crowned a winner. The room buzzed with horny energy, and she thrived on it, her tits bouncing as she moved, drawing stares she ignored. She wanted cock, not compliments.

Theo hovered by his painting, his dark eyes flicking up as she approached, a shy grin breaking through his artsy vibe. She liked that—nervous but hungry, a colt she could break. “Still guarding this sexy shit?” she asked, sidling up, her tit brushing his arm as she smirked.

“Gotta protect what’s mine,” he said, voice soft but cocky, his gaze dropping to her cleavage. “You like it?”

“Fucking love it,” she replied, her tone dripping sex as she leaned closer, nipples grazing him through the dress. “Shows you’ve got balls. I wanna see ‘em—your cock too.” Theo’s breath hitched, his pants tenting, and she grinned, her pussy throbbing. “Studio tomorrow night,” he stammered, bold now. “I’ll show you everything.”

“Better be big,” she whispered, hand sliding down his arm, nails digging in as she pulled away, leaving him hard and dazed. Theo was locked in, a maybe with stamina—she’d ride him raw and find out.

The stranger at the bar hadn’t budged, whiskey in hand, his dark eyes tracking her like prey. Up close, he was a fucking wet dream—tall, broad, jaw sharp, suit hugging a body she wanted to claw. She leaned on the bar, dress riding up to flash thigh, her tits spilling forward. “Liking the show?” she purred, voice low, cunt aching as she stared him down.

“Depends who’s starring,” he shot back, voice rough as gravel, sipping slow, eyes locked on hers. He was cool, too cool, and it made her wetter.

“Savannah,” she said, offering her hand, nails red and sharp. He took it, grip hard, skin hot. “Dante.”

No bullshit, just Dante—fuck, it fit him, raw and dark. “What’s your game, Dante?” she pressed, leaning in, her breath teasing his ear. “Art? Money? Or just here to fuck?”

“Company,” he said, setting his glass down, his stare burning her skin. “Good company.” Her clit pulsed—he was playing, and she loved it.

“Found any worth a damn?” she asked, shifting so her tit grazed his arm, testing him.

“Maybe,” he replied, smirking faint and filthy. “You?”

“Still hunting,” she said, letting the silence stretch, thick with want. Marcus interrupted, sliding up behind her, his hand possessive on her hip. “Thought I lost you,” he growled, voice thick, cock pressing her ass through his pants.

“Just scoping the field,” she teased, nodding at Dante. “Marcus, Dante. Dante, Marcus.” They eyed each other, Marcus smug, Dante unreadable, and Savannah’s pussy dripped at the tension. She stirred it up. “Told Dante how you made me wet upstairs,” she said to Marcus, smirking. “You’ve got a fat dick begging to fuck me.”

Marcus grinned, groping her harder. “Damn right. I’ll pound you ‘til you’re raw.”

“Not yet,” she purred, turning to Dante. “You sticking around?”

“Depends how bad you want it,” he said, low and dirty, his eyes promising a wrecking. She stepped back, tits bouncing, leaving them both hard and hungry. “Figure it out, boys. I’ve got cocks to ride.”

Back home, she stripped naked, pouring whiskey as she replayed it—Marcus’s thick tease, Theo’s eager promise, Dante’s dark heat. She sprawled on her bed, legs wide, fingers plunging into her pussy, fucking herself to their faces, their bulges, imagining them huge and hard. She came, moaning loud, her cunt clenching, but it wasn’t enough. Tomorrow, Theo’s studio. Then Marcus. Then Dante. She’d fuck them all, find the biggest, and take it deep—her hunt was on, and Savannah Brooks was fucking unstoppable.




Chapter Three: The Artist’s Den

Savannah stood outside Theo’s studio, a gritty warehouse in the arts district where the air was thick with the scent of paint and raw potential. She’d dressed for the occasion—a tight black jumpsuit that molded to her lush curves, the neckline plunging deep to frame her full, heavy breasts, barely contained by the fabric. Her chestnut hair was swept into a messy bun, a few strands teasing her neck, and her green eyes glittered with intent. She wasn’t here just to see Theo’s art; she was here to fuck him senseless and find out if he could deliver the thick, massive cock she’d been hunting for.

She rapped on the door, and Theo yanked it open, his dark hair a wild mess, his paint-stained shirt clinging to a lean frame. He looked younger up close, almost innocent, but the heat in his gaze told her he wasn’t as naive as he seemed. “Savannah,” he said, stepping aside, his voice rough with anticipation. “Didn’t think you’d show.”

“I don’t tease unless I mean it,” she purred, brushing past him, her breast grazing his chest deliberately as she sauntered inside. The studio was a chaotic wet dream—canvases smeared with bold strokes, brushes strewn across a table, the sharp bite of turpentine in the air. It was primal, messy, and it made her pussy throb with the promise of what might unfold.

Theo shut the door, the lock clicking like a gunshot in the quiet. “Drink? Wine? Something stronger?”

“Red wine,” she said, her tone dripping with seduction as she prowled toward a half-finished painting, her fingers sliding along its edge. “Something to loosen us up.”

He darted to a corner kitchenette, and Savannah took her chance to prowl, her hips swaying, her mind already picturing him naked, his cock in her hand, her mouth, her cunt. She wanted him big—huge, really—thick enough to stretch her, long enough to hit every spot she needed. Theo returned with two glasses of cabernet, handing her one as he stepped close, his breath quickening. “What do you think of the place?” he asked, gesturing around. “It’s raw, but it’s me.”

“It’s fucking hot,” she said, sipping the wine, letting it coat her lips as she stared him down. “Shows me you’re not afraid to get dirty. I like a man who can handle a mess.”

Theo grinned, emboldened, closing the gap. “I’ve been hard for you since last night. Couldn’t stop thinking about your tits, your ass, what you’d feel like under me.”

Savannah set her glass down, turning to him, her hands sliding up his chest, nails digging in just enough to make him hiss. “Then stop thinking and fuck me,” she said, yanking him in for a kiss. His mouth crashed into hers, sloppy and desperate, his tongue thrusting deep as his hands grabbed her waist, pulling her tight. She could feel his cock hardening against her thigh, and she ground into it, testing its heft, her clit pulsing with need.

They stumbled to a beat-up leather couch, knocking over paint cans as they went, the clatter drowned out by their heavy breathing. Savannah shoved him down, straddling him as she tore at his shirt, ripping it off to reveal a lean, sculpted chest, his nipples hard under her thumbs. She kissed him again, biting his lip, then slid down to suck at his neck, his groans fueling her as she unzipped her jumpsuit. The fabric peeled away, freeing her massive tits, the nipples stiff and begging for his mouth.

“Fuck, you’re unreal,” Theo rasped, lunging forward to bury his face between her breasts, licking and sucking, his hands squeezing her flesh like he couldn’t get enough. Savannah moaned, arching into him, then shoved him back, yanking at his jeans. “Show me your cock,” she demanded, her voice raw. “I want to see if you’re big enough to fuck me right.”

Theo fumbled with the zipper, shoving his pants down, and his dick sprang free—thick, veiny, a solid eight inches, maybe more, with a fat head already leaking precum. Savannah’s cunt clenched at the sight, but she wasn’t sold yet. It was good, damn good, but she craved monstrous, something that’d split her open and leave her screaming. Still, she’d ride him hard and see what he could do.

She stripped the jumpsuit off completely, standing naked before him, her pussy glistening, her thighs slick with want. Theo’s jaw dropped, his cock twitching as she climbed onto him, guiding his hands to her hips. “Fuck me like you mean it,” she ordered, sinking down, his dick sliding into her wet heat inch by inch. She groaned as he filled her, stretching her walls, but not enough—not yet. She needed more.

Theo thrust up, hard and fast, his hands gripping her ass as he pounded into her, the couch creaking under them. “You’re so fucking tight,” he growled, sucking a nipple into his mouth, biting down as she rode him, her tits bouncing with every slam. Savannah took control, grinding down, angling him to hit her G-spot, her moans loud and unashamed. He was relentless, his stamina shocking her, his cock slamming deep, but it wasn’t the mind-blowing fullness she’d dreamed of. She fucked him harder, chasing it anyway, her clit throbbing as she rubbed it against his pelvis.

“Harder, Theo, fucking harder!” she screamed, and he obeyed, flipping her onto her back, spreading her legs wide as he drove into her, his balls slapping her ass. Sweat dripped from his brow, his face twisted with effort, and Savannah came first, her pussy clenching around him, her orgasm ripping through her like wildfire. Theo followed, grunting as he pumped her full, his cum hot and thick inside her.

They collapsed, panting, his head on her sweat-slick tits, her legs still trembling. “Holy shit,” he muttered. “That was insane.”

“Yeah,” she said, catching her breath, running her fingers through his damp hair. “You’re good, Theo. Fucking good. But I need more. I need huge.”

He lifted his head, smirking despite the rejection. “Can’t say I didn’t try to wreck you.”

She laughed, kissing him slow and dirty. “You did. And I loved it. But my hunt’s not over.”

They dressed, her body still buzzing, and she left him with a filthy kiss at the door, his taste lingering on her tongue. Driving home, she replayed it—Theo’s cock, his drive, how close he’d come. He wasn’t the one, but he’d fucked her raw and left her wanting more. Marcus was next, then Dante. Her pussy ached for the real prize, and she’d tear through them all to find it.




Chapter Four: Dinner and Desire

Savannah stepped out of her shower the next evening, steam curling around her as she toweled off her glistening skin. Her body still hummed from Theo’s relentless fucking the night before, but the ache between her thighs was a restless beast, unsatisfied and ravenous. Tonight, Marcus was on the menu—a man who oozed power and promised indulgence. She’d felt his hunger on the gallery terrace, and now she’d see if his cock matched his swagger.

She chose her armor carefully: a slinky emerald dress that hugged her voluptuous frame, the fabric so thin it left little to the imagination. Her massive tits strained against it, nipples faintly visible, and the hem rode high on her thick thighs, daring anyone to look. She left her hair down, a wild cascade of chestnut waves, and painted her lips a deep, fuck-me red. Marcus had invited her to a private dinner at his penthouse, and Savannah intended to make it a night he’d never forget—or one she’d walk away from if he didn’t measure up.

His building was a sleek tower of glass and steel, the elevator ride smooth and silent as it carried her to the top. When the doors opened, Marcus stood there, all tailored charm in a dark suit, his salt-and-pepper hair catching the dim light. His eyes raked over her, lingering on her tits, her hips, the bare expanse of leg, and a slow, predatory grin spread across his face. “Savannah,” he said, voice like velvet over steel. “You look good enough to eat.”

“Hope you’ve got the appetite,” she shot back, stepping into his space, her perfume a sultry tease as she brushed past him. The penthouse was a masterpiece—floor-to-ceiling windows with a cityscape view, plush leather furniture, a dining table set for two with candles flickering. But Savannah wasn’t here for the decor. She wanted his cock, and she wanted it now.

Marcus poured her a glass of Bordeaux, his fingers brushing hers as he handed it over. “To a night worth remembering,” he toasted, clinking her glass, his gaze locked on hers, heavy with intent. They sipped, the wine rich and bold, and Savannah felt the heat coil low in her belly, her pussy already wet at the thought of what might come.

Dinner was a formality—seared steak, roasted vegetables, all perfectly plated—but Savannah barely tasted it. She ate slow, deliberate, letting her fork linger at her lips, her tongue flicking out to catch a drop of sauce. Marcus watched, his jaw tightening, and she knew she had him hooked. “You’re a tease,” he said, leaning back in his chair, his voice rough.

“I’m a promise,” she corrected, pushing her plate aside and standing, her dress riding up as she sauntered around the table. “Question is, can you keep up?”

He was on her in an instant, chair scraping back as he grabbed her hips, yanking her against him. His mouth crashed into hers, hard and demanding, his tongue thrusting deep as his hands roamed her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp. She could feel his cock through his pants, thick and pressing, and her cunt throbbed with need. “Bedroom,” she growled against his lips, and he didn’t argue, hauling her down a hall to a massive bed draped in black silk.

Marcus shoved her onto it, her tits bouncing as she landed, and he stripped fast, suit hitting the floor to reveal a broad, muscled chest dusted with gray hair. His pants followed, and Savannah’s breath caught as his cock sprang free—long, thick as her wrist, veined and heavy, the kind of dick that could ruin her in the best way. “Fuck yes,” she moaned, spreading her legs wide, her dress hiked up to show her bare, dripping pussy. No panties tonight—she’d come prepared.

He didn’t waste time, climbing over her, his hands ripping the dress down to free her tits. “These are fucking perfect,” he growled, sucking a nipple into his mouth, biting down as she arched, her nails clawing his back. His cock nudged her entrance, the fat head teasing her clit, and she bucked up, desperate. “Fuck me, Marcus. Now.”

He thrust in, one brutal stroke that buried him balls-deep, stretching her cunt wide. Savannah screamed, the burn exquisite, her walls clamping around him as he started pounding, relentless and deep. “You like that, huh? Big enough for you?” he snarled, slamming into her, the bed shaking with every thrust.

“Fuck, yes, harder!” she cried, her tits jiggling, her hands gripping his ass to pull him deeper. He was huge, filling her like Theo never could, hitting spots that made her vision blur. She wrapped her legs around him, heels digging into his back, riding the edge as he fucked her raw. His balls slapped her ass, wet and loud, and she reached down, rubbing her clit furiously, chasing the orgasm she knew was close.

Marcus flipped her over, yanking her to her knees, and slammed back in, his hands gripping her hips as he plowed her from behind. “Look at that ass,” he grunted, smacking it hard, the sting pushing her closer. Savannah shoved back, meeting every thrust, her pussy gushing around him, the filthy sound of it driving her wild. “Come on me,” she begged, and he roared, pounding faster, deeper, until she shattered, her cunt spasming, juices soaking the sheets.

He followed, pulling out to shoot thick ropes of cum across her ass, hot and sticky, marking her as he groaned her name. They collapsed, sweaty and spent, his chest heaving against her back. “Jesus, Savannah,” he panted. “You’re a fucking goddess.”

She rolled over, smirking, her body still trembling. “You’re not bad yourself. That cock’s a goddamn weapon.”

He laughed, smug and sated, but Savannah’s mind was already spinning. Marcus was incredible—big, brutal, everything she’d hoped. But was he the one? She’d fucked him senseless, and he’d delivered, but her quest wasn’t just about size—it was about perfection, the ultimate fit that’d leave her wrecked and whole. Dante still loomed in her thoughts, that dark enigma she hadn’t cracked.

She left Marcus’s penthouse an hour later, legs wobbly, pussy sore in the best way, his cum still sticky on her skin under the dress. He’d begged her to stay, but she’d kissed him filthy and promised a rematch. Driving home, the city lights blurred, her body buzzing with satisfaction and hunger. Marcus was a contender, a fucking beast, but Dante… she needed to know. Tomorrow, she’d hunt him down, strip him bare, and see if he could top this.




Chapter Five: The Shadow Unleashed

Savannah woke the next morning with Marcus’s scent still clinging to her skin, her body deliciously sore from his ruthless pounding. She stretched across her king-sized bed, the sheets sliding over her naked curves, her nipples hardening as she replayed the night—his thick cock stretching her, his cum painting her ass. It had been phenomenal, a brutal fuck that left her quivering, but that restless itch still gnawed at her core. She needed more, something beyond even Marcus’s impressive girth. She needed Dante.

The mysterious stranger had haunted her thoughts since the gallery, his dark eyes and quiet arrogance a puzzle she ached to solve. She’d fucked Theo and Marcus, tested their limits, but Dante was the wildcard, the one who might finally satisfy her insatiable craving for a cock so massive it’d ruin her for anyone else. Today, she’d track him down, strip him bare, and ride him until she knew the truth.

She showered, letting the hot water cascade over her full tits and down her thighs, washing away Marcus’s claim but not her hunger. Dressing was a weapon—she picked a crimson wrap dress that tied at the side, easy to undo, the fabric clinging to her hips and dipping low to flaunt her cleavage. No bra, no panties—just her, raw and ready. Her hair fell in loose waves, and she slicked on lipstick to match the dress, a bold red that screamed sex. Dante wouldn’t know what hit him.

Finding him wasn’t hard. A few calls to gallery contacts, a casual mention of the tall, brooding man with the whiskey glass, and she had a lead: he owned a private club downtown, an upscale den of vice called The Obsidian Room. Perfect. Savannah drove there as the sun dipped low, the city’s pulse quickening with the night. The club was tucked behind an unmarked door, all black steel and discretion, and when she knocked, a bouncer eyed her up, then let her in with a grunt.

Inside, it was a world of shadows and sin—low lighting, leather booths, the clink of glasses and murmurs of pleasure. Savannah felt eyes on her as she moved through the crowd, her dress swaying, her tits bouncing just enough to draw stares. She spotted Dante at the bar, same as the gallery, his broad shoulders filling out a black shirt, his gaze fixed on a tumbler of amber liquid. He looked up as she approached, those dark eyes locking onto her, and a slow, dangerous smile curled his lips.

“Savannah,” he said, voice like gravel and smoke, setting his drink down. “Knew you’d find me.”

“Couldn’t resist,” she replied, sliding onto the stool beside him, her thigh brushing his. “You’re a hard man to forget.”

He chuckled, low and filthy, leaning in close enough she could smell the whiskey on his breath. “And you’re a woman who knows what she wants. Question is, can you handle it?”

Her pussy clenched at the challenge, her pulse racing. “Try me,” she whispered, her hand sliding to his knee, nails digging in as she stared him down.

Dante didn’t flinch, just stood, towering over her, and jerked his head toward a back hallway. “Not here. Private room.” She followed, her heels clicking, her cunt already wet with anticipation. He led her to a door, unlocked it, and ushered her into a space of dark luxury—velvet walls, a wide chaise lounge, a mirror spanning one side. The door shut, and he locked it, the sound a promise.

He turned to her, eyes burning, and she didn’t wait—untied her dress in one pull, letting it fall to reveal her naked body, tits heavy and ripe, pussy glistening. Dante’s gaze raked over her, primal and hungry, and he stepped closer, shedding his shirt to show a chiseled chest, scars faint across his skin, a man who’d lived hard. “Fuck, you’re a sight,” he growled, hands grabbing her hips, yanking her against him.

She felt it then—his cock, hard and massive through his pants, pressing into her belly, bigger than Marcus, bigger than anyone. Her breath hitched, her hands clawing at his fly. “Show me,” she demanded, voice raw. “I need that fucking monster in me.”

Dante smirked, shoving his pants down, and Savannah nearly came on the spot. His cock was obscene—ten inches at least, thick as her forearm, veins bulging, the head swollen and dripping. It was the holy grail, the beast she’d been chasing, and her cunt ached to take it all. “You sure?” he taunted, stroking it slow, precum slicking his fingers.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned, dropping to her knees, her mouth watering as she grabbed him, barely able to wrap her hand around it. She sucked the tip, tongue swirling, tasting his salt, stretching her lips wide as she took him deeper, gagging but greedy. Dante groaned, fists in her hair, guiding her as she bobbed, spit dripping down her chin, her throat burning from the sheer size.

He pulled her up, shoving her onto the chaise, spreading her legs wide. “Gonna wreck that pussy,” he promised, rubbing his cockhead against her clit, teasing her sopping entrance. Savannah bucked, desperate, and he thrust in—slow at first, stretching her inch by agonizing inch, her walls screaming as they yielded to his girth. “Oh fuck, oh fuck!” she cried, pain and pleasure crashing together, her tits heaving as he buried himself balls-deep.

Dante fucked her like a storm, relentless, his cock slamming into her, hitting her cervix with every thrust. She screamed, clawing his back, her pussy gushing around him, the wet slap of their bodies echoing. “Take it, Savannah,” he snarled, pinning her wrists, his hips pistoning, stretching her beyond reason. She came hard, vision white, cunt spasming around his monster, soaking the chaise, but he didn’t stop, driving her through it into another climax, her screams hoarse.

He flipped her, bending her over, and plunged back in, his hands spanking her ass red as he fucked her from behind, the mirror showing her tits swinging, her face twisted in ecstasy. “You’re mine now,” he growled, and she felt it—his cock owning her, filling her like nothing ever had. He pulled out, jerking off fast, and came across her back, hot spurts painting her skin, marking her as his.

They collapsed, her body wrecked, his cock still twitching beside her. “Holy shit,” she panted, trembling, her pussy throbbing with the aftershocks. “You’re… fuck, you’re it.”

Dante smirked, wiping sweat from his brow. “Told you I’d ruin you.”

She laughed, weak but triumphant. He had—utterly, gloriously. Marcus was a memory, Theo a warm-up. Dante was her perfect match, the hung god she’d hunted. But as she lay there, cum dripping down her spine, she wondered: was this the end of her quest, or just the beginning?




Chapter Six: The Aftermath and the Hunger

Savannah lay sprawled across the chaise in Dante’s private room, her body a map of delicious ruin—sweat-slicked, cum-streaked, her pussy still pulsing from the brutal stretch of his monstrous cock. The air was thick with the scent of sex, musky and raw, and her chest heaved as she caught her breath, her massive tits rising and falling, nipples tender from his rough hands. Dante lounged beside her, his own breathing heavy, that colossal dick resting against his thigh, glistening with her juices and his release. She’d found him, the perfect specimen, the man who’d fucked her into oblivion and left her trembling. But as the haze of orgasm faded, a new question burned in her mind: was this enough?

He shifted, propping himself on an elbow, his dark eyes tracing her curves with a possessive glint. “You’re still alive,” he said, voice rough with amusement. “Thought I might’ve broken you.”

Savannah laughed, a throaty sound that vibrated through her sore body. “Takes more than a big dick to break me, Dante. But fuck, you came close.” She reached out, trailing a finger along his shaft, marveling at its size even soft—thick, veined, a beast that had owned her. Her cunt twitched, already greedy for more, despite the ache.

He smirked, catching her wrist, pulling her hand to his lips to kiss her knuckles, a surprisingly tender move after the savagery they’d shared. “You’re insatiable. Most women tap out after round one.”

“I’m not most women,” she shot back, sitting up, her tits swaying as she faced him. Cum dripped down her back, sticky and warm, and she didn’t bother wiping it off—let it mark her, a badge of conquest. “You’re the best I’ve had, hands down. That cock’s a fucking miracle. But I’m not done hunting.”

Dante’s brow arched, intrigue flickering in his gaze. “You saying I’m not enough?”

She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear, her voice a sultry growl. “I’m saying you’re the benchmark now. I want to see if anything—anyone—can top this. Or if you’re the peak I keep climbing.”

He chuckled, dark and dirty, his hand sliding to her ass, squeezing hard. “A challenge, huh? I like that. Next time, I’ll fuck you so hard you won’t walk for a week.”

“Promises, promises,” she teased, nipping his jaw before pulling back, her body screaming for rest but her mind racing. Dante had wrecked her, filled her beyond reason, but Savannah’s hunger was a beast of its own—relentless, curious, always chasing the next high. He was perfection, but what if there was more? What if she could push further, find a man—or men—to match this, to exceed it?

She stood, legs wobbly, and retrieved her dress, slipping it on without tying it, letting it hang open to flash her tits and the slick mess between her thighs. Dante watched, cock twitching again, and she smirked, knowing she could have him hard and ready in seconds if she wanted. “Where you going?” he asked, voice low, a hint of command.

“Home,” she said, grabbing her purse. “Need to recover before I take you up on that next time. You’ve got my number now—use it.”

He grinned, leaning back, unashamedly naked. “Oh, I will. You’re not rid of me yet, Savannah.”

She blew him a kiss and sauntered out, the club’s shadows swallowing her as she made her way to her car. The drive home was a blur, her body buzzing, her pussy sore but satisfied—for now. She replayed every thrust, every stretch, the way Dante’s cock had split her open and made her scream. It was the best fuck of her life, no question, but that only sharpened her appetite. She’d found the holy grail; now she wanted to see if there was a pantheon.

At her penthouse, she stripped again, collapsing onto her bed, the sheets cool against her fevered skin. Her phone buzzed—Marcus, texting a filthy invite for round two. She smirked, tempted, but set it aside. He’d been good, damn good, but Dante had reset the game. Theo was a memory, a sweet appetizer, and Marcus a solid main course. Dante was the dessert she’d gorged on, and now she craved the whole damn feast.

Sleep took her, dreams wild with flesh and heat, and when she woke, the sun was high, her body stiff but alive. She stretched, wincing at the tenderness between her legs, and grinned. Today, she’d rest, let her cunt recover from Dante’s assault. But tomorrow? Tomorrow, she’d hunt again. Maybe she’d call Dante back, ride that monster until she blacked out. Or maybe she’d prowl the city, find a new contender, someone to test against the bar he’d set. Hell, maybe she’d take them both, Marcus and Dante, see how their cocks stacked up side by side, filling her until she couldn’t think.

Savannah rolled out of bed, naked and unashamed, padding to her window to gaze at the skyline. The city was her playground, her men its prizes. She’d fucked her way through three—Theo’s eager thrust, Marcus’s brutal power, Dante’s godlike girth—and each had brought her closer to her truth. She was a size queen, a goddess of excess, and her quest wasn’t over. It was evolving.

Her phone buzzed again, Dante this time: Ready for round two? She laughed, her pussy clenching at the thought, and typed back: Give me a day. Then I want you to destroy me. His reply was instant: Count on it.

She set the phone down, her mind alight with possibilities. Dante was her king for now, but Savannah Brooks bowed to no one—not even perfection. She’d keep chasing, keep fucking, until she found the ultimate, or until she built it herself. The hunt was her life, and she was just getting started.




Chapter Seven: The Double Dare

Savannah spent the day after Dante indulging her body’s need for recovery, lounging in her penthouse with a glass of wine and a vibrator humming lazily between her thighs. She didn’t push herself to climax—just teased, letting the buzz soothe the ache Dante’s massive cock had left behind. Her pussy was still tender, stretched and raw from his relentless fucking, but the memory of it kept her wet, her mind spinning with what could come next. He’d texted her again that morning, a single word—Tonight—and she’d replied with a winking emoji, leaving the door open. But as the afternoon wore into evening, a wilder idea took root, one that made her pulse race and her cunt throb.

Why settle for one when she could have two? Marcus and Dante, together, their thick cocks filling her at once, pushing her limits beyond anything she’d dreamed. Theo had been a spark, Marcus a fire, Dante an inferno—now she wanted the whole damn explosion. She’d never done two at once, not like this, but the thought of it, their bodies clashing, their dicks stretching her to breaking, set her on edge in the best way. She’d make it happen, tonight, and see if they could handle her together.

She texted Marcus first, her fingers flying over the screen: Penthouse, 9 PM. Bring that big dick and an open mind. His reply was quick, cocky: You know I’m game. What’s the catch? She smirked, typing back: You’ll see. Then she messaged Dante: My place, 9 PM. Wear something easy to rip off. I’ve got a surprise. His response was a simple Fuck yes, and Savannah laughed, her body already tingling with anticipation.

She prepped like a queen readying for war—showered, shaved her pussy smooth, rubbed lotion into her skin until it glowed. She chose a sheer black robe, nothing underneath, the fabric whispering over her curves, her nipples poking through, her ass barely covered. Her tits swayed as she moved, heavy and ripe, and she left her hair wild, a mane to grab. The penthouse was ready too—candles lit, a bottle of whiskey on the table, her bed stripped to the sheets, wide enough for three.

At 9 sharp, the buzzer sounded, and Marcus strode in first, all polished confidence in a tight shirt and slacks, his eyes widening as he took her in. “Fuck, Savannah,” he growled, stepping close, his hand already cupping her ass through the robe. “You’re a walking wet dream.”

“Save it,” she purred, pulling him in for a quick, dirty kiss, her tongue flicking his before she stepped back. “We’ve got company.”

The buzzer went again, and Dante entered, a dark god in a leather jacket and jeans, his gaze flicking from her to Marcus, then back, a smirk tugging his lips. “This the surprise?” he asked, voice low, shedding his jacket to reveal a chest she wanted to claw.

“Damn right,” she said, sauntering between them, letting the robe slip open to flash her tits and pussy. “You two are the best I’ve fucked. Now I want you both. Think you can share me?”

Marcus laughed, rough and eager, already unbuttoning his shirt. “I’ll fuck you any way you want, baby. He can watch or join, don’t care.”

Dante’s eyes darkened, predatory, stepping closer to run a finger down her spine. “I don’t share easy, but for you? I’ll make it work. Gonna stuff that cunt so full you’ll scream.”

Savannah’s knees weakened, her pussy dripping as she led them to the bedroom, shedding the robe completely. She climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide, showing them her slick, pink slit. “Come take me,” she challenged, and they didn’t hesitate.

Marcus stripped fast, his thick cock bouncing free, hard and ready, while Dante peeled off his jeans, that monster dick swinging heavy, already leaking. They flanked her, Marcus at her head, Dante between her thighs, and she grabbed Marcus’s shaft, stroking it as she looked up at him. “Fuck my mouth,” she ordered, then turned to Dante. “And you, wreck my pussy.”

Marcus groaned, guiding his cock to her lips, and she sucked him in, deep and wet, her tongue swirling as he thrust, hitting her throat. Dante spread her wider, rubbing his fat head against her clit, teasing her until she bucked, then slammed in, stretching her cunt brutal and fast. She moaned around Marcus, the vibration making him curse, his hands fisting her hair as he fucked her face.

Dante pounded her, his cock a battering ram, splitting her open, hitting her cervix with every thrust. “Tight little slut,” he growled, spanking her thigh, the sting pushing her higher. She gagged on Marcus, spit drooling down her chin, her tits bouncing as Dante’s hips slammed into her, the bed creaking under the assault. Her pussy gushed, soaking him, and she felt the pressure build, wild and uncontrollable.

“Switch,” she gasped, pulling off Marcus, and they moved like wolves, Dante yanking her up, Marcus sliding beneath. She straddled Marcus, sinking onto his dick, groaning as it filled her, thick and deep, while Dante knelt behind, spitting on her ass, his fingers probing her tight hole. “Gonna take you everywhere,” he promised, and she nodded, frantic, as he pushed in, the burn of his huge cock stretching her ass making her scream.

Double stuffed, Savannah lost herself—Marcus thrusting up into her pussy, Dante plowing her ass, their cocks rubbing through her walls, a filthy, perfect friction. She clawed Marcus’s chest, her moans raw, her body shaking as they fucked her in sync, relentless, animalistic. “Yes, fuck, yes!” she yelled, coming hard, her cunt and ass clenching, juices squirting as they kept going, driving her through wave after wave.

Marcus came first, grunting as he pumped her pussy full, hot and thick, and Dante followed, roaring as he flooded her ass, cum spilling out as he pulled free. Savannah collapsed between them, wrecked, leaking from both holes, her body a trembling mess of bliss. They panted beside her, cocks spent, and she laughed, hoarse and triumphant.

“Fuck,” Marcus muttered, wiping sweat from his brow. “You’re a goddamn legend.”

Dante smirked, tracing her hip. “Told you I’d destroy you. We both did.”

She grinned, rolling onto her back, cum dripping down her thighs. “You did. Best yet. But I’m still me—still hungry.”

They groaned, half-laughing, and she knew they’d be back. Savannah had found her match—two of them—and it was fucking glorious. But her quest? It burned brighter than ever. She’d take them again, push them further, or find more to conquer. She was unstoppable, and the night was hers.




Chapter Eight: The Edge of Excess

Savannah woke the next morning sandwiched between Marcus and Dante, their heavy limbs draped over her, the bed a tangle of sweat-soaked sheets and the musky aftermath of their threesome. Her body ached in the best way—pussy and ass tender from their relentless cocks, her throat raw from screaming, her skin marked with faint bruises from their grips. She’d never been fucked so thoroughly, stuffed so full, and the memory of it—Marcus pounding her cunt, Dante splitting her ass—made her clit throb even now. But as she slipped out from between them, their snores filling the quiet, that familiar hunger stirred again, sharper, insatiable.

She padded naked to her bathroom, splashing cold water on her face, studying herself in the mirror. Her tits were flushed, nipples still hard, her lips swollen from sucking Marcus off. Cum had dried on her thighs, a sticky reminder of their conquest, and she smirked, proud of what she’d pulled off. Two hung gods, tamed by her body, her will. It was a triumph, a filthy masterpiece, but Savannah wasn’t done. Last night had pushed her limits, but she wanted to shatter them—find the edge of excess and leap over it.

She showered, letting the hot water ease her soreness, her fingers drifting to her pussy, teasing her clit as she planned her next move. Marcus and Dante were perfection together, their cocks a symphony of size and power, but what if she added more? A third, a fourth—hell, a whole room of well-hung men, all for her, fucking her until she couldn’t move, couldn’t think. The idea made her moan, her fingers plunging deeper, and she came quick and quiet, a prelude to the chaos she craved.

By noon, Marcus and Dante were gone, leaving with promises of more—Marcus with a smug kiss, Dante with a slap to her ass that stung deliciously. She spent the day restless, pacing her penthouse, her mind a whirlwind of lust. She texted them both: Last night was a start. Next time, I want more. Marcus replied with a Fuck, you’re wild, and Dante with a Name the time, I’ll bring the heat. She grinned, already plotting, but she needed fresh meat too, new cocks to test against her champions.

That night, she hit a different scene—a high-end sex club she’d heard whispers about, tucked in the city’s underbelly, where the elite came to play hard. She dressed for war: a leather corset that cinched her waist and shoved her tits up high, a thong so thin it barely existed, thigh-high boots that clicked like a predator’s stride. Her hair was a wild mane, her makeup dark and fierce, and she walked in like she owned the place, heads turning, cocks hardening at the sight of her.

The club was a den of decadence—dim red lights, moans echoing from shadowed corners, bodies writhing in open rooms. Savannah prowled the main floor, sipping a martini, her eyes scanning for prey. She spotted him fast—a towering man near the bar, skin like ebony, muscles rippling under a tight shirt, his pants straining over a bulge that promised devastation. He caught her stare, grinned slow and wicked, and she sauntered over, hips swaying, tits bouncing in the corset.

“Savannah,” she said, leaning close, her breath hot on his ear. “You look like trouble.”

“Jaxon,” he replied, voice a deep rumble, his hand brushing her hip. “And you look like you can take it.”

She laughed, filthy and bold, sliding her hand down his chest to graze his cock through the fabric—huge, thick, a beast begging to be freed. “I don’t just take it,” she purred. “I fucking devour it. You in?”

He didn’t answer with words—just grabbed her wrist, pulling her to a private booth, the curtain falling shut behind them. She shoved him onto the velvet seat, straddling him, grinding her pussy against his bulge as she ripped his shirt open, buttons popping. His chest was a wall of muscle, and she licked a stripe up it, tasting salt and power, while his hands yanked her corset down, freeing her tits.

“Fuck, these are massive,” Jaxon growled, sucking a nipple hard, biting until she hissed, her thong soaked through. She clawed his pants open, and his cock sprang out—eleven inches, maybe more, black and veiny, thicker than Dante’s, a goddamn titan. Savannah’s cunt clenched, drooling for it, and she didn’t wait, shoving her thong aside and sinking down, the stretch tearing a scream from her throat.

“Shit, you’re tight,” Jaxon grunted, hands gripping her ass, slamming her down as he thrust up, impaling her. She rode him hard, tits bouncing, the booth shaking, her pussy stretched to its limit, burning and blissful. He was deeper than anyone, hitting spots she didn’t know she had, and she came fast, gushing over him, her screams muffled by his mouth as he kissed her, savage and deep.

He flipped her, bending her over the seat, and fucked her from behind, his cock a battering ram, balls slapping her clit. “Take it, you slut,” he snarled, spanking her ass red, and she pushed back, meeting every thrust, her body shaking as another orgasm ripped through her, juices dripping down her thighs. Jaxon pulled out, jerking off, and came across her back, thick ropes that made her moan, marking her anew.

She collapsed, panting, her body a live wire, and Jaxon chuckled, wiping sweat from his brow. “You’re a fucking animal,” he said, respect in his tone.

“Best kind,” she rasped, sitting up, cum slick on her skin. He was incredible, bigger than Dante, rawer than Marcus, but she wasn’t sated—not yet. She wanted them all, a lineup of cocks to worship her, to break her apart and put her back together.

She left Jaxon with a kiss that promised more, staggering out of the club, legs weak, pussy throbbing. Back home, she texted Marcus, Dante, and now Jaxon: Next weekend. My place. Bring your A-game. We’re going big. Their replies lit up her phone, eager and dirty, and Savannah grinned, her body buzzing with the thrill of it. She’d fucked three gods, and now she’d orchestrate a gangbang to end all gangbangs—cocks of every size, pounding her until she was a dripping, screaming mess.

The city glittered outside, her kingdom, and Savannah Brooks was its queen—unstoppable, unashamed, chasing the ultimate high. Next weekend, she’d have it all, and nothing would ever be the same.




Chapter Nine: The Feast of Kings

The week crawled by, each day a slow burn of anticipation as Savannah prepped for her grand finale. Her body had recovered from Jaxon’s brutal fucking, the soreness fading into a restless energy that fueled her plans. She’d tasted the best—Theo’s eager thrust, Marcus’s thick power, Dante’s monstrous girth, Jaxon’s titan stretch—and now she’d have them all, a banquet of cocks to gorge on until she was spent, satisfied, or both. She didn’t just want excess; she wanted to drown in it, to be fucked so thoroughly she’d never crave again.

Saturday night arrived, and her penthouse was a stage set for debauchery—lights dimmed, candles flickering, a playlist of slow, dirty beats pulsing through the air. She’d cleared the living room, pushing furniture aside to make space for what was coming, the massive sectional couch her throne. She wore nothing but a sheer red negligee, the fabric clinging to her curves, her tits spilling over the top, her pussy bare and ready beneath. Her hair was a wild cascade, her lips painted crimson, and she paced, buzzing with need, until the buzzer sounded.

Marcus arrived first, all swagger in a tight shirt and jeans, his eyes lighting up as he took her in. “Fuck, Savannah,” he growled, pulling her close, his hand sliding under the negligee to squeeze her ass. “You’re gonna kill us tonight.”

“Only if you can’t keep up,” she teased, kissing him hard, her tongue claiming his as the buzzer went again. Dante strode in, dark and dangerous, leather jacket slung over one shoulder, his smirk promising ruin. He nodded at Marcus, then grabbed Savannah, yanking her against him, his cock already hard through his pants. “Ready to scream for me again?” he rasped, nipping her ear.

“More than you know,” she purred, pulling back as Jaxon entered last, a towering shadow in a black tee, his bulge obscene even clothed. He grinned, slow and wicked, and the air thickened, the three men circling her like wolves, their hunger palpable.

“No rules,” she said, stepping into the center, letting the negligee fall to the floor, standing naked and proud, her tits heavy, her pussy glistening. “Fuck me however you want, wherever you want. Just make it good.”

They didn’t need more invitation. Marcus moved first, stripping fast, his thick cock bouncing free as he pulled her to the couch, sitting her down and spreading her legs. “Gonna eat you out ‘til you beg,” he growled, diving in, his tongue lashing her clit, sucking hard as she moaned, her hands fisting his hair. Dante shed his clothes, that monster dick swinging, and knelt beside her, grabbing her tits, squeezing them together to fuck the valley between, his precum slicking her skin. “These are mine,” he grunted, thrusting slow, the head nudging her chin.

Jaxon watched, stripping last, his titan cock a black obelisk as he stroked it, eyes dark with intent. “Save that ass for me,” he said, voice a rumble, and Savannah’s cunt clenched, Marcus’s tongue driving her wild as Dante’s dick slid between her breasts. She grabbed Dante’s shaft, sucking the tip when it came close, gagging on its size, spit drooling as Marcus pushed two fingers into her pussy, curling them deep.

She came fast, screaming around Dante’s cock, her juices soaking Marcus’s face, and they didn’t stop—Marcus licking her through it, Dante pinching her nipples, Jaxon stepping closer, his hand on her throat. “My turn,” Jaxon said, pulling her up, bending her over the couch arm as Marcus stood, wiping his chin. Jaxon spat on her ass, rubbing his massive head against her hole, and pushed in, slow and brutal, stretching her beyond reason as she wailed, the burn exquisite.

Dante slid beneath her, lifting her onto his lap, his cock spearing her pussy in one thrust, filling her cunt as Jaxon claimed her ass. Double penetrated again, Savannah lost her mind, their cocks rubbing through her walls, a filthy grind that made her sob with pleasure. Marcus grabbed her head, shoving his dick back in her mouth, and she took it all—three cocks, three holes, stuffed to breaking.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Jaxon snarled, pounding her ass, his balls slapping her thighs, while Dante thrust up, his monster stretching her pussy, grunting, “Take it, slut.” Marcus fucked her throat, gagging her, his hands in her hair, and she was gone, a vessel for their lust, her body shaking as orgasms crashed through her, one after another, her screams muffled, her pussy and ass clenching, juices squirting down Dante’s thighs.

They switched, relentless—Marcus in her ass, Jaxon in her pussy, Dante in her mouth, then back again, a carousel of cock that left her dripping, cum and spit and sweat mixing on her skin. She rode Jaxon reverse, his titan splitting her as Marcus fucked her tits, Dante jerking off over her face. They came one by one—Marcus painting her chest, Dante blasting her mouth, Jaxon pulling out to shoot across her belly, thick ropes that marked her as theirs.

She collapsed, a trembling heap, cum everywhere—her tits, her face, her thighs—her holes gaping, her body wrecked. They panted around her, spent, cocks softening, and she laughed, hoarse and victorious. “Fucking hell,” she rasped, wiping Dante’s cum from her lips. “You’re all gods.”

“You’re the devil,” Marcus said, grinning, collapsing beside her, while Dante smirked, tracing her hip, and Jaxon nodded, still catching his breath.

Savannah lay there, soaked and sated, her quest fulfilled in a way she’d never imagined. Three massive cocks, three perfect men, fucking her into a puddle of bliss. Was this the end? She didn’t know. Her body screamed yes, but her soul whispered more. For now, she’d rest, bask in the ruin they’d wrought. But tomorrow? Tomorrow, she’d see if she could top this—or if this was the peak she’d ride forever.




Chapter Ten: The Queen’s Reign

Savannah woke to sunlight streaming through her penthouse windows, her body a glorious wreck sprawled across the couch. The air still hung heavy with the scent of last night—sweat, cum, and raw sex—and her skin was sticky with the evidence of Marcus, Dante, and Jaxon’s relentless assault. Her tits ached, nipples bruised from their mouths and hands, her pussy and ass throbbing from the stretch of their massive cocks. She stretched, wincing and grinning, every muscle singing with the memory of being fucked into oblivion by three gods at once. It had been a feast, a filthy coronation, and she felt like a queen crowned in cum.

The men were gone—Marcus leaving with a smug wink, Dante with a promise growled in her ear, Jaxon with a slow nod that said he’d be back. She’d sent them off in the early hours, too spent to move, and now she rose, legs shaky, to survey her kingdom. The couch was a mess, stained and rumpled, the floor littered with their clothes and her torn negligee. She laughed, a low, throaty sound, and stumbled to the shower, letting hot water cascade over her, washing away their marks but not the triumph.

Under the spray, she ran her hands over her curves—her full, heavy tits, her thick hips, the tender flesh between her thighs. She’d taken them all, every inch, and come out stronger, more alive. Theo had been the spark, Marcus the fire, Dante the inferno, Jaxon the earthquake—and together, they’d been her apocalypse. Her fingers slipped to her clit, swollen and sensitive, and she teased herself, replaying the night: Dante’s monster splitting her pussy, Jaxon’s titan claiming her ass, Marcus’s thick shaft choking her throat. She came quick, a shuddering gasp, and leaned against the tiles, smiling. Even alone, she ruled.

Dressed in a silk robe, she sipped coffee on her balcony, the city sprawling beneath her, a playground she’d conquered. Last night had been the pinnacle, a gangbang that shattered her limits and left her dripping, sated in a way she’d never known. But as the caffeine hit her veins, that restless itch flickered again—not as urgent, but there, whispering. Was this truly the end of her quest? She’d found the perfect specimens, fucked them into submission, but Savannah Brooks wasn’t built to stop. She was built to reign, to push, to devour.

Her phone buzzed—texts from all three, filthy and eager. Marcus: You’re a fucking legend. Round two when? Dante: Still hard thinking about that pussy. Name the day. Jaxon: You took it like a champ. More soon. She grinned, her cunt clenching at the thought of them, but she didn’t reply yet. She needed time to savor this, to decide her next move. They’d given her everything, and she’d taken it all—could she top it? Did she need to?

The day passed in a haze of rest and reflection, her body demanding downtime, her mind racing with possibilities. By evening, she was restless again, pacing her penthouse, the skyline glittering like a challenge. She could call them back, line them up again, ride their cocks until she blacked out. Or she could hunt anew—find fresh meat, bigger dicks, wilder scenes. Maybe a woman this time, a curvy goddess with a strap-on to match her hunger. The options were endless, and that was the thrill—Savannah’s reign wasn’t about an end; it was about the journey, the chase, the fucking.

She poured a whiskey, settling onto the couch where they’d wrecked her, the stains a map of her victory. Her phone buzzed again—Dante, a photo this time, his monster cock hard and dripping, captioned Miss me? She laughed, heat pooling low, and typed back: Always. Next weekend. Bring the crew. His reply was instant: Done.

Savannah leaned back, sipping her drink, her robe falling open to bare her tits to the night. She’d have them again—Marcus, Dante, Jaxon, their cocks a symphony of size and power, fucking her until she was a screaming, dripping mess. But it wouldn’t stop there. She’d keep pushing, keep hunting, keep claiming. She was a size queen, a goddess of excess, and this city was her empire. Every man, every cock, every orgasm was hers to take, and she’d never settle—not when she could rule.

The night stretched before her, alive with promise, and Savannah Brooks smiled, her hunger eternal, her throne secure. She’d fucked her way to the top, and she’d stay there, a queen crowned by her own desires, ready for whatever—or whoever—came next.
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