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CHAPTER 1




After her second divorce, Pamela decided she needed a fresh start somewhere far from the constant judgmental eyes and suffocating quiet of the suburbs. She packed up her life and moved into a sleek high-rise condominium building in New Orleans, a city that pulsed with life and decadence. The building offered her everything she needed: security, a sparkling swimming pool, a state-of-the-art workout room, and a community space where she could mingle—or not.

Pamela thrived on the Sunday potluck dinners. She relished the social energy, the laughter, the casual flirtations. Most of the attendees arrived in pairs—married or hopelessly entangled—but there were always a few single souls floating around like free agents in a sea of domesticity.

At fifty, Pamela had a body that made twenty-somethings seethe with jealousy. She maintained her hourglass figure religiously. Her firm C-cup breasts sat high and proud on her chest, and her legs stretched endlessly, sculpted from hours on the treadmill and in yoga classes. Her thick auburn hair framed a face that still turned heads wherever she went—sparkling blue eyes, high cheekbones, and a mouth made to embrace lust.

Pamela had been intentionally celibate since her last divorce. She liked the calm of her new life, even if loneliness occasionally crept in late at night, whispering in her ear when she slid into her big bed alone. But that calm was about to be shattered.

At one Sunday potluck, after a couple glasses of wine—chilled Sauvignon Blanc that slipped down too easily—she met Max. A recent transplant from Florida’s panhandle, Max was impossible to ignore. He was six-foot-two of sculpted muscle, with smooth obsidian skin and shoulders so wide they looked carved out of marble. His deep, dark eyes held a heat that threatened to melt her right there in her strappy heels.

Pamela practically floated through their conversation. She laughed at his jokes too loudly, her fingers occasionally grazing his arm “by accident.” Her nipples strained against her blouse as she watched him laugh, his teeth bright against his dark skin. When she left that night, her mind replayed every second of their talk on a continuous loop.

Tuesday evening, Pamela returned from the parking garage, exhausted and ready to unwind. But then she saw Max at the swimming pool below, sprawled out in nothing but black swim trunks that clung to his thighs like a second skin. Her pulse spiked. She bolted into her condo and threw open her closet. She yanked out her tiniest bikini—electric blue, low-cut, with ties at the hips—and slipped into it, smirking at her reflection. She still had it, and she knew it.

She strutted down to the pool, hips swinging like a metronome set to “fuck me now.” She laid her towel down and stretched out, letting the sun warm her skin and pretending to read a magazine she wasn’t even glancing at.

Max strolled over within minutes, eyes locked on her cleavage. “Damn, Pamela… you trying to make a man pass out out here?” His voice was deep, rough like velvet dragged over sandpaper.

She smirked, pulling her sunglasses down to peer at him. “Just getting some sun, Max. Care to join me?”

He sat at the foot of her lounge chair, his eyes traveling slowly, reverently, from her painted toes up her long, toned legs to her flat stomach and finally to the swell of her breasts. Her nipples hardened immediately under his gaze.

They chatted—light, teasing words that danced between them like sparks. But Pamela couldn’t focus on anything but the bulge straining against his trunks. It looked like he had stuffed a goddamn eggplant down there. She felt her bikini bottom grow damp, her hips shifting minutely. Max noticed, his lips curling into a knowing grin.

The next day, she was back at the pool, and so was he. This time he wore tighter trunks—if that was even possible—and the outline of his fat, long cock was impossible to ignore. Her eyes latched onto it, her cheeks flushed pink as she imagined that monstrous thing splitting her open. Her pussy throbbed, her breath catching when he adjusted himself and the heavy shaft shifted.

That Sunday, after another boozy potluck, Max offered to help Pamela carry her serving dishes upstairs. Her heart galloped.

In her condo, they washed plates in the kitchen, the tension thick enough to slice with a steak knife. He stepped behind her, pressing that massive bulge against her ass.

“You know,” he whispered against her ear, his breath hot, “I’ve been thinking about you all week. Thinking about how that tight little body would feel wrapped around me.”

Pamela trembled. Her knees nearly buckled as she turned in his arms. His lips crashed into hers, devouring her. She moaned into his mouth, her fingers clawing at his thick biceps.

He hoisted her onto the counter like she weighed nothing. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively. Their kisses turned messy, sloppy. She felt his cock pulse between them, practically begging for freedom.

Max carried her into her bedroom, tossing her gently on the bed. He began massaging her shoulders, his strong fingers kneading deep into her muscles. She let out a long, shaky moan.

“Oh, fuck… don’t stop…” she breathed, her eyelids fluttering.

He chuckled darkly. “I’m just getting started, baby.”

His hands roamed down to her lower back, squeezing her plump ass cheeks firmly. He groaned, leaning down to nibble at the soft skin.

Pamela writhed under his touch. “Jesus… Max…”

“Turn over,” he ordered.

She obeyed without question. He unhooked her bikini top, tossing it aside, and stared down at her exposed breasts. He cupped them, kneading them slowly as his thumbs teased her stiff nipples.

“Oh my god… yesss…” she hissed, arching her back.

His fingers slid down her flat stomach, tracing her hip bones before tugging at the strings of her bikini bottom. She lifted her ass, helping him peel it away.

He spread her legs, inhaling her scent deeply. “Goddamn, Pamela… You’re dripping already.”

She whimpered. “Please… touch me, Max… please…”

He dragged a finger along her swollen lips, circling her clit teasingly before slipping inside her.

“Shit! Fuck!” she shrieked, grinding against his hand.

He added another thick finger, then a third. Pamela’s thighs trembled, her hands clawing at the sheets.

“Say it,” Max growled. “Tell me you want this cock.”

“I want it! I want that big fucking cock! Please!” she screamed, her voice hoarse.

Max stood, stripping out of his shorts and trunks in one fluid motion. His cock sprang free—dark, thick, nearly a foot long, veiny and terrifyingly beautiful. Pamela’s eyes widened, her mouth falling open in shock and awe.

“Holy… fuck…” she gasped, licking her lips.

Max smirked. “Open up that hungry pussy.”

She obeyed, spreading her legs wider than she ever had before.

He rubbed the massive head against her entrance, teasing her, spreading her slickness all over. She tried to push her hips up, desperate for him inside.

“Oh god… please, Max… give it to me… split me open…”

He shoved in slowly at first, letting her walls stretch around the massive girth. She threw her head back, her hands fisting in the sheets.

“FUCK!” she screamed. “Ohhh… fuck… you’re so big… oh god…”

“Take it. Every inch,” he snarled, slamming in deeper.

Pamela’s body jerked violently as he bottomed out, filling her completely. Her pussy clamped down around him, pulsing wildly.

“Yes! Yes! More! Fuck me like the dirty slut I am!” she cried, her voice breaking.

Max began thrusting in long, brutal strokes, each one punching moans out of her like she was a ragdoll. Her tits bounced wildly with every savage thrust, her entire body jolting.

“Say it! Say you’re my whore!”

“I’m your whore! Your filthy fuck toy! Use me, Max!”

He grabbed her legs, bending her in half, and began pounding her with reckless abandon. The bed slammed into the wall with a rhythmic thud, her cries echoing through the condo.

Pamela felt her orgasm build like a tidal wave, unstoppable.

“Cum for me, slut,” he commanded, his thumb rubbing her clit furiously.

Her eyes rolled back. She screamed, her pussy spasming around him, squirting all over his thighs and the sheets.

Max pulled out abruptly and flipped her onto her knees. He slapped her ass hard, making her yelp.

“Good girl,” he purred. “Now suck this dick like the cum-starved slut you are.”

She turned eagerly, her mouth already open. He shoved his cock down her throat, making her gag instantly. Tears streamed down her face as she choked, but she kept going, desperate to please him.

“Fuck yes… take it all… deeper…” he moaned, his hand gripping her hair tight.

She swallowed around him, drool spilling down her chin, her eyes wild with lust.

“Beg for my cum,” he growled.

“Please! Please fill my mouth! I want your hot cum! I need it!” she cried, gagging between words.

With a deep groan, Max erupted, blasting thick ropes of cum down her throat. She gulped desperately, some leaking out and dripping onto her breasts.

He pulled out, smearing the last spurts across her face and hair.

“Clean me up,” he ordered.

Pamela licked him thoroughly, scooping every drop from his shaft and balls, humming in delight.

“Good slut,” he said, slapping her cheek lightly with his cock. “Tell me who you belong to.”

“You! I belong to you! I’m your property! Your cum dumpster!” she moaned, licking her lips.

Max pushed her back onto the bed, climbed over her, and started slapping his heavy cock against her lips again.

“Worship it,” he demanded. “Worship my fucking cock.”

She wrapped her hands around the thick base, her tongue tracing every vein, kissing and moaning like it was a religious experience.

“I love your cock… it’s my everything… my master’s gift…” she babbled, her eyes half-closed in ecstasy.

He pulled her up, bent her over the edge of the bed, and rammed into her again. Her scream was animalistic, primal. He fucked her hard, his balls smacking against her clit over and over until she collapsed, twitching and sobbing into the mattress.

When he finally pulled out, he flipped her onto her back and straddled her face.

“Open wide,” he commanded.

She did, sticking her tongue out as he fed her his cock again. He face-fucked her brutally until she gagged and her mascara ran in black streaks down her cheeks.

Finally, he emptied another load, this time covering her face, her hair, and dripping onto her tits.

“You’re mine,” he growled.

“Yes… I’m yours… always,” she whispered, eyes glazed, cum dripping from her chin.

Max collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms. Pamela nestled against his chest, exhausted and blissed out.

She looked up at him with a dazed smile. “You’re going to ruin me for every other man.”

Max chuckled, kissing her forehead. “Good. Because no other man is going to touch you again. You’re my slut now.”

She giggled weakly, trailing her fingers down his abs. “Yes… your slut forever.”

As they drifted off to sleep, her body a beautiful wreck of bruises and cum, Pamela knew she would never be the same again. And she didn’t want to be.


CHAPTER 2




A week after that explosive night in Pamela’s condo, Max decided he wanted to get her out of the city, away from the marble floors and glass walls that felt too sterile for the raw, primal connection he craved with her. He had a wild idea—an ATV ride out in the fields just beyond the city, deep into the wild woods where no one would hear her scream.

Pamela, ever eager to please her new master, wore tight denim shorts that barely covered her ass, a white crop top that made her nipples pop through like little pink bullets, and underneath, sheer lace panties that did nothing to hide her dripping excitement. She knew Max had something nasty planned—she could feel it in her bones.

When Max pulled up to her condo building in his massive black pickup, hauling two shiny new ATVs, Pamela nearly orgasmed from the anticipation alone. He jumped out, his muscles flexing under a tight white tank top that looked painted on his ebony skin. His smile was that of a predator about to devour his prey.

“Ready to get dirty today, baby girl?” he called out, eyes glinting.

She bit her lip, stepping closer, letting her hips sway in invitation. “I’ve been ready all week,” she purred, running her hand down his chest and brushing his groin. She felt the heavy outline of his fat cock throbbing through his jeans and her knees almost buckled.

Max loaded her onto one of the ATVs and revved up the engine, roaring down the dusty trail. The wind whipped Pamela’s hair back, her breasts bouncing deliciously with every bump. She let out gleeful shrieks, looking back at Max as he chased her, his eyes locked on her ass every time she stood on the pegs to adjust.

They played a game of tag, weaving in and out of the trees, laughing, getting splashed by puddles. At one point, Pamela purposefully veered close to a shallow creek, splashing water all over her already soaked top. The white fabric turned transparent, making her pink nipples visible to anyone looking. But only Max was watching, and his dark eyes turned feral.

After about an hour of riding and teasing, Max motioned her to follow him deeper into the woods. Pamela didn’t even hesitate. She trusted him completely—hell, she craved wherever he’d take her.

They parked in a hidden clearing surrounded by thick bushes and towering oaks. The place was completely secluded, the only sounds the hum of insects and the distant chirping of birds.

Max dismounted and stalked over to her, grabbing her roughly by the waist and pulling her off the ATV. She squealed, giggling, but the moment she looked into his eyes, the laughter stopped. There was a dark hunger there, an animalistic gleam that made her heart stutter.

“You know why I brought you out here, slut?” he growled, his lips inches from her ear.

Pamela shivered. “To… to fuck me?” she answered weakly, her breath hitching.

“Not just fuck you,” he snarled, pushing her back against a tree. “I’m gonna ruin you today. I’m gonna fuck you so dirty the trees themselves will remember your screams.”

Her eyes widened, her cunt spasming at his words. “Oh god… yes… please…”

Without warning, Max dropped to his knees, yanking her shorts down so fast the button popped off and went flying into the grass. Her sheer white panties clung to her soaking wet lips, a transparent, trembling invitation.

Max hooked a finger into the flimsy lace, pulling them aside to reveal her swollen pink pussy and her tight, untouched asshole. He inhaled deeply, his nose almost touching her folds.

“Fuck… look at this messy little pussy. You been thinking about my cock all week, haven’t you?” He pressed his tongue to her clit, making her entire body jolt.

“Yes! Fuck—Max! Please!” she screamed, clawing at the bark behind her.

He licked her slit slowly, dragging his fat tongue from her clit all the way down to her asshole, savoring every drop. He spit on her tight ring, then spread her cheeks wide, his tongue flicking against the puckered opening.

Pamela lost her mind. “Oh god! Oh fuck—Max, no one’s ever touched me there… oh fuck… it’s dirty—I’m not clean…”

That only made him growl louder, his tongue diving into her virgin hole while his thumbs kept her spread wide. “I don’t give a fuck. That’s what makes it so hot. You’re my dirty bitch now,” he snarled into her crack, his hot breath driving her crazy.

Pamela started to sob with pleasure, her hips grinding back into his face as her pussy gushed. Her juices dripped down her thighs, mixing with his spit as he devoured her.

Max suddenly stood up, towering over her, his face slick with her wetness. He pulled his pants down, freeing his monstrous black cock. It slapped against her stomach, the weight and heat of it making her gasp.

“Tell me you want it in your ass. Say it!” he demanded, stroking himself slowly.

She shook her head frantically, eyes wide. “Max… I’ve never… I’m not clean—please!”

He grabbed her by the throat, squeezing just enough to make her eyes roll back. “Say. It.”

Her voice came out broken, trembling, but desperate. “I want it… I want your huge black cock in my dirty ass… please fuck me… I need it…”

Max growled like a wild animal and spun her around, bending her over a fallen tree. He pressed the angry head of his cock against her asshole, pushing forward just an inch. Pamela screamed, her body tensing.

“Relax, bitch,” he snarled, smacking her ass so hard she squealed.

She took a deep breath, and before she could process, he slammed forward another few inches. She shrieked, tears streaming down her face, her pussy dripping onto the mossy ground below.

“Oh god! It’s too big! Max! Oh fuck—fuck—it’s splitting me open!” she sobbed.

He pulled out slightly, then rammed back in even deeper. Her tight, pale asshole stretched around his dark shaft, a filthy contrast that made them both moan in unison.

“Look at you… taking this big black cock in your dirty white ass. You love it, don’t you?” he snarled, leaning over to bite her shoulder.

“I… I love it! I fucking love it! Don’t stop, Max! Please—destroy me!” she wailed.

He started pounding into her with savage force, the sound of skin slapping echoing through the clearing. Her whole body shook with each brutal thrust, her pale cheeks jiggling, her moans turning into near-screams.

He reached around and rubbed her clit viciously while battering her asshole. Pamela’s entire body locked up as an orgasm ripped through her, so powerful that her vision went white.

“I’m cumming! Oh fuck! I’m cumming from my ass! Oh god—Max!” she shrieked, her legs shaking violently.

Max didn’t slow. He fucked her harder, his fingers pinching her clit until she was squirting all over the forest floor, gushing so hard her own fluids splashed onto his thighs.

When he finally pulled out, his cock was smeared with her creamy juices and a hint of brownness from her ass. He looked down at it, his eyes filled with dark amusement.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered, voice like thunder.

Pamela turned shakily, her mascara smeared, snot running from her nose, her hair a tangled mess. She obeyed instantly, sticking out her tongue as wide as she could.

Max slapped the dirty, dripping cock on her tongue, smearing her own ass juices across her lips. “Clean your mess,” he growled.

Pamela moaned, slurping at his shaft like it was the sweetest candy, tasting her own filth and loving every second. She bobbed her head, licking and swallowing eagerly, eyes locked on his.

“You nasty fucking slut,” he hissed. “You love tasting your own ass, don’t you?”

She pulled off for a second, gasping, “Yes! I love it! I’m your filthy ass whore! Feed me more!”

He thrust back into her mouth, fucking her face so deep she gagged. He held her head, forcing her nose into his pubes, his cock stretching her throat painfully. Tears streamed down her face but she kept swallowing, drool dripping down her tits.

“Good fucking girl,” he groaned. “You deserve a reward.”

He pulled out, yanked her up, and slammed her back onto the fallen tree. He spread her legs wide and shoved his cock into her gaping pussy without warning. Pamela let out a hoarse scream, her eyes rolling back as her body convulsed.

He pounded into her so hard she thought she might split in half, the feeling of his dirty, spit-slick cock filling her to the brim making her brain short-circuit.

“Take it! Take every fucking inch!” he bellowed, gripping her hips like a man possessed.

“Yes! Fill me up! Breed me! Make me your filthy cum dump!” she wailed, nails digging into the bark so deep they bled.

Max felt his balls tighten, his breath turning ragged. With one final brutal thrust, he buried himself balls-deep, erupting inside her with a primal roar. Hot ropes of cum flooded her womb, so much that it began dripping out around his shaft immediately.

Pamela’s head fell back, mouth open in a silent scream as another orgasm tore through her. Her body went limp, spasming, her mind utterly obliterated by pleasure.

Max slowly pulled out, his cock covered in a mess of cream and cum. He watched as thick white globs oozed from her gaping pussy, painting her thighs and the mossy ground below.

He grabbed her panties from where they’d fallen, sliding them back up her trembling legs, snapping them against her hips. She whimpered at the sensation, still in shock.

Max grabbed her chin, forcing her to look into his eyes. “You’re mine. Forever. You hear me?”

Pamela nodded frantically, her voice broken and raw. “Yes… yes… I’m yours… always… your dirty slut… your everything…”

He leaned in and kissed her, deep and filthy, tasting the mixture of cum and sweat. She kissed him back desperately, her body melting into his.

Finally, he helped her stagger to her feet, her legs wobbling like jelly. He guided her back to the ATVs, both of them sweaty, filthy, and marked by the woods.

Pamela slid awkwardly onto her seat, her pussy still leaking into her sheer panties. She glanced over at Max, her eyes glassy, her lips swollen from sucking.

He gave her a wicked grin. “We’re not done, baby. This is just the beginning.”

Pamela shivered, her cunt clenching at the promise in his voice. With one final, longing look at the clearing where she had been utterly destroyed, she revved her ATV engine.

Together, they roared back out onto the trail, leaving behind the evidence of their filthy, primal union among the whispering trees.


CHAPTER 3




They roared back from the woods as the sun sank lower, painting the New Orleans sky in streaks of crimson and purple. Pamela could hardly focus on the winding trail ahead; her mind was still trapped in that clearing, the feel of Max’s massive cock splitting her asshole and flooding her pussy replaying like a perverted movie reel.

Her panties were soaked and ruined, sticky with sweat, squirt, and cum. Every small bump in the trail had her biting her lip, trying to hold back the moans threatening to slip out.

Max followed close behind on his ATV, watching the sway of her hips and the occasional glimpse of her stained panties when her shorts rode up. His cock had been hard the entire ride back, the thrill of owning her coursing through his veins.

When they finally pulled into the condo garage, Max barely waited for Pamela to climb off before grabbing her by the waist and yanking her against him. His lips crashed into hers, rough and hungry. She moaned into his mouth, clawing at his shirt, her body going limp as he dominated her.

“Upstairs,” he growled against her lips, his voice a dark promise.

She nodded frantically, breathless and flushed. They stumbled into the elevator, Max pushing her against the mirrored wall, his hands roaming over her body. She ground her ass into his rock-hard bulge, feeling it twitch against her.

“You gonna fuck me again, Max? Right here in this elevator?” she teased, her voice husky.

He squeezed her ass so hard she yelped. “I ought to. But I want you soaking wet under the shower first. I want you clean… before I ruin you again.”

Her pussy clenched violently at his words, a small wet patch already forming at the crotch of her shorts.

When they reached her floor, he dragged her down the hall, their lips locked, hands exploring each other desperately. They burst into her condo, not even bothering to close the door properly, leaving it ajar like a silent dare to any nosy neighbor.

Max didn’t stop moving. He lifted her off her feet, carrying her straight into the bathroom. He turned on the shower, hot steam quickly filling the room. Pamela shivered from anticipation rather than cold.

Max ripped her top off, tearing the fabric so it split at the seams. Her breasts spilled free, nipples already rock-hard, begging for attention.

“Oh fuck… yes… rip it all off, I’m your toy, Max,” she moaned, her eyes wild.

He yanked her shorts and panties down in one aggressive pull, leaving her completely naked. She stood there trembling, dripping and filthy from their forest adventure. Mud smeared her thighs, leaves stuck in her tangled hair. She looked like a feral goddess.

Max stripped slowly, purposefully, his dark, glistening muscles flexing with each movement. When he pulled down his jeans and freed that monstrous black cock, Pamela’s breath caught in her throat.

“Oh my god… it looks even bigger now… fuck… I want it everywhere…” she babbled, her hand drifting down to rub her clit.

Max stepped forward, smacking her hand away. “That’s mine to touch,” he growled. He shoved her into the shower, following her in.

The water cascaded over them, washing away the dirt, the sweat, the remnants of their filthy woodland romp. But it only made Pamela hornier. The hot water trickled down her breasts, over her nipples, and between her thighs, mixing with her fresh arousal.

Max grabbed the handheld showerhead, spraying her down roughly. He aimed it at her breasts, her stomach, then her soaked slit.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he ordered.

She obeyed instantly, parting her thighs wide, her slick lips opening like a flower. He aimed the water right at her clit, making her jolt and scream.

“Oh fuck! Yes! Don’t stop! I’m your dirty little whore! Clean me up for your cock!”

Max moved the spray lower, shoving it between her cheeks, rinsing her asshole. She squirmed, moaning uncontrollably.

“You like that? You like having your nasty asshole washed for my cock?” he taunted.

“Yes! Yes! Please! Make me clean so you can ruin me again! Use all my holes! I want your cock everywhere!” she screamed, her hands clawing at the tiled walls.

He tossed the showerhead aside and grabbed her by the hair, forcing her down to her knees. His massive, throbbing cock hovered right in front of her face.

“Clean me with that slut mouth. You know what to do.”

She grabbed his shaft with both hands, her fingers barely closing around it. She licked a long stripe from base to tip, groaning like an animal. When she reached the swollen head, she paused, her eyes flicking up to him.

“You want this dirty white mouth, don’t you? You want me to suck every drop of your black cum out?” she cooed, her voice dripping filth.

Max snarled, pushing her head forward, forcing the tip past her lips. She gagged immediately, spit dribbling down her chin, but she didn’t stop. She bobbed her head frantically, her tongue swirling, her throat flexing to take more and more.

He held her head in place and began face-fucking her ruthlessly, his balls smacking her chin, water splashing off them. She gagged and choked, eyes rolling back, but her hands stayed planted on his thighs, urging him deeper.

“Fuck, yes… choke on it, bitch. You love this fat black cock ruining your throat, don’t you?” he panted.

She pulled off with a loud slurp, gasping for breath, strings of saliva and precum hanging from her lips. “I fucking love it! I want it to destroy my throat! Please, Max! Fuck my face harder!”

He grabbed her head again, thrusting back in so hard her nose pressed into his pubes. She gagged violently, tears streaming down her face. He held her there, his cock pulsing, until she started slapping his thighs desperately. Then he pulled back, letting her collapse onto the shower floor, gasping and drooling.

“Good slut,” he grunted, stroking himself in front of her. “Now turn around. I’m going to fuck that tight little pussy until you can’t walk.”

She scrambled to her feet, turning and pressing her hands to the slick wall. She arched her back, pushing her ass out shamelessly.

“Fuck me! Pound me like your personal cum dump! Make me scream so loud the neighbors know who I belong to!” she shrieked.

Max lined up behind her and slammed in with one brutal thrust, bottoming out instantly. Pamela’s scream echoed off the tiles, her entire body shuddering.

“Oh god! Max! It’s too big! I can’t… I can’t…” she babbled incoherently, her head whipping from side to side.

“You can and you fucking will, slut,” he snarled, gripping her hips so tight his fingers left bruises.

He started pounding into her, each thrust lifting her onto her tiptoes, her tits bouncing against the cold tiles. The sound of skin slapping, wet squelching, and her high-pitched moans filled the steamy bathroom.

“Oh fuck! Yes! Harder! Fuck that tight white pussy! You own it! Oh god, I’m cumming already!” she wailed, her walls clamping around him.

“Cum on this big black cock, bitch! Milk it! Show me how much you need it!” he roared, pounding her harder.

She convulsed violently, her pussy squirting around his cock, her juices splattering on his thighs and the shower floor. Her legs buckled, but he held her up, continuing to ram into her.

“Please! My ass! I want it in my ass again! Stretch me open! I want to be your dirty anal slut!” she sobbed, her voice hoarse.

Max pulled out, spit on her asshole, and shoved in with one savage thrust. Pamela’s scream turned into a garbled wail, her eyes rolling back.

“Oh fuck! Oh my god! It’s so deep! I’m your filthy ass whore! Fuck me! Destroy my hole! I want to feel it for days!” she shrieked, drool dripping from her mouth.

He reached around, pinching her clit brutally while pistoning into her asshole. Her body locked up, her toes curling as she gushed again, squirting all over the shower walls.

“Yes! Cum, bitch! Cum on my cock while I wreck your dirty ass!” he snarled.

Pamela could barely speak, her mouth hanging open, her mind shattered. She pushed her hips back desperately, taking every brutal thrust.

When Max finally pulled out, his shaft was coated in a messy mix of her ass juices and his spit. He forced her to her knees again.

“Clean it, slut. Taste how filthy you are,” he ordered.

She immediately wrapped her lips around him, sucking hungrily, moaning around the thick shaft as she licked every inch clean. When she pulled back, she opened her mouth wide, showing him the dirty cocktail on her tongue before swallowing with a satisfied moan.

“Good fucking girl,” he panted. “You ready for my cum in that slutty pussy?”

“Yes! Fill me up! Breed me! I want your black cum dripping out of me for days!” she begged, slapping her own cheeks.

Max lifted her up, slammed her back against the wall, and impaled her pussy again in one smooth motion. She threw her head back, screaming his name over and over.

He fucked her like a beast, the water streaming over their writhing bodies. Her nails raked his back, her legs locked around his waist, pulling him even deeper.

“Oh fuck! Yes! I’m your cum dumpster! Fill me! Please, Max! Make me your dripping white whore!” she howled.

With a final, animalistic roar, Max buried himself to the hilt and exploded inside her. Pamela screamed as she felt his hot cum flood her, her own orgasm crashing over her in violent waves. Her body shook, her cunt milking every drop from him, her nails leaving bloody trails on his skin.

They stood there for a moment, panting, water cascading over them, his cock still twitching inside her.

Finally, he lowered her slowly, his cum immediately dripping out and mixing with the shower water at their feet. Pamela looked down, dazed, and then back up at him, a filthy grin spreading across her cum-smeared face.

“I fucking love you,” she panted. “I love being your nasty little slut.”

Max grabbed her chin, forced her eyes to his. “You’re mine. Forever. No one else gets this dirty pussy but me.”

She nodded frantically. “Yes! I’m yours! Use me whenever you want! However you want!”

He kissed her, deep and filthy, their tongues battling, the taste of her ass and pussy still lingering between them.

When they finally broke apart, Pamela turned around, bending over and spreading her ass cheeks wide. “One more round, master?” she cooed.

Max’s eyes darkened again. Without another word, he stepped forward, grabbed her hips, and lined himself up. Pamela giggled, looking back at him with wild eyes.

“Oh fuck yes… give me every drop, daddy…”

And with that, he plunged in again, the echo of their wet, savage fucking bouncing off the walls as the city lights began to glow outside.
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