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Chapter 1


“If you need anything, give us a call. You still have my number right? It’s on the fridge if you don’t. Tommy is already asleep and we won’t be out for too long. Is there anything you need? Oh, and there are some cookies in the fridge if you want. Am I forgetting anything…”

“Honey, come on. Penny is an adult, she’ll be fine.” Mr. Parker checks his watch. “And we are going to be late if we don’t go now.” He grabs his wife’s hand but doesn’t pull her away just yet.  

“Thank you so much for this Penny. After Isaac went to the academy, we haven’t been able to go out much. We really appreciate it.”

“It’s fine, really. I’m happy to babysit at any time. Tommy is basically my little brother. Go have fun and enjoy the show.” 

“Thank you,” they both say in unison. A look passes between them and they both grin. It’s the gleeful look of parents who finally get a night off. They wave goodbye and carefully walk down the snowy driveway. 

I stand at the door until their car pulls away and their lights disappear. The chilly air finally reaches my skin through the thick long-sleeved shirt I’m wearing. I close the door, mindful not to shake the wreath that’s secured to the solid wood door. 

My first thought is to raid the fridge for the cookies Mrs. Parker mentioned, but I dart upstairs instead. I wince when the door to Tommy’s room creaks. The sound rattles around my skull and sets my teeth on edge. 

He is fast asleep. That kid could sleep through an air raid. He always could. I close the door and make my way back downstairs. The garlands wrapped around the banister tickle my palm as I go.

I remember when they brought him home from the hospital. He was a tiny pink ball of cuteness. Barely ever cried and had the biggest blue eyes I’d ever seen. 

I walk through the hallway towards the kitchen. A large framed photo hangs on the wall. I grin at the family portrait.

Mr. and Mrs. Parker, Tommy, and their eldest son, Isaac, stand with their arms wrapped around each other like the perfect family. The Parkers have been our neighbors since I don’t know when. But they’ve always been a part of my life. So when Mom asked if I would babysit for them, I couldn’t say no.

My eyes automatically drift to Isaac. His brown hair is short and his blue eyes shine with happiness. He is taller than his father, with broader shoulders and a square jaw. 

A small sigh escapes my chest. I bite my lip, thankful that no one was around to hear it. 

Isaac graduated high school two years before I did. When we were growing up, I always fantasized about sneaking over here in the middle of the night. 

Or he would come to mine. 

In my fantasies, I would leave my window unlocked for him. He would sneak in when everyone else was asleep and crawl under my bed sheets. I would wake up to his tongue lapping against my labia, tasting my sweetness. 

Then he would plant kisses up my belly and over my small chest. His large body covers mine, smothering me in his heat. My legs wrap around his narrow hip, bringing him closer to me. With one thrust he pushes in, claiming my virginity.

Heat pools between my legs as my heart flutters in my chest. If I could see myself, I would be the shade of a tomato. I can’t remember the last time I fantasized about him like that.  Probably the last summer before I went to college. 

I move on, raiding the kitchen for snacks. I’m hoping food distracts me from the aching between my legs. I find a bag of chips and the cookies Mrs. Parker was talking about. I take some cookies, a bag, and a few carrot sticks to pretend that I’m being healthy tonight, with me to the living room. 

The room is huge and almost identical to my parent’s living room. Since our houses are next door, they are pretty much the same. In fact, all of the houses in this neighborhood are pretty much the same. 

I plop onto the large brown leather couch. It’s so deep that I have to scoot back to lean against the backrest. There is a solid inch between my crossed legs and the edge of the couch. 

The TV is mounted above the fireplace. Three stockings hang from the mantle. Interesting. I guess Isaac isn’t coming home for Christmas this year. 

My chest falls a little. I was hoping to see him again. And maybe… no. I mentally slap myself. There is no point in lusting over someone I can’t have. Especially when I have to wait several hours before I can ease the throb between my legs that is growing more and more annoying. 

I could touch myself. No one would know. My eyes dart to the downstairs bathroom. It wouldn’t take long. Just a few…

Stop!

This isn’t my house and I shouldn’t be having those disgusting thoughts. There is no way I’m going to masturbate in my neighbor’s house to the thought of their son nailing me against the wall. Or on the sofa. Or bent over the coffee table.

The flicker of the Christmas tree lights brings me back to reality. I huff a frustrated sigh. Get a grip, Penny. It’s just a few hours, then I can retreat to my own bedroom and use any number of my dildos. 

I turn on the TV and flip through the streaming service until I find a cheesy Christmas movie. I love these movies. They’re terrible but that’s half the fun. The music starts and I dig into the bag of salty chips.






◆◆◆




Less than an hour into the movie there is a knock at the door. Confused, I hit pause and saunter to the front door. The Parker’s didn’t tell me they were expecting visitors. 

When I pull open the door a gust of cold air sweeps past me, chilling my skin. Three large men stand on the top step. Their massive frames block out the view of the snow-covered lawn and driveway. Light shines down on them, making the snow in their hair and on their coats glitter. My lungs fill with frosty air.

The guy in the middle looks as confused as I do. He takes a step back and checks the house number just above the doorbell. 

“No, this is my house,” he says more to himself than anyone else. “I think you might be in the wrong house, Penny.”

“Isaac?”

His eyebrow quirks upwards when I stare, open-mouthed at him. I can’t help that my eyes track down his broad chest to his muscular thighs and black boots. 

“Can I come into my own house, please?”

“Oh, yeah. Sure. Sorry.” The words tumble out in quick succession as I stand to the side, letting him and the two other guys in. They drop their bags in the hallway. 

“Let me guess, you’re here to babysit the brat?” Isaac says, his tone playful. He shakes off his coat and hangs it up. The others do the same. 

With their coats missing I’m granted a full view of their muscular bodies. The fabric of their shirts is pulled tight, leaving nothing to the imagination. Each of them is gorgeous in their own way.

Isaac is the tallest of the three, but not by much. The black guy is just a fraction shorter than him. His dark, curled hair sits close to his head. The third guy is white with dirty blond hair and pale blue eyes. The three of them look like they could be models for a gym clothing brand.

“Yeah, your parents left half an hour ago. What are you doing here?” I close the door and face him properly. Heat turns my cheeks pink and spreads throughout the rest of my body. Most notably, settling in my lower regions. 

I try very hard not to think about the now constant throbbing of my clit. My nipples are pointed into stiff peaks. I tell myself it’s from the chill and not because I’m suddenly amongst some of the hottest guys I’ve ever seen. 

“Am I not allowed to come home for the holidays?” Isaac says. He grins at me, but there is a little defensiveness in his tone. He was probably expecting a more enthusiastic greeting. More specifically, from his parents and not his neighbor, who he hasn’t seen in a while.

“That’s not what I mean. It’s just that there are only three stockings above the fireplace. I assumed that meant you wouldn’t be home for Christmas.”

“Really? I’m kinda hurt,” Isaac says, looking down the hall to the living room. 

“That was the plan though,” the black guy says. His voice is deep and rough. The perfect bedroom voice. “You lied about not coming home to surprise them.” 

“Still.”

Isaac brings his attention back to me. For the first time, he really looks at me. His gaze slowly rolls over the curves of my body. It causes a new wave of fire to bloom in my chest. It immediately drops to my core, adding to the fire that is already turning into an unbearable ache.

Should have gotten this out of my system before he came. Now the wait will be doubly painful. Not that I knew he was coming back. I stifle a sigh. 

“This is Kendrick, by the way. And that idiot is Kai. They’re friends from the academy. This is Penny, my neighbor.” 

Kendrick, the black guy, nods. Kai engulfs my hand in his. His smile makes my brain short circuit. When he lets go, I suddenly miss his warmth. 

“I’m gonna go check on the rugrat. Make yourselves comfortable. Penny will show you around.” He leaves, darting up the stairs, taking two at a time. 

I should be irritated that he basically just ordered me to play hostess to his friends, but annoyingly I enjoy being ordered around. I lead his friends to the living room.

“So you guys are all at the military academy together?”

“Yeah, same squad. It’s been a crazy few years,” Kendrick says. 

“I’d love to hear some stories. But first, would you guys like some drinks?”

What am I doing playing Suzy Homemaker to a couple of imposing strangers? And why do I like it so much? A tingle runs through my body at the thought of following all of their orders like a submissive little wife. 

The entire length of my pussy clenches. I need something in me and soon. I head into the kitchen to organize some drinks and snacks. 





Chapter 2


I busy myself at the sink, filling up cups of water. My mind is still in the living room with the two sexy men sitting on the couch. There is no way any of them would be into me. But if they were, I’d let them do all kinds of things to me. 

Dirty things.

“Penny?”

I jump when Isaac’s voice catches me off guard. I let out a screech when cold water spills all the way down my front. It soaks into every layer of clothing, including my underwear. 

“Shit, are you alright?” 

Isaac rushes to my side. He laughs when he sees the massive wet stain across my shirt and pants. 

“Such a klutz.”

“You startled me!”

“What were you thinking about so hard that you didn’t hear me say your name? Twice.”

My face goes bright red and I drop my gaze. I swear I can feel him laughing at me, but he doesn’t make a sound. The side of his forefinger bumps against my chin, making me look up at him. His blue eyes are dark. I bite back a whimper. There is no way that his eyes are filled with lust. 

No. Way.

But my heart skips a beat despite itself.

“Come with me,” he says in a low voice. 

It sends shivers racing across my body. My nipples, chilled by the water, strain against my bra. Energy hums through my body and clouds my brain with a thick layer of lust. If he told me to get on my knees and suck his cock, I would do it without question.

No matter how dirty or wrong it is.

“You can wear one of my shirts while your clothes dry.” He grabs my hand and leads me upstairs. His fingers are so much larger than mine. I try not to think about how they would feel twisting my nipples or pumping in and out of my pussy.

I blush when he pulls me into his room. 

“Strip.”

“What?”

I stop dead in my tracks. His hand falls away as he turns to look at me. He doesn’t hide the way his eyes linger on the swell of my hip and the slight curve of my breasts. I swallow. Hard.

“Take your clothes off. Unless you want to join them in the drier.” He chuckles, raising a brow. 

I know he is teasing me, but there is an edge to his voice that I’ve never heard before. It’s an invitation. No, a challenge. Are you brave enough to take me up on this? 

Threads of heat course through me, pushing me closer to taking him up on his challenge. Just a few moments ago I said I would suck his cock if he asked me to. But now that the moment is here, anxiety bubbles up in my chest. 

“I can’t take my clothes off in front of you.” I bite my lip, wishing I was braver. That I would follow his demands like I did earlier. 

“Suit yourself.” He brushes off my comment with a laugh but I can see the shadow of disappointment cloud his eyes. He moves to his dresser and digs around for a shirt. 

I watch him hunched over the drawer. The muscles of his check move, begging me to touch them. I clasp my hands behind my back. 

Coward.

An insanely sexy guy just asked me to strip for him and I refused. I glance at his bed. If I hadn’t chickened out, he would probably be balls deep in me. Stretching my pussy. Claiming my virginity. 

“Here,” Isaac says, thrusting an oversized flannel shirt at me. It is red and white, with a hint of green. Very festive. The fabric is thick and soft and smells like clean laundry. 

I hold it close enough to my body to check the length. It stops around mid-thigh. A bit short for my taste, but I’ve worn shorter. By the time I look up Isaac is already at the door. 

My heart drops when he looks at everything but me. 

“Put your clothes in the drier. We’ll be downstairs when you’re ready.” 

With that, he leaves. He doesn’t wait for me to thank him. Simply closes the door with a soft click. I stand in the center of his room listening to his light footsteps pass his little brother’s room and down the stairs. 

I bury my face in his shirt and quietly scream into it. I missed my chance. My one chance to experience one of my fantasies. With a heavy heart, I pull my wet clothes off and dump them in a pile. 

I get all the way down to my underwear when I pause. They are a little damp. The water caught them at the front but the real issue is the part that currently sticks to my slit. It is wet from my pussy juice that has been leaking out of me all evening.

I should leave them on and deal with a little discomfort, but my brain is so clogged with lust that I slip out of them too. Cool air caresses my warm center, sending chills up my spine and making my nipples hard. 

This is so dirty. Not only am I naked in my neighbor’s bedroom but I’m about to walk downstairs and sit on his couch without underwear on. A little naughty thrill shoots up my spine, squashing the guilt from turning Isaac down. 

I slide the shirt over my head. The soft fabric tickles my skin in all the right places. It hangs off me like a dress. I inspect myself in the mirror. My eyes are wide and fogged with lust. There is a light flush to my skin.

My fingers press against the peaks that tent the shirt over my chest. The two little mounds give away my secret desire. I sway my hips, enjoying the tantalizing chill that caresses my glossy pussy. 

Power and confidence surge in my chest. I grin at the girl in the mirror. She looks ready. Prepared. This time when he orders me around I’m going to follow through with it. No matter what it is. 

And if his friends get involved…

I bite my lip to suppress a giggle. 

Fucking with Isaac would be a dream. But having all three of them at the same time would be the experience of a lifetime. I glance at Isaac’s bed through the mirror. 

My mind is made up. Tonight I will submit to whatever dirty things they want me to do. But first, I have to show them how willing I am to serve. 

I pick up my pile of clothes and head to the drier. There is a bounce in my step and a lightness in the air around me. Tonight is going to be amazing. I can feel it. 





Chapter 3


When I enter the living room all three of them stare at me. An animalistic glint sparks in their eyes and shoots straight through me. Kai’s eyes drop to my hardened nipples. They seem determined to be suckled by one of them. Or all of them. My pussy clenches, aching to be touched. 

I smile at him but say nothing. I stride across the room, heading to the corner of the couch between Kendrick and Isaac. I get halfway when Kendrick speaks.

“Drinks?”

“Right! I forgot. I’ll go grab them now.” My voice is soft. Feminine. Submissive. I smile at him and lower my head a little. He leans back into the couch. His eyes are determined to drink in my bare legs. His grin grows even larger when I turn on the spot. The edge of the shirt lifts up, exposing part of my ass.

I hear a collective inhale. 

“Damn,” Kendrick breathes, “obedient and hot.” He turns to speak to the others as I leave the room. “Wonder what else we can make her do.”

Fire rages in my core. It’s working. I dash to the kitchen and finish preparing the snacks and drinks. I carry the large tray into the living room and stop by each one, offering them a drink and any number of snacks. 

Kendrick and Kai sit on the long edge of the couch that faces the fireplace. Isaac sits on the shorter side of the L shaped couch. I catch him staring at my nearly exposed ass when I bend over to offer his friends some drinks. 

His eyes never leave me, even as I bend down to offer him a drink. That lusty darkness is back. This time there is a mischievous glint along with it. I smile at him, letting him know that this time I won’t say no. 

“Kneel.”

I drop to my knees in front of him, tray still in front of me. I’m so close to him that I can feel the heat radiating from him. My pussy quivers in anticipation and excitement. There is something about being ordered around like a slave that makes my brain stop functioning. 

Isaac takes the tray from my hands and sets it to the side. He picks up one of the carrot sticks that tosses it across the room. I watch as it bounces and rolls before stopping in the middle of the room. 

“Oops, I dropped my carrot. Fetch it for me.” His voice is so deep that it sends tingles all over my skin. 

I crawl over to the carrot. The shirt barely covers my ass. If he looked hard enough he would see my pussy clenching in need. The other two watch my little show, but from the angle, they can’t see the extra little show that I’m putting on just for Isaac. I retrieve the carrot and crawl back to him. I sit at his feet, legs folded under me. The carrot rests in the middle of my outstretched hand. 

“Good girl,” he says under his breath. 

I grin at him. The words lighten up my insides and push me to want to do more for him and his friends. 

“Penny, come sit with us,” Kai says. He pats the spot between him and Kendrick. I look back to Isaac, who nods before I crawl over to them. 

They shift, sitting closer to me. I’m practically squashed between them. The shirt scratches against my nipples as a constant reminder that they aren’t being teased or sucked yet. 

But I bide my time. We settle into the couch and continue watching the movie I had been playing earlier. It feels like a lifetime has passed since I started the movie. 





Chapter 4


The movie credits flash onto the screen. We got through the rest of the movie and I didn’t pay attention to any of it. My mind kept playing out different scenarios of what these three guys would do to me. There is a thick tension in the air. My pussy is so achingly sore and wet, that every movement is torture. 

Especially when I had to endure sitting snugly between Kendrick and Kai without being able to touch them. My fingers are cramped from holding each other so tightly. I shift, feeling the guys pressed up against me.

Their bodies are so much larger than mine. My arms rub against theirs every time one of them adjusts positions. I can’t help breathing in Kai’s manly scent when he leans forward to grab his drink. 

My thighs are stuck to the couch, trapped by the larger ones on either side. Their thick muscles strain every time I move to unstick my legs. I can’t see their faces but I know they’re watching my shirt ride up my thighs every time I shift.

“Man, I’m hungry,” Kendrick says. His voice travels through his chest and into me. I tremble from overwhelming desire. “Think you can find us something else to eat?” he whispers in my ear.

My throat goes dry. He is so close. My eyes flutter for the briefest second. I want to feel those lips on my neck. 

“Sure.” The word barely makes it out of my throat. 

When I try to stand up, the skin on the back of my legs sticks to the couch. With a tiny yelp, I fall backward. My hands reach out, grabbing onto the closest thing to stabilize myself. 

It just so happened to be Kendrick and Kai’s thighs. Their muscles contract under the slight pressure of my hand. 

“Oh, sorry. My legs were stuck.” I pull my leg up to make a point. 

“It’s alright.”

“Yeah, I don’t mind either.”

I look at Kendrick. His eyes are dark. Dangerous. I can only guess what kind of dirty thoughts are going through his mind. Probably similar to mine. 

I don’t move my hands straight away. I run my hands up and down their thighs, pretending to find the strength to stand. Kai’s hand covers mine.

I turn to look at him. 

His gaze is just as heated as Kendrick’s. He uses his thumb to draw small circles on the back of my hand. Electricity prickles my skin. My eyes drop to his lips. Unconsciously I lick mine, imagining how good he must taste. 

Kai leans in slightly, asking for permission to taste my lips. I smile, letting him know that I want this too. His hand comes to my cheek, turning me to face him. Our lips crash together in a passionate kiss.

My fingers caress their thighs. Every time I draw my fingers back, I get a little closer to their crotches. Kendrick’s rocks his hips, encouraging me to keep going. 

Kai’s tongue slips past my lips and into my mouth. Once in, he grips the back of my head, pulling me closer. His tongue dominates my mouth. I moan. 

“Think I can join in?” Kendrick says. His fingers caress my inner thigh. I break the kiss with Kai and turn to him.

“Yeah.”

My lust fogged brain doesn’t really register what I’m doing or saying. This is my neighbor’s house. I’m making out with Isaac’s friends. People who are complete strangers to me. But the swell of power in my chest pushes me to keep going. No matter how wrong this is. 

I tilt my head so that Kendrick has full access to my mouth. My legs widen, giving his large black hand more room to caress my sensitive skin. Our tongues dance against each other. Mine submits to his, letting him take total control of my mouth. 

Kai’s fingers slide under the hem of my shirt and glide up my belly. The tips of his fingers graze over my stiff peaks, sending a jolt of pleasure down to my clit. 

“Isaac, check this out. Your neighbor isn’t wearing any underwear,” Kai says.

When I try to pull away to look at Isaac, Kendrick holds me tighter. His mouth crushes against mine, forcing my head back. My fingers grip his shirt. I hear Isaac move, then feel his heat warming my legs. 

“She’s going to get pussy juice all over your couch,” Kai says, chuckling. 

“We can’t have that, now can we.” 

Isaac’s hands slide under my thighs. With one sharp yank, he pulls me away from Kendrick and down to the edge of the couch. I gasp, reaching out to hold onto the guys beside me. 

My legs are roughly pushed up and to the sides, spreading me wide. I blush when Isaac looks directly at my pink pussy. Kendrick and Kai hold my legs open. I’m so exposed. I should feel deep shame from being looked at like a sex object, but it only turns me on.

Isaac grins when he sees my pussy clenching. He knows how much I want this. 

“You know, I’m feeling a little hungry too. You don’t mind if I help myself?”

I shake my head. 

“I’ve always wondered what your pussy tasted like. Thought about it all the time.”

Isaac lowers his head between my legs. My thighs tremble, fighting against the hands that force me open. Isaac’s words bounce around my head. He thought about me too. He wanted to fuck me as much as I wanted to fuck him. 

More juice leaks from my quivering hole. I gasp when he drags his tongue the length of my slit. He moans, enjoying me like I’m the most delicious sweet he’s ever tasted. My toes curl when he flicks his tongue over my swollen clit. 

I release a breathy moan. My whole body spasms and twitches from just that simple touch. 

“I think she’s enjoying this. Ever had your pussy eaten before?” Kai asks.

“No.” The word becomes a groan when Isaac sucks one of my lower lips between his. “But I’ve always wanted to try it.”

“Aren’t you lucky to have three guys who are going to use you like the neighborhood slut.”

“You want all of us right?” Kendrick asks.

My leg twitches with every new sensation Isaac brings me. His lips seal around my clit. A whimper leaves my throat when he starts sucking. I nearly explode when his tongue joins in. 

“Yeah. I want you guys to use me. Order me around like your slave. Ah.” 

Kai’s fingers return to my tits. He pinches them, then rolls them between his fingers. My hands slide over their laps until I find their bulges waiting for me. Kendrick nuzzles his nose against the side of my head. 

“You want us to use you like a toy? Stuff our cocks in you until you squirm? Fill you up till cum leaks out of every hole?”

“Yes. Yes. Y-”

The last word is replaced by a long groan. Isaac’s fingers caress my slit, gliding around my entrance. He shoves his fingers in, claiming my most intimate space.

He pumps his fingers in and out, moving faster when I twitch and spasm against him. My hand palms the cocks still trapped behind fabric and metal teeth. Kendrick leans in for another crushing kiss. Kai lifts up my shirt, revealing my perky tits. His mouth seals around one of them. 

I’m squashed between three massive guys. Their fingers and tongues work their magic, bringing me rapidly towards my climax. I squirm under their weight. Isaac’s fingers pump into me, targeting my g-spot. 

Electricity builds in my body, crackling around me like a living thing. It charges around, building and crashing over itself until I come. 

Kendrick’s mouth steals my cry as I dissolve into pleasure. My legs thrash, straining against the hands still holding me open. Isaac feasts on my spasming pussy, licking up my cum juice. 

I assume they will let me go when I have finished my orgasm, but Kendrick and Kai keep their tight grips on my legs. Kendrick pulls back, letting me breathe in some much needed air. 

I watch as Isaac pulls out his cock. My eyes go wide when I see the size of it. He pumps it while watching his friend suck my tit. My hole clenches, begging to be filled for the first time. 

He places the tip of his cock on my clit. I twitch when he taps it against my swollen nub. He drags it down to rest at my entrance.

“I’m ready to stretch this perfect pussy. You’re gonna feel every inch of my cock.”

I whimper but nod my head. He pushes in, dragging a cry from my throat. Pain from being stretched for the first time muddies my mind but turns to bliss in a matter of seconds. 

He pushes in further, giving me a chance to adjust to him. My needy walls stretch around him. He jerks his hips with a grunt. 

“She’s so fucking tight.” He thrusts forward, moving further into me. My back arches but strong hands keep me still.

“Don’t forget about us,” Kai says. 

My hand is pressed firmly against his solid erection, still tucked away in his pants. They undo their zippers, then secure my hands around their cocks. 

All three of them are massive. My fingers tighten around their pulsing shafts. I pump them in time with Isaac’s steady thrusts. Both Kendrick and Kai suck my tits while Isaac stretches my pussy to its limits.

My moans match theirs. Another movie randomly plays in the background, completely ignored by everyone. There is something so dirty and wrong about being fucking like this in someone else’s house, surrounded by cute Christmas decorations. 

Kendrick’s hand slides under my ass and plays with my back entrance. My hips lift off the couch when he inserts a finger. A sharp pain shoots through my spine before it turns into the most erotic and pleasurable thing I’ve ever felt. 

“I’m stretching that little ass of yours. It needs to be ready for my cock,” he growls into my ear. 

I swallow hard and nod. A thin sheen of sweat covers my body. I never considered anal before tonight but I’m already delirious with pleasure from just one finger. 

“I want a cock in my pussy and my ass. At the same time.” 

“You’re a demanding little slut,” Isaac says. 

He slaps my clit before massaging it with the heel of his palm. I squeak, gripping the cocks in my hands even tighter. Both guys groan from my vice-like grip. Precum dribbles down my fingers. 

Isaac pulls out completely. His cock shines in the blinking Christmas lights. It’s covered from tip to base in my juice. I lick my lips, wondering what I taste like mixed with him. 

Kendrick lifts me up. I gasp from the way he easily maneuvers me onto his lap. I grip his forearms for support, lifting myself up. I can feel the heat from his chest radiate through the thin fabric of my shirt. It warms my back. 

He slips his cock into my now empty pussy. My walls quiver from being stretched again. This time around a massive black cock. 

I bounce up and down on him, coating him with my juices. Isaac stands in front of me. His cock juts out in front of him. I catch the tip with my tongue. My taste buds go wild, tasing our combined juices. 

But I don’t get a chance to take in his cock. The crown of Kendrick’s dick presses against my tight back hole. He grips my hips. With one sharp thrust, he pulls me down.

I scream as pain turns my vision white. My ass clenches around the invading appendage. Kendrick keeps me still while I adjust to his massive girth. My breath comes out in short pants, making my head fuzzy.

“Relax, it’ll feel good in a second,” Isaac says. His fingers dip between my legs to find my clit. He strokes it, pulling my attention away from the burn in my ass to the sparks shooting between my clit and pussy.

He’s right. After a few moments, my hole loosens, finally accepting him. I slide up and down on him, using my arms and legs as leverage. Quickly the uncomfortable feeling turns into pure bliss. 

“That’s it, ride my cock like a horny slut.” 

I bounce on top of him, loving the way he stretches my tight ass. But I’m not completely satisfied yet. I watch Isaac position himself in front of us. 

I stop moving, letting him place the head of his cock at my pussy entrance. My heart hammers in my chest. They’re both so big. I’m not sure I can take them both at the same time. I’m going to be so stretched and sore. 

But my body doesn’t care. It wants both cocks. 

Isaac pushes himself in, hilting himself on the first thrust. I cry out in pleasure. My pussy and ass are stretched to full capacity. The thin wall separating ass from pussy is squashed between two thick cocks. 

When they start moving I lose it.

My orgasm hits like a firestorm. It rages through my body, making me spasm out of control. Their cocks keep pounding into my holes, riding my orgasm. 

Another hits, this one is harder than the last. It travels around me like a flash of lightning. I cry out as I lose control of my body. 

“Her pussy is milking my cock. Fuck, her orgasms are making her so tight,” Kendrick says. 

“She’s too loud,” Isaac grunts.

“I’ll take care of that,” Kia says. He stands on the couch, cock outstretched and dripping with precum. 

He grabs a fistful of my hair and turns my head to the side. My vision swims in and out of focus as tiny tremors of orgasm continue to roll through my body. I suck in a lungful of air before Kai stuffs his cock into my mouth. 

He hits the back of my throat with a wet thud. My gag reflexes kick in and I choke around his wide head. Tears roll down my cheeks. He holds my head still and relentlessly rams into my open mouth. 

I let the three of them use me as their plaything. Their cocks thrust in and out of me at breakneck speed. I feel them growing larger and hotter as they near their own climax. 

Tension builds again. My body is so sore and weak from orgasming so many times, but these guys keep forcing more and more out of me. The sounds of their grunts and moans light a fire in me again.

I run my tongue under Kai’s cock. He doubles his speed, hammering into my mouth. Spit and tears run down my face and drip onto my shirt. 

“I’m gonna come,” he growls seconds before he unloads ropes of steamy cum into the back of my mouth. He pulls out and clamps his hand over my nose and mouth. “Swallow like a good slut.” I have no choice but to swallow his creamy cum.

“Fuck,” Kendrick mutters, “I’m gonna come too.”

“Same,” Issac grunts out.

Their cocks feel impossibly large inside of me. The ridges and veins lining their shafts hit every delightful spot with each thrust. Kai’s fingers drop to my clit. He rubs my needy nub. 

It sends me over the edge again. I gasp. Everything clenches. My pussy and ass clamp down on the cocks pounding into them. Both guys come. Kendrick first, then Isaac. 

Their loads splash into me, filling my holes with sticky white cum. I keep moving, using my muscles to suck every last drop from them. When their balls are empty and their dicks soften, they pull out.

Kendrick gently deposits me on the couch next to him. Kai wraps a warm, fuzzy blanket around me. I’m once again nestled between them. This time I sink into their protective bodies. My eyelids grow heavy. I use the corner of the blanket to stifle a yawn. 

“Here,” Isaac says, handing me some painkillers and a glass of water. 

I’m not sure when he got them, but I thank him and pop the pills into my mouth. 

“Also found some cookies in the fridge,” he says, handing us the plate.

“Fuck yeah,” Kendrick says, grabbing two. 

I take one and nibble on the edge. I’m not sure when, but I eventually fall asleep on the couch. Before I drift off completely I vaguely hear the door open and a woman screaming in delight. I tuck the blanket tighter around my body and fall asleep, dreaming of cocks and cookies. 




































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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