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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Note

This novel explores:

	Humiliation, spanking, and group use 

	Multiple partners, including airtight (triple penetration) 

	Rough sex, messy creampies, and cum play 

	Interracial themes 

	Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics 



⚠️ All sexual activity is consensual fantasy roleplay. Though the characters may appear reluctant at times, they explicitly choose to participate and enjoy their submission.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Prologue — After the Bowl

Gianna closed her bedroom door with a shaky hand, her whole body humming with exhaustion and rawness. The night clung to her skin, every bruise, every welt, every streak of drying cum a reminder of what had been done to her.

She stripped slowly, peeling away what little clothing she’d thrown on before Marcus walked her home. Her bra fell to the carpet, her top after it, and finally she pushed the tiny skirt down her thighs. Naked, she stepped in front of her mirror.

The sight made her knees weaken.

Her breasts were swollen, nipples red from endless tugging. Purple bruises dotted her ribs, her hips, the curve of her ass. And there, her little rear hole. Still gaping, still twitching, leaking down her thighs even now.

Gianna spread her cheeks with trembling hands, whimpering as she saw herself properly ruined, stretched wider than she’d ever believed possible. The memory of Marcus lifting that heavy bowl, tilting it, making her swallow every drop of seven men’s filth, it made her shiver with shame, and something else.

Her hand slipped between her thighs. She couldn’t stop herself. Fingers slid over her swollen pussy, finding her clit slick and aching. She rubbed, hard, her eyes locked on the reflection of her messy gape.

“Oh God…” she whispered, her other hand trailing back, two fingers slipping into her still-lubed chute. She rocked against her own touch, every obscene detail of the night replaying in her mind, the spankings, the cheers, the bowl tipped down her throat.

Her orgasm ripped through her fast, sharp, leaving her slumped against the mirror, panting. Cum and her own juices smeared the glass as she slid down to the floor, thighs trembling.

Her phone buzzed.

Gianna snatched it up, heart hammering. The screen lit with a message from Marcus. Her stomach dropped.

It wasn’t just words.

It was a picture, her own ass, pulled wide, her little hole gaping, streaks of spunk still dribbling out. The shot must have been taken just minutes earlier, when Marcus held her cheeks apart for the others to jeer at.

Beneath it, the message read:

Another “Poker” night soon, slut. More men. More cocks. You’ll satisfy all of them.

Gianna stared at the image, her cheeks burning, her pussy twitching. Her body ached, her holes leaked, her reflection showed a ruined mess, and still her clit throbbed at the words.


Chapter One — The Morning After

Gianna woke late, sunlight spilling through the curtains, her body heavy and sore. Every muscle ached, her breasts tender, her thighs bruised. Her ass still throbbed, stretched and raw, as if the men had only just pulled free. She groaned and rolled onto her back, blinking at the clock. Nearly midday.

She thought about getting up, showering, eating something normal. Pretending life hadn’t changed. But she couldn’t.

The pulse between her thighs wouldn’t let her.

The memories from last night were burned into her brain: Marcus spreading her cheeks for the others, the jeers and laughter, the hot flood of the bowl pouring into her mouth. And now, the picture-message still on her phone, proof she was already marked for the next time.

Her hand drifted down without thought. She brushed her slit, still swollen and sticky. The faintest touch made her moan, hips rolling helplessly against her palm.

“Oh God…” she whispered, shutting her eyes tight.

Her other hand crept lower, pressing at her tender star. It was still gaping, still wet. Two fingers slid inside with almost no resistance. The stretch made her cry out, shame and lust tangled together.

Her hands worked furiously, one circling her clit, the other plunging in and out of her abused ass. The sensations piled higher and higher until she arched off the bed, gasping, her orgasm ripping through her already ruined body.

She collapsed against the pillow, panting, thighs trembling, fingers messy. She should have been drained. She should have been horrified. But the ache in her pussy only deepened, a hot, insistent throb that told her she wasn’t finished.

Gianna shivered, licking her lips as the truth sank in.

She would never be able to leave this arousal behind. Not now. Not after what they’d done. Not after what Marcus had promised was still to come.

Groaning, Gianna dragged herself upright. Her legs felt like jelly as she padded into the bathroom and twisted the shower knob. Steam filled the room, hot water pouring over her flushed skin. She stood motionless under the spray, tilting her head back, letting the water sting against her breasts, her sore thighs, her ruined ass.

When she finally stepped out, the mirror drew her like a magnet.

Her breath caught as she took herself in.

The girl staring back was still beautiful, heartbreakingly so. An eighteen-year-old with perfect, firm 34C breasts, a flat stomach, the curve of a full, round heart-shaped ass. Long, toned thighs. A smoothly shaved mound glistening with droplets.

But the damage told another story. Red finger marks marred her ribs, hips, and thighs. Purple bruises spread across her ass, each welt a souvenir of last night’s spanking. Faint bite marks dotted the tender flesh of her breasts. Even her lips were slightly swollen from being kissed, bitten, used.

Gianna touched the glass, tracing her reflection. The contrast was brutal. A perfect young body, and all over it, proof that she was nothing more than what they’d called her.

The neighbourhood whore.


Chapter Two — Playing Normal

Gianna stood staring at her reflection until the steam faded from the mirror, until the bruises and bite marks softened into faint shadows across her damp skin. She dragged a towel over herself, blotting at the water, but nothing could hide the evidence of what had been done to her. Not really.

Back in her bedroom, she yanked open her drawer, fingers finding the tiniest bikini she owned. Neon-pink strings and barely-there triangles, her skimpiest, her most obscene. She pulled it on slowly, the straps cutting high over her hips, the top barely containing her swollen 34C breasts. In the mirror she gave a twirl, her heart-shaped ass wobbling in the thin straps, her mound completely exposed but for the flimsy triangle of cloth.

With a smirk she grabbed an old white T-shirt, oversized enough to hang loose, just long enough to graze the tops of her thighs. To anyone else, it looked casual. Innocent. But she knew exactly what was underneath.

Downstairs, the smell of coffee and toast filled the kitchen. Her mum scrolled her phone, her dad reading the paper. Neither looked up when Gianna padded in barefoot, shirt brushing just over her ass for modesty. She poured herself orange juice, keeping her face neutral, praying the bruises didn’t show where the collar dipped.

“Sleep well?” her dad asked without looking.

“Yeah,” Gianna lied, sipping her drink. Inside, her pulse raced with the secret only she knew: her body was still leaking cum, still throbbing from being used by seven men.

She forced down a bite of toast, kept her smile light, and mumbled about sunbathing when her mum asked what her plans were.

Her mum set her phone aside, reaching for her bag. “Well, we’re heading to the garden centre. Might grab some lunch after. We’ll be gone a couple of hours.”

Gianna’s heart skipped. Hours. Alone.

“Cool,” she said casually, sipping her juice. “I’ll just laze in the garden, work on my tan.”

Her dad folded his paper, already half out of his chair. “Don’t burn.”

Gianna gave a soft laugh, kissed her mum’s cheek, and retreated upstairs with the T-shirt swaying around her thighs. Minutes later she was back out on the patio, peeling it away and letting the sun strike her bare skin, her micro bikini flashing obscenely in the light.

She stretched onto the lounger, sunglasses perched on her nose, a sly smile tugging at her lips. When her mum said a couple of hours, she knew what that really meant. Three, maybe four. Long enough for plants, coffee, gossip, and dawdling in the café.

Plenty of time.

Gianna’s belly fluttered with the thought. Alone, nearly naked, the sun kissing every curve — and if the boys next door came out to play, well… she wouldn’t exactly hide.

From here, the hedge was just high enough. Voices sometimes carried over it. Boys sometimes played football next door. And today, Gianna thought, she might not be content to only tease.

Gianna lay back on the lounger, tugging her sunglasses lower to hide her eyes. The sun poured over her skin, every inch glowing golden. She shifted her hips, letting the tiny bikini bottom ride higher, the straps cutting tight across her hips, leaving barely a triangle to cover her freshly shaved mound.

Innocent. That’s what anyone would think, catching her like this. Just a girl sunbathing. Just a lazy Saturday.

But Gianna knew better.

She bent one knee, letting the angle tilt her thighs apart. She arched her back a little, breasts lifting, the small triangles of her top struggling to contain them. A stretch here, a twist there, each movement calculated to flash more flesh, as though the sun itself demanded to see everything she had.

Then, with a lazy sigh, Gianna rolled onto her stomach. The lounger creaked beneath her as she settled, arms folded under her head. She knew exactly what she looked like: her heart-shaped ass thrust high, the bruises from last night still faintly mottling her skin, half-hidden by the single strip of the thong cutting across her hips.

Her lips curved as she thought of it, that perfect round ass, on display to anyone who happened to glance over the hedge.

Casually, she reached back, tugging at the knot of her bikini top. The strings came loose, falling away, her breasts pressed down into the lounger. She spread her arms wider, sighing with exaggerated contentment, as though it was nothing more than comfort.

But inside, she was humming with heat. She knew the tiny thong would leave only the barest tan line. She knew her bare back, her ass, the swell of her thighs were on full show. And she knew the boys’ voices carried closer now, the sound of their football thumping against the grass next door.

Gianna smiled into her folded arms. Let them look.

Her lips curled into a private smile. Couple of hours her mum had said. Which meant three, maybe four. Plenty of time.

She tipped her head back, eyes half-closed, and let out a sigh that was almost a moan. Her body still ached from the night before, but that only made the heat sharper, the buzz stronger under her skin.

That was when she heard it.

Laughter. A ball bouncing. The low, easy voices of young men drifting over the hedge.

Her pulse jumped.

The grandsons, both in their early twenties, but mixed now with others. Deeper voices, louder, careless and rough around the edges. More than usual.

Gianna’s pulse jumped. She couldn’t see them through the hedge, not yet. She didn’t know how many there were, or how old. But the sound was enough.

Her lips curved into a sly smile against her folded arms. More boys for me to play with.

Gianna pushed herself up from the lounger, the strings of her bikini top dangling uselessly at her sides. She didn’t bother to tie them again. Instead, she cupped her hands over her full breasts, pressing them close, the weight heavy and warm against her palms as she padded barefoot across the patio.

At the hedge she crouched slightly, peering through the narrow gap in the greenery.

Her pulse quickened.

The grandsons were there, both of them, already flushed from chasing the ball. But they weren’t alone. Three more young men filled the garden, laughing, calling out, jostling each other like overgrown schoolboys. Early twenties, maybe twenty-two, twenty-four at most.

Gianna’s lips parted, a sly curl at the corner. So that’s the noise. Not just two today. Five. More boys for me to play with.

She pressed her breasts tighter together, deliberately letting the hedge scratch against her bare skin as she leaned in closer for another look. Their laughter carried over, careless and deep, and Gianna’s belly coiled hot.

She didn’t retreat. She just watched, imagining what it would be like when those voices, those eyes, were all on her.

One of the boys caught her movement at the hedge and shouted, and in seconds the others came piling over. Five eager faces pressed close through the greenery, jostling for position to see the girl who’d made the street buzz with gossip.

Gianna. Standing there in her micro bikini, the bright straps digging into her hips, curls tumbling down her shoulders, her cheeks flushed.

The two grandsons smirked knowingly, cocky now in a way they hadn’t been before. They’d already taken her, already used her, and it gave them an edge the others didn’t yet have. They weren’t just looking at her anymore, they were remembering the way she’d felt as they had used both her tight little holes.

The three friends leaned in, eyes wide. They’d heard plenty about the neighbourhood tease but seeing her up close was different. The way she shifted her weight, the sly twist of her mouth, the way she pressed her arms under her breasts to lift them higher, she was every rumour come to life.

Gianna’s heart pounded. Her ass still throbbed from last night’s gangbang, her body marked and sore. She wasn’t ready to let five men take her, not today. But tease them? Wind them up until they could hardly stand it. That was a game she’d never refuse.

They laughed and jeered, voices tumbling over each other. “Come on, Gianna!” “Bet she’s dying to show off.” “What are you hiding there?”

Then one of the friends darted forward, fingers hooking the dangling strings of her bikini top. Before she could react, he gave a sharp tug.

The tiny triangles fluttered to the grass, leaving Gianna gasping, arms clutched tight around her bare breasts.

The boys erupted.
“Christ, look at her tits!”
“They’re perfect.”
“Knew it wasn’t just talk.”

Gianna hugged herself tighter, her nipples stiff against her palms, her skin hot under their stares. She wasn’t giving them more than this — not yet — but the thrill of standing topless before five hungry young men, their eyes locked on her, was almost enough to make her knees buckle.

Gianna’s arms clamped tighter across her chest, but her smirk gave her away. The three friends leaned in, eager, restless, their jeers filling the air. But it was the grandsons who cut through the noise, the cocky edge in their voices unmistakable.

One folded his arms, bold as anything. “Gianna, quit playing. You’ve already given it up to us. What’s the point of hiding now?”

The other stepped closer, his grin slow, challenging. “Drop your hands. Let them all see what I’ve had in my mouth. What we’ve both had in our hands. Prove you’re not just a tease.”

The friends broke into shouts of encouragement.
“Yeah, show us!”
“Come on, Gianna!”
“Let’s see those tits!”

Her pulse skittered. They weren’t pleading anymore, they were daring her, cornering her with their certainty. Her arms tightened, then loosened again almost of their own accord. Heat burned her cheeks as she drew in a shaky breath.

Slowly, deliberately, she let her arms fall to her sides.

Five pairs of eyes locked on her bare chest as her perfect, full 34C breasts spilled free, nipples dark and stiff in the sunlight. For a heartbeat the garden fell silent except for the boys’ ragged breathing. Then came the groans, the cheers, the muttered curses under their breath at how perfect she was.

Gianna tossed her curls back, her lips curving into a wicked smile. There. You wanted a show? You got it.

“Where are your parents, Gianna?” one of the friends asked, voice edged with curiosity as his eyes flicked toward the silent house.

Her stomach tightened. Five young men, all in their early twenties, the two grandsons, brimming with cocky confidence now that they’d had her, and their three mates, just as eager, just as hungry. She wasn’t about to let them sense the flutter in her chest.

“They’ll be back in an hour,” she lied smoothly, lips curling into a teasing smile.

Groans and grins spread around the group at her words, the promise of time sparking in their eyes. Gianna bent quickly, snatching her bikini top from the grass, clutching it across her breasts like she’d stolen back a shred of control. She smirked, backing toward the terrace. “That’s all you get today, boys.”

But one of the grandsons wasn’t having it.

He stepped forward, taller and stronger than she remembered, confidence blazing in his grin. In a flash, his arm hooked behind her thighs, and he hefted her up with practiced ease, slinging her over his broad shoulder in a fireman’s lift.

Gianna squealed, her legs kicking helplessly in the air, her ass bouncing high, the micro-thong disappearing between her cheeks.

SMACK! His palm cracked down on her exposed ass, the sharp sting making her gasp. The other four burst into laughter, whooping and cheering as her round cheeks jiggled with the blow.

“Not so shy now, huh?” he taunted, giving her ass another squeeze as he carried her like a prize.

“Put me down!” Gianna protested, half breathless, half laughing, her voice muffled by his back.

“Not a chance,” he shot back, striding boldly through the terrace doors into the cool hush of her living room.

The others followed quickly behind, the sound of their trainers scuffing the floor, their voices echoing as they crowded in, surrounding her, the tension thrumming hotter with every second.

He set her down roughly, her feet barely touching the rug before she realised the string of her micro-thong had been hooked and tugged away. It dangled from his fingers, bunched like a trophy, as the others howled with laughter.

Gianna gasped, clutching the bikini top tight against her breasts, but now her bare pussy was on full display. Heat rushed to her cheeks. She didn’t know whether to cover her tits or her cunt first, either way, something was exposed.

“Wow,” one of the friends breathed, eyes wide, his grin spreading slow. “You’re gorgeous, Gianna. Give us a blowie.”

The room erupted in chants, each boy piling on with his own demand.

“Yeah, give us a blowie!”
“Show us your tits!”
“C’mon, wiggle that bum!”
“Let us cop a feel!”

Gianna’s pulse thudded in her ears, her body trembling under their hungry stares. She pressed the bikini top harder against her chest, her thighs clenching together, but the teasing lilt never quite left her lips. She’d been the neighbourhood tease all summer, and now, surrounded by five young men, she could feel it catching up with her.

Her eyes flicked from face to face, flushed, eager, expectant. The grandsons stood taller, cocky, urging her on with knowing grins. Their mates leaned forward, waiting, breath held, desperate to see if the rumours about her were true.

Gianna licked her lips slowly, buying herself a second, knowing full well she was only winding them tighter.

Her cheeks still burning, Gianna raised her chin and forced a coy smile. “Okay! Boys,” she said over the noise, her voice light, playful, “I’ll show you my tits and wiggle my bum. But no touching. And…” she paused, letting the silence stretch, “…I’ll give one of you a blowie.”

The room exploded.

Before they could react further, she dropped her hands. The flimsy bikini top slid from her fingers and fell to the carpet in a little heap. Gasps and groans filled the air as her full, firm breasts spilled into view, nipples tight and dark under their hungry stares.

“Holy shit!”
“Look at those tits!”
“Fuckin’ perfect…”

Gianna laughed softly, twirling slowly on the spot. She arched her back and bent forward just enough to make her breasts sway, then turned to flash them her ass. Her cheeks were round, heart-shaped, bare now without the thong, her shaved mound peeking as she wiggled her hips.

The boys erupted again, voices overlapping, each more desperate than the last.

“God, that ass!”
“Her pussy’s so smooth….look at it!”
“Let us cop a feel, Gianna!”
“Who’s getting the blowie then? Me, right?”
“No, me! She said one of us!”

Gianna bit her lip, basking in the heat of their attention, her skin tingling from the way their eyes devoured every inch of her. She knew she was in over her head, five against one, but part of her thrilled at the control she still held, dangling the promise of her mouth like a prize.

Gianna raised her hands as though calming a crowd, her tits bouncing freely with the movement. “Okay, okay, boys. Let’s not all lose our heads.” Her voice was playful, but her cheeks were pink, her thighs pressed tight together. “Here’s the deal. One of you can have a feel of my tits, one of you gets my ass, one of you can touch my pussy…” she paused, biting her lip as the room fell into tense silence, “…and one of you gets a blowie.”

The air cracked with groans and protests. Then one of the friends blurted out, “Wait….that’s only four. There’s five of us.”

Gianna froze theatrically, then pressed a finger against her lips, pretending to think it through. Her eyes danced from face to face, lingering deliberately on the heavy bulges straining at the fronts of their shorts. God, they were hard already. Her stomach twisted with heat, her pussy slick and aching at the thought of how badly they wanted her.

“Hmm,” she murmured, tapping her finger. “Five of you…” She let her eyes roam lower, biting her lip again. So big… so eager. The sight alone made her belly flutter, made her thighs clench against the pulse between them.

Then her lips curled in a wicked smile. “Okay. One of you can choose which he gets.”

The boys erupted, shouting over each other, desperate for the prize, their voices tumbling into a chaos of lust and greed. Gianna laughed, basking in it, the power of dangling her body like a treat almost as intoxicating as the heat growing between her legs.

The room boiled over in shouts again, each of the five young men clamouring at once.

“I want the blowjob!”
“No way, that’s mine!”
“Then I’m taking her tits….”
“Like hell you are!”

Gianna giggled, loving the way they bickered like schoolboys, their faces red, their cocks bulging at the front of their shorts. She lifted her hands for quiet, breasts swaying free, and pointed at one of the friends.

“You,” she purred. “You get to feel my tits.”

The boy froze, eyes wide, caught between triumph and disbelief. The others groaned in protest.

“Not fair!”
“Everyone wants that!”
“Fuck, come on, Gianna!”

She smirked, tilting her head, curls brushing her bare shoulders. “You all want everything, don’t you? My tits, my ass, my pussy… and a blowjob.” She let the word hang, wicked on her tongue. “But I can’t give it all away at once.”

Her gaze flicked to the clock on the mantelpiece. Her smile turned sly. “Besides….tick, tock. My parents will be home in an hour.”

That silenced them. The reminder only sharpened their urgency, their eyes flashing from her breasts to her mound to her lips, as if they had to decide before the chance slipped through their fingers.

Gianna loved it, the attention, the hunger, the way their gazes devoured her nakedness. Her breasts, her ass, her pussy, all of it on show, all of it wanted. She could feel the heat in her belly, could feel just how slick and wet she was becoming under the weight of five pairs of eyes.

Gianna basked in it, the heat in her belly coiling tight, her pussy already tingling as she watched them squirm. She was in charge, for now.

The tension snapped. One of the friends, emboldened by her words, stepped forward and claimed his prize.

His hands rose tentatively at first, then bolder, cupping the heavy swell of her breasts. Gianna squirmed under the touch, her nipples stiffening against his palms. A helpless gasp slipped from her lips, betraying more than she meant to.

The others jeered and whistled, egging him on. His grin widened. One hand kneaded her tits while the other slid lower, between her thighs. Gianna stiffened, but before she could stop him his fingers brushed along her slick folds.

She gasped again, sharper this time, thighs trembling as the touch sent a shock of heat through her.

“Jesus,” he muttered, eyes wide as he dragged his fingers through the wetness, coating them. He turned to the others, his grin turning cocky. “She’s sopping wet. She wants it.”

The room erupted with laughter, cheers, and groans, the others crowding closer now, their restraint fraying at the edges.

Gianna’s heart raced, her body betraying her no matter what her lips might protest.

Gianna gasped, clutching his wrist and glaring. “Hey! That wasn’t the deal. Remember the rules, one touch each.”

Her words came sharp, but already her voice trembled, her thighs slick and betraying her.

The boy just smirked, holding up his glistening fingers for the others to see. The sight was enough. In an instant the circle closed in, five bodies pressing around her, their hunger boiling over.

Hands seized her from every direction. Her breasts were grabbed, squeezed, her nipples pinched and twisted until she cried out. Fingers raked down her sides, gripped her ass hard, slapped her cheeks until they stung.

She squealed, spinning, trying to catch hold of someone’s arm, but every turn only brought more hands. Her slick heat of her pussy betrayed her shamelessly.

Rough fingers pushed between her thighs, sliding into her soaked pussy, spreading her open. Another hand strayed further back, finding the tender ring of her still-gaping, sore little star, pressing against it, probing, making her yelp.

Gianna froze like a rabbit in headlights, breathless, overwhelmed. So many hands on her, so much rough greedy attention, she couldn’t fight it, couldn’t stop it. And God help her, part of her didn’t want to.

Her head tipped back, lips parting as she let them grope, let them squeeze, let them have her. She was hot, wet, aching, her body begging for more attention even as her mind screamed she’d lost control.

A chorus of groans and laughter filled the living room, their hands roaming without mercy. Gianna gasped, breasts aching, pussy throbbing, her body alight under every greedy touch. She tried to twist free, but the circle only tightened.

Then a shove between her shoulders sent her stumbling, dropping to her knees on the rug. She blinked up, curls tumbling around her flushed face, her bare breasts heaving.

“Fuck!” one of them blurted, staring down at her, his cock straining hard against his shorts. “Gianna, you’re so hot, you’ve got to suck us all.”

The words sparked a chant, the others egging him on.
“Yeah, all of us!”
“On your knees where you belong!”
“Open that mouth, Gianna!”

Her lips parted, her chest rising and falling, the reality crashing in — she’d meant it as a tease, a bargain, but now there were five cocks waiting, five pairs of eyes burning down at her.

Heat coiled low in her belly, shame and arousal tangled. She licked her lips slowly, her pulse pounding as her thighs pressed together.

Gianna’s head swam with it, the noise, the stares, the raw hunger rolling off them. She had never been so flattered in her life. Five young men, all of them hard, all of them desperate, and all of it because of her. Their chants, their grins, the way their eyes crawled over her naked body, it made her skin prickle with heat.

She felt her pussy pulse slick between her thighs. She couldn’t refuse them. Not when she was this turned on, not when her body screamed for more.

And truth be told, she wanted it. She wanted to see them. Each of them. To look at every thick, hard cock they were straining to show her. The thought alone made her mouth water, her lips part in anticipation as she sank lower onto her knees.

The room filled with the rasp of zippers and the thud of shorts hitting the floor. One after another, five young men bared themselves, their cocks springing free, thick and heavy, jutting proudly toward her face.

Gianna’s breath caught. Her wide eyes roamed from one to the next, drinking them in. Each was different, one long and lean, another thick and veined, another shorter but fat, his heavy balls swinging beneath. The subtle curve of one, the dark swollen head of another, the trimmed curls, the full bush.

She was mesmerised. Five cocks, each unique, each stiff and straining, and every single one of them hard for her.

Her lips parted, her tongue darting across them as heat coiled in her belly. Her pussy clenched, slick and needy. She thought of how they’d feel, the weight of them in her hands, the stretch of them in her mouth, the way they’d taste on her tongue.

Her chest rose and fell, tits heaving as she whispered, almost to herself, “All for me.”

The boys groaned at her words, fists pumping themselves slowly, hungry and impatient, their cocks bobbing just inches from her face.

Gianna’s gaze drifted across the line of cocks, each twitching, each glistening at the tip. The boys shuffled closer, waiting, desperate to see who she would favour. Her lips curled into a wicked smile as she lifted her hand and tapped the fat, heavy shaft of one of the friends.

“You,” she purred.

Groans erupted from the others, but he stepped forward, triumphant, his cock already slick with his own pre-cum. Gianna leaned in, her lips brushing the bulbous head before wrapping around it, slow and deliberate. She moaned softly as she sank lower, her cheeks hollowing, her tits swaying as she worked him with languid, teasing strokes.

When she pulled off with a wet pop, she smirked, licking her lips. “Next.”

She slid to the side, her hand stroking one cock as her mouth wrapped around another. One by one she took them, lips stretching, tongue swirling, their groans filling the room as she moved from shaft to shaft. Each boy got his turn, each tasted her mouth, she tasted each of them, her spit trailing down their lengths as she made a show of giving them all what they craved.

But greed was stronger than patience.

As she slid her lips off one cock, another was shoved against her mouth, insistent. Gianna gasped, eyes wide, and suddenly two thick heads pressed at her lips together, forcing their way inside. Her jaw ached, spit spilling down her chin as both shafts crowded her mouth, stretching her lips to their limit.

The boys laughed, groaning, holding her head steady as they thrust greedily, fighting for space in her mouth. Gianna’s muffled moans vibrated against them, her eyes watering, her tits bouncing as she tried to keep up.

Gianna’s lips stretched wide, spit spilling down her chin as the two cocks fought for space in her mouth. Her moans were muffled, her tits swaying, her hands clamped uselessly around hot shafts, trying to keep up with their greedy thrusts.

Then she felt it, a new presence behind her. A hand on her hip, steadying her, the scrape of knees on the rug. One of the grandsons, his breath hot against her ear.

“Couldn’t wait any longer,” he muttered, his cock thick and hard as it pressed between her slick thighs.

Gianna tried to twist, to glance back, but she had no defence, not with her mouth full, her hands busy. The blunt head found her entrance, slippery and aching, and with one hard thrust he buried himself deep inside her.

Gianna’s cry of shock was swallowed around the cocks in her mouth, her body jolting forward, her pussy stretched wide. The room erupted in cheers, shouts of victory.

“Fuck, he’s in her!”
“Look at that slut take it!”
“Work her mouth, don’t let her rest!”

The young men at her face groaned, trading places, forcing her to take them one after the other, some shoving two into her mouth at once, making her gag and drool. Behind her, the grandson pounded into her slick cunt, each thrust pushing her harder onto the cocks in her mouth, filling her from both ends.

Gianna’s eyes watered, spit and moans pouring down her chin, her breasts swinging wildly as she was used front and back. Her body burned, humiliated, overwhelmed, but her pussy clenched hungrily around the cock driving into her, every thrust drawing her closer to the edge.

Her cries were muffled, her lips stretched around two greedy shafts, spit streaming down her chin. Behind her, the grandson’s cock slammed into her, harder, faster, until her whole body rocked between them. Her breasts swung wildly, her nipples brushing the air, every thrust shoving her deeper onto the cocks in her mouth.

The tension in her belly snapped.

Gianna’s thighs trembled, her pussy spasmed tight around the thick shaft fucking her, and she came with a muffled scream, juices spilling hot down her legs. Her whole body shuddered, her orgasm rolling through her while the young men roared in approval.

“Look at her cum!”
“She loves it!”
“Fuck, she’s squeezing him dry!”

Before she could catch her breath, hands lifted her, pulling her away from the rug. The boy with the short, fat cock grinned as he dropped onto the sofa, dragging her into his lap. Gianna gasped, her legs spreading wide as he lined himself up and sank her down.

Her pussy, soaked and stretched, swallowed him easily. He filled her completely, the fat shaft spreading her lips lewdly as she sank onto him with a guttural moan.

The other four crowded close, eyes fixed on her. They watched her ride him, watched his cock pump in and out of her sloppy cunt, the lips stretched around him. Gianna’s breasts bounced with every rise and fall, her head tipped back, curls spilling as she lost herself in the rhythm.

“Fuck, look at her tits jump!”
“She’s wide open on him!”
“Ride it, Gianna! Show us how much you love cock!”

Their cheers and jeers only drove her higher. She bucked faster, thighs quaking, the fat cock spearing her with each drop onto his lap. Her eyes rolled back as another orgasm tore through her, sharp and overwhelming, her body convulsing while four pairs of hungry eyes devoured the sight of her being used.

Gianna’s body was still trembling from her last climax when strong hands gripped her waist. With a laugh, another of the young men pulled her up and away from the fat cock she’d been bouncing on, leaving her sloppy pussy gaping and dripping.

“Move over,” he barked, shoving his mate aside as he lowered her back against the sofa cushions. Gianna gasped, her breasts heaving, her hair wild around her flushed face. Before she could steady herself, he grabbed her legs and pushed them high, folding her open, her ankles draped over his broad shoulders.

Her pussy glistened, stretched and ready, as he lined himself up.

“God, look at that,” one of the others groaned, stroking himself as he watched.

With a single thrust he buried himself deep inside her, their bodies slapping together. Gianna cried out, the sofa jolting under the force of his rhythm as he drove into her again and again, her round ass bouncing against the cushions.

Her thighs quaked in the air, the position leaving her completely spread for them all. The boys crowded closer, cheering, their eyes fixed on the sight of his cock pistoning into her sloppy cunt.

“Stretch her wide!”
“Fuck, she’s taking it all!”
“Look at that pussy swallow him!”

Gianna sobbed, her nails clawing the cushions as another shuddering orgasm ripped through her, her body arching, breasts bouncing lewdly with every thrust. Her pussy clenched hard around him, milking his cock until he groaned above her, his head tipping back.

With a final brutal thrust, he spilled inside her, his cum flooding deep into her pussy. Gianna gasped, shivering as the hot rush filled her, the cheers of the other four ringing in her ears.

Gianna was still gasping for breath, her body loose and shaking, when another of the young men slid onto the sofa and tugged her toward him. His cock, already hard and slick from watching, speared up into her sloppy cunt the moment he pulled her down onto his lap.

She moaned, her pussy clenching weakly around him, stretched and sensitive. But he wasn’t finished. With a grunt, he shifted her higher, lifting her onto him so her ass hovered above his shaft.

Gianna whimpered as the blunt head pressed against her sore, gaping little star. Slippery with the mess of cum spilling from her pussy, it gave way easily, his long slender cock sliding inside, stretching her tight chute until she cried out.

“Fuck! He’s taken her arse!” one of the friends groaned.

Gianna’s head tipped back, her breasts bouncing as she tried to catch her breath. But then another boy stepped forward, grinning wide. He shoved between his mate’s legs and drove his cock back into her sloppy cunt, filling her completely, their thighs slapping round his hips.

She screamed, the sound choked off as, yet another stepped alongside, grabbed her curls, and shoved his cock into her mouth. Her lips stretched wide, her muffled moans vibrating along his shaft as he pumped deep down her throat.

The room erupted, cheers, laughter, jeers crashing around her.

The last two slapped palms in a sharp high five, shouting in unison, “Airtight!”

Gianna’s body arched, her voice raw, as another climax tore through her. Her pussy clenched, her ass spasmed, her thighs shook violently as she came for the fourth time, her cries muffled by the cock driving down her throat.

They didn’t let her rest. The boys swapped places, greedy and relentless, each taking his turn until she was little more than a moaning, shuddering vessel for them to use. Her pussy was filled again and again, her ass stretched raw and stuffed until she whimpered with every thrust, her mouth left slick and drooling as cocks slammed past her lips.

One after another they finished.

The first groaned deep in her ass, his cum spilling hot into her bowels. Another slammed into her pussy until he erupted, his load mixing with the slick mess already leaking down her thighs. A second filled her ass again, his shaft grinding as he emptied himself with a grunt.

The fifth stood over her, stroking furiously, his voice rough. Gianna opened her mouth, her tongue lolling obediently, and he groaned as he spilled thick ropes across her lips, her chin, and finally down her throat.

When it was over, she collapsed back against the sofa cushions, her breasts heaving, her curls damp against her flushed cheeks. Cum oozed from her pussy and ass, streaked her thighs, glistened across her chest. She was a wreck, shattered, shuddering, exhausted, every hole used, her body slack and spent.

The young men laughed and slapped palms, high-fiving each other like teammates after a win. Their voices faded as they filed out, leaving her sprawled and ruined on her dad’s favourite leather sofa.

Gianna forced her eyes to the clock. Nearly two hours had passed. Her stomach twisted, her parents would be home soon.

Groaning, she dragged herself upright, her legs shaking, cum still trickling down. She staggered to fetch a cloth, panic driving her as she mopped frantically at the slick mess, wiping the leather clean of sweat, spit, and sex before it could betray her.

Gianna gathered up the flimsy scraps of her bikini from the floor, her fingers trembling, and padded upstairs on shaky legs. The house was quiet, her parents still gone, but her body felt anything but.

In her bedroom she let the bikini fall from her hands and stood naked before the mirror.

Her breath caught.

The girl who stared back at her wasn’t the perfect, untouchable tease she’d been at the start of summer. Her full breasts were flushed and sore, faint bite-marks speckling their soft curves. Her thighs bore red finger-shaped bruises, her ribs smudged with darker prints where greedy hands had held her down. Her round ass, once so proud and smooth, was blotched crimson, still tender from slaps and the stretch of cock after cock forcing inside her.

And between her legs, the most shocking of all, she was still leaking. Her pussy gaped slightly, shiny with use, while from her ass a slow trickle of milky cum dribbled down her trembling thighs.

Gianna swallowed hard, heat and shame and a dangerous little thrill all twisting in her belly. Her perfect young body, once something she flaunted just to tease, was now marked, sore, and utterly used.

And she couldn’t look away.


Chapter Three — Claimed

The next evening, Gianna didn’t dress like a babysitter. She dressed like a temptation.

Her denim booty shorts were cut so high the frayed hem barely curved over her ass. Beneath them, a scarlet thong rode higher still, its straps peeking above the waistband like a deliberate secret. A cropped vest clung to her chest, thin cotton stretched over bare nipples, no bra to soften the view. She checked herself once in the mirror before leaving her room, smirking at the sight. She looked like trouble. She liked looking like trouble.

By the time Marcus and his wife returned, the twins were asleep. Gianna was stretched out face-down on their sofa, scrolling idly on her phone, her bare legs crossed at the ankles. The shorts had crept higher with every shift of her hips, half her round ass exposed to the room. She didn’t need to look up to know Marcus saw. She could feel his pause in the doorway. She could feel the weight of his eyes.

His wife gave her a warm smile and disappeared upstairs. Marcus walked her home.

The night was still and warm, the hum of the streetlamps the only sound as they crossed the road. At her front door, Gianna reached for her keys, but Marcus’s hand was faster. He seized her, one big palm gripping her ass through the flimsy shorts, squeezing until she gasped. He dragged her against him, his breath hot at her ear.

“You know what you are now, don’t you?” His voice was low, a command more than a question. “This Saturday, I’ve got a few mates from work coming over. You’ll be there to satisfy them. All of them. Wear something that leaves nothing to the imagination. Tits out. Ass out. No underwear.”

Gianna froze, her key trembling in the lock, her pussy already wet from his words.

Before she could answer, his palm cracked across her ass, the sharp sting ringing in the quiet street. She stumbled, breath caught in her throat, as Marcus turned and strode away without another glance.

Gianna slipped inside her house, heart racing, thighs trembling. She didn’t stop until she was in her room with the door locked. Stripping naked, she faced her reflection in the full-length mirror.

Her body still looked perfect, her breasts high and firm, her stomach taut, her ass round and heart shaped. But the marks lingered too. Fading finger marks along her ribs and thighs. The purple-blue bruises blooming across her cheeks. The bite marks on her breasts. Even her lips still looked a little swollen.

She turned, twisted, studied herself from every angle. She looked like an eighteen-year-old goddess. She looked like a used slut. Both were true.

Saturday, Marcus would prove it again.

Gianna’s breath came faster as she stared at her reflection. Marcus’s voice echoed in her head, low and commanding. “You’ll be there to satisfy them. All of them.”

Her nipples tightened, her thighs pressed together, and she knew she couldn’t ignore it. Not tonight. Not after that.

She dropped down onto the rug in front of the mirror, knees spread wide, her perfect body naked and waiting on show, even if only for her own gaze. She imagined Marcus standing there, imagined his friends crowded in behind him, watching her bare herself for them.

Her fingers slid down between her folds, already slick, already aching. She moaned as she parted herself, then plunged two fingers into her dripping pussy, the wet squelch loud in the quiet room. She rocked forward, eyes fixed on her reflection, watching herself fuck her own hand.

It wasn’t enough.

With her free hand, she reached behind, spreading her ass wide until her fingertip found her other tight little hole. She pressed, gasped, then pushed two fingers inside, her body jerking as both holes were filled at once.

“Fuck…” she whispered, eyes half-closed, picturing Marcus and his friends standing over her, cocks out, making her show them this exact scene. Her pussy clenched around her fingers, her ass squeezing tight as she worked herself harder and harder.

The mirror showed her everything, the spread of her thighs, the gape of her holes, the perfect slut she was becoming. And it was too much.

Her climax ripped through her, a hot, messy gush that left her shaking on her knees, her reflection trembling in the glass.

She stayed there, panting, slick fingers dripping, watching herself. She wasn’t just Marcus’s tease anymore. She was his slut. And on Saturday, she’d prove it to all of them.




Chapter Four— Saturday Night

By Saturday afternoon Gianna was restless, her nerves and her arousal tangled into the same hot knot in her belly. Marcus’s words had replayed in her head all week, and when she went to the mall, she knew exactly what she was looking for.

The dress she found was a joke of decency, short enough to barely brush the crease of her ass, tight enough to cling to every curve. The pale fabric hugged her hips and waist, stretched taut across her firm breasts so that the swell of flesh pushed brazenly against it. Even through the dressing room lights she could see the hard points of her nipples, impossible to hide.

Back home she showered slow, steam curling around her as she ran her hands over her body, scrubbing every inch, lingering over the fading marks and bruises that still mapped her thighs and her ass. The hot spray only sharpened her anticipation, reminding her how much she craved what was coming.

When she stepped from the bathroom, towelling off her damp curls, she felt like she was preparing herself as an offering.

She slid the dress over her slick skin. It was tighter than she remembered, clinging shamelessly, riding high with every step. She turned in the mirror and gasped softly, her round ass cheeks were almost completely bare, only the tiniest strip of fabric covering anything at all. From the front, the hem just barely hid the smooth mound of her shaved pussy.

Gianna bit her lip, heat flooding her cheeks. Marcus told me to wear something that left nothing to the imagination…This did more than that.

She tugged at the hem, then laughed softly when it sprang back up again. There was no fixing it. Tonight, she was walking across the road dressed like a slut.

And she loved it.



Marcus’s hand was heavy at the small of her back as he guided her through the doorway. The living room smelled of beer and smoke, laughter already rolling as three men sprawled across the worn sofas. Bottles clinked in their hands, their eyes cutting sharp to the girl Marcus ushered in.

Two of them looked like Marcus, big, broad, black men in their forties, the kind of men who carried strength without needing to prove it. Their grins widened the second they saw her. The third, a white man with greying stubble and a belly that strained against his checked shirt, leaned back with a grunt, his gaze crawling over her legs, her tits, her hemline that barely covered her ass.

Gianna’s breath caught, heat rising under their stares.

Marcus’s palm cracked against her round ass, the sound sharp, the sting making her jolt forward. “This is our slut for the evening,” he announced, voice carrying like he owned the room. “She’ll be eager to please.”

They laughed, low and hungry, all three.

Marcus gave her another shove, hard enough that she stumbled a step closer. “Go and introduce yourself, slut.”

Gianna swallowed, her pulse hammering. She could feel how short her dress was, how bare her ass cheeks must look after that slap. Three pairs of eyes drank her in, each grin wider than the last.

She bit her lip, forcing a bright, breathless little smile, and stepped forward.

Gianna barely made it a step before one of the black men leaned forward, his grin wide. His hand shot out, big fingers closing tight around her slender wrist. With a sharp tug he pulled her off balance, and she tumbled onto his lap with a startled gasp.

“Damn,” he rumbled, one hand already sliding to her thigh, the other seizing a breast through the thin stretch of her dress. He squeezed hard, rough, like he had every right. “What hot little thing you are.”

Gianna squirmed, her dress riding higher with every shift of her hips, the hem caught up against her ass cheeks. His fingers kneaded her breast, thumb grazing the stiff peak of her nipple until she bit back a whimper.

The other men laughed, jeering, beer bottles lifted in salute as she wriggled helplessly on his lap, pinned by the weight of his hand.

Gianna froze as she felt it, the thick swell pressing up under her bare cheeks, hardening by the second. The rough denim of his jeans did nothing to blunt the size of him, the heat radiating through the fabric making her own belly twist with need. Her pussy tingled, the ache blooming low and insistent.

The man chuckled, low and satisfied, like he knew exactly what she was feeling. His other hand slid down, prying her thighs apart with ease until her dress rode high, the hem bunched at her waist. His thick finger dragged slowly through the slick heat of her folds, parting them shamelessly.

Gianna gasped, her head falling back against his shoulder, but the sound of laughter told her the others had seen everything, the glisten of her wetness, the tight bald mound she thought she’d been teasing them with, now spread and displayed for their eyes.

“Look at that,” he growled, circling her clit with his thumb before sliding lower again. “Tight little pussy, already dripping for us.”

The others leaned forward, beer forgotten, grins hungry as they watched her squirm on his lap, thighs forced open, her most private flesh on full show.

The other black man, “Oi, mate, don’t hog. Pass the little slut over here.”

The first man grinned, gave her ass a sharp squeeze, then shoved her forward.

Gianna stumbled, but before she could steady herself the second black man had her wrist, hauling her down into his lap. She gasped as her bare ass cheeks settled over the thick bulge in his jeans, the heat of him unmistakable, swelling hard beneath her.

“Christ,” he muttered, spreading her thighs wide, his grin sharp. “She’s already soaked.”

Then, without hesitation, his hands caught at her dress. A sharp tug and the neckline gaped, sliding down to bare her breasts in full view of the room. Cheers rose immediately, bottles thudding down, the men leaning in to watch her tits bounce free.

“Here, Mick,” he called over to the heavyset white man. “Your birthday surprise, just like Marcus promised. Look at these perfect tits.”

His thick fingers seized one of her nipples, rolling it hard, then pinching until Gianna yelped. He pulled and twisted, sharp pain sparking through her chest, but it only made the heat in her belly throb harder. Her pussy clenched, wetness spilling between her spread thighs.

The men laughed, jeering, their eyes glued to her breasts as she arched against the rough play, every twist and tug sending another bolt of need down to her aching cunt.

The second man gave her nipple one last cruel twist before shoving her upright, laughing as she stumbled in front of the third. “Go on, Mick,” he jeered, his grin wide. “You get first turn, as promised. Mouth, pussy, or her tight little arse, any or all three if you’re greedy!”

Mick’s eyes gleamed, small and hungry in his rough, stubbled face. He set his beer aside with a grunt and leaned forward, his meaty hands reaching for her with no hesitation. His thick fingers closed around her waist, tugging her closer until her bare tits pressed against the sweat-stained fabric of his shirt.

“Well, fuck me,” he wheezed, his hand sliding down to cup the curve of her ass, squeezing hard. “She’s perfect. Marcus, you weren’t lying.”

The room roared with laughter and jeers, the other men egging him on. Gianna’s pulse thundered, her pussy slick, her ass still stinging from the slaps and grabs. Every eye in the room was on her now, waiting to see what Mick would do with his “birthday surprise.”

Gianna’s chest heaved, her breasts bare, nipples aching from rough fingers. She stood frozen for a moment under Mick’s stare, heat pooling low in her belly.

What’s wrong with me? her mind whispered. This is an ugly, fat, middle-aged stranger. Why do I want this? Why does it make me ache? Her thighs pressed together, slickness betraying her thoughts. Is it because it’s so illicit, so filthy? Just to be a stranger’s slut? Why does that turn me on so much?

“On your knees, slut,” Mick barked suddenly, his voice rough, cutting through her spiralling thoughts. His hand shoved at her shoulder until she stumbled down to the rug.

The room filled with laughter and jeers as Mick grunted, unbuckling his belt. With a tug, he shoved his trousers down, dragging his shorts with them. His cock sprang free, short, fat, veined and already glistening at the tip.

He leaned back, legs spread wide, one hand gripping himself as he sneered down at her. “Go on. Beg to suck me. You know you love cock.”

The men roared their approval, the sound of beer bottles thumping against tables as Gianna stared up at him, lips parted, heat burning through her shame.

Gianna stayed on her knees, trembling but not moving right away. She stared up at Mick’s fat cock bobbing in front of her face, then let her eyes travel around the room. Every man was watching. Waiting. Hungry.

Her lips parted, her breath shaky, but still she hesitated. The heat coiled in her belly, her pussy dripping between her thighs.

God, I love this… she thought. I love them watching me. Love humiliating myself. The dirtier, the more degrading, it only makes me hotter.

She shifted closer, her bare tits swaying, her eyes fixed on Mick’s cock. A little smile tugged at her lips. “You really want me to beg?” she whispered, her voice husky, making the men lean in to hear.

The laughter grew, chants of “Beg! Beg for it!” filling the room.

Gianna’s cheeks flamed, but the arousal won. She lowered her gaze, lashes sweeping down, her voice soft but clear. “Please… let me suck your cock. I need it.”

Mick didn’t move. His thick hand kept stroking lazily over his short, fat cock, but he only smirked down at her, eyes glittering.

“Spread your knees, slut,” he growled. “I want to see your dripping cunt while you beg.”

A chorus of cheers and laughter went up around the room.

Gianna’s breath hitched. Slowly, she shuffled her knees wider apart, the hem of her dress riding up until her bare pussy was on display. Slickness gleamed in the light, betraying just how turned on she was.

The men leaned forward, their grins wolfish.

Mick’s smile widened. “Go on, say it again. Louder this time. Beg for my cock like the slut you are.”

Gianna’s cheeks burned, her nipples hard, her thighs trembling with need. She closed her eyes for a moment, then opened them again, staring up at him with her lips parted, voice shaking but clear.

Again she looked up at this man. He was rough, unpleasant even, nothing attractive about him at all, not like the young men who had used her the other day. And yet… somehow that made it hotter. The wrongness, the sheer taboo of giving herself to him in front of everyone only stoked the fire in her belly.

Her voice cracked, but she forced the words out. “Please, Mick… let me suck your cock. I want it. I need it.”

“Please, Mick,” she whispered first, then louder, letting the words hang in the smoky room. “Please let me suck your cock. I want it. I need it. I’ll do anything.”

The men erupted, slapping knees, jeering, egging her on. Mick chuckled low, thrusting his hips forward so the blunt head of his cock bobbed inches from her mouth.

Mick’s smirk deepened, his cock bobbing just out of her reach. “Anything?” he sneered, his voice thick with amusement. “Fuck yourself with your fingers and beg again.” He leaned in closer, eyes narrowing. “And I’m not your friend. You call me Sir.”

The room roared with laughter and jeers, the other men slapping their knees, shouting their approval.

Gianna’s belly tightened, her cunt clenching at the command. She hesitated for only a heartbeat before sliding one trembling hand between her spread thighs. Her fingers parted her slick folds, dipping into the wet heat as every pair of eyes in the room watched.

She gasped, curling her fingers inside herself, her chest heaving, her breasts bare and bouncing with every ragged breath. Shame burned her skin, but the thrill of it only made her wetter.

Her gaze lifted back to Mick’s, lips quivering. “Please, Sir,” she whispered, her fingers thrusting in and out of her own pussy. “Please let me suck your cock. I need it. I’ll do anything you want.”

The men cheered louder, their voices echoing in her ears. Mick chuckled darkly, shifting forward, the blunt head of his fat cock nudging against her lips at last.

Gianna’s chest heaved, her fingers still working between her thighs as Mick’s fat cock brushed her lips. The room was a blur of jeers and laughter, but all she could see was him, waiting, daring her.

She parted her lips and leaned forward, taking the swollen head into her mouth. The taste hit instantly, thick and salty, making her moan around him.

“Good little slut,” Mick growled, his hand shooting out to fist in her curls. He yanked her forward, forcing more of his girth past her lips. Gianna gagged, eyes watering, but he didn’t slow. With a grunt, he dragged her down until her nose was buried in the wiry curls of his pubes, her throat stretched obscenely tight around his cock.

The men erupted, clapping, whistling, egging her on.

“Get it, Mick!”
“Look at her choke on it!”
“She loves it!”

Gianna’s nails dug into her own thighs, her pussy dripping as she gagged around him, the humiliation and the filth only stoking the ache in her belly. Her body trembled, slick and needy, as Mick held her face crushed against his gut, his cock throbbing in her throat.

Mick didn’t give her time to breathe. His fist tightened in her hair and he began to buck his hips, slamming his fat cock in and out of her mouth with brutal rhythm. Gianna gagged, drool spilling down her chin, her eyes watering as the head battered the back of her throat again and again.

“Fuck, yes,” Mick grunted, his belly jiggling with each thrust. “Take it, slut. Take it all.”

The room shook with laughter and cheers.

“Look at her choke!”
“She’s gagging on it, Mick!”
“She fucking loves it!”

Gianna clawed at his thighs, half in panic, half in need, her throat stretched obscenely as he face-fucked her. Her breasts bounced wildly with every tug and thrust, her own fingers still buried between her slick folds. She moaned around his cock, the sound vibrating through him, sending a growl rumbling from his chest.

Spit and precum smeared her lips, strings of it splattering down her tits as he used her without pause, her humiliation complete under the roar of the men watching.

Mick yanked her off his cock with a wet pop, strings of spit clinging from her lips to his fat shaft. She gasped, coughing, drool running down her chin and over her bare tits. The men roared with laughter at the mess of her.

Mick leaned forward, his grin mean. “Slut, get up,” he barked, slapping her cheek with his cock. “Sit on my cock. Ride me until you cum, bitch.”

Cheers went up instantly, the room vibrating with crude encouragement.

Gianna’s legs shook as she pushed herself up, her dress bunched uselessly around her waist. She straddled his thick thighs, feeling his blunt cockhead pressing against her soaked folds. Her breath came ragged, her nipples hard, every eye in the room on her.

She paused, then with trembling fingers caught the hem of the dress and peeled it up over her head. In one smooth motion she stripped it away and let it fall, pooling onto the floor beside Mick’s boots.

The cheers rose to a roar.

Now she was naked, completely bare in front of them all, her perfect young body glistening with sweat, breasts full and firm, nipples stiff, her round ass flexing as she adjusted on his lap. She spread her knees wider, lowering herself until the fat cockhead nestled against her entrance, her slick heat dripping over him.

Mick chuckled darkly, his hands gripping her waist. “That’s better. Naked, just like a slut should be.”

“Do it,” Mick growled, his big hands gripping her hips. “Show ‘em how much you love cock.”

Her lips parted, a whimper escaping, and slowly she lowered herself, the fat shaft spreading her tight pussy wide as the room erupted in catcalls and cheers.

Gianna lowered herself slowly, gasping as the fat head pushed past her folds and stretched her open. Inch by inch she sank down, her pussy swallowing him, her walls clenching desperately around the thick shaft.

“Ohhh… God…” she whimpered, her head falling back, curls tumbling down her spine. The men leaned forward, roaring approval as her pussy stretched around Mick’s cock, every inch of her slick heat on display.

Mick grunted, his hands locked on her hips. “That’s it, slut. Ride it. Show us how bad you need it.”

She rocked against him, her thighs burning, her breasts bouncing wildly with every lift and drop. Mick thrust up hard to meet her, his belly slapping against her ass as he drove himself deeper. The room filled with the wet slap of flesh and her ragged cries as she rode him, faster, harder, until her whole body shook.

Her orgasm crashed through her with a scream, thighs quivering, pussy clamping tight around his thick cock. The men cheered, whistled, egged her on as she writhed in his lap, grinding through the waves of her climax.

Mick growled, then with a heave lifted her off his lap. She squealed as he turned and dropped her back onto the chair, her legs flung up and spread wide, her slick pussy glistening under the room’s hungry gaze.

“Fuck,” Mick panted, staring down at her gaping wetness. “I haven’t seen a cunt this sweet in more than twenty years.”

One of the other men barked a laugh. “Mick, you ain’t ever seen a pussy that sweet, you ugly fat bastard.”

The room erupted, laughter rolling over her. Mick only smirked, gripping her thighs wide, and then he buried his fat face between her legs.

Gianna gasped, her back arching as his mouth latched onto her. He licked and sucked greedily, dragging his tongue through her folds, sucking her clit hard into his mouth until she cried out. Then he pushed his tongue deep inside her wet hole, his stubbled chin grinding against her tender lips as her juices smeared across his face.

The men roared again, beer bottles raised, as Mick feasted like a man starved, coating himself in her slick while Gianna writhed and moaned beneath him, her body spread and bared for them all.

Mick’s tongue worked mercilessly, flicking and sucking her clit until Gianna’s cries grew higher, sharper. Her hands flew to his head, her fingers tangling in his greasy hair as her hips bucked helplessly against his face.

“Oh God….ohhh God!” she sobbed, her thighs clamping tight around his ears. The room erupted again, hooting and cheering as her body shuddered violently, juices spilling over Mick’s mouth and chin.

He growled into her, lapping up every drop until she collapsed back against the chair, limp and shaking. Then, with a grunt, he hauled her down, spun her around, and dragged her onto all fours.

Gianna gasped as his fat cock pressed against her soaked slit again, and with no pause he shoved it home, splitting her open.

“Fuck!” she cried, her nails digging into the rug as he pumped into her from behind. His thick hands clamped onto her hips, dragging her back onto him with every brutal thrust.

Her tits swung wildly beneath her, her ass clapping against his belly, her cries filling the room. It was too much, too soon, her cunt still quivering from the last orgasm, but he didn’t let her rest. He drove her hard until her body betrayed her, her pussy clenching tight around him as another climax tore through her.

Gianna wailed, her body shaking violently, juices dripping down her thighs. Mick roared, his fat belly pressing into her ass as he buried himself deep one last time. His cock twitched, pulsing, and then his load flooded into her, hot and thick, spilling into her womb until it leaked out around his shaft.

The room filled with cheers and crude laughter as he held her down, grinding her onto him, making sure every drop stayed inside before finally letting her slump forward, limp and used, onto the rug.

Marcus didn’t give her long to collapse. With a sharp tug of her hair, he dragged her upright, her body shaking and slick, and hauled her across the room. He dropped her into the lap of one of his workmates, her thighs spread wide over the man’s cock. With a groan the man lifted her hips and drove himself up into her soaked pussy.

Gianna cried out, her head snapping back as her walls stretched around him.

Behind her, the second black man stepped up, spitting into his hand and smearing it over her ass before pressing the thick head of his cock against her tight rear hole. “Open up, slut,” he growled, and with one hard thrust he speared into her ass.

Gianna’s scream tore through the room, her body jolting between the two men, stuffed full, stretched raw.

And in front of her, Marcus unzipped, his heavy cock swaying before her face. He seized her jaw, forced her mouth wide, and pushed in deep until her lips were wrapped around his shaft. “Suck, slut,” he ordered, his voice low and commanding.

Mick leaned back with his beer, laughing loud. “Now that’s a fucking sight!” he cheered.

The room filled with roars as the three men began to move, switching their rhythm, swapping holes, each taking turns with her pussy, her ass, her mouth. They passed her back and forth like she was nothing more than their toy, their thick cocks stretching her, filling her, spilling spit and slick with every thrust.

Gianna’s cries were muffled around Marcus’s cock, her body jerking as orgasm after orgasm ripped through her. Her tits bounced lewdly, her juices dripping down her thighs onto the floor as they used her without pause.

Then it came all at once, one man groaning as he pumped his load deep into her pussy, Marcus grinding into her ass as he unloaded hot cum into her bowels, and the third tugging free to spurt across her face. Her mouth hung open, her tongue lolling as ropes of cum splattered her cheeks, lips, even streaking into her hair.

The room erupted in cheers and crude laughter as Gianna shook between them, her body painted, filled, and wrecked.

Marcus yanked her up by the arm, her legs trembling, cum still dribbling from both holes. He gave her ass a sharp slap that made her yelp. “After that,” he said with a grin, “I think we all need a drink. You know where they are, slut, get us a cold beer each.”

Gianna nodded breathlessly and padded off toward the kitchen, bare feet slapping softly against the floor. Her thighs were slick, streaked with the messy trail leaking steadily from her pussy and ass. She grabbed bottles from the fridge with shaking hands, the cool air prickling against her used skin, then carried them back in a neat line.

She handed one to each man, eyes lowered, lips still wet with spit and cum.

Marcus smirked, twisting his cap off. “Go on, girl, get one for yourself. You’ve earned it.”

Her eyes flicked up in surprise, but she obeyed, padding back to the kitchen. When she returned with her own bottle, Marcus nodded to the sofa where Mick sat hunched forward, grinning like a jackal.

“Sit on Mick’s lap,” Marcus ordered.

Gianna hesitated only a second before perching astride him. Immediately his greedy, chubby hands were all over her, squeezing her tits, pawing at her ass, fingers pinching and tugging wherever they pleased.

The other men barely looked up, their conversation rolling on about trucks, runs, and the lads back at the depot, like Gianna’s naked body was nothing more than background entertainment.

Mick chuckled into her ear, giving her nipple a hard twist while the others laughed about work. “Best birthday I’ve had in years.”

Gianna squirmed in his lap, her pussy leaking onto his jeans, her cheeks burning as she realised, this was normal for them now.

Marcus drained the last of his bottle, then set it down with a heavy clink. His eyes cut to Gianna, still wriggling in Mick’s lap under his groping hands.

“Time to go home,” he said firmly. “Thank the guys for using your holes. Put your dress back on. I’ll walk you over.”

The men chuckled and raised their bottles as she slid shakily off Mick’s knees, sticky and raw. She mumbled out her thanks, cheeks flaming, before stooping to pick her dress off the floor. The fabric clung awkwardly as she pulled it down over her body, doing little to hide the mess still streaking her thighs.

Marcus took her arm and led her out into the night. The street was quiet, the hum of a streetlamp overhead, her bare feet whispering against the pavement.

At her door he stopped, his big hand closing tight around her ass and dragging her close. She gasped as his other hand slid up between her thighs and without warning, two thick fingers shoved deep into her hot, wet pussy.

Gianna moaned softly, her knees trembling as he fingered her roughly, cum squelching around his knuckles. Then, just as quickly, he pulled out and shoved the messy fingers between her lips.

“Clean it,” he ordered.

Her tongue darted out, licking, sucking, tasting herself and the mingled spunk dripping from her body.

Marcus smirked, leaning close. “Dirty slut. I’ll let you know the next time my mates want to fuck you.”

Then, with a sharp slap to her ass that echoed in the night, he turned and strode back across the street, leaving Gianna breathless and reeling on her doorstep, her pussy still dripping down her thighs.




Epilogue

Gianna woke late the next morning, sunlight slanting through her curtains. Her body felt heavy, drained, every muscle aching as if she’d been run through in her sleep. She lay sprawled naked on the tangled sheets, her skin sticky, her thighs still streaked, her holes leaking faintly even now.

For a long moment she just breathed, then her mind began to wander, replaying every filthy scene of the week.

The gangbang in her own living room, the five young men from next door, their greedy hands, their hard cocks, their cheers as she came again and again under their use.

Then last night. Marcus handing her over to that fat, rough stranger Mick for his birthday, forcing her to choke on his cock, to ride him, to cum on his face before he filled her again.

And finally, the airtight gangbang, Marcus and his workmates stuffing her ass, her pussy, and her mouth at once until she thought she’d split apart, her body quivering as they drained themselves into her and across her face.

The memories burned through her, too hot to resist. Her fingers slipped down between her thighs, finding her little pussy swollen and slick. She moaned softly as she rubbed, then slid two fingers deep inside herself, her hips bucking against the sheets.

It wasn’t enough.

Her other hand reached under, fingers probing the still-gaping ring of her ass. She groaned as two slid inside easily, her body stretching to welcome them, her holes stuffed just like the men had done.

The bed shook as she worked both hands, fucking herself open, her breath ragged. Her mind reeled with images, Marcus’s dark stare, Mick’s fat cock, the cheers of the men as her holes dripped for them.

Her climax hit hard, a shuddering scream muffled into the sheets as her body convulsed. Juices splattered against her thighs, her ass pulsed around her own fingers, and she collapsed boneless onto the mattress.

Gianna lay trembling, staring at the ceiling with glassy eyes. Then she brought her fingers to her mouth and licked them all clean. She had thought she was the neighbourhood tease. Now she knew better. She was the neighbourhood slut, and she craved whatever came next.


Book Four Teaser — Gianna: Neighbourhood Toy

Gianna thought she’d hit her limit. After being stuffed airtight, drained, and left dripping by Marcus and his mates, she believed her body couldn’t take more. She was wrong.

Word has spread far beyond the street. Now Marcus has plans for her that go past poker nights and “birthday surprises.” Bigger crowds. Louder rooms. Men she’s never even seen before. She won’t just be the neighbourhood slut anymore, she’ll be the entertainment, the show, the toy passed from hand to hand until there’s nothing left but sweat, cum, and moans.

The grandsons have boasted to their mates. Marcus’s work friends are eager to return with more from the depot. Even Mick wants another go. And Gianna? She knows she should stop. She knows it’s gone too far. But the ache between her legs tells her otherwise.

Because she isn’t just teased, or used, or owned anymore.

She’s addicted.

And Marcus is ready to prove to her, and to everyone watching, that there’s no such thing as “too far” for the neighbourhood toy.

?? Book Four takes Gianna deeper than ever before: more men, more risks, more depravity. Ready to watch her fall even further?
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