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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 — Aftermath & Hunger

Gianna stirred, the morning light creeping through her blinds. For a moment she thought it had all been a dream, the poker night, the laughter, the hands on her body. But the ache between her thighs told her otherwise.

She shifted and winced. Her ass throbbed, tender and bruised, every movement reminding her of the spankings, the fingers, the thick cocks that had stretched her in ways she never imagined. Her pussy, raw and swollen, still pulsed, her folds slick even now. When she spread her legs under the sheets, she could feel the mess that had leaked out of her in the night, tacky on her skin, staining the fabric beneath her.

Her breasts rose and fell, nipples stiff as she thought of Marcus’s calm voice, Harris’s rough hands, Davies’s steady grip. She remembered the sting of being bent over, the shock of Harris’s cock filling her ass, the shame of begging Lawson to fuck her — and the way she had screamed when she came from it.

Gianna buried her face in the pillow, a whimper slipping out. They had changed everything. No longer was she just the neighbourhood tease. They had seen her naked, used her, filled her, humiliated her until she begged for more. And God help her, she wanted more.

Her pussy clenched again, aching, wetness slipping free even as she told herself she should be horrified. Instead, her fingers slid down between her thighs, finding the swollen slickness waiting there. A desperate sigh escaped her lips as she touched herself, her body already eager to relive the night.

Marcus came to her first, the sheer size of him, his cock stretching her until she screamed, her belly fluttering now at the memory of riding him, the proud look in his eyes when she took it all. Her fingers circled harder, her hips lifting.

Then Harris, his cock forcing into her ass, his voice mocking her as she cried out, the way her body betrayed her when she climaxed from it. She moaned, pressing deeper, two fingers sliding inside her wet heat. Her other hand reached back, trembling, until her fingertips found her still-gaping little rear hole. Slick and loose from the night before, it yielded easily, and with a gasp she pushed two fingers inside her ass.

The sensation made her whole body jolt, pussy full, ass filled, both holes clenching desperately around her own fingers as her mind replayed Harris splitting her open, Shaw stretching her, Marcus watching with that calm, unreadable gaze.

Lawson followed in her mind, the cruel smirk, the way he made her beg out loud for his cock, then fucked her hard and filled her until cum dripped down her thighs. Her fingers pumped faster, her body arching.

She thought of Shaw’s thick fingers stretching her ass, making her hold herself open while the others watched, of Davies’s cock in her mouth, filling her throat until she gagged. Every image set her nerves alight, every memory another shock of shameful pleasure.

Her body shook, her thighs clamped around her hand as the orgasm ripped through her. She cried out into the pillow, her pussy gushing over her fingers, her ass twitching with aftershocks.

When it passed, she collapsed back into the sheets, panting, her skin damp with sweat. She stared at the ceiling, heart hammering, fingers still buried inside her.

She should have been disgusted. She should have been ashamed.

Instead, Gianna smiled faintly, a shiver running through her.

She knew now she wasn’t just the eighteen year old neighbourhood tease. She was the neighbourhood slut.

And she couldn’t wait for the next night the men called on her.

Gianna’s breathing slowed, the last tremors easing through her body. At last, she slid her fingers free, her thighs sticky, her sheets damp beneath her.

With a groan she pulled herself upright, bare and unsteady, her curls falling wild around her shoulders. She padded across the carpet to the mirror, heart pounding.

The sight made her gasp.

Her breasts were streaked with faint bruises, marks where hands and mouths had claimed her. Her ass was crimson, blotched with welts and deeper purple smudges where she’d been spanked and used. Her thighs bore the evidence of their grip; finger-marks pressed into her skin.

And between her legs… she stared in shock. Both holes were still messy, glistening, cum leaking slowly down the inside of her thighs. Her pussy was swollen, stretched, the lips puffy and red. Her ass twitched, gaping faintly, a slick trail slipping free.

Heat rushed to her face, part humiliation, part pride. They had left their marks everywhere, and she loved seeing them.

She trailed a hand down her belly, shivering, before finally turning away. The bathroom tiles were cold under her bare feet as she stepped into the shower.

Hot water cascaded over her, washing away the stickiness, the ache, the mess. But no amount of soap could wash away what had changed inside her.

She pressed her palms flat to the wall, eyes closed, letting the water pour down her back. She wasn’t just Gianna Moretti anymore. She wasn’t just the neighbourhood tease.

And she couldn’t wait for them to use her again.


Chapter One

Gianna padded around the kitchen in a loose vest and shorts, hair damp from her shower, bare feet quiet on the tiles. The morning sunlight made everything look the same as always, cereal boxes on the counter, her phone buzzing with nothing important, the hum of the fridge in the corner.

She tried to settle into the couch with her bowl, flicking through channels, pretending life was normal again. But every movement reminded her. Crossing her legs made her pussy throb, raw and swollen. Leaning back pressed her tender ass against the cushions, a constant ache sparking memories she couldn’t stop replaying.

She pulled her knees up under her vest, hugging them to her chest. The bruises on her breasts tingled, her nipples brushing the soft cotton. She closed her eyes, trying to focus on the chatter from the TV. But her mind slipped, to Marcus’s voice, to Harris’s grip on her ass, to Lawson making her beg.

She flushed, setting the bowl aside. Her thighs pressed together, the ache sharper now.

Gianna dragged in a breath. Act normal. Just act normal.

But when she wandered into the back garden, the sun hot on her skin, and heard the thud of a ball and the low voices of the grandsons next door, both in their twenties, deep and manly, her stomach flipped.

Normal had already slipped away.

Gianna sat in the garden for a while, stretched out on the lounger in her vest and shorts, the sun warm on her legs. She closed her eyes, trying to let the heat sink in, trying not to think about poker chips clattering, men’s hands on her skin, or the soreness still lingering in her ass.

But every shift of her body reminded her. The cotton clung to her nipples, still tender. The ache between her thighs pulsed like a secret heartbeat. She told herself she was fine, that she was just sunbathing, like always, but she couldn’t relax. Her mind kept circling back to them.

With a frustrated sigh, she got up and padded inside.

Upstairs, she rifled through the drawer where her bikinis lived. Her fingers paused on one of the tiniest sets she owned: glossy straps, minuscule cups, the thong no more than a suggestion. She smirked, biting her lip. Too much? Maybe. But if the boys are out there…

She peeled off her vest and shorts, her body bare in the bedroom mirror for a heartbeat, breasts marked, thighs still bruised. Then she tied on the bikini, adjusting the strings until the little triangles barely covered her nipples, the thong vanishing into the cleft of her ass.

“Perfect,” she murmured to her reflection, giving her curls a shake.

Moments later she was back outside, padding barefoot across the lawn to her lounger. The sun caught on the sheen of her skin, the bikini flashing like a dare. She stretched out, sunglasses on, heart racing as she listened for the sound she was waiting for — the thud of a football, and the voices of the grandsons drifting over the hedge.

Gianna lay still at first, soaking up the heat, sunglasses hiding her eyes. But she knew they were there, she could hear the scrape of shoes on the patio next door, the dull thud of the ball, the easy laughter of young men.

She shifted lazily on the lounger, tugging the bikini top as though adjusting it, the little triangles pulling higher so the soft swell of her under-boob showed. She stretched her arms overhead, arching her back, breasts lifting, her flat belly taut in the sun.

Then she rolled to one side, propping herself on an elbow. The thong rode up as she crossed her legs, the curve of her ass exposed, only a whisper of fabric cutting between her cheeks. She let her head loll back, lips parting in a lazy sigh, as if the sun itself was making her melt.

Every so often she’d give her curls a toss, pretending not to notice when the chatter next door faltered. She slid her sunglasses down just far enough to peek over the hedge, catching a quick flash of their eyes before they looked away, pretending to be focused on their game.

Gianna bit back a grin. Got you.

She rolled onto her stomach, tugging the strings of her bikini loose, letting the top dangle. Her breasts pressed down into the lounger, nipples hard against the fabric, her bare back gleaming. She wriggled her hips just enough to make the thong cut deeper, knowing how much skin she was showing.

To anyone else it would look like innocent sunbathing. But she knew. And from the silence drifting over the hedge, she knew they knew too.

Gianna’s pulse quickened as she lay on her stomach, the sun baking her bare back. She reached down, fingers toying idly with the knot at her hip. One tug and the string loosened, the tiny scrap of fabric slipping away. A wicked thrill coursed through her as the thong slid down, dropping unnoticed into the grass.

Now she was naked.

She stretched languidly, her ass bare to the sun, her pussy pressed against the lounger. The heat of it made her skin tingle, made her folds slick. She shifted her hips just enough to part her thighs, imagining what they’d see if they dared peek.

The sounds next door had gone quieter, no more easy laughter, just the muffled thump of the ball and the scrape of trainers. They were watching. She could feel it.

Gianna smiled into her folded arms, then raised her head. “Hey, boys,” she called lightly, her voice carrying over the hedge. “Be a couple of sweethearts and come give me a hand?”

The pause was delicious. Then came hurried footsteps, a muttered exchange, the squeak of the side gate.

She propped herself up on her elbows as they appeared, her curls tumbling forward, her breasts hanging loose beneath her. “I can’t reach my back,” she said with a mock pout, glancing over her shoulder. “Would one of you rub some lotion in for me?”

Her ass arched high as she held out the bottle, the sunlight glistening on the curves she’d just bared to them both.

For a moment, neither of them moved. They just stood there at the edge of the patio, eyes wide, jaws slack.

Gianna hid her smirk behind her sunglasses as she glanced back at them. They were trying so hard not to stare, but their gazes kept dragging down, over the bare curve of her ass, the soft dip of her back, and the glistening split of her thighs.

“You’re… you’re not wearing anything,” one finally blurted, his voice rough with disbelief.

Gianna gave a low, lazy laugh, stretching like a cat, breasts lifting as she raised her arms overhead. “Course I am,” she teased, wriggling her hips so the sunlight caught her bare skin. “Just… less than usual.”

The taller one shifted on his feet, his shorts straining as his eyes stayed locked on her ass. The other rubbed the back of his neck, cheeks flaming red. They looked at each other, half-panicked, half-aroused, as if neither could quite believe their neighbour’s eighteen-year-old body was bared to them like this.

Gianna rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow, the bottle of lotion dangling from her fingers. Her thighs parted just enough, flashing them the dark gleam of her mound. The shift pressed her breasts together, the firm, full curves jutting proudly, nipples tight in the sun.


Chapter Two

“Well?” she said sweetly, arching just a little so they couldn’t miss a thing. “Are you going to help me, or just stand there gawking?”

Both of them stared, caught between the slick heat glistening at her thighs and the perfect bounce of her breasts as she breathed, their faces flushed and stunned.

The two young men froze, their jaws tight, their eyes darting between her breasts and her bare pussy. Both of them looked flushed, their shorts visibly strained, but neither moved first.

“You do it,” the taller one muttered, his voice low and rough.
“No, you do it,” the other shot back quickly, shifting his weight.
“Why me?”
“Because you’re already staring like you’re about to cum.”
“Says you…. you can’t even look away from her tits.”

Gianna smirked behind her sunglasses, watching the pair of them snap back and forth, both hard, both desperate, both too stubborn to step forward.

“Boys, boys,” she drawled, giving the bottle a lazy shake. “Don’t fight. There’s plenty of me to go around.”

The silence stretched, both of them bristling, until finally the taller one swore under his breath and dropped to his knees beside her. The other followed a heartbeat later, kneeling on her opposite side, both of them crowding in close.

“Fine,” one muttered.
“Yeah, fine,” the other echoed, though his eyes were already locked on Gianna’s breasts.

She handed over the lotion with a lazy smile and lay back on the lounger, her curls spilling around her shoulders. Cool cream touched her shoulder blades first, the glide of palms spreading across her back in clumsy, tentative strokes.

But it didn’t stay innocent for long.

Their hands slid lower, smoothing over the soft curve of her waist, then down to the swell of her ass. They lingered there, kneading, spreading, rubbing until her cheeks glistened in the sun. Gianna let out a soft sigh, arching into their touch.

From there it was only a matter of time. The taller one’s fingers skimmed along the inside of her thigh, the other’s hand following suit on the opposite side. They worked in tandem, stroking higher, closer, until their fingertips brushed against the slick folds between her legs.

Gianna shivered, her thighs parting without protest. Their hesitation broke, and soon both were stroking her pussy — one gentle, teasing circles at her clit, the other pressing lower, more vigorous, gliding over her swollen lips until her wetness coated their hands.

She moaned, her hips rocking, sunglasses slipping down her nose as she gave them a wicked smile. Two pairs of hands, eager and unpractised, exploring her wet pussy under the hot afternoon sun.

Gianna’s moans came low and lazy at first, her hips rocking gently against their hands. But as their touch grew bolder, more frantic, the sound sharpened into little gasps, her thighs opening wider, her ass wriggling against the lounger.

The taller one hesitated, his hand trembling as it slid lower. Then, almost in disbelief at his own daring, he pressed a finger between her folds, slick with her wetness. Gianna’s body clenched and opened for him, and with a shocked grunt he slid inside.

“Ohhh…” she moaned, arching back, her breasts thrusting proudly toward the sun.

The other young man, emboldened, shifted higher, his thumb and fingers circling over her clit in firm, messy strokes. Between them they had her writhing, one finger sliding deeper into her pussy while the other rubbed her clit faster, harder, until her whole body trembled with need.

Gianna’s sunglasses slipped off entirely, her eyes flashing with wicked delight. Two strong hands, two hard cocks bulging in their shorts, and her body caught between their touch.

“Good boys,” she gasped, her voice breaking on a whimper. “Don’t stop now…”

Their hands slid back down over the swell of her ass, stroking firmly, spreading the cheeks apart until she felt the hot sun on skin that rarely saw it. Gianna bit her lip, heart pounding, as one of them let his fingers drift right between, sliding slowly along the crack.

She shivered when he grazed her little star, then dragged lower to her slick pussy, dipping a finger inside her wet folds before trailing back up. Her body clenched at the teasing path, her hips lifting helplessly.

The bottle of lotion clicked again, cool cream slicked over her crack. His fingers worked it in, smearing her puckered hole until it glistened, slippery and shining. Then she felt the pressure, firm, insistent, and gasped as his thick digit pressed inside.

“Ohhh…” she whimpered, her ass twitching around the intrusion.

Almost at once the other leaned in, sliding his hand between her thighs, pumping fingers into her pussy with eager thrusts. The first pushed deeper into her ass, then added another, stretching her, making her gasp as two fingers worked inside her tight little chute.

Gianna was spread wide on her lounger, breasts swaying, sunglasses slipping down her nose. One hand was fucking her pussy, the other stretching her ass, and she could do nothing but moan, hips rocking back into their touch, every nerve lit with fire.

Her thighs shook, knees splayed wide as they worked her from both sides, their breaths coming ragged above her. The wet sounds of her body mixed with the slick slap of lotion, their hands moving faster, harder, deeper.

Their innocence and naivety showed in every rough, fumbling stroke, but somehow that only made it hotter for Gianna. Their clumsy awkwardness meant they touched everywhere, hitting more of her most sensitive spots, setting every nerve alight. They weren’t careful, they weren’t measured; they were raw, greedy, and their eagerness pushed her closer with every stroke.

“Ohh….God…..don’t stop!” she gasped, her hips jerking, breasts bouncing wildly as she ground back against their fingers.

Then it broke over her like fire.

Gianna screamed, back arching, as her pussy clenched hard around the fingers pumping her, gushing hot and messy down his wrist. Her ass spasmed around the other’s digits, milking them desperately, her body shaking and convulsing as both holes were filled and worked without mercy.

The roughness, the inexperience, the frantic hunger of their hands made her climax explode even harder, tearing a cry from her throat as juices splattered across her thighs and the lounger beneath her.

She collapsed forward, trembling, her curls sticking to her flushed cheeks, her body still twitching as their fingers lingered inside her, stunned at what they had made her do.

As her climax finally ebbed, Gianna lay back panting, her body still jolting with aftershocks, both holes twitching around the fingers that had just worked her raw. When she blinked her eyes open again, the two young men were already stripping out of their shorts and shirts, clumsy in their haste.


Chapter Three

She gasped, her breath catching as they stepped to the head of the lounger, their cocks thick and hard, jutting proudly toward her face. The sight alone sent another shiver racing through her belly.

She’d dreamed of this, of these young men, pulling their cocks out hard and heavy for her. She used to wonder, sneaking glances at the bulges in their shorts, how big they might be, how they’d look right in front of her lips. And now, here they were; real, rigid, and waiting.

Gianna licked her lips, reached up, and pressed a soft kiss to the swollen tip of one, then the other, tasting salt and heat on her tongue. She pulled back to the first, wrapping her lips around the bulbous bellend, sliding down until her cheeks hollowed. Her little hand curled around the second shaft, stroking eagerly, feeling it pulse hot against her palm.

Her mouth and hand worked in rhythm, her curls falling forward as she bobbed, lost in the taste and feel of them. So occupied, so consumed, she didn’t notice the faint twitch of curtains in the neighbour’s bedroom window.

Someone was watching.

Gianna moaned around the swollen head in her mouth, her lips sliding down the shaft as her hand worked the other. She switched back and forth, kissing, licking, sucking each one in turn until both cocks gleamed with her spit. Their breaths came ragged above her, their hips jerking, the innocence from before replaced by raw hunger.

And then the shift happened.

She wasn’t in control anymore. These two hot, horny young men, barely into their twenties, had tasted her submission and now they weren’t asking. Clumsy, eager, but determined, they were going to use her.

One dropped down onto his back on the grass, his cock jutting proudly up from his belly. The other hooked his hands under her arms, lifting her as though she weighed nothing, and guided her over. Gianna gasped as she straddled the first, a foot on either side of his hips, her sloppy wet pussy poised above his cock.

“Do it,” he groaned, gripping her thighs.

Her body obeyed. She squatted lower, the fat head nudging into her folds before sliding inside with ease, her cunt swallowing him with a wet squelch. Gianna threw her head back, a ragged moan spilling out as she sank down, stuffed full and stretched.

She barely had time to catch her breath before she felt it, another thick cock pressing against her other hole. The second young man had moved behind her, his hand steadying her ass, the slippery crown of his cock nudging at her slightly gaping, lotion-slick rear star.

“Ohhh… wait….” she whimpered, but he was already pushing, firm and insistent. Her ass clenched, then gave, the tight ring opening to him as he sank inside.

Gianna screamed, her body impaled on both cocks at once, one filling her pussy, the other stretching her ass. Her breasts bounced as she shuddered, her nails digging into the chest of the man beneath her.

And up above, unnoticed, a shadow lingered at the neighbouring bedroom window. Curtains twitched once, then stilled, the watcher silent as they drank in every second of the scene unfolding in the garden below.

Gianna clung to the young man beneath her, nails digging into his chest as his cock throbbed inside her pussy. Behind her, the second drove deeper into her ass, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. Their rhythm was rough, unpractised, but that only made it more overwhelming — two cocks pounding into her at once, her body stretched, filled, owned.

She sobbed out little cries, her breasts bouncing wildly, sweat shining on her skin. “Oh God… oh God—too much!” she gasped, but her pussy clenched greedily around the shaft inside her, her ass spasming with every thrust into her tight chute.

She wasn’t the eighteen-year-old neighbourhood tease anymore. Not here, not like this. Now she was even these young men’s slut, taken and used without hesitation, their cocks claiming her like they owned her.

The thought alone tipped her over. Her body convulsed, her pussy gushing around the cock inside her, her ass clamping down as the other drove deeper. She screamed, shuddering through her climax, tears streaking her cheeks, drool spilling from her lips.

I’m their slut, the realisation burned hot through her shame, hotter than the sun overhead. And I love it.

The two young men groaned and cursed, moving clumsily but eagerly, each one desperate to drive deeper. Gianna’s helplessness only fed their hunger, and the more they used her, the hotter her body burned.

Then it broke over her.

Her third climax of the afternoon ripped through her, sudden and fierce. She screamed, her pussy gushing over the cock inside her, her ass clamping down hard around the other. Her thighs shook violently as she writhed between them, every nerve sparking with shame and raw ecstasy.

The two young men barely lasted another moment. They pulled out together, leaving her gaping and dripping. Before she could collapse, they hauled her up and dropped her to her knees on the grass.

“Do it like in the vids,” one panted.
“Yeah, open up,” the other groaned.

Gianna’s lips parted instinctively, her tongue lolling out as she looked up at them through her messy curls. Both stood over her, pumping their hard cocks with frantic fists, their eyes locked on her face.

She didn’t see it, couldn’t see it, but the curtains across the fence twitched again. In the upstairs window of the neighbouring house, a shadow lingered, watching every second of the filthy scene unfolding in the garden below.

She moaned, humiliation and arousal flooding through her as hot ropes spurted across her cheeks, her lips, her tongue. Cum streaked her chin, dripped onto her breasts, her throat, as they groaned in relief above her, exactly like they’d seen a thousand times on the porn they watched together.

Gianna stayed kneeling, her face a sticky mess, her mouth still open, tongue still out, while they finished themselves over her.

And up above, at the twitching curtains, the silent watcher took in every detail.

The two young men groaned in relief, pumping the last drops onto her chin before stepping back. Then, with a laugh, they slapped their palms together in a high five, grinning at each other like they’d just finished a game rather than used her holes for the first time.

“Thanks, babe,” one said, zipping up.
“Yeah, seriously, legend,” the other chuckled, giving her sticky hair a playful ruffle.

Gianna stayed kneeling, a dazed mess, while they wandered off back to their garden, slapping each other’s backs, their voices carrying.

“Wait till the lads hear about this,” one muttered with a laugh.
“They’ll never believe it, the slut next door,” the other agreed, still grinning wide.

Behind the twitching curtains, the shadow at the window didn’t move, taking in the sight of Gianna, messy, humiliated, dripping, left behind in the sun.


Chapter Four

Gianna slumped onto the lounger, her body aching, face and breasts streaked with their cum. She reached for her bikini, trembling fingers closing around the crumpled fabric.

And then she froze.

A voice called from the gate. “Hello? Delivery for Moretti?”

Gianna’s head snapped up, panic flooding her chest. The latch clicked, and before she could cover herself, the tall courier from before, the young black man she’d teased in her tight T-shirt and booty shorts weeks ago, stepped into the garden, a small cardboard parcel in hand.

He stopped dead.

His eyes widened, taking in the sight: Gianna naked on the lounger, her curls wild, her skin slick with sweat and streaked with spunk. Cum glistened on her cheeks, dripped from her chin onto her breasts, smeared across her thighs. Her nipples stood stiff, her pussy swollen and wet, her ass still twitching faintly from being stretched.

The silence stretched. His gaze dragged up and down her wrecked body, disbelief giving way to something darker, hungrier.

Gianna clutched the bikini top to her chest, her face burning, not just with shame, but with the same wicked thrill she’d felt that very first day she teased him.

He took a few slow steps closer, the package forgotten in his hand, his eyes fixed on her cum-streaked body. His lips curved into a disbelieving grin.

“Damn, girl…” he drawled, his deep voice low and rough. “You been busy.”

Gianna flushed hot, shame and arousal colliding. She wiped the back of her hand across her messy mouth, then licked the streak of cum from her skin, her eyes locked on his as she did it.

His jaw tightened. Her gaze flicked lower, the unmistakable bulge straining against the front of his shorts. Just like before, only this time far bigger, far harder.

The bikini slipped from her fingers, dropping forgotten to the grass. She leaned back into the lounger, legs falling open, her swollen pussy glistening in the sunlight.

The bikini slipped from her fingers, dropping forgotten to the grass. She leaned back into the lounger, legs falling open, her swollen pussy glistening in the sunlight.

She looked up at him through her messy curls, then slowly dragged her tongue across her lips, wetting them in a way that left no doubt what she wanted.

The courier’s grin widened as he took another step closer, his eyes never leaving hers. “You remember the last time I came by?” he said, his voice low and amused. “That little outfit you wore… tiny shorts, no bra, acting like butter wouldn’t melt.”

Gianna shifted, opening her legs a little wider, her swollen pussy gleaming in the sunlight. She arched her back, pushing her chest out so her firm breasts jutted proudly, nipples hard and aching.

“Well,” she purred, eyes locked on his, “do you see me wearing a little outfit now?”

The courier chuckled, deep and knowing. Without breaking eye contact, he tossed the parcel onto the grass with a careless flick. His other hand went to his waistband, thumb hooking under the elastic. But instead of rushing, he drew it out slow, tugging the zip down one tooth at a time, letting the sound cut through the heavy air.

“You think I don’t know a tease when I see one?” he murmured. “Difference is… I know exactly how to deal with one.”

He stepped closer, his shorts hanging open, the heavy bulge straining against his boxers. Unlike the grandsons’ clumsy eagerness, there was no hesitation here, no nerves, just steady confidence, the presence of a man who knew how to use a body like Gianna’s.

She shivered, her thighs trembling as his shadow fell over her, the smirk on his lips daring her to make the next move.

Instinctively, Gianna’s hand twitched toward him, her fingers brushing her own thigh as if to reach for the thick bulge in his boxers. But before she could touch, his hand caught her wrist midair, firm and unyielding.

“Uh-uh,” he said quietly, shaking his head. “Not until I say.”

Her breath hitched. The grandsons had fumbled and grabbed at her like boys at their first taste, but this man? He radiated control, every movement slow, deliberate. He released her wrist and let it fall back to her side, leaving her trembling on the lounger.

He took his time, tugging his boxers down inch by inch, letting his cock spring free, heavy and thick, darker and longer than either of the ones she’d just taken. He stroked it lazily in his hand, his eyes never leaving hers, making her watch, making her ache.

Gianna whimpered, her legs falling open even wider, her swollen pussy glistening in the sun. But he didn’t step in yet. He let her squirm, let her writhe under his gaze, until her nipples ached and her hips rolled helplessly on the lounger.

“Patience,” he murmured, his smirk widening. “I’ll give you what you want. But on my terms.”

Gianna’s whimper caught in her throat. She shifted on the lounger, breasts rising and falling, thighs slick and parted wide in invitation. And then she saw it, the faint twitch of the curtain in the upstairs window of the house across the fence.

Her pulse spiked. Someone was watching.

Her humiliation deepened, but so did her arousal. If the dads… if Marcus… if any of them were at that window, she couldn’t hide now. She had to give them a show.

Her lips parted, her tongue darting out to wet them as she arched her back, pushing her tits higher, nipples standing proud. She spread her legs wider still, tilting her hips so the courier, and the hidden watcher, had a perfect view of her swollen, glistening pussy.

“Go on then,” she whispered hoarsely, eyes flicking between his cock and the shadow at the curtain. “Use me.”

The courier chuckled, stroking his thick shaft, perfectly at ease, as if he already knew this wasn’t just about him.


Chapter Five

The courier stepped closer, his cock heavy and dark in his hand, the blunt head gleaming. Gianna leaned forward eagerly, eyes flicking once more to the twitching curtain. Whoever was up there, they’d see her now, mouth open, tongue out, the neighbourhood tease on her knees.

She wrapped her lips around the swollen crown, moaning as she tasted him. His hand settled firm on the back of her head, guiding her down, making her throat stretch around the thick shaft. Her breasts swung with each bob of her head, cum still drying across her skin, and she knew the shadow in the window had the perfect view.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice steady, his hips rolling just enough to make her gag softly on his length. “That’s how a slut’s supposed to do it.”

When he pulled free with a wet pop, he didn’t let her catch her breath. He spun her easily onto her stomach on the lounger, his hand pressing her down between the shoulder blades. Her ass lifted, round and gleaming, still slick from the lotion the young men had left behind.

He spat in his palm, stroked his cock once, then pressed the fat head against her puckered star.

Gianna cried out, her fingers clawing at the cushions as he pushed hard, forcing her little hole open around him. The stretch was brutal, burning, but his grip held her steady as he drove in, deeper and deeper, until her ass was stuffed full of his thick cock.

Her breasts crushed against the lounger, her nipples dragging across the fabric as he slammed into her, hard and strong, every thrust making her cry out louder. She shook, overwhelmed, the humiliation of being watched mixing with the raw force splitting her open.

Then it hit, another climax, harder, sharper than the rest. She screamed into the cushion, her pussy gushing, her ass spasming wildly around the cock battering her guts.

The courier grunted, driving deep, his hips grinding against her ass as he spilled, hot and heavy, his cum flooding her bowels. Gianna sobbed into the lounger, body trembling, ass clenching greedily as she felt him fill her.

At the window, the curtain twitched once more, the shadow watching silently as Gianna was used, filled, and left wrecked all over again.

The courier groaned, grinding in deep as the last spurts pumped hot into her bowels. Gianna lay sprawled on the lounger, her body trembling, her ass clamped tight around him, every nerve raw.

Then his grip shifted. His big hands slid lower, seizing both her round cheeks. With a grunt, he prised them wide, spreading her as far as they would go.

Gianna whimpered, her hole stretched around his thick shaft, the obscene gape on full show.

And then, with a loud, wet squelch, his softening cock plopped free, strings of cum spilling out after it, dribbling down over her pussy, dripping onto the lounger below.

Her little star twitched, wide and messy, cum bubbling out with every clench. The courier held her open deliberately, taking in the lewd view of her ruined ass also on show to her secret watcher.

Gianna sobbed into the cushion, her body shaking, half with shame, half with the unbearable thrill of being exposed.


Chapter Six

He released her cheeks with a smack, letting them fall together, then dragged his zip up slow.

Before he left, he raised his hand and brought it down hard across her round ass, the crack of the slap ringing through the garden. Gianna yelped, jolting forward, her whole body quivering from the sting.

He walked over to where the parcel lay in the grass, scooped it up, and tossed it carelessly onto the lounger beside her.

“Package delivered,” he said with a smirk, already turning for the gate. “See you around, slut.”

And then he was gone.

Gianna collapsed against the lounger, her skin slick with sweat and cum, her ass raw and leaking, her pussy still swollen and twitching. Every part of her ached, her body a filthy, wrecked mess.

After a long, shaking breath, she forced herself upright and stumbled toward the house, clutching the package against her chest like a shield. Her legs trembled climbing the stairs, cum trickling down the inside of her thighs with every step.

In her bedroom mirror, she froze.

Her reflection was shocking: curls wild and tangled, her cheeks streaked with drying cum, her lips swollen and red. Her breasts glistened, streaks dripping down between them, her nipples hard and sore. Her thighs were smeared, her ass blotched red from slaps, and from behind she could still see the mess leaking out of her gaping star.

She touched the glass with shaking fingers, a whimper slipping out at the sight of her own ruin. The slut next door, she thought, a hot shiver racing down her spine.

Finally, she dragged herself into the bathroom, turned the shower on hot, and stepped under the spray. Water poured over her, washing the mess away in milky rivulets, streaking down her breasts, her thighs, her ass. She braced against the tiles, head bowed, moaning softly as the heat soothed her sore body.

No amount of soap could clean what had happened. No amount of water could erase the fact that she’d been used, filled, and shown off.

And deep inside, Gianna knew she didn’t want it erased.


Chapter Seven

The twins were asleep, the house quiet except for the soft hum of the TV. Gianna lay sprawled across the Johnsons’ sofa, phone loose in her hand, legs tucked beneath her. Her tiny denim shorts had ridden up high, the curve of her round ass spilling free.

Marcus paused in the doorway, his broad frame filling it. His eyes lingered, dark and steady, drinking in the sight of her. Gianna pretended not to notice, though her pulse quickened, her skin prickling with the heat of his gaze.

When she slid off the sofa to stand, her cropped top rode up, baring the soft swell of under-boob. She straightened, brushing her curls back, every movement casual, but Marcus saw everything.

“Come on,” he said, his voice low, unreadable. “I’ll walk you home.”

They stepped into the warm night, crossing the quiet street together. At her front door, Gianna turned to thank him, her lips parting, but Marcus moved in close.

His big hand seized her exposed ass cheek, fingers digging hard into the flesh. Gianna gasped, half in shock, half in raw arousal.

“You’ve had your fun, Gianna,” he murmured, his eyes fixed on hers. “But this Saturday… poker night. You’ll be there. You’ll serve. All of us. All evening.”

He gave her ass one final, bruising squeeze before stepping back, leaving her trembling against the doorframe, her breath shallow, her thighs slick.

“Be ready,” Marcus said simply, turning away into the dark.

Gianna clutched the door handle, staring after him, her body on fire. She knew she would be.

Saturday evening came too fast. All week, Gianna had replayed Marcus’s words in her head, his hand gripping her ass, the command in his voice: You’ll be there. You’ll serve. All of us.

Now, in the glow of her bedroom lamp, she stood before the mirror in nothing but her towel, biting her lip as she considered the choices laid out across the bed. Lacy black panties? Bright red thong? Or the tiny white G-string that was little more than a string and a whisper?

She smirked, reaching for the red thong, holding it up against her hips. “Bold,” she murmured. “And they’ll see it under the skirt if I bend the right way.” Sliding it up her legs, she tugged it tight over her mound, turning to the side to admire the way it cut between her cheeks.

Next came the top half. She tested a lacy bra, then laughed, tossing it aside. “No point in pretending,” she told her reflection. Instead, she pulled on a cropped white tank, thin, clingy, hugging her breasts so tightly the swell of under-boob was visible every time she moved.

Finally, she wriggled into a soft grey mini skirt, tugging it down low on her hips, spinning once to see how it flared. The mirror showed the truth: every sway of her hips flashed the curve of her ass, the red thong a daring slash underneath.

Gianna bent forward, hands braced on her knees, laughing at the sight of herself, pussy mound outlined, skirt barely covering anything.

“Oooo,” she teased herself, giving her ass a wiggle, “they’ll be having heart attacks.”

Straightening, she rolled her shoulders back, her breasts bouncing freely under the tight crop top. Then, with a wicked grin, she reached back and smacked her ass, watching the jiggle ripple across her round cheeks.

“Maybe Marcus will spank me again,” she whispered.

Satisfied, she slipped into her trainers, grabbed her purse, and gave herself one last daring grin in the mirror.

The neighbourhood tease had chosen her underwear carefully. Tonight, the neighbourhood slut was ready to wear it well.

Gianna’s pulse quickened as she crossed the street, trainers whispering against the pavement. Marcus’s house loomed ahead, lights glowing warm through the curtains. She knocked lightly, barely a moment passing before the door opened.

“Come in,” Marcus said simply, his deep voice calm but commanding.

She stepped inside, her curls bouncing, her heart racing. She expected to be led straight into the dining room where the laughter of men already drifted, but instead Marcus guided her to a smaller door off the entrance hall.

“My den,” he said with a faint smile, pushing it open. “Office, really. But tonight, it has another purpose.”

Gianna stepped inside, the air warm, faintly smelling of leather and cigars. And there, draped over the armchair in the corner, was the “uniform.”

She blinked, her breath catching.

A black mesh thong, so sheer it was practically invisible. A tiny joke of a skirt, little more than a strip of fabric that would sit high at her hips, baring every inch of her round ass. And a ridiculous little maid’s pinny, so narrow it would barely cover the centre of her chest, leaving the sides of her breasts and her stiff nipples exposed.

Marcus’s gaze flicked to the chair, then back to her. “Your uniform for the evening. Get changed. When you’re ready, come out and serve.”

Gianna stepped closer, fingers brushing over the flimsy garments. The message was clear: they weren’t even pretending tonight. No coy smiles, no excuses about helping. She was there for the men to ogle, to perv on; and, inevitably, to use.

Her thighs pressed together, heat blooming low in her belly. With a shiver, she reached for the transparent thong.

Gianna’s hands trembled as she lifted the absurd garments from the chair. The mesh thong slid between her fingers like mist, completely see-through, laughably inadequate. She glanced at Marcus, but he only folded his arms, waiting.

With a shiver, Gianna reached for the hem of her crop top, peeling it slowly up her body. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and flushed, nipples already tight. She unzipped her mini skirt and stepped out of it, her bright red thong flashing one last time before she hooked her thumbs in and slid it down her thighs.

Now naked, she caught her reflection in the mirror across the room: curves bared, curls tumbling over her shoulders, cheeks pink with shame.

She slipped the mesh thong up her legs. It clung tight, the transparency showing the neat lips of her pussy as if nothing covered her at all. Her ass was even more exposed, the strip of fabric vanishing between her cheeks, her hole winking through.

Next, the skirt. She tugged it around her hips, but it was little more than a band of fabric. It sat high, leaving the whole curve of her ass on display, the red flush of her last spanking still faint on her skin.

Finally, she tied the little pinny around her neck and waist. The narrow triangle of white fabric barely reached across her chest. Her nipples poked out at the sides, hard and obvious. She turned side-on in the mirror and whimpered; her breasts were still more visible than covered.

They’re not even pretending, she thought, her thighs clenching. I’m their toy tonight. That’s all.

“Good,” Marcus said, stepping behind her. His hand came down on her ass with a brutal crack, making her gasp. “Now go earn your keep.”

Gianna swallowed and followed him out.

The reception room was already alive with noise. The men sat with their drinks, laughter booming, cigar smoke curling. As Gianna entered in her absurd uniform, a chorus of cheers and jeers rose up.

“Look at her, barely dressed!”
“Slut’s back for round two!”
“Bet that ass is still sore from last time.”

Gianna flushed crimson, her body prickling hot. One man leaned forward, pointing crudely. “See-through panties! Hell, we might as well take ’em off already.”

Marcus smirked, gave her ass another hard slap in front of them all. She squealed, cheeks burning, while the men laughed louder.

Her eyes darted around the room. A few familiar faces, Harris with his cocky grin, Davies with his stern calm, but others too, men she hadn’t seen last time. Neighbours. Colleagues. Strangers who already looked at her like they owned her.

Marcus handed her a tray of drinks. “Get to work.”

Gianna moved around the room, her breasts bouncing, her ass bare to every hungry gaze. The jeers followed her, comments about how tight her ass had been, how wet her pussy had gotten, how she’d begged them to use her mouth. Her thighs quivered as she set down glasses, each man’s stare heavy and crude.

And then she realised.

There was no poker table. No cards, no chips, no game being played.

Her stomach dropped, heat surging through her body.

I’m the entertainment tonight.


Chapter Eight

Gianna’s tray wobbled in her hands as she set down the last glass. The laughter was loud, the comments cruder with every step she took. But when she looked around again, her stomach dropped, no poker table, no cards, no chips.

Just men.

Marcus stepped forward, filling the space at her side. He took the tray from her hands and set it aside, his palm sliding firmly onto the curve of her bare ass. The room hushed at once, every eye fixed on her.

“Gentlemen,” Marcus said, his voice calm and steady. “Tonight, Gianna’s here to serve your drinks. But let’s not pretend.”

His hand squeezed her ass until she gasped, her nipples tight either side of the useless little pinny.

“Her body is yours. Grope her, grab her, as much as you like. That’s why she’s here. And when you’ve had your fill of touching, we’re going to take it further.”

The room erupted in laughter and jeers, glasses raised, crude comments flying. Marcus’s voice cut through again, colder this time:

“Tonight, we’re going to use her little arse. Every one of us. One after another, until she’s stretched out and leaking, filled with all our loads. That’s what she’s here for.”

A cheer rolled through the room, chairs scraping as men leaned forward, their eyes burning with hunger. Gianna stood frozen, her thighs quivering, heat rushing through her body at the brutal announcement.

Marcus smirked, giving her ass a stinging slap that made her yelp. “So, enjoy your drinks, gentlemen. Take your time. But know where the night ends.”

The laughter grew louder, hands already reaching for her bare flesh as she trembled, tray clutched tight against her chest.

Her body is yours. The words echoed in her head as groping fingers closed in.

Marcus’s words still rang in her ears when the first hand landed on her. A rough palm slid up the back of her thigh, fingers squeezing until her skirt rode higher. Gianna gasped, nearly dropping the tray, but Marcus only smirked from his chair and took a sip of his drink.

Another hand cupped her breast from the side, thumb brushing across her stiff nipple where it jutted past the useless little pinny. “Told you she’d be easy,” a man laughed, giving her a squeeze that made her knees buckle.

She tried to steady herself, balancing the tray, but they were everywhere at once, a hand slipping around her waist, another spreading across her ass, fingers prising the sheer thong aside to touch her bare skin.

“Soft little slut, isn’t she?”
“Feels like she’s been waiting for this.”
“Bet she’s dripping already.”

Gianna whimpered, her thighs trembling, the tray rattling in her hands as men groped her from every angle. One gave her ass a stinging slap, another pinched her nipple until she squealed. Every time she moved to serve a glass, fingers found her, a grope of her breast, a squeeze of her ass, knuckles brushing between her thighs.

The room was filled with laughter and jeers, their voices hot and crude in her ears. Her body burned, her chest heaving, her pussy slick against the transparent thong.

Marcus leaned back, watching calmly, his voice cutting through the din: “Take your time, gentlemen. We’ve got all night. She’s not going anywhere.”

And Gianna knew it was true.

Gianna shuffled between the chairs, tray clutched tight against her chest, trying to keep her hands steady as she poured whiskey into tumblers, lit cigars, even passed around the blunts Marcus had laid out. But with every step, the men grew bolder.

One hand slipped under her skirt, fingers squeezing her bare ass. Another smacked her so hard her cheeks rippled, making her stumble. When she leaned in to light a cigar, a man pinched her nipple through the useless pinny, twisting until she squealed.

Then, as she turned to hand off a drink, one of them tugged sharply at the thin strings behind her neck. The little pinny fell away, fluttering to the carpet. Her breasts bounced free, nipples stiff, glistening faintly with sweat.

The room erupted in laughter and cheers.

“Look at those tits!”
“Shouldn’t have hidden them in the first place.”
“Bet she’s proud of ’em.”

Gianna bit her lip and kept moving, breasts now jiggling openly with every step. Hands reached for her constantly, groping, squeezing, pinching her nipples until her thighs shook.

She bent to set down a glass and a man yanked her skirt clean off, leaving her in nothing but the transparent thong. Another grabbed her wrist, tugged her down across his lap, and delivered a sharp smack to her ass.

“Give her what she’s been begging for!” someone shouted.

The spanking came hard and fast, each crack echoing as the room filled with cheers and jeers. Gianna kicked, squealed, but the laughter only grew, men clapping as her ass reddened under his palm.

The spanking came hard and fast, each crack echoing in the smoke-filled room. Gianna kicked, squealed, her legs flailing as her round cheeks jolted under every blow. The flesh rippled beautifully, her ass bouncing in his lap before the next smack came down even harder.

“Listen to her squeal,” one man laughed, leaning forward for a better look.

“Little slut’s been begging for this all summer,” another jeered.

“Naughty tease getting what she deserves,” came a voice from the back, met with roaring laughter.

Gianna buried her face in her arms, her breasts pressed against his thigh, nipples stiff and aching with every jolt. The hand rose and fell mercilessly, her ass quickly blotching red, heat searing through her until tears pricked her eyes.

“Look at it jiggle, Christ,” someone hooted.

“She’s loving it, look at how wet she is!”

And they were right, her thighs were slick, the scent of her arousal obvious even over the cigars and whiskey. Her cries pitched higher, torn between pain and a shameful thrill that only grew sharper with every stinging crack.

Then, with a grin, the man hooked his fingers under the thin band of her thong and dragged it down her thighs. Gianna gasped, kicking weakly, but he only laughed louder.

He lifted the tiny scrap of fabric to his face and inhaled deeply, the room erupting with howls and jeers. “Christ, she stinks of it, dripping for us already!”

The men roared, clapping and laughing as he twirled the thong on his finger before casually stuffing it into his pocket. “Souvenir,” he said smugly, earning another round of cheers.

Gianna stood upright again, cheeks flaming, her body now totally bare, breasts heaving, ass crimson, pussy glistening, offered up to every hungry gaze in the room.

Before she could cover herself, thick fingers pressed between her slick folds, plunging deep into her pussy.

“Jesus Christ, she’s soaked!” he crowed, pulling his hand back to show the glisten of her wetness. “The little tease loves this!”

The room roared in approval, whistles and laughter bouncing off the walls. Gianna stood trembling, naked and dripping in the middle of them, every part of her body fair game.


Chapter Nine

The man pocketed her thong with a smug grin, but before Gianna could catch her breath, Marcus was behind her. His big hand cracked down on her crimson ass, the sting making her yelp and stumble forward.

“Enough games,” he said, his voice low and commanding. He caught her by the arm and steered her into the centre of the room. The men leaned forward, grinning, their eyes burning with hunger.

Marcus gave her another sharp slap across her ass, making her cheeks ripple, before pressing firmly on her shoulder. “Kneel.”

Gianna dropped to her knees, breasts bouncing as she sank onto the carpet, her curls spilling around her flushed face.

“Time to get everyone’s cock hard,” Marcus told her, his voice carrying easily over the laughter and jeers. “You’re going to suck every one of us. No excuses. No breaks. One after the other until we’re all ready.”

Chairs scraped back as the men rose. Belts unbuckled, zips rasped, trousers dropped. One by one, thick cocks sprang free, hard, heavy, already leaking at the tips.

The first man stepped forward, grabbed her hair, and shoved his cock between her lips. Gianna gagged, then sucked, her throat stretching as he drove deep. When he pulled out, another took his place, his shaft glistening as it slid past her lips.

Round the circle they went, each man pushing into her hungry mouth, using her throat until she drooled and gagged, spit shining her chin and breasts.

By the time the last man pulled free, every cock in the room was hard, heavy, and ready, her mouth used, her throat raw, her body trembling under the weight of their lust.

Marcus smirked, looking down at her. “Now,” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction, “we can really begin.”

A leather stool was dragged into the middle of the room, the men laughing and jeering as it scraped across the floor. Marcus hooked an arm around Gianna’s waist and lifted her easily, as if she weighed nothing.

“Up you go,” he said, dropping her forward onto the stool.

Gianna landed face down, her breasts squashing against the cool leather, her ass high and bare, crimson from the spanking. The men crowded close, the smoke and heat thick in the room, every eye locked on her trembling body.

Marcus stepped in behind her, his cock was already thick and heavy, the sight alone making Gianna whimper.

He grabbed her hips and lined himself up, then with one hard thrust he buried himself deep in her dripping pussy. Gianna cried out, the sound muffled against the stool, as he pumped in and out, his shaft slicking quickly with her juices.

“Get her wet,” one of the men growled approvingly.
“Warm her up for the real thing,” another jeered.

Marcus pulled free, his cock glistening. He set his hands on her round crimson cheeks, squeezing hard, then pried them wide apart until her little star winked open for everyone to see.

The room went quiet, the tension thick.

Marcus pressed the broad head of his thick black cock against her puckered hole. Gianna’s breath hitched, her fingers clawing at the stool.

“Marcus, please…..” she whimpered.

He leaned down over her, his voice a growl in her ear. “You teased us all summer, Gianna. Tonight, we take what we want.”

Then, with one brutal push, he drove himself against her tight star, forcing his cock inside her ass.


Chapter Ten

Gianna cried out as Marcus’s thick cock pushed past her tight ring, her little star straining, burning as it stretched around him. Her ass clenched instinctively, but he gripped her hips hard, holding her still as he pressed deeper.

“Christ, look at that,” one man breathed, leaning in.
“Splitting her wide open,” another laughed.
“Neighbourhood tease finally getting what she asked for.”

Marcus pulled her cheeks wider, showing off the way her tight chute clung desperately around his thick shaft. Gianna whimpered, her body quivering on the stool, her breasts dragging against the leather with every thrust.

Then he began to move.

Long, heavy strokes, in and out of her raw, stretched hole. The sting made her sob, but with every brutal thrust, heat bloomed lower, sharper, until her body betrayed her. Her pussy gushed down her thighs, her clit throbbing against the stool, her cries twisting from pain into wanton moans.

“Listen to her,” one of the men jeered. “The slut loves it.”
“She’s milking his cock already.”

Marcus grunted, his pace pounding harder, driving her ass open with every thrust. Gianna’s back arched, her nails scraping the leather, her voice breaking into a scream as an intense climax ripped through her. Her pussy squirted against the stool, her whole body shuddering, her ass spasming tight around Marcus’s cock.

He groaned low, his thrusts growing erratic, deeper, harder, until he slammed all the way in. His hips ground against her crimson cheeks as he spilled hot and heavy into her bowels, filling her stretched chute with his load.

The men roared approval, cheering as Gianna collapsed forward on the stool, leaking, trembling, ruined, Marcus’s thick cock still buried deep in her ass.

Marcus held himself deep a moment longer, grinding against her raw cheeks, before pulling back with a wet, sucking pop. His thick cock slid free, glistening, a trickle of cum already spilling from Gianna’s gaping star.

He seized her ass in both hands, prising her open wide for the room. “There,” he growled, tilting her hips so every man had the view. “That’s what a slut’s hole looks like once it’s been broken in.”

The men leaned forward, whistling, jeering, drinks forgotten in their hands. Gianna whimpered, her face pressed into the leather, her ass spread, cum dribbling down between her cheeks.

“Messy little gape,” someone laughed.
“She’ll never be tight again,” another chimed in.

Marcus gave her ass a final slap before stepping aside. “Next.”

Harris was already on his feet, stripping off his shirt with that cocky grin. He stroked himself once, eyes fixed on the leaking hole.

“Hell yes,” he chuckled, lining up behind her. “Always wanted sloppy seconds.”

Marcus gave her ass a final slap before stepping aside. “Next.”

Harris was already on his feet, stripping off his shirt with that cocky grin. He stroked himself once, eyes fixed on the leaking hole.

“Hell yes,” he chuckled, lining up behind her. “Always wanted sloppy seconds.”

Marcus smirked, folding his arms. “Her tight hole is all lubed up for you, bro. No excuses, give it to her.”

The room erupted in laughter, men clapping Harris on the back as he grabbed Gianna’s hips and shoved his cock straight into her messy star.

Harris didn’t waste time. With his cock already slick from pre-cum and the mess Marcus had left behind, he planted both hands on Gianna’s hips and drove straight in.

She shrieked as his shaft slammed through her sloppy gape, her ass clenching around the sudden intrusion. The wet squelch of his entry echoed over her cries, cum spilling out around the base of his cock as he buried himself to the hilt.

“Fuck, that’s tight,” Harris grunted, his grin widening. He pumped hard from the first stroke, his hips slapping against her crimson cheeks, sending ripples across the flesh.

The men roared approval.
“Look at her take it….like she’s made for it.”
“Sloppy seconds never looked so good.”
“Bet she’s loving it!”

Gianna sobbed into the leather, her body shuddering with each brutal thrust. The burn was raw, her ass stretched and sore, but every time Harris slammed deeper, her pussy clenched and dripped against the stool.

Harris leaned forward, one hand sliding up her back, the other smacking her ass as he drove into her. “You hear that, slut?” he growled, fucking her harder. “Your little hole was made for cock.”

Harris gripped her hips tight and set a brutal rhythm, pounding into her gaping ass with no mercy. Each thrust made Gianna’s breasts bounce against the stool, her cries breaking into ragged sobs as her body shook beneath him.

“Fuck, this hole was made for me,” he groaned, slapping her ass hard enough to make it ripple. “Sloppy seconds never felt so good.”

Gianna’s pussy wept down her thighs, her clit grinding against the leather with every slam. The burn, the fullness, the humiliation of being passed from one cock to the next, it all twisted together until her body betrayed her.

“Ohh….God!” she screamed, her back arching as another climax tore through her. Her ass spasmed wildly around Harris’s cock, clenching and milking him even as cum still dribbled from Marcus’s use.

The room exploded in laughter and jeers.
“Look at her cum again!”
“Little slut can’t get enough cock in her ass.”
“She’s begging for more!”

Harris snarled, his thrusts growing ragged. He slammed in deep, grinding against her crimson cheeks as his cock pulsed. With a guttural groan, he spilled inside her, hot and heavy, flooding her bowels with another thick load.

Gianna collapsed forward, trembling, whimpering as his cum leaked out around his cock, dripping down her thighs.

With a wet squelch, Harris pulled free, strings of cum trailing as her gape twitched, messy and open. He gave her ass a hard smack, grinning. “Tight little ass loves me more than Marcus.”

The men laughed louder, and Davies stood, already unbuckling, his eyes locked on Gianna’s leaking hole.

“My turn,” he said calmly, stepping forward to claim his place behind her.

Gianna whimpered as Harris stepped away, her body sagging against the stool, her gape still twitching, leaking cum down her thighs. The laughter and jeers filled her ears, but then the room quieted as Davies approached.

Older, sterner, his expression unreadable, Davies didn’t rush. He shrugged off his jacket, rolled up his sleeves, and unbuckled his trousers with steady, deliberate movements.

He pressed a hand to the small of her back, holding her down firmly, and with his other hand guided his cock to her messy, stretched star. Instead of plunging, he pushed slow, inch by inch, making her feel every line, every throb as he slid inside.

Gianna gasped, clawing at the leather, her back arching as the intrusion stretched her sore chute again. “Ohh….God….please….” she whimpered.

“Feel that?” Davies’s voice was calm, low, cutting through the thick air. “That’s how a man takes his time. Not like those boys rushing in and out.”

Her hole spasmed helplessly around him as he filled her inch by inch, the drag and stretch making her squirm, her body writhing against the stool. He pulled almost all the way out, pausing, then pushed slowly back in, deliberate and controlled, until she sobbed.

The men laughed, jeering.
“Stretch her slow, make her feel it.”
“Watch her wriggle, she can’t take it!”
“Neighbourhood slut’s got no escape.”

Gianna’s face was hot with shame, her breasts dragging against the leather, nipples raw. The deliberate rhythm was torture, slow, deep thrusts that lit every nerve in her ass, making her squirm and moan with each measured stroke.

Her pussy leaked onto the stool, juices slicking her thighs. By the time Davies set his hands firmly on her hips and began to thrust harder, her body was shuddering, caught between pain, humiliation, and the unbearable heat spiralling inside her.

Davies’s thrusts stayed slow, steady, relentless. Each one stretched her sore chute wide, filling her inch by inch until she sobbed into the leather. Gianna squirmed helplessly, her ass spasming around him, her thighs slick with her own arousal.

He leaned over her, one big hand pressing between her shoulder blades, keeping her pinned. His breath was hot at her ear, but his voice was calm, almost clinical.

“You feel that, girl? That’s control. That’s a man using you properly.”

She whimpered, her nails scratching the leather, her breasts dragging raw against the stool. Her pussy gushed, juices spilling onto the floor with each deliberate thrust.

Davies pulled back nearly all the way, the thick head of his cock stretching her tight ring, then paused. He held there, just pressing at the rim, making her squirm and sob, before sliding back inside slowly.

Gianna cried out, her voice hoarse. “Please, please don’t stop!”

“Not good enough,” Davies murmured. His thrusts stayed shallow, teasing, denying her the depth she craved. “If you want my cum, beg for it.”

Her face burned, humiliation twisting hot through her belly. The men leaned forward, laughing, their cocks stroking lazily in their hands as they listened.

Gianna squeezed her eyes shut, the words spilling out between sobs. “Please, please cum in me. I need it. Fill my ass, Mr. Davies, please, I want it; I need your cum inside me.”

The room erupted in jeers and laughter.
“Listen to the slut!”
“She’s begging for his load!”
“Neighbourhood whore loves it in her ass!”

Davies grunted, gripping her hips tight, finally giving her the full force of his thrusts. His cock slammed deep, stretching her raw, pounding until her body shook. Gianna wailed, her pussy squirting onto the stool, another climax tearing through her trembling frame.

Only then did Davies groan low, driving hard into her ass as his cock pulsed, spilling thick and heavy deep into her bowels.

“Good girl,” he murmured coldly, still buried in her, his cum leaking around the base of his shaft. “That’s what begging gets you.”

Davies stayed buried inside her for a moment, grinding deep, making sure every drop of his load emptied into her bowels. Gianna trembled on the stool, her ass spasming helplessly around him, her body spent and leaking.

Then, with a long, wet squelch, he pulled free. His cock slid out glistening, a string of cum stretching between them before breaking. Gianna’s gape twitched open, messy and raw, thick seed already spilling down over her sopping wet pussy.

Davies planted his hands firmly on her cheeks and prised them wide apart. “There,” he said coolly, his voice cutting through the men’s laughter. “See what she looks like after three cocks in her ass.”

The room roared with approval.
“Wide open and leaking.”
“Perfect little slut hole.”
“She’s ready for all of us now.”

Gianna sobbed into the leather, her face hot, her pussy dripping onto the stool as her messy star winked and gaped for the audience. Her whole body quivered, humiliation and heat twisting together as Davies finally released her cheeks with a hard smack.

He tucked himself away, adjusting his cuffs, as if nothing had happened. “Next,” he said simply, stepping aside to let the others close in.


Chapter Eleven

Another man stepped forward, already stroking himself eagerly. He didn’t bother with words, just seized her hips and shoved his cock into her gaping hole. Gianna wailed as her sore chute stretched again, the squelch loud as he pumped into her, rough and fast. She squirmed, juices streaming down her thighs, another climax shaking her until she collapsed forward, trembling.

The next replaced him almost before he’d finished, slamming in deep, grunting with every thrust. Gianna sobbed, her ass spasming, the burn almost unbearable, yet her pussy gushed again, squirting against the stool as the men roared with laughter. “Look at her cum again! The slut loves it in her ass!”

A sixth man took his time only long enough to line himself up before plunging inside. By now her gape was raw, leaking steadily, yet the relentless stretch kept her crying out, her body betraying her again. She shook and screamed through another orgasm, her breasts bouncing against the leather as he filled her bowels with his load.

The last man claimed his turn with a grin, yanking her cheeks apart and driving in hard, no mercy left. Gianna was wrecked, every thrust pushing cum out around his shaft, dribbling down her thighs. The men crowded closer, jeering, clapping him on the back as he hammered her ass until he spilled deep inside.

By the end, Gianna lay slumped over the stool, her hole gaping wide, leaking with the cum of every man in the room. Her thighs glistened, her pussy swollen, her body quivering from at least two more intense climaxes that had left her drenched and sobbing.

Marcus stepped forward, gripping her hair to lift her face for the room. “There you have it, gentlemen. Neighbourhood tease no longer she’s our ass slut now.”

The roar of approval was deafening.

The room was still buzzing with laughter and jeers when Marcus stepped forward, his broad hand clamping around Gianna’s arm. He hauled her upright off the stool, her legs wobbling, her gape still twitching and leaking. From the sideboard he produced a large glass bowl and set it beneath her.

“Squat,” he ordered.

Gianna obeyed, lowering herself over the bowl. The men crowded closer, craning for the view. Her raw, gaping hole pulsed, then began to dribble, thick streaks of cum spilling down into the waiting glass. The sound was obscene, wet trickles spattering as the mess of seven men’s seed slid out of her wrecked ass.

The men roared, clapping and pointing, jeering as she trembled, her cheeks flushed crimson.

“Look at that gape leak!”
“Christ, it’s pouring out of her!”

When the gush slowed to a trickle, Marcus nodded, satisfied. He lifted the bowl, heavy with the thick, milky mess, and held it above her.

“Head back. Mouth open. Tongue out,” he commanded.

Gianna obeyed, tilting her face up, her breasts glistening with sweat, her tongue stretched wide. The room hushed as Marcus tipped the bowl.

The goo spilled down in a heavy stream, splattering across her tongue, flooding her mouth, running down her chin and onto her breasts. She gagged but kept her mouth open, the pool thickening until her cheeks bulged with it.

When the last drops dribbled out, Marcus lowered the empty bowl and smirked. “Show them.”

Gianna opened wide, tilting her head toward the circle of men. Her mouth was a glistening pool of spunk, thick and heavy across her tongue.

“Swallow.”

The order cracked through the room. Gianna’s throat worked, gulp after gulp as she swallowed the sticky mess down. The men erupted in cheers and laughter as she opened again, her mouth now empty, her chest streaked with what had spilled over.

Marcus smacked her bare ass one last time. “Good girl. That’s how a slut finishes her service.”


Epilogue

Gianna stumbled up the stairs on shaky legs, her whole body aching, the echoes of laughter and crude cheers still in her ears. Her clothes were crumpled in her purse, the ridiculous “uniform” stuffed deep inside, she couldn’t bear to touch it again.

In her bedroom, she flicked on the lamp and let out a soft whimper. The mirror didn’t lie.

Her breasts were blotched with finger marks, nipples red and sore. Bruises mottled her hips, her thighs, her ribs where rough hands had held her down. Her ass was crimson, streaked with purple bruising, welts from the endless spanking.

Slowly, she stripped naked and turned, biting her lip as she bent forward, spreading her cheeks.

Her breath caught.

Her little rear hole was still gaping, twitching, streaks of thick white leaking steadily down her crack. The sight of her own ruin, proof of every cock, every load, made her pulse hammer.

Her hand slid between her thighs, fingers finding her swollen cunt. She rubbed furiously, eyes locked on the mirror as her reflection showed everything, the gape, the mess, the slut she had become.

A sob escaped her throat as she slid two fingers into her gaping hole, scooping out warm white goo. She moaned at the obscene heat of it, dragging her slick fingers forward and smearing it across her folds, circling her clit, then pushing it into her soaked pussy.

The smell, the feel, the filth of it drove her insane. She spread the mess over herself shamelessly, her hips rolling, her clit throbbing under her slick fingertips.

“Ohhh God!” she gasped, her whole body trembling. Her eyes stayed fixed on the mirror, on her gape leaking, on the spunk she’d stolen to make herself cum again.

Her orgasm tore through her, sharp and overwhelming, her pussy clenching around her own fingers as she screamed into the empty room. Juices gushed down her thighs, mixing with the cum already dripping from her abused ass.

She collapsed onto the bed, sticky and ruined, her body humming with aftershocks. The mirror still showed her gaping hole leaking slowly, endlessly, but Gianna’s eyes fluttered closed at last.

Sleep took her naked on the covers, the taste of her own depravity still hot in her mouth, her cunt, and her ass.


Book Three Teaser — Gianna: Neighbourhood Whore

Gianna thought she’d hit rock bottom. Poker Night Two had stripped her of every pretence, every shred of modesty, leaving her spread, gaping, dripping, and swallowing the proof of her own degradation.

But the neighbourhood isn’t done with her.

Word has spread, and now Marcus has bigger plans. No more quiet games behind closed doors. This time, Gianna will be shown off, her body used as entertainment not just for a handful of neighbours, but for every man Marcus brings through the door. Old friends. Colleagues. Strangers eager to see the Italian girl with the perfect tits and the ruined ass.

There will be cameras. There will be audiences. And there will be no escape.

Gianna swore she wouldn’t tease again. She swore she wouldn’t give them reasons to take her. But now, she’s learned something terrifying and thrilling: she doesn’t need to tease anymore.

They’ll use her whether she asks for it or not.

And the worst part? She’ll love every second.

cover.jpeg
SCory

1other very naughty story b
Emma Sluttily






