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Kayla Rae woke up with a thick salty film coating her tongue and the back of her throat. She smacked her lips once, twice, and grinned into the stale air of her one-room apartment above the laundromat. Last night’s stranger from the alley behind the bar had really packed her guts. She could still taste the sour spunk he had hosed straight down her gullet while she knelt on broken glass and cigarette butts. Her pussy gave a happy little throb at the memory.

She rolled onto her back on the sagging mattress. The tiny white tank top she still wore was stiff in places, crusty with dried spit and jizz from the three loads that had missed her mouth and painted her tits instead. One strap hung off her shoulder. Her booty shorts were twisted around one thigh like a used condom, the crotch soaked through and stuck to her swollen cunt lips. Cum flakes dotted her orange fake-tan cheek and clung in white specks to the black roots of her bottle-blonde hair. She looked like a cheap whore who had lost a fight with a bukkake crew and won the best prize of all.

“Fuck yeah,” she whispered to the cracked ceiling. Her hand slid down her sticky belly without thinking. Two chipped acrylic nails parted her puffy cunt lips and found her clit already slick and throbbing. She circled it slow, eyes half-lidded, thinking about how many cocks she was gonna drain before the sun went down again. Ten? Fifteen? She didn’t care. As long as they kept feeding her.

She sat up and swung her legs off the bed. The movement made a thick rope of leftover cum slide out of her cunt and splat onto the filthy carpet. She laughed, low and throaty, and stood. The full-length mirror on the back of the bathroom door showed her everything. Mascara smeared under her eyes like a raccoon. Lipstick long gone except for a faint pink ring around her mouth. Tits heavy and soft under the crusty tank, nipples poking hard against the fabric. Ass cheeks hanging out the bottom of those shorts, one still twisted, the other completely bare and marked with faint handprints from the night before.

Kayla licked her lips and watched her reflection as she shoved three fingers into her sloppy hole. Wet squelching sounds filled the tiny room. She pumped them hard, thumb mashing her clit, hips bucking. “Gonna suck so many fat cocks today,” she moaned at the mirror. “Gonna get my throat fucked raw. Gonna let them paint my pretty face white again.” The orgasm hit fast and mean. Her knees buckled. She caught herself on the door frame while her cunt spasmed and squirted a little down her inner thigh, mixing with the old cum.

Breathing hard, she peeled off the wrecked tank and shorts. The fabric made sticky sounds as it came away from her skin. She stepped into the shower stall that smelled like mildew and old piss. Cold water hissed out of the rusty head. Kayla didn’t bother with soap. She just let the spray hit her, rubbing the dried flakes around instead of washing them off. She smeared last night’s cum across her tits like lotion, pinched her nipples until they ached, then bent over and let the water run down the crack of her ass. A few quick circles on her clit and she came again, giggling as the mess turned into a shiny glaze all over her body.

She towelled off just enough so she wouldn’t drip on the floor, then dug through the pile of clothes on the chair. Fresh white tank top, same style, no bra. It clung to her still-damp tits, the thin fabric already turning see-through where it touched her skin. Tight black booty shorts that rode so high the bottom curves of her ass hung out. She checked the mirror one more time, fluffed her trashy blonde hair, and smeared on fresh bubblegum-pink lipstick. Hoop earrings the size of bracelets went in next. She blew herself a kiss.

“Time to get to work, you greedy little pig,” she told her reflection.

Kayla grabbed her fake-leather purse, shoved her phone and a half-empty pack of menthols inside, and strutted out the door. The metal stairs outside her apartment rattled under her heels. Morning heat already baked the streets of Milford. The laundromat downstairs was humming, but she didn’t stop. She could hear the dryers tumbling and pictured all those married women folding their husbands’ clothes while she walked around with a fresh load of stranger cum still leaking out of her.

She cut across the empty lot behind the closed factory. Weeds poked through cracked concrete. The sun beat down on her shoulders and made sweat trickle between her tits, mixing with the smeared mess and turning it glossy again. Her shorts were already riding up, wedging between her ass cheeks. Every step made her cunt lips rub together and her clit throb. She could feel the wetness starting to soak through the crotch again. Good. She loved walking around dripping.

Old man Jenkins was out sweeping the sidewalk in front of the shuttered hardware store. He was sixty-something, skinny, with a gray moustache and a permanent hunch. He looked up when he heard her heels slapping the pavement. His eyes went straight to her tits, then dropped to the way her shorts disappeared between her legs.

“Morning, Mr. Jenkins,” Kayla called out, putting extra swing in her hips. She stopped right in front of him and bent over to pretend to fix her heel. The shorts rode all the way up, flashing her bare pussy lips from behind. She knew he could see everything.

“Kayla Rae,” he said, voice cracking a little. “You’re looking… fresh today.”

She straightened up slow, letting her tits bounce under the thin tank. “Just got out the shower. Still wet in all the right places though.” She licked her lips and watched his Adam’s apple bob. “You need anything sucked real quick? I got a few minutes before I gotta go handle some business.”

Jenkins gripped the broom handle tighter. A tent was already forming in his old work pants. “Lord, girl. You’re gonna kill an old man one of these days.”

She laughed and stepped closer, close enough that her stiff nipple brushed his arm. “I’d rather kill you with my throat, baby. But I gotta run. My car’s acting up again. Maybe later I’ll swing by and let you paint my tonsils white. Sound good?”

He nodded so fast she thought his head might fall off. Kayla gave him a wink, turned, and kept walking. She could feel his eyes on her ass the whole way down the block. Her cunt clenched and leaked another warm trickle down her thigh. She wiped it with two fingers and sucked them clean without breaking stride. Salty. Perfect.

Two streets later she reached her beat-up Civic. The red paint was faded to pink in places, rust eating the wheel wells. She tossed her purse on the passenger seat, slid behind the wheel, and cranked the engine. It coughed, sputtered, then caught. She peeled out with the windows down, radio blasting some trashy country song about trucks and girls who liked to get fucked in them.

The garage was only six blocks away. She made it four before the engine started coughing again. Smoke puffed from under the hood. The car jerked once, twice, then died completely right in the middle of the street, two blocks from the big bay doors of Milford Auto Repair.

“Shit,” Kayla laughed. She wasn’t mad at all. She killed the ignition, stepped out, and kicked the front tire hard enough to make her tits jiggle. “You piece of shit. Good thing I know exactly how to pay for a tow.”

She left the car where it sat, doors unlocked, keys still in the ignition. Nobody in Milford would dare touch her ride. They all knew who she was. The town bicycle. The girl who paid in throat and pussy and didn’t give a single fuck who watched.

Kayla slung her purse over her shoulder, adjusted her shorts so they wedged even deeper between her ass cheeks, and started walking the last two blocks toward the garage. The morning sun caught the dried cum flakes still clinging to her cheek and made them sparkle. Her tank top was already damp with fresh sweat, nipples hard as diamonds. She could feel the slick mess between her thighs with every step.

She grinned wide, showing her perfect white teeth, and licked a little leftover salt from the corner of her mouth.

Time to see the boys at the garage. Time to get her car fixed and her face fucked at the same time.

And the day had only just started.
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Kayla Rae strutted through the open bay door of the greasy garage on the edge of town. The thick smell of motor oil and burnt rubber hit her nose hard and mixed perfectly with the stale cum stink still clinging to every inch of her skin from last night. Her tiny white tank top stuck tightly to her big fake tanned tits from all the fresh sweat rolling down her body after the walk over. Those old dried loads had turned into flaky white patches across her cleavage and the sweat made them almost see through now. She felt the crusty bits pull and crack every time her huge breasts bounced with her steps. Black roots showed at her scalp under the messy bottle blonde and her massive hoop earrings swung heavy against her neck with every move. Chipped long acrylic nails tapped against her bare hip as she looked around. Her tight booty shorts rode so far up her ass crack that both fat cheeks hung out bare and jiggling. The crotch fabric was already soaked dark from how badly her cunt kept dripping.

She had woken up in her shitty apartment with her pussy already aching and that feeling had only gotten stronger the whole way here. Last night’s mess was still all over her. Thick flakes of cum on her inner thighs that rubbed together sticky with every stride. Smears of mascara running down her cheeks from all the happy tears while she gagged on those three fat cocks at the bar. Her lips felt puffy and used and she could still taste the salty leftovers on her tongue when she licked them. But none of that made her slow down. It made her grin wider. Kayla loved being the town bicycle. She loved strutting around town looking exactly like the greedy cum guzzling whore she was. Twenty two years old and proud of every load she had ever taken. Zero shame. Just pure hungry need pulsing between her legs all day every day.

Her dead Civic sat right there in the first bay where she had left it after the engine crapped out. She had been driving over with one hand down her shorts rubbing her clit while daydreaming about thick veiny cocks when the damn thing just died. Typical for her. But it dropped her right at Hank’s place and that was fine by her. Hank was the head mechanic. Big hairy guy in his mid thirties. Belly hanging over his belt and arms thick with black oil streaks. He spotted her the second she walked in and his face split into a wide dirty grin that showed his yellow teeth.

“Well well. If it ain’t Kayla Rae. Looking like a hot sticky mess as usual.”

She laughed loud and trashy. The sound bounced off the concrete walls and tool racks. “Hey Hank baby. This piece of shit died on me again. I was halfway here with my fingers buried in my cunt thinking about getting my throat fucked raw when it just quit. Can you fix it for me or what?”

Kayla sauntered straight over to her Civic and popped the hood herself. She leaned way over the front end letting her massive tits spill out the low neck of her tiny tank top. The thin white fabric stretched so tight her hard nipples poked right through like they were begging for attention. She arched her back extra hard and pushed her ass out so both cheeks hung full out the bottom of her booty shorts. The material wedged deep between her round tanned globes and the cool garage air kissed her swollen wet pussy lips. A fresh trickle of her own horny juice slid down her inner thigh and mixed with the dried flakes still there from last night making her skin shiny and slick.

Hank wiped his big greasy hands on a dirty rag and stepped up close right behind her. His smell enveloped her. Heavy man sweat and motor oil and old cigarettes. It made her mouth water. He reached over her to prop the hood open and his hairy arm brushed the side of her tit on purpose. The rough skin dragged across her sensitive nipple and sent a jolt straight down to her cunt.

“Let’s see what we got here,” he said low and rough. He knew exactly who she was. The whole town knew Kayla Rae the eager little slut who paid for everything with her holes and loved every second.

Kayla pushed her ass back just a little more so her cheeks rubbed against the front of his greasy overalls. She felt the thick bulge growing there already.

“Fuck Hank it started sputtering while I was daydreaming about a fat cock stretching my throat till I choke. You know how it is. My brain turns to mush when I need dick this bad. I swear I was about to pull over and finger myself on the side of the road again like last week.”

She looked back over her shoulder at him. Her makeup was still ruined from last night. Black mascara rivers streaked down her cheeks from all the gagging and spit. Her lips were still glossy with old spit and cum residue. Hank’s eyes roamed over every inch. He took in the dried white flakes on her chest and neck. The way her tank top was basically see through with sweat and old loads. The way her bare ass-cheeks jiggled for him. He smirked bigger and his free hand rested on her lower back right above her ass.

“Damn girl. You look like you already got worked over real good. That mess from this morning or you still carrying last night’s loads around like a proud little cum rag?”

She giggled and wiggled her ass harder. The movement made her heavy tits sway under the tank and her hoop earrings jingle. “All from last night baby. Bunch of guys down at the bar used me like their personal cum dump after closing. They took turns face fucking me till my makeup ran and my tits were soaked. Woke up with it still crusted on me and my cunt throbbing so bad I had to rub one out before I even left the apartment. But my car dying brought me straight to you so maybe it’s fate or some shit.”

Hank leaned in closer pretending to poke around under the hood. His crotch bumped against her ass cheek and she felt his bulge throb. Her pussy clenched hard at the contact. God she wanted it so bad. She was such a greedy pig for cock. Always had been. From the moment she turned eighteen she had been spreading her legs and opening her mouth for anyone who looked at her twice. Now at twenty two she was the known town bicycle and she fucking loved it. Free use whore with no limits. She grinned inside thinking about how many loads she would swallow before the sun went down today.

“No cash on me though,” she said in her best flirty trash voice. She reached back and let one hand graze his thick thigh. Her long chipped nails scratched lightly over the fabric right near his growing cock. “But you know I got plenty of other ways to pay. My throat is real good at settling debts. I can slobber all over that fat cock till it’s dripping and then swallow every drop like a good girl.”

Hank chuckled deep in his chest. He straightened up but kept his body pressed close behind her. One big greasy hand slid down to cup her bare ass cheek and squeeze. “That right? Shop gets busy later but I think we can work something out right now. Let me check a few more things first.”

Kayla bent even lower over the hood. Her tits squished flat against the warm metal and the pressure felt so good on her sensitive nipples she almost moaned out loud. She spread her legs wider. The shorts pulled so tight against her cunt she knew the outline of her puffy lips showed clear through the soaked fabric. Juice leaked steady now and she could smell her own horny scent mixing nasty with the garage smells. It was filthy and perfect and made her even wetter.

“Take your time baby,” she purred. “I ain’t in no rush. Long as I get to pay you proper after. You can even bend me over this hood if you want. Or just use my mouth first. Whatever gets that big dick hard for me.”

She kept chatting more normal trashy shit while he pretended to work on the engine. Told him how the Civic always acted up when she was too busy rubbing her clit instead of watching the road. How she had to pull over last week at the gas station and finger herself right there in the parking lot because the engine vibration got her too worked up. Hank laughed roughly and asked questions. Kept glancing down at her spilling tits and exposed ass. His hands got slower on the parts. She knew he was half hard and getting harder. Every time he shifted she felt his bulge press against her.

The garage stayed quiet except for some old rock playing low on the radio in the back. Tools scattered all over the oil stained floor. Other bays had cars up on lifts but no other guys were around. Perfect. She loved starting with just one big man. Let her focus on draining him dry and getting messy before the rest showed up later.

Her mind kept drifting to how good it would feel when he finally shoved that cock down her throat. She could already imagine the salty precum on her tongue. The heavy balls slapping her chin. The way thick ropes of spit would pour out her mouth and soak her tank top even more, turning it completely see through. Her cunt throbbed harder thinking about it. She shifted her weight from foot to foot. The movement made her ass jiggle more and her hoop earrings swing. Fresh sweat trickled down between her tits and loosened more of the dried cum flakes so they started to slide.

Hank finally stepped back. He wiped his hands again on that dirty rag real slow. His eyes locked on her wrecked face and the cum stained tank top. The way her body was presented like a free all you can eat buffet. “Engine looks like it needs some real work Kayla. But tell you what. Shop’s closed for lunch right about now. Just me here.”

Kayla’s heart jumped with pure greedy joy. She turned around fast on her heels. Her tits bounced inside the tank top. She looked him dead in the eyes and licked her lips slow tasting the old cum still there. “Yeah? Just you and me then?”

He nodded slow. That dirty grin back full force. “Just us. You really serious about paying with that pretty mouth of yours?”

She did not answer with words. Her knees bent and she dropped straight down onto the oil stained concrete. The hard floor bit into her skin but she loved the feeling. Loved being on her knees where a cum hungry whore like her belonged. Her huge hoop earrings dangled as she tilted her head back. Mouth already wide open. Tongue stuck all the way out flat and waiting. Thick strings of spit already dripping from her lips down to her chin.

“Give me that first cock of the day Hank. Please. I need it so fucking bad.”
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Kayla hit her knees on the dirty garage floor without a second thought. The rough concrete bit into the skin of her knees. Her tiny white tank top already sported a few flaky white streaks from last night. She knew Hank was about to turn it into a soaked mess. The radio blared some loud country song about backroads and bad decisions. The twang mixed with her excited breaths. Hank stood over her. His work pants hung around his ankles. That thick mechanic cock sprang free. Heavy and half-hard with a musk of sweat and oil.

“Fuck yes,” she purred. Her chipped acrylic nails wrapped around the base as she slapped it against her tongue. “Feed me that fat dick, Hank. My throat has been aching for it.”

He grabbed a fistful of her pornstar hair. He shoved forward without warning. The fat head punched straight into her throat. Kayla gagged as the length filled her mouth. The wet gluck ripped out of her and cut right over the country guitar riff. Her throat bulged out around his thickness. She felt every vein drag along her tongue and stretch her gullet wide. Tears flooded her eyes instantly. Black mascara rivers started carving down her orange fake tanned cheeks.

Thick ropes of spit exploded from the corners of her stretched lips. They swung in long shiny strings from her chin straight down to her fake tan tits. The spit hit her tank top with heavy wet slaps. It soaked through the thin white fabric in seconds. The material turned completely see through. Her hard nipples poked out dark and stiff against the drenched cloth. She moaned around the cock buried in her face. The vibration of her throat made Hank groan louder. The heavy smell of motor oil and his sweaty balls filled her nose. It mixed with the salty precum leaking down her throat. Her cunt clenched hard inside her tight booty shorts.

Hank did not hold back. He started thrusting deep and rough. His heavy balls slapped wet against her chin with every pump. Gluck gluck gluck. The gagging noises grew louder and nastier. They drowned out the country song. Kayla coughed hard around him. Bubbly spit bubbled up and sprayed across his shaft. She loved it. She pushed her face forward to take him even deeper. Her greedy thoughts spun wildly in her head. This is what I live for. Being the town cum guzzling whore. Getting my throat wrecked on this dirty garage floor while the radio plays.

She shoved her free hand down the front of her shorts. Her fingers found her dripping cunt and rubbed her swollen clit in fast circles. Wet squelching sounds joined the throat fucking noises. Her juices coated her fingers. She dipped two fingers inside herself and pumped them in time with his hips. The stretch in her throat made her eyes roll back. More spit poured out in thick waves. It dripped off her chin in long swinging ropes. Some landed on her tits and ran down her belly. The tank top clung heavy and transparent to her fake tan skin. Her nipples looked rock hard through the mess.

Hank gripped her hoop earrings and used them like handles. He face fucked her faster. His cock hammered the back of her throat over and over. She gagged again and coughed up a massive bubbly load of spit all over his heavy balls. The spit hung in thick strings and dripped onto the oily floor. Kayla slurped it right back up like the greedy little pig she was. Her tongue lapped at his sack while his cock stayed buried deep. She sucked hard. She swallowed around the fat shaft and milked him with her throat muscles.

“Yeah, that is it, you sloppy bitch,” Hank growled down at her. “Take every inch like the broken slut you are.”

She could not answer with words. She just moaned louder around him and fingered her cunt harder. Her acrylic nails scraped his thighs. A couple chips broke off and stuck in the grease. She did not care. The mess felt perfect. Her mascara ran in full black streaks now. It mixed with the spit on her cheeks. Her hair stuck to her face in wet clumps. The country song switched to another one about whiskey and women but she barely heard it over her own wet gagging.

Hank pulled out suddenly. His cock slapped wet across her face. Strings of spit connected her lips to his shiny shaft. She gasped for air. Her chest heaved. Spit dripped from her chin in thick sheets onto her soaked tits. “Paint my face, Hank,” she begged with a raspy voice full of lust. “Cover this greedy whore. I want it all over my slut face.”

He stroked his fat cock, hand pumping forward and back quickly above her face. The head flared purple and angry. She opened her mouth wide. Her tongue stuck out flat. Her eyes locked on his. The first thick rope shot out hard and splattered across her left eye. She blinked through the cum. The second rope hit her cheek and nose. More followed. Hot heavy loads painted her forehead. Her lips. Her tongue. Cum dripped off her chin in white globs and joined the spit already soaking her tank top. She grinned wide through the mess. Her teeth showed white under the glaze. She looked up at him with pure bliss.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” she moaned. Her fingers still worked her cunt inside the shorts. She rubbed her clit in tight circles while the cum cooled on her skin.

Hank did not let her rest. He grabbed her shoulders and flipped her onto her back right there on the greasy floor. Her head tilted back against the concrete. Her fake tan tits pointed up under the ruined tank top. She yanked her shorts down her thighs. They bunched around one ankle. Her shaved dripping cunt opened wide for her own fingers. She shoved three fingers inside herself and pumped. The wet squelch filled the garage.

He straddled her face and shoved his cum slick cock straight back down her throat. This angle let him go even deeper. Her throat bulged out more than before. She gagged loudly again. Fresh spit exploded around his balls. He face fucked her upside down now. His hips slammed down hard. His balls rested on her nose with every thrust. She fingered her cunt like a desperate slut. Her thumb rubbed her clit fast. The orgasm built quick inside her.

“Take it, you nasty pig,” he grunted. “Swallow every drop this time.”

She moaned around his cock. The vibration made him throb harder. Her fingers plunged deep. Her cunt clenched around them. She came hard. Her whole body shook on the dirty floor. Juices squirted around her fingers and ran down her ass crack onto the concrete. Hank groaned loud over the country radio. His cock swelled in her throat. The second load pumped straight down her gullet. Thick hot ropes flooded her stomach. She gulped and swallowed but some still bubbled back up around his shaft. It mixed with the spit and ran out her nose and the corners of her mouth.

He kept thrusting through his orgasm. Slow deep pumps to empty every drop. Finally he pulled out with a wet pop. A long string of cum and spit stretched from her lips to his cock head before it broke and slapped across her wrecked face.

Kayla lay there for a second catching her breath. Her body felt wrecked in the best way. Her bottle blonde hair was matted with grease from the floor and thick globs of cum. Black roots stuck out everywhere. Her mascara had turned into full black rivers down both cheeks. Her fake tan glowed under the shiny mess. The white tank top clung to her like a second skin. Completely soaked through with spit and cum. It showed every curve of her tits and her hard nipples clear as day. Cum and spit leaked down her neck and belly in slow rivers. It pooled in her belly button then ran lower. Her thighs glistened with her own squirt and the overflow from her throat. Her tight booty shorts hung off one ankle. Her chipped acrylic nails looked filthy with black grease and streaks of cum. A few more had broken clean off during the face fucking.

She grinned wide. Cum coated her teeth white. She licked her lips slow and tasted the salty mix. “Thanks, Hank,” she said with a raspy happy voice. “That was fucking perfect. My throat feels so full and used. I will be back next week for more of that big dick. You know I always need it.”

She pushed herself up on shaky legs. Cum dripped off her chin and landed on her tits with wet plops. She did not wipe any of it off. She liked wearing it out. Her tank top squelched against her skin as she moved. She pulled her shorts back up her thighs. They stuck to the wet mess running down her legs. She adjusted her hoop earrings. One had a string of spit still hanging from it.

Hank zipped up with a satisfied grunt. She blew him a cum covered kiss and walked out of the garage. The afternoon sun hit her wrecked face. She still tasted him on her tongue. Her cunt throbbed between her thighs. Fresh horniness already built inside her. She climbed into her beat up car. The seat stuck to her soaked tank top. She started the engine and pulled out onto the road.

Her mind raced ahead. The Milford Marauders would be finishing practice right about now at that rundown field on the edge of town. All those big sweaty football players. Big strong men covered in grass and dirt and pure testosterone. She knew they all recognised her as the team slut. She grinned again. Cum flaked on her lips as she smiled. She could not wait to offer every hole to the whole squad. Let them spit roast her and cover her in even more mess. Her foot pressed harder on the gas. The town bicycle was already dripping for the next round.
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Kayla Rae cranked the radio up loud as her beat-up Honda bounced down the potholed road leading out of Hank’s garage. The engine growled like it was as horny as she was, and she laughed out loud, one hand on the wheel, the other absently smearing a fresh glob of Hank’s thick load that had started dripping down her cleavage again. That mechanic had pumped her throat so full she still felt bloated, like she’d swallowed a pint of warm glue. Dried spit cracked across the tops of her huge fake tits every time she breathed, the tiny white tank top stiff and see-through in patches where his cum and her slobber had soaked straight through. She could smell him on her, that heavy musk of motor oil and fresh jizz, and it made her pussy clench so hard she had to squeeze her thighs together.

“Fuck yeah, Hank,” she muttered, licking a stray rope of spit off her chipped pink acrylic nails. The black roots of her bottle-blonde hair were sweaty against her scalp, orange fake tan glowing under the afternoon sun pouring through the open windows. Her massive hoop earrings swung as she hit a bump, and her tight booty shorts had ridden so far up her ass the denim was basically a thong now, rubbing right against her swollen clit. She was dripping again already, Hank’s leftover mess mixing with her own fresh juice sliding down the inside of her thighs.

She didn’t bother cleaning up. Why would she? This was her uniform. The town bicycle didn’t wash between rides. She just grinned wider, teeth still a little sticky, and floored it toward the edge of Milford where the Marauders practised. The shitty practice field was nothing but patchy grass, rusted goalposts, and a couple of beat-up trailer lockers that smelled like old socks and victory. But those boys? God damn. Twenty-two to thirty-five, every last one built like a brick shithouse, shoulders wide enough to block out the sun, thighs like tree trunks, and cocks that stretched her out just right. They all knew her. Called her their good-luck slut. She’d taken the whole roster in the showers more times than she could count, and every single one of them left her walking funny and smiling bigger.

Her cunt throbbed thinking about it. She reached down and rubbed two fingers over the soaked crotch of her shorts, moaning low as she pictured all those thick veiny dicks swinging free. “Mmm, come on boys, Mama needs a fresh coat.” The dried cum on her tits pulled tight when she arched her back, and she loved the way it felt, like a dirty little secret everyone could see. A truck passed her going the other way and the driver honked. She waved, letting her tank top ride up so he got a full shot of her cum-glazed cleavage. He nearly swerved off the road. Kayla giggled, high and trashy, and kept driving.

The field came into view around the next bend, dust kicking up behind her tires as she pulled onto the gravel lot. Practice was wrapping. Helmets off, jerseys dark with sweat, the Milford Marauders looked like gods carved out of muscle and bad decisions. There was Jamal, the running back, six-four and black as midnight, his dreads tied back and his shorts tenting already because he’d spotted her car. Next to him, big white linebacker Derek, beard scruffy, arms covered in tattoos, laughing at something the tight end said. Coach was there too, that massive bearded bear of a man, probably pushing forty but still built like he could bench a truck. They all turned at the sound of her engine, grins spreading like they’d just won the championship.

Kayla killed the motor and stepped out, ass cheeks jiggling as her heels hit the gravel. She didn’t even bother pulling her shorts down. Let them ride. She stretched tall, arms over her head, tits bouncing free under the stiff tank top, and waved big with both hands. Her hoop earrings caught the light. “Heyyy, boys! How’s my favourite pack of sweaty dick-slingers doing today?”

A chorus of whoops rolled across the field. Jamal cupped his hands around his mouth. “There she is! Our favourite cum-dump!”

She laughed loud, sauntering over with that slow, hip-rolling walk she knew drove them crazy. The grass was warm under her feet once she hit the field, dried cum flaking off her thighs with every step. She could feel their eyes crawling all over her, taking in the mess Hank had left, the way her nipples poked hard through the crusty fabric, the shiny trail of fresh pussy juice starting to run down her leg. Her clit was pulsing so hard she had to bite her lip.

Practice had been brutal. Jerseys clung to ripped chests, sweat pouring down thick necks. Helmets lay scattered like discarded armour. Coach stood with his clipboard, massive arms crossed, beard twitching with a grin as she got closer. “Kayla Rae, you filthy little legend. You smell like you just got railed in a garage.”

“Guilty as charged, Coach,” she shot back, flashing her cum-crusted smile. She walked right into the middle of them, letting their heat surround her. “How’d practice go, boys? Y’all look like you could use some relief. I got a real hungry throat and a sloppy wet cunt that’s been thinking about every single one of you the whole drive over.”

Derek slapped her ass hard enough to make it ripple, his big palm leaving a red print on her exposed cheek. “Fuck, look at you. Still wearing last night’s makeup and today’s breakfast. Hank really painted you up good, huh?”

“Mmm-hmm,” she purred, turning so her tits brushed his sweaty jersey. The dried spit cracked louder when she moved. “He face-fucked me so deep I thought his balls were gonna crawl down my throat. But I’m still empty. Need more. Lots more.”

The whole pack laughed, that deep hungry sound that made her pussy flutter. Coach shook his head, chuckling. “We’re done for the day, boys. Hit the showers… or don’t. Looks like our team slut’s here to handle the cool-down.”

Kayla’s heart raced. She was already soaked through her shorts, the fabric dark between her legs. She followed them toward the locker trailers, ass cheeks bouncing with every step, shorts wedged so deep she might as well be naked. The sun beat down on her orange skin, making the dried cum on her tits shine like glossy polish. She could taste Hank every time she swallowed, and it only made her hungrier. Ten, maybe twelve of them, all those thick cocks swinging heavy in their shorts as they walked. She imagined them all at once, spit-roasting her right here on the grass, turning her into a drooling, cum-bubbling mess while the whole town drove by and saw what a proud whore she was.

“God, I love you animals,” she said, voice husky as she skipped a step to keep up with Jamal’s long stride. He draped a heavy arm around her shoulders, his sweaty pit right in her face. She inhaled deep, moaning. “Smell like real men. Bet you all got fat loads saved up just for me.”

“Every drop, baby,” Jamal rumbled, squeezing her tit through the stiff tank top. Cum flaked off onto his fingers and he just laughed, wiping it on her ass. “You’re our good-luck charm. Team’s been winning since you started showing up after practice.”

She beamed, mascara already starting to run from the heat and the way her eyes watered just thinking about what was coming. Her acrylic nails clicked as she reached out and palmed Derek’s bulge, feeling it throb under her palm. “Then let’s make it a winning streak, huh? I want every cock out and dripping before I even hit my knees.”

The trailers loomed ahead, rusty and dented, but nobody was heading inside. They were all watching her, zippers already half-down, cocks straining. Coach hung back, locking the chain-link gate behind the last player with a loud click. The metal rattled shut and the whole pack turned toward her on the open grass, a loose circle forming fast. Kayla’s breath caught, pussy gushing fresh into her shorts. She stood there in the middle, tank top crusty with old spit and cum, shorts soaked dark, fake tan glowing, hoop earrings swinging as she looked around at all those hungry eyes.

The last player snapped the gate lock and turned, grinning wide. They started moving in, hands on zippers, the sound of metal teeth parting loud in the afternoon quiet. Thick cocks started springing free, heavy and veiny, already half-hard and dripping pre-cum. Kayla licked her lips, feeling fresh spit flood her mouth, and grinned so big her cheeks hurt.

“Come and get it, boys,” she whispered, voice thick with pure greedy need, right as the circle closed tight around her and the first zipper hit the bottom.
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Kayla dropped to her knees right in the middle of the practice field, the grass prickly and cool against her bare skin. Dried cum from the mechanics still flaked off her fake-tanned thighs like old paint, and her white tank top clung wet and see-through to her massive fake tits, the fabric stiff in spots where their loads had soaked in hours ago. Her tight booty shorts were already shoved halfway down one leg, cunt lips puffy and glistening from the drive over. She licked her chipped acrylic lips, tasting the leftover salt, and grinned up at the ring of sweaty Marauders closing in around her. God she was dripping just from the smell of them, all that musk and grass and man-sweat hitting her like the best kind of drug.

“Look who showed up to clean the boys up after practice,” the big linebacker rumbled, his cock already out and thickening in his fist. Thick veins pulsed along the shaft, the head shiny with pre-cum. Kayla’s mouth watered so hard she had to swallow twice.

“Been waiting all fucking day for this,” she said, voice husky and loud. “Come on, boys. Use your team whore. Wreck my throat first.”

The first cock slapped across her face, hot and heavy, smearing pre-cum over her orange cheek. She opened wide, tongue out flat like a welcome mat, and he shoved straight in. No warm-up. Just raw, deep throat. Her eyes watered instantly as the thick head punched past her tonsils and bulged her neck out like a fucking snake. GLLLRRK. The wet choke ripped out of her loud enough to echo off the distant bleachers. Spit blasted from her nostrils in twin sprays, bubbling down over her chin in long, swinging ropes that stretched all the way to the grass between her knees.

“Fuuuuck yeah, look at that bulge,” one of the linemen laughed, stroking himself slow. “Little pig’s throat was made for Marauder dick.”

Kayla moaned around the invading meat, the vibration making the guy groan and thrust harder. Her fake tits bounced under the soaked tank, nipples diamond-hard and poking through. More spit poured out in thick sheets, soaking the front of her shirt until it turned completely transparent, her huge orange melons on full display for the whole team. She gagged again, loud and sloppy, coughing up a mouthful of throat slime that splattered across her own cleavage. But she never pulled back. She pushed forward instead, mashing her nose into his sweaty pubes, holding herself there while her throat convulsed around him.

Another player stepped up behind her, yanked her shorts the rest of the way off and tossed them into the grass. Two thick fingers speared straight into her cunt without warning, pumping fast. She was so wet the squelch was obscene, louder than her gagging. “Jesus Christ she’s flooded,” the guy behind her said. “Always ready, ain’t ya, Kayla?”

She tried to nod but the cock in her throat just made her head bob like a fleshlight. Her acrylic nails dug into the grass for balance as they started passing her mouth around the circle. One after another. Big black linebacker, then the tattooed tight end with the pierced cock, then the quarterback whose dick curved up perfect to batter the back of her throat. Each one stretched her lips wide, each one forced fresh ropes of spit swinging from her chin. The grass under her was turning into a muddy puddle of her own slobber mixed with flecks of dried cum from earlier.

Her mascara ran in thick black rivers down her cheeks, mixing with the spit and turning into sticky streaks that dripped onto her tits. She coughed hard around the current cock, hacking up a massive glob of bubbly throat slime that splattered across the grass in front of her. Without thinking she leaned down, still impaled on dick, and slurped it right back up like a greedy little pig, moaning at the salty taste.

“God damn she’s nasty,” someone cheered.

They flipped her onto all fours next, spit-roasting her right there in the open field. One thick cock slammed back into her throat while another speared her cunt from behind in one brutal thrust. The wet slap of skin on skin mixed with her constant gagging echoed across the empty bleachers. Her fake tits swung underneath her, slapping together, nipples grazing the wet grass. Every thrust from behind shoved her forward onto the cock in her mouth, forcing it deeper until her throat bulged again and again.

She came hard around the dick in her cunt, walls clamping down so tight the guy behind her cursed and flooded her with the first load of the afternoon. Hot, thick ropes pumped straight into her greedy hole, so much it squirted out around his shaft and ran down her thighs in creamy rivers. Kayla moaned like a bitch in heat, the sound muffled and wet around the cock still face-fucking her.

They didn’t stop. They just rotated. Fresh cock replaced the one in her mouth, another took the spot behind her. Someone grabbed her wrecked blonde hair and used it like reins, yanking her head back and forth while he throat-fucked her so deep her vision sparkled. Spit flew in every direction, long swinging strands connecting her chin to the grass, to her tits, even stretching to the nearest player’s boots. Her tank top was ruined, plastered to her body like a second skin, soaked through with so much slobber it weighed heavy on her fake tits.

“Open wider, whore,” the guy in her mouth growled, and she did, relaxing her throat until he could slam balls-deep over and over. GLUCK-GLUCK-GLUCK. The sound was filthy and loud, carrying on the breeze. She felt another orgasm building, her cunt clenching around the cock pounding her from behind. When he came he pulled out and painted her ass cheeks with rope after rope of hot jizz, the thick white slime contrasting against her orange tan.

Kayla pulled off the cock in her mouth just long enough to gasp, “More. Fuck me full, boys. I want every drop.” Then she dove back on it, sucking so hard her cheeks hollowed, tongue swirling around the pulsing veins.

They kept her like that for what felt like hours, passing her around the circle like the team toy she was. Sometimes two at once in her mouth, stretching her lips to the limit while spit and pre-cum bubbled out the corners. Sometimes they laid her on her back in the grass, legs spread wide, taking turns between her throat and her sloppy cunt. Cum leaked out of her in steady streams now, mixing with her own squirt and the endless river of spit. Her hair was matted flat to her head, blonde strands glued together with sweat and jizz. Black mascara tears carved permanent-looking tracks down her face.

One of the bigger guys, the defensive end with arms like tree trunks, lifted her clean off the ground by her thighs and held her upside down while he face-fucked her. Blood rushed to her head, making everything spin, but all she could focus on was the thick cock sliding in and out of her throat, balls slapping her forehead. Spit poured down over her face in a waterfall, soaking her eyes, her nose, dripping into her open mouth around his shaft. She came again just from the helplessness of it, cunt gushing onto her own tits.

When he finally unloaded he held her there while the cum pumped straight down her gullet, so deep she barely had to swallow. The overflow still bubbled out her nostrils in creamy bubbles that popped on her upper lip.

They set her back on her knees eventually, and the rest of the team formed up for the finale. Kayla grinned up at them through the mess, teeth coated white, lips swollen and shiny. “Come on, paint your slut,” she begged, voice raspy from all the throat abuse. “Cover me. I wanna wear it home.”

They did. One after another they stroked their cocks over her upturned face, grunting as they unloaded. Thick ropes splattered across her forehead, her cheeks, her tongue. Some aimed lower, glazing her fake tits until the tank top looked like it had been dipped in glue. One guy even shot straight into her open mouth while she stuck her tongue out like a target. She swallowed what she could, the rest overflowed and joined the mess running down her chin in heavy sheets.

By the time the last Marauder stepped back, Kayla was absolutely glazed. Her hair was a wrecked, matted disaster of sweat, spit, and cum. Black mascara rivers cut through the white glaze on her face. Her tank top was transparent and heavy, clinging to her cum-coated fake tits like cellophane. Shorts still tangled around one ankle. Cum leaked in thick globs from her stretched cunt and even a little from her asshole where one of the guys had fingered her earlier. The grass around her knees was a soaked, muddy disaster of her slobber and their loads.

She coughed hard, hacking up a massive bubbly mix of spit and cum that splattered onto the grass. Then she leaned down, tits dragging through the mess, and slurped it up loud and greedy, moaning at the taste. When she sat back up she grinned wide, cum dripping off her eyelashes, and licked her lips slow.

“Thanks, boys,” she said, voice hoarse but happy as fuck. “Best practice clean-up ever. Same time next week?”

The team laughed, already pulling their shorts back up, slapping her ass as they headed for the locker room. Kayla stayed on her knees for another minute, catching her breath, feeling every drip, every sticky trail, every throb in her used holes. Her cunt clenched just thinking about it, pushing out another thick glob of cum that ran down her thigh.

She stood up on shaky legs, not even bothering to fix her shorts or wipe her face. The mess felt too good, too right. She staggered across the field toward the gate, cum still leaking down both legs, tank top plastered to her body, hair wrecked, face and tits shining under the afternoon sun. Three blocks to her married neighbour’s house. She could already picture his cock getting hard the second he saw her like this, his stuck-up wife probably out shopping or some shit.

Kayla grinned, licking a stray rope of cum from the corner of her mouth, and picked up the pace. She was still dripping wet. Still horny. And the day was nowhere near fucking over.
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Kayla Rae pushed through the chain-link gate at the edge of the rundown practice field, her hips rolling with that natural slut sway she could not turn off even if she wanted to. The Milford Marauders had just finished turning her into their personal cum dump for the second time that week, and the evidence was still pouring out of her like a busted faucet. Thick white globs of football-player jizz slid down the insides of her thighs in slow, sticky rivers, soaking the crotch of her tiny booty shorts until the thin denim was dark and clinging to her swollen cunt lips. Every step made a wet squelch between her legs, the mess from all those loads mixing with her own endless pussy juice until it felt like she was walking through warm syrup.

Her tiny white tank top was ruined. Absolutely plastered to her fat fake-tanned tits, the fabric gone see-through from spit and cum. Her rock-hard nipples poked out like little bullets, rubbing against the wet cotton with every breath and sending sparks straight to her clit. Mascara ran in black streaks down her cheeks, drying in crusty rivers that cracked when she grinned. Cum flaked off her chin and one cheek in salty white patches, and her bright blonde hair hung in sticky ropes around her face. Her huge hoop earrings swung heavily, tugging at her lobes, and her chipped long acrylic nails still had dried jizz under the tips from where she had fingered herself while the team took turns throat-fucking her.

She loved it. Fuck, she was still dripping wet just thinking about it. Those big sweaty linemen had bent her over the bench, spit-roasted her until her throat bulged and her cunt gaped, then painted her like a cheap canvas. She could still taste all that thick, salty cum on the back of her tongue. Her belly felt full and warm from swallowing so much. But walking away from the field with it still leaking out of her only made her hornier. She needed one more load to hold her over until she could hunt down the next cock. Just one more. She was a greedy little pig and she knew it.

The short walk to her neighbour’s back door took less than two minutes, but every second of it was pure filthy heaven. The afternoon sun baked the cum on her skin, making it tighten and pull as it dried. She could feel fresh dribbles pushing out of her wrecked hole with every stride, running down to her knees and then dripping onto the cracked sidewalk in little white spots. Her shorts rode so far up her ass that the bottom curves of her cheeks hung out completely, jiggling with each step. A couple of cars drove past on the street. One honked. Kayla just waved with her sticky fingers and laughed, loud and trashy, not giving a single fuck who saw her like this. This was her town. She was the bicycle everybody rode, and she wore the mess like a crown.

She reached the back door of the neat little house next to her shitty apartment complex, the one with the tidy lawn and the minivan in the driveway. Wife at work until six, she knew the schedule by heart. She raised her hand, knuckles still shiny with old spit, and knocked three times. The sound echoed inside.

The door opened fast. There he stood. Mark, mid-thirties, married dad type with the dad bod starting to show, short brown hair, five-o’clock shadow, wearing a plain gray t-shirt and basketball shorts that did nothing to hide the way his cock jumped the second he saw her. His eyes went huge, mouth hanging open like he had just won the lottery and got hit by a truck at the same time.

Kayla leaned one hip against the door-frame, pushing her tits out so the soaked tank top stretched tight across her nipples. She gave him her brightest, sluttiest smile, cum still flaking on her teeth.

“Hey, can I borrow some sugar?”

Mark blinked hard, swallowed, and stepped back to let her in without a word. The kitchen smelled like coffee and whatever normal people cooked for dinner. Kayla sauntered inside, hips swinging, the squelch between her legs loud enough that she knew he heard it. She walked straight to the counter, planted her elbows on the cool granite, and arched her back so her ass stuck out and her tits hung heavy in the wet tank top. The motion made a fresh rope of Marauders cum slide out of her shorts and drip down her inner thigh in a long, slow string.

“So,” she said, voice all sweet and breathy like she was talking about the weather, “how’s the wife? Still working those long shifts at the hospital? Must get lonely around here during the day.”

Mark’s eyes were glued to the cum trail on her leg. He tried to play it cool, opening the cupboard and grabbing the sugar canister like this was normal. His hands shook a little.

“Yeah, uh, she’s on the night rotation again this week,” he muttered, setting the canister down in front of her. His gaze kept flicking to her chest, to the way her nipples were clearly visible, to the black mascara streaks and the dried cum on her cheek. “You look… busy today, Kayla.”

She laughed, loud and throaty, and reached for the sugar. As she did, she let her tank top ride up just enough that one whole tit nearly spilled out the bottom. The cool air hit her nipple and she moaned softly without meaning to.

“Oh you know me,” she said, scooping sugar into an imaginary cup she did not even have. “Just out for a little walk. Stopped by the practice field to say hi to the boys. They always got time for their favourite town slut.”

Mark’s cock was rock-hard now, tenting the front of his basketball shorts so obviously it looked painful. The head was outlined clear as day, a little wet spot already forming at the tip. He knew exactly what she was. Everybody in the neighbourhood did. She had sucked him off in this exact kitchen twice last month while his wife was at book club.

Kayla set the spoon down, licked a stray bit of sugar off her thumb, and looked him dead in the eyes. The flirty neighbour act dropped like a dirty pair of panties.

“Listen, Mark. I’m still leaking cum down both legs from the whole fucking Marauders team. My cunt is sloppy as hell and my throat feels stretched in the best way. But I need one more load to hold me over till dinner. Think you can help a girl out?”

His breathing got heavy. She watched his chest rise and fall, watched the way his hands clenched at his sides. The kitchen was dead quiet except for the faint drip-drip of cum still falling from under her shorts onto the tile floor.

“Come on, daddy,” she purred, reaching up to tug her tank top down so both fat tits bounced free, shiny with old spit and sweat. “I can see how bad you want to. Just bend me over this table and use me real quick. I’ll even keep it quiet so the neighbours don’t hear what a nasty little cum-guzzling whore your next-door slut is.”

Mark’s control snapped. He stepped forward quickly, one big hand shooting out to grab a fistful of her sticky blonde hair right at the roots. He yanked her head back, not hard enough to hurt but hard enough to make her gasp and grin wider. With his other hand he shoved her forward, bending her over the kitchen table so her tits squished flat against the wood and her ass stuck up high. Her shorts were already riding so far up they barely covered anything.

Kayla’s mouth watered instantly, tongue sliding out to lick the dried cum off her lips as she felt him yank her shorts down with one rough tug. The cool air hit her dripping cunt and she moaned loud, pushing back against him like the eager town bicycle she was. Her heart hammered with pure greedy excitement. One more load. Right here in his perfect little kitchen. She could not wait to feel it.
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Kayla pushed her ass back hard the second she felt Mark’s thick married cock nudge her sloppy cunt lips. Her body was an absolute wreck from the Marauders practice field and every load the whole team had dumped on her earlier. Dried white flakes of cum clung to her orange fake tan like cheap glitter, especially across her tits and belly where they had hosed her down. Her tiny white tank top was plastered to her massive fake tits, completely soaked through with layers of thick spit and cum so the thin fabric turned see-through and her hard nipples poked out like little bullets begging for more abuse. Black mascara ran in messy rivers down her cheeks from all the throat fucking they gave her one after another. Between her thighs fresh loads from at least ten of those big sweaty players still leaked out in slow, warm drops, mixing with her own non-stop juices that kept her dripping like the proud town bicycle she was.

She grinned wide, chipped long acrylic nails digging into the edge of the kitchen table as she wiggled her ass. “Come on daddy. Shove that fat cock in your little cumrag next door. Use this sloppy cunt that the whole neighbourhood owns.”

Mark groaned low and rubbed the fat head up and down her puffy lips, spreading the mess everywhere. The wet sticky sounds filled the quiet kitchen. Her shorts were already kicked off somewhere on the floor. Cool air hit her leaking holes but she only got hotter. Then he pushed forward. Slow. So fucking slow it made her eyes flutter. Inch after thick inch slid into her used cunt with a nasty wet squelch that pushed out more of the team cum in thick white globs. They splattered onto the tiles between her spread feet. Kayla moaned loud and trashy, her tits squishing flatter against the cool wood of the table, sliding forward with every bit of stretch.

“Oh fuck yes daddy. Feel how loose and sloppy your neighbour whore is? All that football team cum still swimming in my belly and you are making it slosh around even more. Stuff your little cumrag full. I live for this shit.”

He bottomed out, heavy balls pressed right against her swollen clit. She could feel every single vein on his cock pulsing inside her stretched walls. The heavy smell of sex hung thick in the air, sweat and old loads and her own sweet cunt juice and now the faint scent of whatever his wife had cooked earlier. It only made Kayla wetter. Mark stayed buried deep for a long moment, grinding slow lazy circles that stirred everything up inside her. Her cunt fluttered and gripped him on its own, milking like it never wanted him to leave.

Kayla licked her lips, tasting the salty cum still crusted there from the field, and kept talking dirty the whole time. “Yeah just like that. Slow and nasty. Stir all those stranger loads around in your greedy little pig. I can feel them bubbling out around your cock every time you move. God I love being your next door set of holes. Use me while your wife is gone. Stretch this cunt wider than any wife could handle.”

He started the real thrusts then. Long deep drags that pulled almost all the way out so her cunt lips clung to his shaft before he sank back in to the hilt. Each one made her ass cheeks ripple and her spit-soaked tits slide across the table with a sticky squeak. Drool poured from her open mouth now, pooling on the wood right under her chin because she could not close it. She did not want to. The sounds were pure filth. Wet slaps of his hips on her ass. Her cunt farting out trapped air and cum in little bubbly bursts. Her loud moans bouncing off the kitchen walls.

“Harder on the out stroke daddy. Yeah pull it out slow so I feel every inch leaving me empty then slam it back home. Fuck your town whore like you paid for every hole. Everyone on this street knows I am just a dripping cum sponge. They all hear me getting railed through the walls and they love it.”

She pushed back to meet every thrust, her long nails scratching the table. Sweat ran down her back under the ruined tank top. Her orange tan glistened with it. Mark’s grip on her hips got tighter, fingers digging into the soft flesh. One hand slid up into her matted blonde hair again, yanking her head back just enough to arch her spine more. Her hoop earrings swung wild. The new angle made his cock drag right over her g-spot on every pass and she felt her first orgasm building within her.

“Keep talking like that you filthy slut,” he growled but she only laughed breathily and kept going.

“Fill your little cumrag daddy. I want this load so bad. Pump it right on top of all the team cum so it mixes up nice and thick. I will walk around the rest of the day with you leaking out of me and nobody will know except me. And I will love every second.”

Her orgasm crashed over her without warning. Her cunt clamped down hard around his cock and fresh hot girl cum gushed out around him, soaking his balls and running down both their thighs. She cried out loud and nasty, body shaking, mascara tears spilling fresh. “I am cumming so hard on your married dick daddy. Feel me squirt all over you? That is what your neighbour whore does best.”

Mark did not stop. He kept the same slow nasty rhythm right through her spasms, letting her ride every wave until her legs trembled and she had to grip the table harder to stay upright. Cum kept leaking out of her pussy in steady streams now, mixing with her squirt on the floor. The puddle under her feet grew slick and she loved how dirty it made her feel.

He sped up just a little after that, breathing rougher. His balls slapped louder against her clit. Kayla could tell he was close. She grinned through the haze and talked him through it.

“Do it daddy. Breed your greedy little pig. Dump that hot load deep in my cunt so I feel it for hours. I want to carry your cum around with all the rest like the proud cum-guzzling whore I am. Give it to me. Fill me up right now.”

Mark slammed in one last time and held deep. His cock swelled and started pulsing. Thick ropes of hot cum blasted straight into her womb, painting her walls white on top of everything else. She felt every single spurt, warm and sticky and perfect, until her pussy could not hold any more and it started forcing its way out around his shaft in creamy bubbles. Kayla moaned and pushed back to take it all, milking him with her inner muscles until he was empty.

When he finally pulled out slow a river of mixed cum poured from her gaping cunt. White and thick it ran down her thighs in heavy streams, joining the mess already there. She stayed bent over the table for a second catching her breath, tits heaving, drool still dripping from her chin onto the wood. Her whole lower half felt wrecked and full and so fucking good.

But Mark stepped away and she heard him open the cabinet above the sink. The pop of a bottle cap. Olive oil. She glanced back over her shoulder, eyes half lidded, and watched him pour the golden liquid into his palm.

“Wait daddy, my ass hasn’t been used today. It is gonna be a tight squeeze!”

She said the words but her asshole twitched with excitement anyway. The reluctance lasted half a second before she wiggled her ass at him and grinned wider. “But fuck it. Oil me up good and wreck your little cumrag’s shithole too. I can take anything you give me. Stretch me wide open daddy. Make both my holes sloppy for the rest of the day.”

Mark poured the cool oil right down her crack. It ran over her leaking pussy and pooled around her puckered asshole before dripping off her clit. His fingers smeared it everywhere, pushing one thick finger into her ass slow then adding a second. The slippery stretch made her moan loud again. He worked her open with steady pumps, adding more oil until everything glistened and the kitchen smelled like sex and olive oil and pure filth.

“Finger fuck my ass harder daddy. Get it nice and ready for that cock. I want to feel you slide in easy but still tight enough to make me scream.”

He pulled his fingers out with a wet pop and pressed the fat head of his cock against her oiled asshole. Kayla breathed out slow and pushed back. The head popped inside with a filthy sound and she gasped at the burn. But she loved the burn. She pushed again and took another inch, then another, until half his cock was buried in her ass and the oil made everything slide so nasty.

“Deeper. All the way. Fuck your neighbour’s shithole like you own it. Your wife would lose her mind if she knew you were balls deep in the town bicycle’s ass right on your kitchen table.”

He sank the rest of the way in one long push until his hips met her ass cheeks. The fullness was insane. Her pussy still leaked his cum and now her ass was stuffed full too. Kayla drooled more onto the table and started talking again, voice hoarse and eager.

“God yes. Move slow at first. Let me feel every inch stretching my guts. Fuck me nasty and deep daddy. I am such a greedy little pig for cock in both holes at once even if it is one at a time. Pound this ass. Make it gape when you pull out.”

Mark started the slow deep strokes again. Long drags that pulled her asshole inside out a little before sliding back home. The oil and cum made the wettest sounds yet, loud squelches and slippery slaps that echoed. Her tits slid in the puddle of her own spit. Sweat poured down her back. Her long nails left scratches on the table. Every thrust pushed more of the mixed loads out of her cunt so they ran down her legs faster.

She rubbed her clit fast with two fingers, the chipped acrylic nails flicking over her swollen nub. “I am gonna cum again with your cock buried in my ass. Watch me daddy. Watch your next door whore fall apart on your dick.”

The orgasm hit her even harder this time. Her ass clamped down around him in rhythmic pulses and fresh squirt sprayed from her empty cunt onto the floor. She screamed loud and trashy, body shaking so hard her hoop earrings bounced against her cheeks. Mark kept fucking right through it, using her clenching hole until she went limp and boneless over the table.

He sped up after that, the slow pace turning into steady deep slams that made her ass ripple. The oil flew everywhere in little droplets. Her tank top was ruined beyond saving, soaked and sticking to every curve. Kayla kept moaning and talking through it all.

“Fill my guts daddy. Dump the second load deep in my shithole. I want to feel it sloshing when I walk out of here. Turn me into a double creampie mess so the next strangers I find can hear how full I am.”

Mark growled and buried himself to the balls. His cock pulsed hard inside her ass and thick hot ropes of cum flooded her guts. She felt every spurt deep, warm and heavy, mixing with the oil until it was all one slippery nasty mess. He kept grinding through the last pulses, making sure she took every drop.

When he finally pulled out her asshole gaped open for a second before slowly closing, pushing out a thick stream of cum and oil that ran straight down to join the river from her cunt. Both holes leaked heavy now. Her thighs were shiny and slick all the way to her knees. Kayla straightened up slow on shaky legs, turning to face him with the biggest cum-drunk grin. Fresh spit shone on her chin, mascara completely wrecked, hair stuck to her forehead and cheeks. She looked exactly like the town bicycle she was and she fucking loved it.

“Thanks for the loads daddy. Your little cumrag next door is fully serviced and dripping for the rest of the day.”

She bent down, pulled her tight booty shorts up over her leaking holes. The fabric immediately soaked through dark at the crotch and ass, the mess showing through the thin material. Her tank top clung wet and see-through to her tits. She did not bother fixing her hair or wiping her face. She grabbed her phone and the tiny purse she had dropped by the door and slipped out the back screen door without another word. The afternoon sun hit her wrecked body as she cut across the backyard toward the chain link fence.

Cum and oil leaked down her legs with every step, leaving shiny trails on her orange skin. She could feel the loads sloshing deep in her pussy and ass, heavy and warm and perfect. Her cunt throbbed again already even though she was still leaking everywhere. The highway was only a short walk away and the big truck stop sat right there with dozens of rigs parked in the lot. Rough truckers coming in and out, all of them strangers who would see a messy blonde whore walking up and know exactly what she was there for.

Kayla grinned so wide her cheeks hurt, licking more dried cum off her teeth as she pushed through the fence gap she always used. God she needed more cock bad. Real stranger cock. Big rough hands grabbing her matted hair and shoving her to her knees in the gravel. Throats getting fucked raw in the cabs. Loads painted across her face and tits until she could not see straight. She walked faster, ass swaying, shorts riding up so the wet spots showed even more. Her holes were wrecked and leaking and still hungry.

The truck stop lights were already visible ahead. She could not wait to drop to her knees for the first driver who looked her way and beg him to use every sloppy hole the town bicycle had left. Tomorrow could wait. Right now she was just getting started.
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Kayla picked up her pace across the last stretch of gravel and patchy grass. Her chunky heels sank a little with every step. Cum and oil kept leaking from her wrecked holes. Thick globs slid down her inner thighs and left shiny wet trails all over her orange fake tan. The loads sloshed deep within her pussy and ass. Every movement made her feel so full and used and perfect. Her cunt throbbed hard like it wanted another round already. The tight booty shorts rode up so far they barely covered anything. Dark wet spots spread across the front and back. She did not care one bit. This was exactly how the town bicycle should look.

Her tiny white tank top stuck to her huge tits like wet tissue. Spit and cum from the garage and the football field had soaked it completely see-through. Her fat nipples stood out rock hard and dark against the fabric. Dried cum flaked on her cleavage and across the tops of her breasts. She could feel it cracking when she breathed in deeply. Strands of her hair stuck together with old loads and matted against her neck and shoulders. Mascara had run in black rivers down her cheeks from all the gagging earlier. It made her look exactly like the greedy cum-guzzling whore she loved being.

She licked her lips slowly. The salty taste of old cum still coated her tongue and teeth. She grinned wide enough to show it. Chipped long acrylic nails clicked together as she ran a hand through her wrecked hair. Her huge hoop earrings swung with each step. God she felt nasty. And she fucking loved it.

Headlights swept over her from the highway. A car flew past and the driver hit the horn hard. Two long blasts that cut through the night. Kayla threw her head back and laughed loud and dirty. The sound echoed off the trucks up ahead. She grabbed the bottom of her soaked tank top and yanked it up quick. Her big fake tits bounced free for a second. Cum streaks glistened on the orange skin under the lights.

“Yeah baby, honk if you want some of this sloppy pussy!” she yelled after the fading tail-lights. Her laugh turned into a horny little moan as she let the top drop back down. It slapped wet against her skin. Fresh pussy juice pushed out and joined the leak running down her leg. Her clit pulsed. She was so ready for stranger cock.

The big truck stop sat right there now. Rows of massive rigs parked under bright overhead lights. Engines idled low and steady. The air smelled thick with diesel and exhaust and old coffee. Perfect hunting ground. She strutted straight into the lot like she owned the place. Hips swinging wide. Ass cheeks peeking out the bottom of her shorts with every step. The cum between her thighs made soft wet sounds as her legs rubbed together. Sticky. Warm. Nasty. She dragged a finger through one of the trails on her thigh and popped it in her mouth. Sucked it clean with a loud slurp.

“Mmm. Needs more.”

First couple of drivers stood outside their cabs smoking. Two older guys in their fifties. They froze mid-drag when they saw her coming. Eyes wide. One dropped his cigarette.

“Jesus Christ, lady. You lost or something?”

Kayla slowed her walk right in front of them. She put a hand on her hip and popped it out. The pose made her shorts ride up even higher.

“Lost? Hell no, daddy. Just looking for some fun before you boys hit the road again. My mouth gets real lonely on these long nights.”

The second guy chuckled but his eyes stayed glued to her see-through top.

“You always walk around looking like you just got gangbanged?”

“Only when I have. And I still want more.” She winked. Her voice came out loud and trashy. “Any of you boys need a little road-head before you roll out? I swallow. I gag. I let you paint my pretty face till I cannot see straight.”

They shifted on their feet. One adjusted the front of his jeans. But they did not move closer. Maybe too shy or too old to take the first step tonight. Kayla blew them a kiss anyway and kept strutting deeper into the rows of trucks. Her heels clicked loud on the concrete. Ass swaying. Tits bouncing under the wet tank. She felt their stares burning into her back and it made her cunt clench around the load still inside her.

More drivers noticed. Heads poked out of cab windows. Guys leaning against fenders smoking or drinking coffee from paper cups. She heard whistles and low comments.

“Fuck me, look at that.”

“Town slut on the prowl again.”

“Get a load of those tits.”

Kayla loved it. She waved and spun once. The spin made her shorts wedge deeper between her ass cheeks. Cum dripped visibly down her calf now.

“That is right, boys. Come get some. This greedy little pig needs her holes filled by real road warriors.”

She ran her hands up her body. Squeezed her own tits through the soaked fabric. Pushed them together so the cum stains showed better. A young driver in his early thirties stepped down from his rig and stared. She locked eyes with him and licked her lips slowly.

“You got a big cock in them jeans, handsome? I bet it needs a warm wet throat to fuck.”

He grinned but stayed put. She laughed and kept moving. No rush. The night was young and her holes stayed hungry. She passed another group. Four guys this time sitting on coolers shooting the shit. They all went quiet when she approached.

“Evening, fellas.” Her voice carried over the engine noise. “Anybody here need their balls drained before you drive off into the sunrise? I am real good at it. Ask anybody in town. I am the bicycle everybody rides.”

One of them laughed.

“You serious, girl?”

“Dead serious. Look at me.” She stopped and turned in a slow circle. Let them see the full mess. The way her tank top left nothing to the imagination. The trails of cum and oil on her legs. The matted hair and smeared mascara. “I already took two big loads up my cunt and ass tonight. Plus a bunch down my throat. But I am still dripping and begging for more. Who wants to be next?”

They muttered among themselves. Horns honked from other rigs. She blew the group a kiss and wiggled her fingers.

“Think about it, boys. I will be around.”

Her pussy felt electric. Every catcall and stare made her wetter. The loads inside her shifted and pushed more out with her fast walk. It ran down and soaked into her shorts even more. The fabric clung to her puffy cunt lips. She could smell herself mixed with the dried cum and the diesel. Filthy. Perfect.

Then she saw them. Three long-haul guys standing together by the biggest black rig in the lot. Sleeper cab looked huge. They were perfect. Late twenties to early forties. Big strong bodies from loading cargo and long hours behind the wheel. One had a thick beard and a trucker hat. One was bald with tattoos snaking up his thick arms. The third had short dark hair and a mean looking jaw. All three turned when she came into view. Their eyes raked over her wrecked body.

The bearded one grinned first. He waved her over with two fingers.

“Hey you. Get that fine sloppy ass over here, sweetheart.”

Kayla felt her heart race. Her cunt throbbed so hard she almost moaned out loud. This was it. Stranger cock. Rough hands. No names. Just pure use. Exactly what she craved after the locals.

She strutted straight to them. Hips rolling extra. Tits bouncing. Cum still leaking with every step.

“Well hey there, boys. You three looking for some company tonight?”

The bald one with tattoos looked her up and down slow.

“Company? Fuck. You look like you already had a party. What happened to you?”

Kayla giggled loud and dirty. She stopped right in front of them close enough they could smell the cum on her.

“Party? Baby, this is just a normal Tuesday for me. Got my pussy and ass stretched good by the mechanic and then the whole Marauders football team ran a train. Now I am here to let you truckers finish the job. My throat is still tight enough for some good face fucking.”

The one with the mean jaw laughed.

“God damn. You for real?”

“Try me.” She dropped into a little squat right there on the pavement. Knees apart. Shorts stretched tight over her leaking cunt. She looked up at them with big smeared eyes and opened her mouth wide. Tongue out. “See? Ready to suck.”

They all stared down at her. Cocks clearly getting hard in their jeans. The bearded guy grabbed his bulge.

“Shit. Alright. Get in the cab. All three of us got time before we roll.”

Kayla popped back up fast. Her tits jiggled.

“Fuck yes. Lead the way, big boys.”

They opened the door to the big rig. The sleeper cab behind the seats looked cramped but perfect. Dark. Smelled like man sweat and old leather and road food. She climbed the steps giggling the whole way. Her ass stuck out toward them as she went up. Shorts wedged so deep they could see her holes outlined. Cum glistened on her skin.

Inside the sleeper she turned and dropped straight to her knees on the narrow mattress. The space was tight. Her head almost touched the low ceiling. Perfect for close quarters throat fucking. She grinned up at the three men crowding in after her. Mascara rivers freshened as her eyes watered with excitement already.

“Come on then. Close that door and let me show you how the town bicycle works.”

The bearded guy was first. He slammed the cab door shut hard. The sound cut off the outside noise. It was just them now. Him. His two buddies. And her hungry mouth. He reached down and unzipped his jeans slow. The sound of the zipper filled the small space.
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The bearded guy was first. He slammed the cab door shut hard. The sound cut off the outside noise. It was just them now. Him. His two buddies. And her hungry mouth. He reached down and unzipped his jeans slowly. The sound of the zipper filled the small space.

Kayla dropped right back to her knees on the narrow mattress before he even got the button open. Her chunky heels dug into the thin carpet. Cum from the mechanic and the whole Marauders team still leaked steady from her wrecked cunt and ass. Thick warm globs pushed out with every clench and ran down her orange thighs in shiny rivers. The tight booty shorts were plastered to her puffy lips. Dark wet stains everywhere. Her soaked white tank top clung to her huge tits like a second skin. Dried flakes of old cum cracked across her cleavage every time she breathed. Mascara rivers already streaked her cheeks fresh from the excitement. She grinned up at the three truckers with her tongue hanging out. Salty leftover loads coated her teeth. She looked exactly like the greedy town bicycle she was and she fucking loved it.

“Pull that big cock out for me daddy,” she said loud and trashy. Her voice bounced off the low ceiling of the sleeper. “I need it down my throat right now.”

The bearded guy shoved his jeans down. His thick cock sprang free already half hard. Veiny and heavy with a fat purple head. Kayla moaned like she had not eaten in days. She lunged forward and wrapped her chipped acrylic nails around the base. Her long fake nails clicked together as she squeezed. She slapped the fat shaft against her tongue a few times. Wet meaty smacks filled the cab. Then she opened wide and swallowed him down in one greedy slide.

“Fuuuuck,” the bearded guy groaned. His hand fisted in her matted blonde hair with the black roots showing clear.

Kayla gagged loudly on the first thrust. Her throat bulged out around his girth. Thick ropes of spit exploded from the corners of her mouth and swung in long shiny strands down to her tits. She did not pull back. She pushed deeper until her nose mashed against his pubes. Her eyes watered hard. Fresh black mascara tears rolled down her cheeks and dripped onto her tank top. She coughed around him and more bubbly spit gushed out. It soaked the front of her top instantly. The fabric turned see-through all over again. Her fat nipples poked through like little rocks.

Behind her the bald guy with the tattoos dropped to his knees on the mattress. He yanked her soaked shorts down her ass in one rough tug. They caught around her chunky heels for a second before he ripped them off and tossed them somewhere in the cramped cab. Kayla felt cool air hit her leaking holes. She wiggled her ass back at him like a bitch in heat. Cum and oil bubbled out of her stretched cunt and dripped onto the mattress in fat drops.

“Look at this sloppy fucking mess,” the bald guy laughed. He slapped her ass hard. The crack echoed. “This bitch is already dripping two loads.”

He lined his cock up with her puffy cunt lips and slammed in balls deep. Kayla screamed around the bearded cock in her mouth. The sound came out wet and muffled. Her whole body jerked forward and forced the bearded guy deeper into her throat. The bald guy started pounding her right away. Hard fast strokes that made her ass cheeks ripple and her huge tits swing under the tank top. Every thrust shoved more old cum out of her cunt. It squirted around his shaft and ran down her thighs in messy white streaks.

The third guy with the mean jaw pulled his phone out. He leaned against the wall of the sleeper and started filming. The little light on the back glowed bright in the dark cab.

“Smile for the camera you nasty whore,” he said with a grin.

Kayla could not smile with her throat stuffed full but she moaned extra loud around the cock. She loved knowing she was getting recorded. Another video of the town bicycle getting wrecked. She pushed her ass back harder onto the bald guy’s cock. Her cunt made loud wet squelching sounds with every slam. Spit poured from her stretched lips in thick swinging ropes. One long strand connected her chin to her swinging tits and stretched longer with every thrust.

The bearded guy grabbed her head with both hands and started to fuck her face. He pulled out slowly then rammed back in until her throat bulged again. Kayla gagged hard every time. Coughing up thick bubbly globs of spit that splattered across her chin and dripped onto the mattress. Her tank top was completely drenched now. It stuck to her tits like wet toilet paper. She could feel the spit and cum soaking through to her skin. Her nipples ached they were so hard.

“God damn this throat is tight,” the bearded guy grunted. He held her nose against his belly and ground deep. Kayla’s eyes rolled back. She felt her cunt clench hard around the bald cock railing her from behind.

They found a rhythm fast in the tight space. The bald guy pounding her cunt from the back. The bearded guy skull fucking her from the front. The third guy filming every sloppy second. The windows of the sleeper started fogging up quick from all the heavy breathing and body heat. The cab smelled like diesel and man sweat and her cheap vanilla perfume mixed with fresh spit and old cum. Perfect nasty truck stop air.

Kayla felt like a fucking queen. Her body rocked between the two cocks. Every thrust from behind shoved the bearded cock deeper down her throat. Spit flew everywhere. Long ropes swung from her chin and slapped against her swinging tits. She coughed up another thick bubbly glob and let it spill down her front. It joined the mess already soaking her tank top. She reached up with one hand and squeezed her own tit hard through the wet fabric. Cum from earlier flaked off under her fingers.

“Harder,” she tried to beg around the cock. It came out as a wet gargle. But they heard her. The bearded guy fucked her face faster. The bald guy slammed her cunt like he was trying to break her in half.

After a few minutes they switched. The bearded guy pulled out of her throat with a loud pop. Thick strings of spit connected her lips to his cock. She gasped for air and grinned up at them with her tongue hanging out. Mascara ran in fresh black rivers down her face. Her lips were swollen and shiny.

“My turn in that sloppy cunt,” the bearded guy said.

He flipped her around fast. Kayla ended up on all fours facing the mean jaw guy now. Her huge tits hung down heavy and swung with every move. Spit and cum dripped off her chin in long strands. The bearded guy slammed into her cunt from behind. He was thicker than the bald guy and it made her moan loud. Her walls stretched around him perfect.

The bald guy stepped up front and shoved his cock straight into her open mouth. Kayla took him deep right away. She sucked hard and sloppy. Her cheeks hollowed. Fresh spit poured out around his shaft and ran down her neck. The mean jaw guy kept filming close up. He zoomed in on her bulging throat and the way her tits swung.

“Fuck look at her go,” he said. “Real cum-guzzling whore right here.”

Kayla moaned around the cock in her mouth. She pushed back onto the bearded guy’s thrusts. Her ass clapped loud against his hips. More cum from the football team squirted out around his cock and splattered onto the mattress. The cab was getting hotter. Windows completely fogged now. Sweat ran down her back and mixed with the spit soaking her tank top.

They rotated again after a while. Every man took a turn in her throat and her cunt. Kayla lost count of how many times she gagged and coughed up spit. Her tank top was ruined. Completely see-through and heavy with spit and cum. It clung to her tits like glue. Her nipples rubbed raw against the wet fabric. Her hair was a wrecked mess. Blonde clumps stuck to her sweaty face and neck with black roots showing through. Cum from the earlier loads flaked off her skin every time she moved.

The mean jaw guy finally put the phone down on the little shelf and took his turn. He was the roughest. He grabbed her hoop earrings like handles and face fucked her so deep her nose smashed against his belly every thrust. Kayla gagged and drooled and loved every second. Behind her the bald guy pounded her cunt so hard her knees slid on the mattress. The bearded guy stroked his cock next to her face and slapped it against her cheek.

“Gonna paint this pretty face,” he growled.

Kayla pulled off the mean jaw’s cock just long enough to beg. “Yes daddy. Cover me. I want all your loads. Paint your little slut like the greedy pig I am.”

That set them off. The bearded guy groaned first. He aimed his cock at her open mouth and started pumping thick ropes of cum straight onto her tongue. Kayla moaned loud and stuck her tongue out further. Hot cum splashed across her lips and chin. Some shot up onto her nose and forehead. She grinned wide through it all.

The bald guy pulled out of her cunt and climbed around front. He jerked his cock fast and added his load right on top. Thick white streaks landed across her tits and soaked into the already drenched tank top. One rope hit her right between the eyes and ran down her smeared mascara.

The mean jaw guy was last. He shoved back into her throat and fucked her face through his orgasm. Kayla swallowed the first two big pumps straight down. Then he pulled out and hosed the rest across her face and tits. She coughed up a bubbly mix of cum and spit that spilled down her chin in a thick waterfall.

All three loads mixed together on her skin. Dripping off her chin in heavy globs. Running down her neck and soaking her tits completely. Her tank top was beyond ruined. It hung heavy and see-through with fresh cum streaks everywhere. Her face was a glazed disaster. Cum coated her lips and teeth. She grinned wide enough to show it all. Mascara rivers mixed with the loads and ran down her cheeks.

The cab reeked of cum and her cheap perfume now. Windows completely fogged. The mattress under her knees was soaked with spit and pussy juice and old loads.

Kayla stayed on her knees for a second catching her breath. She scooped a thick glob of cum off her tit with two fingers and sucked it clean loud. “Mmm. You boys taste good.”

They laughed and zipped up. The bearded guy tossed her shorts at her but she left them on the floor. No point. She was too much of a mess anyway.

She climbed out of the sleeper on shaky legs. Cum still leaked from her cunt and ass and joined the fresh loads running down her thighs. Her heels clicked on the pavement. Shorts forgotten somewhere in the cab. Tank top plastered to her body like a wet rag. Tits on full display under the soaked fabric. Face and hair covered in cum. She looked exactly like the town bicycle after a good ride and she felt fucking amazing.

The three truckers stood there grinning. The mean jaw guy was still holding his phone like he planned to watch the video later.

“Thanks for the loads boys,” Kayla said loud and happy. She licked more cum off her fingers and waved with her messy hand. “Come back through Milford anytime. I will be right here ready for round two.”

She strutted away from the rig with her head high. Hips swinging. Ass bare and jiggling. Cum dripped down her legs with every step. Fresh loads mixed with the old ones from the garage and the football field. Her cunt throbbed happy and full. She could still taste all three of them on her tongue. The night air felt cool on her soaked skin but it only made her nipples harder.

Her phone buzzed in her hand. She had grabbed it from the cab before she left. Messages lit up the screen already. Word travelled fast in Milford.

Poker night at Rick’s place. The boys are waiting. Bring that sloppy mouth.

Kayla grinned so wide her cum-covered teeth showed. She typed back quick with one messy finger.

“On my way. Save me a seat and a couple hard cocks. This greedy little pig is still hungry.”

She licked her lips again. The salty mix made her moan. Her wrecked holes clenched around what was left inside her. She headed straight across the truck stop lot toward the highway. Heels clicking. Tits bouncing under the cum-soaked tank top. Another load already leaking down her thigh. Perfect. She was exactly where she belonged. And poker night was going to be filthy.

She could not wait to get there and take the next set of cocks.


10




Kayla Rae staggered down the cracked sidewalk toward her ex’s run-down house, heels clicking against the pavement like she owned the whole damn block. The truck-stop cum from earlier still clung to her everywhere, thick and flaky, making her tiny white tank top stiff as a board. It cracked every time she breathed, the dried loads pulling tight across her fat tits and leaving white streaks that showed right through the thin fabric. Her tight booty shorts rode up so high her ass cheeks hung out, and fresh dribbles of old spunk mixed with her own sloppy cunt juice ran down her thighs in slow, sticky trails. She could feel it flaking off in little bits as she walked, but fuck if that didn’t just make her pussy clench harder. God, she was still dripping wet from those truckers. Three big rigs worth of loads, and she wanted more already. Her black roots showed at her scalp under the bottle-blonde mess, mascara smeared in dark rivers down her cheeks from all the gagging, and her huge hoop earrings swung heavy with every step.

She licked her lips, tasting the faint salt from the last cock she’d drained, and grinned so wide her chipped acrylic nails clicked together as she scratched at a crusty glob on her cleavage. “Mmm, still got some left on me,” she muttered to herself, voice loud and trashy even though nobody was around yet. Her cunt throbbed like it had its own heartbeat, greedy little pig that she was, begging for the next round. The house came into view, porch light flickering over the sagging steps, and she didn’t even knock. Just pushed the door open and strutted right in like she belonged there, which she fucking did.

The five guys at the table all looked up at once. Her ex Jake, thirty-two and built like a fridge from years of construction, sat at the head with his usual cocky smirk. Next to him was big Mike, forty-five, bearded and sweaty in his wifebeater, the forklift driver who always smelled like motor oil. Then Ricky, twenty-six, the skinny welder with tattoos up his arms. Tommy, thirty-eight, the bald truck mechanic with a gut that jiggled when he laughed. And last, Carlos, twenty-nine, the roofer with dark skin and arms like tree trunks. All blue-collar, all rough, all staring at her like she’d just walked in covered in gold instead of cum.

“Holy fucking shit, boys, look at her!” Jake hollered first, chair scraping back as he clapped his hands. The rest exploded into cheers and whistles, fists pounding the cheap folding table scattered with cards and beer cans.

“God damn, Kayla, you look like you lost a fight with a cum volcano!” Mike roared, his deep laugh shaking his belly.

She tossed her head back and laughed loudly, hoop earrings swinging, hands on her hips so her tank top stretched tighter over her stiff, crusty tits. “What, this old mess? Truck stop was hoppin’ tonight. Three drivers used me like their personal cum rag before I even got here. Still got most of it on me, see?” She turned slow, letting them get a good look at the dried streaks down her thighs and the way her shorts were glued to her ass crack with old loads. Her pussy lips felt swollen and slick under the fabric, and she squeezed her thighs together just to feel the squelch.

The guys whooped louder, cards forgotten for a second. Ricky leaned back, eyes glued to her chest. “Fuck, babe, your top’s like armour now. Bet it tastes like a whore’s breakfast.”

“Only one way to find out,” she shot back, winking as she sauntered over to the fridge in the corner. Her ass jiggled with every step, shorts riding higher, and she knew they could see the cum flaking off her skin. She grabbed five cold beers, popped the tops with her teeth like the trashy pro she was, and started serving. Bending low over Jake first, tits hanging heavy and crusty right in his face, she set his beer down slow. “Missed you, daddy. How’s the game goin’ without your favourite slut?”

Jake’s hand slid up her thigh before she could straighten, fingers brushing the sticky mess there. “Better now. You smell like a damn gloryhole, Kayla. Sit that sloppy ass down and tell us about them truckers.”

She giggled, loud and nasty, and moved around the table, serving each one the same way. Over Mike she lingered for longer, letting her hoop earring drag across his shoulder while her free hand “accidentally” brushed the growing bulge in his jeans. “Big Mike, you look thirsty. Here, drink up while I tell you. First guy was this fat old bastard in a Peterbilt. Had me bent over his bunk in two seconds flat, throat-fucked me till I was coughing up ropes of spit all over his dashboard.”

The table erupted again, cards getting shuffled half-assed as they dealt the next hand. Tommy took his beer and grinned up at her, bald head shining under the bare bulb. “Shit, girl, you ever stop being horny? Look at you, still leaking down your legs like a busted faucet.”

“Never,” she said, popping her hip so her shorts rode up even more, flashing the bottom curve of her ass cheek smeared with dried white. “Woke up this morning with last night’s load still in my hair, and I’ve been dripping ever since. Truckers just topped me off real good. One of ‘em had balls like grapefruits. Cummed so much it shot out my nose.”

Carlos whistled low, dark eyes tracking every sway of her body as she finally plopped down on Jake’s lap for a second, grinding her messy cunt against his thigh through his jeans. “You’re a fucking legend, Kayla. The town bicycle don’t just pedal, she flies.”

Normal chatter tried to start back up for a minute. Ricky bitched about his boss at the weld shop, Tommy talked overtime at the garage, but it kept circling right back to her. Every time she shifted on Jake’s lap, the crust on her tank top cracked louder, and one of the guys would point it out. “That streak on your tit looks fresh,” Mike said, pointing with his beer can. “No way, that’s from the second driver,” she answered, voice all proud and filthy. “He pulled out and painted my face like a Jackson Pollock, then made me lick the rest off his balls while the next guy waited.”

The air got thicker, laughs turning into low growls. Jake’s hand squeezed her ass hard, fingers digging into the cum-streaked flesh. “Deal the next hand, boys. But Kayla, you keep serving. And lose that top if it gets too stiff.”

She stood up slow, tits bouncing, and grabbed empty cans to toss. Bending way over the table to reach the far side, her shorts pulled so tight her cunt lips outlined clear through the fabric, wet spot growing bigger from how turned on she was. “Oops, almost dropped this chip,” she said suddenly, voice sweet as sugar but eyes sparkling nasty. A poker chip “slipped” from her fingers and bounced under the table. “Better get it before it rolls away.”

The guys went quiet for half a second, then started chuckling as she dropped to her knees right there on the dirty carpet. Her hoop earrings dragged on the floor, mascara-smeared face grinning up at them from under the edge of the table. She crawled forward slowly on all fours, ass high in the air behind her so they could see the full mess of her shorts wedged deep between her cheeks, cum flaking off her thighs with every move. The space under there was tight and hot, smelling like their sweaty balls and stale beer already. She wiggled deeper, pretending to hunt for the chip, but really just rubbing her crusty tits against Jake’s calf first, then Mike’s boot.

“Found it yet, slut?” Ricky called down, voice rougher now.

“Not yet,” she sang back, voice muffled. Her hand “accidentally” brushed Ricky’s inner thigh, then slid higher till her fingers grazed the thick outline of his cock through his work jeans. It jumped to attention under her touch. She giggled, and kept crawling, face inches from bulges now. Tommy’s gut hung low, but his dick was already half-hard, straining the zipper. She blew a hot breath right on it, watching it twitch. “Mmm, somebody’s happy to see me.”

The game sounds changed fast. Cards stopped slapping so steadily. Chairs creaked as the guys shifted, legs spreading wider without a word. Carlos muttered, “Fuck the ante, this hand’s over,” and she felt a hand from above reach down and squeeze her messy tit, crust cracking under the rough palm. Her cunt clenched so hard she had to bite her lip to keep from moaning out loud. Spit started pooling in her mouth just from being this close, the greedy whore in her already picturing all five cocks out, feeding her one after another while the cards sat forgotten.

Jake’s voice cut through, low and final. “Boys, fuck this game. Clear the damn table.”

Chairs scraped back all at once. Cards and chips got swept to the floor in one big clatter. Empty cans hit the wall. The table groaned as they shoved it clean, and Kayla stayed right where she was on her knees, looking up through the smeared mascara with a huge grin splitting her cum-crusted face. Her tank top was half-pulled down already from the groping, one fat tit spilling out shiny with old loads. Her shorts were soaked through at the crotch now, her own juices mixing with the trucker mess.

Mike’s big hand reached down and hauled her up by the hair, but gentle enough she just laughed. “You’re the new centrepiece tonight, Kayla. Get that sloppy ass on the table.”

Her heart hammered, pussy flooding fresh at the words. She was already thinking about the next load even as they lifted her, already planning how she’d beg them to paint her face thicker than the truck stop ever did. The night was just getting started, and she couldn’t wait to get wrecked all over again.
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Kayla’s heart slammed against her ribs as Mike’s thick fingers tangled in her crusty blonde hair and yanked her up from the floor. The dried truck-stop cum cracked loud across her tits when she rose, flakes of it sprinkling onto the carpet like dirty snow. Her tank top was already half shredded from the groping, one strap snapped and the fabric glued stiff to her skin with old loads. She laughed wild and loud as the guys lifted her like she weighed nothing, her heels kicking once before they tossed her ass-first onto the poker table.

The felt scratched her back through the thin material. Her booty shorts rode so far up her crack she might as well have been naked. Cum from the truckers still leaked slow and sticky down her thighs, mixing with her fresh cunt juice that had been dripping since she crawled under the table. She spread her legs wide without being told, knees bent, heels digging into the edge of the table so her sloppy holes pointed right at them. “Come on, boys,” she purred, voice already hoarse from earlier throat work. “Use your centrepiece. I been waiting all night for this.”

Jake grinned mean and shoved her tank top up over her fat tits, the crusty fabric ripping further with a wet tear. “Deal the cards, Mike. Kayla’s the new pot.”

Chairs scraped. The five of them sat back down around her like she was the fucking centrepiece at Thanksgiving. Cards slapped on the felt beside her hips. Chips clacked. But their eyes stayed locked on her body, her smeared mascara, the white streaks painting her orange fake-tan skin. Ricky leaned in first, unzipped fast, and slapped his thick cock down across her belly. It left a wet trail through the dried mess.

“Open that greedy mouth, slut.”

She did. Wide. Tongue out like a welcome mat. Ricky grabbed her hoop earrings like handles and shoved his cock straight down her throat in one thrust. Her eyes watered. Throat bulged. She gagged loud, wet and nasty, spit exploding out around his shaft and splattering her own tits. “Glk-glk-glk,” the sound filled the room while the guys laughed and bet their chips.

“Fold,” Tommy said, but his hand was already reaching between her spread thighs, yanking her shorts aside. Two thick fingers slammed into her cum-slick cunt. She bucked on the table, moaning around Ricky’s cock, more spit bubbling from her nose. The felt under her ass grew wet fast from her drool and the fresh squirt that leaked out when Tommy curled his fingers just right.

Mike dealt the next hand while Ricky face-fucked her in short, brutal pumps. Every thrust made her huge tits bounce, crust cracking louder. Thick ropes of spit swung from her chin down to her nipples, connecting in shiny bridges that snapped and splattered when he pulled back. “Fuck yeah, look at that throat bulge,” Carlos growled, stroking his own fat brown cock beside the table. “She’s still got trucker cum in her hair from earlier. Greedy little pig.”

Kayla’s mind spun hot and filthy. She loved it. Every gag made her cunt clench tighter around Tommy’s fingers. She reached down blind, grabbed Jake’s wrist and shoved his hand to her clit. “Harder,” she tried to beg around the cock, but it came out a wet gargle. Ricky groaned and pumped faster, balls slapping her chin. Then he buried deep, held her nose to his pubes, and unloaded straight into her belly. Hot, thick ropes. She swallowed what she could but the overflow blasted back up, cum and spit foaming out her stretched lips in bubbly white waterfalls.

Ricky pulled out with a wet pop. Strings of mess swung from her lips to his cockhead. She coughed hard, spraying more across her face and the table. “Next,” she rasped, grinning with cum on her teeth. “Don’t stop. I want all of you.”

The game kept going. Chips clacked. Beer cans hissed open. But now Tommy stood up, gut hanging, and flipped her over onto her hands and knees right in the middle of the table. Her tits dragged through the growing puddle of her own spit. Ass up high, shorts yanked down to her knees. Mike stepped behind her and slammed his massive cock into her cunt in one go. She screamed happy, the stretch burning so good after all the trucker loads earlier.

“Fuuuuck yes, wreck that sloppy hole!”

Mike pounded her like a machine. Every thrust shoved her forward so her face mashed into the felt. Her mascara ran in fresh black rivers down her cheeks, mixing with the cum already there. Spit poured from her open mouth in long, swinging ropes that pooled under her tits and soaked the cards beside her elbows. Carlos grabbed her hair from the side and fed his cock into her mouth while Mike railed her cunt. Spit-roasted perfectly. The table rocked under the double pounding. Chips scattered.

“Raise,” Jake said calm as hell, sliding his own cock out and stroking it inches from her swinging tit. He slapped the heavy meat against her nipple, smearing fresh precum through the crusty mess. Kayla moaned loud around Carlos’s shaft, throat working, gagging up more thick slobber that dripped in heavy sheets onto the felt. The whole table grew slick. Wet sounds everywhere, skin slapping, cards sticking to her spit, her cunt farting out air and old cum with every deep thrust.

They rotated. Jake took her cunt next while Ricky got her mouth. Then Carlos bent her sideways across the table so her head hung off one edge, throat-fucked straight down while Tommy drilled her pussy from behind. Her tank top finally gave up, ripped clean off by Mike’s rough hands. She was naked except for the shorts tangled at her ankles and her huge hoop earrings that bounced with every thrust. Cum from Ricky’s first load still leaked from the corners of her mouth. Fresh loads started pumping in.

First Carlos blasted down her throat. She gulped and coughed, more bubbling out her nostrils in twin white streams. “Good girl,” he grunted, pulling out so the last ropes painted her forehead and matted her hair worse. Then Tommy flooded her cunt. She felt it hot and heavy, pumping deep while he kept thrusting through it. The overflow squirted out around his cock and ran down her thighs in fresh rivers, joining all the truck-stop mess still flaking off her skin.

She begged between loads, voice wrecked and loud. “More cum. Please, boys. Fill your town bicycle. I’m still so fucking empty.” Her words came out slurred and spitty, teeth shiny with jizz. They laughed and kept playing, dealing new hands around her body like she was just another part of the table.

Big Mike took her ass next. He spat on his cock, not that she needed it, her whole crack was already a sloppy disaster. He pushed in slow then slammed home. Kayla’s eyes rolled back. The burn was perfect. She pushed back on him, greedy ass swallowing every inch. Jake slid under her somehow, still in his chair, and shoved up into her cunt at the same time. Double stuffed while Ricky face-fucked her hanging head. Every hole full. The table creaked dangerous under the weight of five men and one wrecked whore getting destroyed.

Spit poured from her mouth in constant thick ropes now. It swung from her chin in long sticky strands that slapped against Jake’s chest below. Her tits dragged through the mess on the felt, nipples raw and shiny. Cum bubbles popped on her lips every time Ricky pulled back. Her mascara was completely gone, just black smears down to her jaw. Hair stuck to her face in wet blonde ropes. The crust from the truck stop had turned into a full-body glaze, fresh loads layering on top like shiny varnish.

They came in waves. Jake pumped her cunt full again. Mike unloaded deep in her ass, the hot flood making her squirt around him. Ricky painted her tongue and made her show it before she swallowed with a loud gulp. Carlos took another turn down her throat while Tommy jerked off across her back, thick ropes landing in sticky webs between her shoulder blades.

By the time the last hand finished, the table was a disaster. Felt soaked dark with spit, cum, squirt. Cards ruined and stuck together. Chips floating in puddles. Kayla lay there in the middle, body glazed head to toe. Fresh cum dripped from her gaping cunt and ass in heavy white globs. Her face was a wreck, lips swollen, eyes puffy, teeth still coated. Tank top scraps clung to one shoulder like a flag of surrender. She could feel every drip, every throb, every salty taste coating her tongue.

The guys leaned back, breathing hard, cocks softening but still shiny with her mess. She pushed up slow on shaky arms. Cum poured out of her in thick streams, splashing onto the table and running down her thighs to puddle on the floor. Her legs wobbled when she slid off the edge and stood. She grinned anyway, wide and nasty, wiping a glob of cum from her chin and sucking it off her chipped nail.

“Thanks, boys,” she said, voice raw but happy as hell. “That was a hell of a game. You really know how to treat a girl right.” She bent to yank her shorts up, not caring that they immediately soaked through with the fresh loads leaking out. Her tits bounced free, glazed and shiny. “I’m still not done though. Last call at the bar’s in an hour. Gonna head over and see who’s hanging in the backroom. Maybe get a few more loads before sunrise.”

She staggered toward the door, heels squelching in the mess on the floor, ass jiggling with every step. Cum ran down her calves now. Dried and fresh mixed together in a filthy map of the whole night. Her cunt clenched again just thinking about it. Already hungry for the next cock. The bar would be packed with horny locals. Perfect. She licked her lips, tasting all five of them, and stepped out into the night with a loud, satisfied laugh.

God, she loved being the town bicycle. And the night was still young.
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Kayla Rae clicked down the cracked sidewalk in her clear plastic heels, each step a wet squelch that sent fresh globs of poker-night cum sliding out of her stretched cunt and trickling down her thighs. The tight booty shorts were plastered to her ass, soaked through at the crotch, and the tiny white tank top stuck to her huge tits like a second skin, stiff patches of dried spit and jizz flaking off every time she moved. Black mascara rivers cut through her orange fake tan, and her bottle-blonde hair hung in heavy, matted ropes with the black roots showing at the scalp. Cum crusted at the corners of her mouth. She could still taste the last load from the final poker hand, salty and thick on her tongue. Her pussy throbbed hard, already leaking more, and she grinned so wide her chipped acrylic nails scraped against her hoop earrings when she tucked a sticky strand behind one.

Four blocks to the dive bar. Not far. But every stride made her heels slip inside from the mess dripping into them, warm and nasty. She loved it. Loved feeling like the town bicycle that just got ridden raw by five horny card players who’d passed her around the table for three straight hours. Her cunt still burned from the pounding, loose and sloppy, lips puffy and shiny. A fat drop rolled down the inside of her knee and she didn’t wipe it. Let it drip. She was already horny again, nipples stiff against the soaked tank, clit swollen and rubbing the seam of her shorts with every step.

Street lights flickered overhead. A couple of cars slowed, windows down, guys whistling. Kayla waved, tits bouncing, and yelled, “Come find me later, boys. I’m just getting started.” Laughter followed her. She laughed too, loud and trashy, hips swinging extra hard so the cum kept squishing between her thighs. By the time she pushed through the heavy door of the Rusty Nail, her fake tan was streaked even worse, fresh sweat mixing with the old loads, but her smile never faded.

The bar smelled like stale beer, cigarette smoke, and old wood. Dim yellow lights buzzed over the scuffed pool table in the corner. Three guys looked up the second she walked in. Big Mike behind the bar, tattoos crawling up his thick arms, beard full of gray. Then old Earl at the end stool, skinny, always in the same faded Milford Marauders cap. And Tony, the trucker-looking regular with the gut and the permanent five-o’clock shadow, nursing a whiskey. They all knew her. Everybody in this shithole town knew Kayla Rae, the eager little cum-guzzling whore who never said no.

“Hey, boys,” she purred, sliding onto the middle stool with a wet sound as her soaked shorts met the vinyl. She leaned forward on her elbows, tits spilling out the top of the tank, nipples dark and hard through the fabric. “Miss me?”

Mike chuckled, already grabbing a cold can of the cheapest beer they had. He popped it and slid it over. “You look like you just crawled out of a bukkake, Kayla. Poker night again?”

She took the can, pressed the cold metal to her cheek for a second, then set it down untouched. She never drank the shit anyway. Just liked the prop. “You know it, Mikey. Five big cocks, one after another. They had me bent over the felt table most of the night. My pussy’s still leaking their loads. Feel like I could fill a shot glass if I squeezed.” She laughed, loud and dirty, and dragged a long nail through a streak of dried cum on her collarbone, then popped the finger in her mouth and sucked it clean with a wet smack.

Earl whistled low. Tony shifted on his stool, eyes locked on her tits. “Jesus, girl. You ever slow down?”

“Why the fuck would I?” Kayla grinned, crossing her legs so the shorts rode higher and more cum oozed out. She could feel it pooling in the crack of her ass now, warm and sticky. “I woke up this morning with three loads in my hair from last night and my cunt already itching for more. Been dripping all day. You boys know I’m the town bicycle. Everybody gets a ride.”

Mike wiped the bar with a rag that had seen better decades. “Place is dead tonight. Good thing. Means we can talk without the church ladies clutching their pearls.”

They shot the shit for a while. Normal bar crap. Mike bitched about the supplier jacking up prices on the cheap whiskey. Earl complained about his back acting up after helping his daughter move. Tony told a long, boring story about a load of tires he hauled last week. Kayla listened, chin on her hand, tits heaving every time she laughed. She loved this part too, the slow burn, knowing they were all staring at the cum drying on her skin, knowing their cocks were getting hard under the bar.

But the talk always turned. Always did with her.

Earl leaned in first, voice dropping. “So how many loads you swallow at poker, slut?”

Kayla’s pussy clenched at the word. She licked her lips, tasting old cum. “Lost count after the fourth. They kept making me gargle the last one before I swallowed. Had me coughing up bubbles all over my tank top. See?” She plucked at the wet fabric, pulling it away from her tits so they could see the stiff white patches. “Still soaked. My throat’s raw from all the throat-fucking. But fuck, I loved it. Begged for every drop.”

Tony groaned. “God damn, Kayla. You’re a filthy little pig.”

“The filthiest,” she agreed, uncrossing her legs and letting them see the dark wet spot spreading on her shorts. “My cunt’s been clenching on nothing since I left. Thinking about more cock already. You boys closing soon? I could use a little warm-up before I head home.”

Mike checked the clock. Only three other customers left, two old drunks in the corner who were half-asleep. He gave them a look and they paid up fast, stumbling out. The bar emptied. Perfect.

He flipped the sign to CLOSED and locked the front door with a heavy click. The neon beer signs buzzed louder in the sudden quiet. “Back room’s open after close tonight, Kayla. You know the drill.”

Her heart kicked up, greedy and excited. She slid off the stool, heels squelching again as fresh cum ran down her calf. “Fuck yes. Been waiting for this part all walk over here.”

Mike lifted the bar flap. She ducked under, ass brushing his crotch on purpose. He gave it a hard squeeze. Earl and Tony followed, already tugging at their belts. The back room was nothing fancy, just storage and the old pool table shoved against the wall under a single hanging bulb. A security camera in the corner blinked once, red light coming on steady. Recording. Kayla grinned at it. She loved knowing some lucky bastard might watch this later.

She didn’t wait. Dropped straight to her knees on the sticky floor behind the pool table, the impact sending a jolt through her soaked cunt. Her tank top was already riding up, tits spilling free. Spit started pooling in her mouth just from the sight of three zippers coming down.

Mike stepped up first, thick cock springing out, heavy and half-hard. The head slapped her cheek with a wet smack, leaving a shiny streak across her fake tan. Kayla moaned loud, eyes rolling back, tongue already hanging out.

The red camera light stayed on, watching everything.

She opened wide, ready to get absolutely slobbered.
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Kayla Rae opened wide, ready to get absolutely slobbered. Mike’s thick cock shoved straight between her lips and she sucked hard, tongue swirling around the fat head like it was the only thing that mattered. The salty taste flooded her mouth right away, mixing with the stale poker-night loads still glued to her teeth. She moaned loud around him, the vibration making his shaft twitch against her throat. Spit built up fast and she let it, didn’t swallow, just let the thick strings drool out the sides of her stretched lips and splatter onto her tits.

Earl and Tony circled closer, zippers already down, cocks out and stroking. Earl’s was long and skinny like the rest of him, Tony’s short and fat with a heavy pair of balls swinging underneath. Kayla’s cunt clenched at the sight, fresh poker cum still leaking out of her and soaking the crotch of her shorts even more. She reached up with both hands, wrapped her chipped acrylic nails around their shafts and pumped slow while she bobbed on Mike.

“Fuck, look at her go,” Mike growled, one hand fisting her matted blonde hair with the black roots showing. “Town bicycle never needs a break, does she?”

She pulled off his cock with a wet pop just long enough to grin up at them, spit already swinging from her chin in long shiny ropes. “Never. My pussy’s been empty too long. Somebody bend me over that table and fill it.”

They didn’t make her ask twice. Tony grabbed her hips and spun her around. She planted her hands on the green felt of the pool table, ass up high, tiny white tank top riding up so her tits hung free and swayed. Her shorts were yanked down to her knees in one rough tug, the soaked fabric peeling away from her puffy cunt lips with a sticky sound. Cold air hit her dripping slit and she shivered, pushing back greedy.

Tony stepped up behind her first, rubbed his fat cockhead up and down her messy folds, smearing old cum and fresh spit together. “Still leaking from the poker boys, huh? Greedy little pig.”

“Always,” she laughed, voice already hoarse. Then he thrust in hard and she cried out, the stretch burning so good. Her walls clamped down around him, milking every inch as he bottomed out. The wet slap of his hips hitting her ass echoed in the back room. Each thrust shoved her forward on the table and she braced harder, nails scraping the felt.

Mike moved around front, grabbed her by the hair again and fed his cock back into her mouth. She took him deep on the first try, throat bulging around the thickness while Tony pounded her cunt from behind. Spit sprayed out her nose on the first hard gag, bubbling down her chin and dripping onto the green felt in fat puddles. She coughed around Mike’s shaft, throat convulsing, but she never pulled away. Just pushed deeper until her nose mashed against his pubes and her eyes rolled back.

Earl had his phone out already, red light blinking as he recorded. “Say it for the group chat, Kayla. Tell everybody what you are.”

She pulled off Mike’s cock with a long string of spit still connecting her lips to the head. “I’m the town bicycle,” she gasped, voice wrecked and dripping. “Everybody rides me. Everybody cums in me. Film it. Send it to the whole fucking town.”

Mike laughed and shoved back in, face-fucking her while Tony railed her pussy. The pool table creaked under her. Spit flew everywhere, soaking the felt, running down her swinging tits in rivers. Her fake tan was streaked black from the mascara tears pouring down her cheeks. Cum from earlier flaked off her skin every time she jolted forward, mixing with the fresh slobber.

They rotated without even asking. Tony pulled out of her cunt with a filthy squelch and Earl took his place, sliding in easy because she was so loose and sloppy. Earl was longer, hitting deeper, and she screamed around Mike’s cock as another orgasm started building low in her belly. Mike stepped back, let Earl have her mouth while Tony filmed close-up, zooming in on her stretched lips and the way her throat bulged.

“God damn, look at that throat work,” Tony said, voice thick. “She was made for this shit.”

Kayla’s eyes watered but she grinned around the cock, cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder. Her cunt made loud wet noises every time Earl slammed home. Juice and cum splattered down her thighs, pooling on the floor around her clear plastic heels. She reached back with one hand and spread her ass cheeks wider, begging without words.

They switched again. Mike took her pussy this time, his thick cock stretching her even more after the others. She was on her elbows now, tits mashed against the soaked felt, ass rippling with every brutal thrust. Earl fed her his long dick and she gagged loud, coughing up ropes of spit that swung from her chin all the way to the floor in sticky arcs. Tony kept filming, narrating for the chat.

“Town bicycle getting railed in the Rusty Nail back room. Say hi to the boys, Kayla.”

She popped off Earl’s cock, spit spraying across the table. “Hi, boys. Come use me next. My cunt’s open for business twenty-four seven.”

Mike growled and fucked her harder, hips slapping so loud it sounded like gunshots. Her orgasm hit like a truck. She screamed around Earl’s shaft, body shaking, cunt spasming and squirting around Mike’s cock. Juice sprayed out around him, soaking his balls and running down her legs in hot rivers. The pleasure rolled through her so hard her vision blurred, but she kept sucking, kept pushing back, greedy for every second.

“Fuck, she’s cumming again,” Mike grunted. “Sloppy little whore loves it.”

They pulled out and flipped her onto her back on the pool table like she weighed nothing. Her legs splayed wide, shorts still tangled around one ankle, tank top bunched under her tits. The felt was soaked under her ass from all the spit and cum. She lay there panting, chest heaving, body already a glazed mess. Fresh spit coated her face and tits, old poker loads flaking off her skin, new drips running everywhere.

Earl climbed up first, straddling her chest. He slapped his cock between her tits and she pushed them together for him, spit-lubed and shiny. He tit-fucked her hard while Mike and Tony stroked over her face.

“Beg for it,” Tony said, phone still rolling.

Kayla licked her lips, tongue catching stray drops. “Paint me. Cover your town bicycle. I want every last drop on my tits and face. Please. I need it.”

They didn’t hold back. Earl groaned first and unloaded across her chest, thick ropes splattering over her nipples and running down the sides of her fake tan. Mike followed, aiming for her open mouth but missing on purpose so the cum hit her cheek and swung in a long sticky rope down to her chin. Tony went last, jerking fast until he painted her forehead and hair, the last spurts landing on her stretched tongue.

She swallowed what landed in her mouth with a loud gulp, then grinned wide, cum bubbles popping on her lips. More ran down her face in heavy sheets, mixing with the mascara rivers and the dried stuff from poker night. Her tits were glazed white, nipples barely visible under the layers. Her hair stuck to her head in wet clumps. The tank top was ruined, see-through and stiff. Her shorts were soaked black at the crotch and ass. Cum still leaked from her wrecked cunt onto the felt below.

She lay there wrecked, chest rising and falling, every breath pulling in the heavy smell of sweat and jizz. Her body throbbed, cunt still twitching from the orgasms, ass stinging from the slaps. But the grin never left her face. She dragged two fingers through the mess on her tits, scooped up a fat glob and sucked it clean with a wet smack.

“Fuck, boys,” she sighed, voice raw and happy. “That was perfect. Best way to end the night.”

Mike helped her sit up slow. Cum dripped off her chin onto her thighs. She didn’t wipe any of it. Just swung her legs off the table, heels squelching in the puddle on the floor. Earl and Tony were already zipping up, grinning like they’d won the lottery.

“Group chat’s gonna blow up,” Tony said, holding up his phone. The red light clicked off.

“Good,” Kayla laughed. She stood on shaky legs, pulled her soaked shorts up over her leaking cunt, felt fresh loads squish inside the fabric. The tank top clung to her glazed tits like plastic wrap. She ran her fingers through her wrecked hair, pushed a sticky strand behind one hoop earring. “Tell everybody the town bicycle’s always available for a ride.”

She wobbled toward the door on her clear heels, every step sending more cum sliding down her legs and into her shoes. Her pussy ached in the best way, loose and sloppy and already starting to throb again. The back room smelled like pure sex now, and she loved it.

Outside the bar the night air hit her sticky skin, cooling the mess but not drying it. Street lights lit up the streaks on her face and chest. She licked her lips, tasted fresh and old cum together, and grinned so wide it hurt her cheeks.

Tomorrow was another day. She already knew exactly whose cock she’d be hunting first thing in the morning. Maybe the mechanics again, or the Marauders if they had practice. Didn’t matter. As long as there was dick waiting, Kayla Rae was ready to ride.

She clicked down the sidewalk toward home, hips swinging, cum dripping, smiling like the happiest whore in town.
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Kayla Rae stumbled down the cracked sidewalk with the first pink streaks of sunrise bleeding across the sky. Her legs were pure jelly after the non-stop pounding the whole town had given her. Every step sent fresh globs of thick cum squishing out of her wrecked cunt and sliding down her thighs in slow sticky trails that soaked the crotch of her tight booty shorts even worse. The shorts were wedged so far up her ass crack they might as well have been painted on. Dried flakes of jizz cracked and peeled off her orange fake tan skin with every wobbly movement while newer loads still dripped warm and heavy from both holes. Her tiny white tank top was ruined beyond saving. It clung to her big tits like wet paper soaked through with layers of slobber and cum that had dried stiff and crusty in big yellow patches right over her hard nipples.

Her bottle blonde hair with the obvious black roots hung in nasty matted ropes around her face. Strands were glued together with spit and cum and swung heavy against her cheeks. Mascara ran in thick black rivers down her face from all the gagging and tearing up. Her huge hoop earrings caught the early light and jangled with each step. Chipped long acrylic nails dug into her hips as she grinned wide enough to show every tooth coated in a shiny film of old cum. A thick stray rope of it still clung to her lower lip and she licked it off slow, dragging her tongue across her teeth to scoop up every bit. The taste hit her tongue, salty and thick, and she laughed loud and trashy, the sound bouncing off the bathroom walls.

“Fuck, what a day.” She could still feel every cock that had stretched her out from sunrise to now. The mechanic first thing that morning bending her over the hood and throat fucking her till her tank top was drenched. Then the whole Marauders football team at the practice field lining up to spit roast her on the grass turning her into their personal cum dump. The married neighbour sneaking her into his house while his wife was at work. Hours at the truck stop with her knees on the dirty floor being filled at both ends. Poker night where the guys passed her around the table betting on who could make her squirt first. And the bar backroom just now with the bartenders and the late night regulars turning her into their sloppy little pig till the lights came on and they kicked her out with one last load painted across her face.

Her cunt gave a greedy throb at the memories and another warm gush leaked out of her to run down her leg. She loved it. Loved every second of being the town bicycle. Zero shame, just pure dripping need. The morning air felt cool on her sticky skin and she shivered in the best way as she passed the mechanic shop. The bay doors were closed but she blew a kiss anyway. “See you in a few hours, baby.” She kept walking past the empty football field where the grass still looked flattened in spots from all those big bodies pinning her down. Then the neighbour’s house with the curtains still drawn. She giggled thinking how his wife had no clue what a greedy slut lived right next door.

Her shitty apartment building finally came into view at the end of the block. The peeling paint and flickering street light looked like heaven after the long night. She fished her keys out of her shorts pocket and her sticky fingers left fresh prints on the metal. The lock clicked and she pushed inside letting the door slam behind her. The place smelled like old cigarettes and sex which just made her grin wider. She kicked the door shut and headed straight for the cracked mirror in the tiny bathroom. The fluorescent light buzzed on and she leaned in close staring at the total wreck looking back at her.

God damn, she looked perfect. Bottle blonde hair wrecked and matted, black roots showing like she did not give a single fuck. Orange tan streaked with sweat and dried cum. Huge hoop earrings tangled in the mess. Mascara rivers running all the way to her chin. Lips swollen and shiny with spit and jizz. She spotted one last thick drop of cum clinging right on the corner of her mouth and licked it off slow, dragging her tongue across her teeth to scoop up every bit. The taste hit her tongue, salty and thick, and she laughed loud and trashy, the sound bouncing off the bathroom walls.

“Look at you, you filthy cum guzzling whore. The whole town’s favourite sloppy bitch and you would not have it any other way.” She said it out loud to her reflection, voice hoarse but proud. Then she hooked her chipped nails under the hem of the destroyed tank top. The fabric stuck to her skin like glue and she peeled it up slow, listening to the wet ripping sounds as strings of old spit and cum stretched between the material and her big tits. It came off with a final nasty plop and she tossed it on the floor where it landed heavy. Her tits bounced free, covered in flaky white crusts, nipples red and puffy from all the rough hands and mouths that had worked them over. She cupped them right there in front of the mirror, smearing the mess around and pinching her own nipples hard till she moaned loud.

Next came the shorts. She shoved her thumbs into the waistband and peeled them down her hips. The tight material was glued on with layers of cum and it took real effort to drag them off. When they finally slid past her ass, a thick river of mixed loads poured out of her wrecked cunt and ran down her thighs in heavy ropes. Her pussy lips were swollen and gaping open, red from the abuse, still leaking white and clear. Her asshole winked too, still tender and slick. She kicked the shorts aside, now standing completely naked in the middle of her shitty bathroom except for the big hoop earrings and those chipped nails. Cum dripped onto the cracked linoleum between her feet and she did not even bother wiping it up.

She walked on shaky legs to the mattress on the floor that passed for her bed. The sheets were already stained from last night and the night before but she flopped down anyway, spreading her legs wide so her wrecked cunt faced the ceiling. One hand went straight between her thighs. Three fingers slid in easy with a loud wet squelch. She pumped them slow at first, scooping out big globs of cum that had been sitting inside her all the way home. She brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked them clean, loud and greedy, moaning around her own hand. “Mmm, fuck, so many loads. Tastes like every cock in Milford all mixed together just for me.”

Her other hand found her clit, swollen and aching, and she rubbed tight fast circles while her fingers kept working deep in her cunt. The room filled with the nasty wet sounds of her playing with all that leftover mess. She closed her eyes and let her mind run wild planning tomorrow like it was the only thing that mattered. Sunrise could not come fast enough. Maybe she would hit the mechanic shop first thing. Sneak in before he even opened the bays, drop to her knees, and suck his morning wood right there under the lift. Let him bend her over the toolbox and fuck her ass till he painted her guts white, then wear his load all day like perfume.

After that, straight to the football field. The Marauders would be warming up and she could offer herself up as their personal pre practice slut. Line up all those big sweaty players and take every single one in her mouth, cunt, and ass till they were all drained and ready to crush the other team. She could already picture herself on her knees in the grass, throat bulging around thick cocks while cum bubbled out her nose. Then maybe swing by the neighbour’s place. Knock on the back door real quiet and ride his married dick in the garage while his wife made breakfast in the kitchen. Feel him try to stay quiet as he pumped another load into her greedy hole.

Truck stop after that for lunch. Park herself in that gloryhole booth and suck off every trucker who pulled in. Swallow load after load till her belly was swollen and she had to waddle out dripping down both legs. Poker night was not till later in the week but she knew she could find another game somewhere. Or just show up at the bar again in the afternoon. Let the daytime regulars take turns face fucking her over the pool table till the evening crowd showed up to keep the party going.

Her fingers moved faster now, plunging deep and hard. The squelching sounds got louder and wetter as more cum bubbled out around her hand. Her hips bucked up off the mattress chasing that building heat. Fuck yes. All of them. Every cock in this whole fucking town. She was gonna wake up tomorrow and do it all over again only bigger and sloppier. Her tits bounced with every thrust of her hand, nipples screaming for teeth. She pinched one hard and twisted while her clit throbbed under her fingers.

The orgasm crashed over her, sudden and brutal. Her cunt clamped down on her fingers and a hot spray of mixed cum and girl juice squirted out across the sheets. She screamed loud and trashy, back arching so hard her head slammed back against the pillow. “Yes, give it to me, more cocks, more loads, fill your town bicycle up.” Wave after wave rolled through her body leaving her shaking and gasping. She kept rubbing through it drawing it out till her legs twitched and her toes curled tight.

Finally she collapsed flat on her back, chest heaving. Her fingers slipped out of her cunt with a wet pop and she brought them to her mouth, licking them clean one last time. The taste of the whole day coated her tongue and she smiled big. Her body was wrecked and sticky and sore in the best way. Cum flaked off her skin onto the sheets. Her hair was a disaster. Mascara still streaked her face. But she felt perfect. Happy. Home.

She pulled the thin blanket up over her naked body, not bothering to clean a single thing. The mess felt good against her skin like a blanket of every man who had used her today. Her eyes drifted shut heavy with exhaustion but her mind was already spinning forward. Sunrise. Mechanic. Football team. Neighbour. Truck stop. Bar. Repeat. She was gonna be such a busy little pig tomorrow and the thought made her cunt give one last happy twitch even as sleep pulled her under.

“Can’t wait for more cocks,” she whispered, voice soft and sleepy and full of pure greedy joy. Then she was out, grinning with cum still drying on her chin, dreaming about the next round already.
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