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A Normal Late June Night

It was late June, the kind of heavy, breathless heat that made the air shimmer, and I was on my knees in the back seat of my boyfriend’s brand-new convertible. The top was down, sun beating on my shoulders, and Carter—a tall, sexy Black man I’d met online—was behind me, driving his thick cock into my ass with deliberate, hungry force. It stretched me open in a way that made my breath hitch, that perfect mix of sharp pressure and deep, rolling pleasure that kept pushing me past the edge of discomfort. Thank God we’d grabbed more than enough butter to slick me up, because without it there’s no way he would’ve fit inside me like this.

He still had his dress shirt and tie on, half-undone from the heat, and every time he rocked forward I felt the fabric slide across the top of my crack, brushing back and forth like a loose pendulum against my skin.

“Damn, girl, this ass tight as hell,” he groaned, breath hot against my back, the slap of his thighs echoing off my bare, pale cheeks. “You keep squeezin’ like that and I’m gonna nut quick. Mmm... takin’ this dick like you fuckin’ own it.”

A raw mix of gasps and moans slipped out of me before I could stop them. “Oh... oh... God... yes... just like that... don’t stop... pound my ass, daddy...” Every thrust dug deeper, pulling winces and shivers out of me as my body tried to keep up with the sheer stretch of him.

Sweat was dripping from both of us, soaking into our clothes until they clung to our skin like we’d showered in our outfits. The heat was stifling, but it made the whole thing feel even dirtier—his tie sticking to my back, my blouse damp and twisted around my ribs. Carter braced one foot on the floor and planted the other on the seat, lifting himself just enough to press down into me at a sharper angle. The shift made me jolt, my breath catching as another wave of pleasure rushed tight and fast through my belly. I could feel myself right on the verge—five strokes at most from cumming hard.

And that’s when it hit me... how the hell did I end up here, of all places?

I need to rewind the story for a second.

Even after almost a year with my boyfriend Tim, I couldn’t resist slipping online and getting a little reckless behind his back. It felt like a private world where I could let my fantasies stretch out without anyone judging me. That’s where I found Carter—a smooth, dark-skinned, athletic professor with a quiet confidence and a filthy mind that matched mine perfectly. He was nearly twice my 22 years, but the age gap only made our connection sharper. We respected each other, trusted each other, and somehow ended up trading the kind of fantasies I never dared to say out loud to anyone else.

When Tim and I planned a three-week trip to Dallas to help his uncle with his store, meeting Carter finally seemed possible. Tim’s whole family lived out that way, and when his uncle asked if he could spare a few weeks to help with inventory, we figured it would double as a summer getaway. What I didn’t expect was Tim surprising me with a jet-black Corvette convertible for the drive. The thing looked dangerous and felt even better on the road—smooth, fast, the kind of car that made you want to stretch the trip out just to enjoy it longer. We took four slow days getting from southern California to Texas, stopping whenever we felt like it, letting the miles roll by.

His uncle had set up a modern RV-style camper in the driveway for us—new, clean, fully stocked, and honestly nicer than some apartments I’d lived in. During the day, Tim disappeared into work, helping his uncle sort out months of backed-up inventory. That left me completely on my own with nothing but time. I fell into a vacation rhythm quickly: suntanning by the pool, going for runs, wandering through shops, and spending long stretches online. We hadn’t come all this way for nothing, and I was determined to grab some R and R.

On the second day, Carter mentioned his wife would be working and he’d have a two-hour break between the summer classes he taught, so we made plans to meet for lunch. I arrived early to this cute little café—sun-bleached wood, slow ceiling fans, the kind of place where even the iced tea looked like it was sweating. I was scrolling on my phone, pretending to check messages but really checking the door every few seconds, when Carter walked in.

And God... seeing him in real life hit completely differently.

For a man in his early forties, he looked like he’d bargained with time. Tall, trim, shoulders filling out a crisp suit, skin smooth and dark like polished mahogany. His goatee was cut sharp enough to trace with a fingernail, and his lavender shirt and deep-purple tie made him look like a man who knew exactly how good he looked—because he did.

When he reached the table, I stood to hug him. He wrapped me up in a firm, warm, almost overwhelming embrace that made me feel small in the best way. The kind of hug that said he’d already pictured this moment a dozen different ways.

“Hey, you,” I murmured, still smiling when he pulled back. “I’m so glad we finally get to meet. And seriously... look at you. You clean up way too well.”

Carter’s grin spread slow and wide, like he was letting the moment savor him. “Wassup, baby girl? Damn... you even hotter in person. Love that hairstyle. Turn around for me—let me see that phat little ass I been dreamin’ about.”

I laughed and rolled my eyes, but heat flushed up the back of my neck. Still, I turned. My long blonde hair was braided into two French plaits tied off in little pigtails that brushed my shoulders. I’d kept it casual—cutoff jean shorts hugging my hips, a white scoop-neck top showing just enough, strappy sandals, silver hoops, and cherry-red polish on both my toes and fingers. Simple... but I knew the effect.

Carter took my hand, slow and deliberate, and twirled me like he had every right to. His eyes dragged up and down my body with open appreciation—no disguise, no hesitation, no apology. He wasn’t acting like a man meeting a friend. He was acting like a man finally standing in front of the fantasy he’d been working up in his mind.

“Mmm, mmm...” he said under his breath, gaze lingering on my thighs. “You somethin’ else. Fine as hell. You sure you here for food? ‘Cause I already know what I wanna taste.”

My heart jumped hard enough that I felt it in my ribs. I swatted his arm with a playful smirk, even though my stomach was fluttering. “Behave. If you’re lucky, maybe that’s dessert.”

Carter retorted, "Shiiit, my wife doesn't get kinky at all. She don't get her freak on like you. If you and I were together, we'd never leave the house." I laughed as we settled into the booth, both of us trying to act like this was a normal dinner when we’d already spent months turning each other on through a screen. In person, the chemistry was different—he had this calm confidence from years of teaching, the kind that came through in every measured sentence. But the moment he slipped into that swaggering, playful code-switching voice he knew made me melt, it was like a switch flipped in both of us. He told me about work, about juggling lectures and grading, about his wife who didn’t have a freaky side at all. I shared pieces of myself too—pharmacy school, sunny Cali, my boyfriend Tim, pretending the whole time that I wasn’t imagining what Carter looked like naked across from me.

But I was. I couldn’t stop staring at him, at the solid lines of his shoulders under his shirt, at the way his forearms flexed when he cut into his food. And every time my mind drifted, it went straight to what I already knew about him—his size, his stamina, the way he talked when he was really turned on. Fantasizing about that big black cock of his had me in such a teasing mood that I couldn’t resist pushing him a little.

While we picked at our food, I brought my Diet Coke to my lips and let my mouth close around the straw slow enough to make him look twice. His eyes flicked up at the exact moment I let my lips drag along it, sliding up and down with a rhythm I knew damn well he recognized. His reaction was instant. Carter’s eyes widened, his jaw dropped, and then his fork clattered loudly against his plate.

"God damn, that shit made me hard!" he blurted, staring like he couldn’t believe I’d do that to him in public. He shook his head, shifting in his seat, clearly fighting how obvious his arousal was. "Fuck this, I can't wait no more. I've got to have that ass. It's all I been thinking about for the last three months. Let's get outta here."

I slid my foot forward under the table, searching for him, and the moment I brushed over the bulge straining against his zipper, a thrill shot through me. He wasn’t exaggerating; he felt like he was about to tear through the fabric. Using the bottom of my shoe, I pressed gently, then rubbed up and down along the thick outline hidden by his slacks. He exhaled sharply, watching me like he was already imagining bending me over something. That tiny bit of contact made my whole body warm. In that moment the decision was made—we were going to fuck, and soon.

And with how obsessed he was with my ass, I already knew exactly how I wanted him. He’d made it clear in our messages how badly he wanted to take me there, how much the idea of me cumming from anal turned him on. And knowing he’d been thinking about that for months, knowing he wanted my ass because he knew how intensely it made me cum, made my own desire spike. I could already picture it, could already feel my body responding, and there was no doubt in my mind that the next place we’d be wasn’t this restaurant but somewhere far more private, with me giving Carter exactly what he’d been craving.

While I continued to slide my puckered lips down the straw, I let myself sink lower and lower, easing my mouth all the way to the rim of the glass as if I were showing him exactly how deep I could take him. The ice clinked softly against the sides as my lips disappeared inside. Carter froze mid-breath, eyes locked on me like he was watching a slow, deliberate strip tease meant only for him. I pulled back just as slowly, lifting my head with a teasing little wink and a smile that made his jaw tighten. I didn’t have to say a word; he knew exactly what I was promising.

Reaching for the small dish of soft butter the restaurant served with the rolls, I clicked the lid shut and slipped it into my purse. It wasn’t subtle, and I didn’t mean for it to be. If he was going to be stretching my ass with that big black cock the way he’d described for months, we were going to need something to help me take him. The thought alone sent a shiver up my spine.

Carter insisted on grabbing the check, brushing off my offer with a grin. The moment we stepped outside, the heavy heat slammed into us, but it didn’t compare to the heat already simmering between us. I leaned in to kiss him goodbye—just a quick kiss, I thought—but the second our lips touched, everything unraveled. The kiss deepened fast, tongues sliding, our breaths catching. His hands moved straight to my ass, gripping firmly, pulling me flush against him until I felt the hard length trapped in his slacks jab against my stomach. It was bold, hungry, and exactly what I wanted.

I walked toward Tim’s car, and Carter’s eyes widened. “Is this your ride? Damn, that’s nice.”

I laughed under my breath. “It’s Tim’s. So what are you waiting on? You coming with me or not?”

“Damn Skippy, I am,” he said, practically vibrating with excitement. Instead of opening the door normally, he braced his hands on the top and vaulted over it like the clothes he was wearing didn’t matter at all. He landed in the passenger seat, already adjusting himself, already hard.

We drove in circles for a while, looking for somewhere quiet. Every few seconds he’d glance over at me, or at my legs, or at the purse holding that little cup of butter, and I knew we were both struggling not to pull over right then and there. Eventually we found an abandoned building with a cracked, overgrown parking lot behind it. Weeds pushed through the blacktop like they were reclaiming the place, and the only sign of life was the hum of the interstate far in the distance. It was secluded, forgotten, and exactly dangerous enough to make my whole body throb with anticipation.

My desire didn’t care about the setting. All I could think about was getting fucked by that thick black cock I’d been teasing all evening, and nothing—not the weeds, not the broken pavement, not the risk of a passing truck—was going to stop me from getting it.

After the car was parked, Carter and I climbed into the back seat, and the moment the door shut behind us, the heat inside felt thick enough to breathe in. Sunlight streamed through the windows, baking the upholstery, making our skin warm and slick as we pulled each other close. His mouth met mine hard, hungry, and I felt his hands go straight to my breasts, squeezing through my top while I palmed the solid outline of his cock through his slacks. Every kiss he dragged down my sweaty neck made me shiver. The mix of heat, lust, and the smell of him pushed me straight past the point of pretending this was just a hookup. My body was in full overdrive.

TI reached for his belt, fingers shaking from how badly I wanted him, and undid his slacks. Carter lifted his hips without hesitation, letting me yank both his pants and boxers down in one quick pull until they were bunched around his ankles. His cock sprang free immediately, bouncing up and smacking against his stomach with a thick, heavy sound, the head hitting well above his navel. Ten or eleven inches, thick, veiny, and already glistening at the tip from precum—it looked almost intimidating, but exactly the way I’d pictured it when we’d flirted online.

Unable to stop myself, I leaned over his lap and wrapped my lips around the head. The taste hit me right away—salty, sweaty, raw—but it only made me hungrier. I slid down slowly, savoring the feeling of that thickness pushing past my tongue, then pulled back up, sucking softly and steadily, the same teasing rhythm I’d used on the straw but now with purpose. Carter exhaled a long, shaky breath and leaned back in the seat, lacing his fingers behind his head like he was settling in to enjoy every second.

“Aww shit,” he groaned, voice tight with pleasure, “I don’t know where you’re puttin’ all those inches, but you weren’t lyin’ about your dick suckin’ skills.”

His praise only made me want to take him deeper, to feel him twitch in my throat, to swallow every drop he could give. But as much as I wanted him to cum in my mouth, I needed him somewhere else even more. So I pulled off him slowly, letting him see my wet lips shine before I sat up.

The shift in control set something off in him. Carter moved fast, pouncing on me with this wild, panther-like urgency, kissing me hard as he hovered over my face. His hands went straight to the buttons on my jean shorts, undoing them with quick, impatient flicks before yanking them down my thighs in one rough motion. The moment he exposed my turquoise silk thong, he let out a low, hungry sound.

He still had his pants tangled around his ankles, which made his attempt to back up messy and awkward, but it didn’t slow him down. He grabbed behind my knees and pulled, sliding me down onto my back until my hips were right where he wanted them. His hands were warm and strong as he pushed my legs up, folding me nearly in half, and then he dropped his face straight into my pussy, still covered by my panties.

The heat didn’t bother him at all. If anything, it made him more relentless. He pressed his face into me, shaking his head, rubbing, licking through the thin fabric like he was starving for it. It was messy, aggressive, and so desperate that my whole body tightened in response. The thick, humid air, the cramped back seat, the powerful grip of his hands—it all blended into one dizzying rush that made me want him even more.

Even though the thin silk still covered me, I could feel everything—every flick of Carter’s tongue, every warm drag of his lips, even the shape of his nose pressing into my clit and labia. He worked through the fabric with this perfect balance of pressure and hunger, kissing, inhaling deeply, sighing like he was getting drunk off my scent before diving right back in. The way he kept rubbing his mouth against me made my thighs tremble uncontrollably. I reached down, grabbed the back of his head, and ground myself onto his face, needing even more.

He shifted his mouth just enough to trap my clit between his lips, and then he used his lower one to vibrate against it. The sensation shot through me like electricity. I screamed as the orgasm ripped out of me, “Oh! Oh! Oh! Ahhhh!”

The entire crotch of my thong was soaked. Carter tugged the damp silk aside and immediately pushed his tongue deep inside my pussy. The sudden, slick intrusion made my whole body arch off the seat. He tongue-fucked me fast, like he was tasting the air, in and out with these sharp, hungry strokes that had me on the edge of a second climax in under a minute.

And then he stopped.

“I need that ass, baby. I need that shit now,” he growled, voice rough and desperate.

He helped flip me over, positioning me on my knees with my back arched and my pussy and ass on full display for him. He knelt behind me, kissing both ass cheeks softly before giving one a playful smack. Then he grabbed them with both hands, kneading them slowly like he was testing the weight before sliding my thong string out of my crack. He spread me open and ran his tongue along the top of my crease, then plunged it straight into my asshole with a loud, satisfied “Mmmmm!” like he’d just tasted his favorite dessert.

“Put it in me,” I begged. “I can’t take it anymore. Get the butter out of my purse—you're gonna have to lube that monster up.”

Carter reached over the front seat, grabbed my purse, and found the little cup. The heat inside the car had melted it perfectly. He scooped up a big glob with two fingers and slathered it over his cock until it gleamed in the sunlight. Then he used the rest on me, pulling my thong to the side with one hand while sliding those same slick fingers into my tight ring, twisting and stretching gently to coat my walls. The warmth, the slipperiness, the pressure—it all made me moan into the backseat.

Then I felt the blunt, butter-slick tip of his cock pressing against my hole. I flinched at the initial sting when he pushed the head inside, but the need to be filled overpowered everything. I pushed back onto him, forcing more of him in. The back part of my thong stayed pulled aside, but the front had slipped forward and wedged between my pussy lips, adding another layer of friction every time I moved.

Within seconds, Carter had all eleven thick inches buried in my ass, stretching me wide, filling me completely. He started pumping with these deep, greedy thrusts, the melted butter making every slide smooth and wet and obscene. He shifted suddenly, pulling one leg free from his pants so he could get better leverage.

By the time we reached where the memory had begun, Carter was practically standing, using the cramped backseat for balance as he drove his throbbing cock deep into my ass—hard, steady, and exactly the way I needed him.

I was rubbing my pussy through my panties, desperate for another release. I needed to cum again—my whole body was tightening for it. Every time I took a man anally, the shockwaves always traveled straight from my asshole to my pussy, and with Carter’s size filling me so completely, those waves were crashing hard. I could feel every thick inch of him reverberate inside me. He had exactly what I needed to finish the job. His thrusts were heavy, wet, loud—the slapping of his hips and the slick, messy sounds of the buttered penetration drowned out everything else around us.

“Just a little harder, daddy! Give it to me! Almost there!” I begged, pushing back onto him, grinding through the sting and the stretch.

Carter was soaked in sweat, dripping like he’d just run a marathon, muscles straining as he worked for my orgasm. He knew I was right on the edge. He tightened his grip on my hips, adjusted his stance, and added a brutal little snap at the end of each thrust. That extra slam was all it took. My breath choked, my mouth opened on its own, and then I squealed as the orgasm ripped through me. My whole body shook violently. It was overwhelming—hot, dizzying pleasure shooting from my asshole straight through my core. I moaned uncontrollably, still bent over and taking every deep stroke of his thick black cock.

Carter slowed down to let me ride it out, thrusting in these slower, grinding motions as my pussy twitched and my ass clenched around him. Even as the orgasm faded, my legs trembled. But he wasn’t done. Carter needed to cum, and he needed to cum hard.

Feeling like the slutty little submissive I’d slipped into being for him, I stayed in the moment and let the dirty roleplay roll off my tongue. “It’s okay, daddy. I’ll take your nut now. Unload in my booty. Mark your territory, daddy. Spray all that nut inside my ass.”

That pushed him over the edge of control. He slipped out suddenly and reached for my panties, trying to yank them down, but the sweaty, sticky fabric only rolled and bunched around my thighs. They looked more like a stretched, twisted string than actual underwear. With a frustrated grunt, he lowered his head and used his teeth to start a tear near the side seam. Once the rip opened, he grabbed the fabric and split them off me completely, tossing the torn thong onto my back like a trophy.

He shoved his slippery cock back into my asshole and immediately started pounding again, faster and harder, like a piston firing in a tight engine. The car rocked under us with every thrust, the leather squeaking, the whole backseat shaking.

“Fuck, I’m gonna nut, baby! You want it? Tell me you want this cum! You want it deep in that ass? Whose ass is this? Whose is it?” Carter growled between ragged breaths.

“Oh, it’s yours, daddy! It’s your ass! Fill it up the way you like! Fill—”

Before I could finish, he snatched the torn panties from my back, pressed the soaked crotch triangle to his nose, and inhaled deeply. The moment he breathed in the mix of sweat, pussy scent, and fresh orgasm still soaked through the silk, something snapped inside him. His whole body jerked.

Then he let out a yell loud enough to echo off the abandoned building outside. “AUUGGGHHH FUCK! I’M FUCKIN CUMMIN IN YOUR ASS! AUUGHHH! TAKE MY NUT, BABY! TAKE ALL THAT SHIT! AUUGHHH!”

I felt it—every pulse, every throbbing contraction of his cock as he filled me with thick, hot cum. The heat shot deep into my body, and the sensation of him emptying himself in my ass triggered another sharp, unexpected orgasm that made me clench around him.

When he finally finished, Carter collapsed onto me for a moment, catching his breath. His forehead pressed to my lower back, sweat dripping down my skin in slow warm droplets. His tie dangled over my hip, swaying slightly with each breath he took.

He eventually pulled his softening cock from my stretched ass, and the sudden emptiness let a large, heavy glob of buttery cum slip out and land directly onto Tim’s new black leather seat with a wet splat.

“Oh no!” I gasped, scrambling over the seat, frantic now instead of horny, reaching for the glove box to find napkins before the mess soaked in.

While I tried to wipe up the oily slime, Carter was still catching his breath, slumped back against the seat with a lazy grin. “Whew... damn, baby. That is one fine piece of ass right there. I ain’t nutted that hard in forever. Sorry ’bout leavin’ cum stains on your boyfriend’s new ride.”

I dabbed at the mess with napkins, but the butter and cum had seeped into the stitching already. There was no hiding it. I sighed, tossed the napkins aside, and started pulling my clothes back on, still feeling faint pulses from where Carter had stretched me. We got dressed quickly—well, as quickly as you can when your underwear has been torn off—then I put the top back up on the car and drove him back to where he’d left his vehicle. Before he got out, we exchanged numbers. I told him I’d call him soon, and he tucked my ripped panties into his pocket like a trophy, grinning as he closed the door behind him.


Walking Away With A Smile

Only after he walked away did I realize how the inside of the car smelled. Our anal session had completely replaced the new-car scent with something like burnt buttered popcorn mixed with hot cum. Every shift of my hips reminded me that Carter’s load was still leaking slowly from my ass, and as I drove, I kept glancing down, worried it might soak through my jeans and leave its own little stain on the driver’s seat before I got home.

When I finally pulled up at the camper and stepped inside, Tim was sitting at the little kitchen table, staring blankly at the television. He didn’t look up, didn’t greet me, didn’t say a word. I tried to sound casual, normal, anything but guilty. “Hi babe. How was your day with your uncle?”

“Fine,” he said quickly, but the tightness in his voice made my stomach twist.

I could tell right away something was wrong. The silence between us grew thick and uncomfortable. I asked what was bothering him; he shot back with the standard “Nothing.” We went in circles—me gently pressing, him shutting down harder—until he finally snapped.

Tim turned to me with anger sharp enough to sting. “You want to know what’s wrong? I’ll tell you what’s wrong. I saw you fucking that black guy in my car of all places. In my new car!”

For a split second my heart stopped. Knowing I was caught, denial wasn’t even an option. I swallowed, shifted my weight, and tried to stay as calm as possible. “Oh... you saw that, huh? I’m so sorry, baby. I was weak. How did you see us?”

“With this!” he yelled, holding up his phone. “I wanted to surprise you, so I checked ‘find my iPhone’ in case you were out shopping. I was driving Uncle Bob’s truck... I pull into that alley, and there you were with him! I saw everything. You sucked his dick, he ate your pussy, he fucked your ass... everything!”

I was still trying to wrap my head around everything as I cocked my head and put a hand to my chin. “Hmmm... then why didn’t you stop us?” I asked slowly. “You sat there and watched the entire time? Why aren’t you screaming, slamming the door, throwing things? Why aren’t you furious right now?” I let my voice drop, leaning into the tension building between us. “Did you like seeing him fuck my ass with his big black dick?”

“Hell no!” Tim snapped back immediately. “Why would I want to see another guy fuck my girlfriend? That’s insane!”

“Really?” I asked, exaggerating the disbelief in my tone, letting the condescension drip just enough to push him. I tilted my head down and glanced under the table. “Then why is your dick hard right now while you’re talking about it? You’ve got a full tent in your shorts.”

“My dick’s not hard,” he fired back, defensive and flustered. He practically launched himself out of the chair, turning away quickly as he opened the mini fridge and grabbed a bottled water, like hiding would erase what I’d already seen.

I followed him slowly, letting my imagination run. “Really?” I repeated, stepping closer. “So you’re saying watching Carter pound that huge black cock into my tight asshole didn’t turn you on? Not even a little? You weren’t excited? You’re not hard now, even though I can literally see that you are?”

Tim sank back onto the chair like he’d run out of places to hide. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” he admitted, shoulders sagging. “You fuckin’ cheat on me and you’re right—I should be pissed, I should leave, I should be yelling, but I can’t. And here I am... about to cum in my damn pants thinking about it.” He stared at the floor, breath shaky. “Am I sick or what?”

I took him gently by the hand and led him over to the built-in bed, guiding him to sit on the edge. His shoulders were tight with confusion and shame, so I sat beside him and softened my voice. “No, baby. You aren’t sick at all. We’re in love, and this is just sex. You love me so much you want me to feel good and be satisfied. There’s nothing twisted about that. It’s normal.”

He swallowed hard, staring at the floor. “I’m afraid you won’t like mine anymore,” he whispered. “I’m not anywhere near as big as him. What if... what if you leave me for him?”

I gave a little laugh, trying to reassure him without dismissing what we’d both just lived through. “Honey, I’m not going to lie to you. He was huge, and it hurt—but oh my god, it hurt so good. He made me cum three times.” I leaned in closer, lowering my voice. “And you’re not going to believe this... but Carter shot the biggest load in my ass. I’m not kidding, it’s still leaking out.” I touched his thigh lightly. “But like I said, baby, it’s just sex. You and I have so much more than that. I’m not leaving you.”

“So... you won’t leave me for him?” he asked again, those wide, wounded eyes searching my face like he needed to hear it twice.

“Of course not. I love you too much.” Then I nudged him with a playful smile. “But I’m glad you don’t mind if Carter fucks me. He’s so kinky, baby. And no offense, but because he’s so much bigger than you... sometimes I just need to feel him in my pussy.”

Tim’s expression faltered. “I never said I wanted him to keep fucking you.”

I patted his lap, rubbing his hard cock through his shorts, letting my tone turn slow and coaxing. “Sure you do, baby. Your mouth says you don’t... but this thing?” I squeezed him gently. “This tells the truth. You love when I get fucked hard, especially by a thick black cock.” I brought my thumbs and fingertips together to form a wide circle. “Carter’s cock was about this big around.” Then I slid my hands apart, measuring about ten inches. “And this long.”

Tim’s breath hitched. I let my voice drop another octave. “Get up on the bed and take your pants off.”

He obeyed, almost dazed. When he slid his shorts down, a long, shiny string of precum clung from the head of his cock to the elastic waistband, stretching nearly a foot before it snapped. The sight lit up something dark and delicious in me. He lay back flat, his five-inch cock pointing up, more precum already pooling on his stomach beneath the swollen head.

I wrapped my hand around him and smeared the slickness all along his shaft, coating him from tip to base as I leaned in close to whisper. “You’re so horny, aren’t you, baby? Look at all that precum. You’re leaking everywhere... just from thinking about Carter’s cock stretching my asshole, aren’t you?”

Just by saying those words, Tim’s cock gave a sudden twitch, a new bead of fluid sliding from the tip. I caught it with my fingers and smeared it along the length of his shaft, working it down to his balls before wrapping my hand around him again. His breath stuttered as I stroked him, slow and deliberate, until my own need pushed me to peel off my jean shorts. I climbed onto his chest, facing his cock, my knees sinking into the warmth of his skin. The movement made the remnants of Carter’s cum shift inside me, a slick pressure that spilled out and dripped onto Tim’s stomach.

I straddled him wider and slid back until the curve of my ass hovered over his mouth, leaning forward so I could keep stroking his throbbing cock. The angle let that messy heat from Carter ooze lower, and Tim saw exactly what was glistening between my cheeks.

“There you go, baby,” I murmured, feeling my heartbeat pound against his chest. “Taste him for me. I want you to know exactly what Carter left in me. It’s mixed with the butter I used to take him, but you’ll still get all of him.”

Tim hesitated, his head shifting from side to side, breath warm against my slick skin. Even so, the sight of my ass above his face and the scent of me dripping Carter’s cum made his cock jerk in my hand. His restraint slipped. His lips parted. Then his tongue pushed into the wet, stretched entrance that was still soft and open from that thick cock. The moment he tasted the mix of sweat, slickness, and Carter’s tacky seed, he let out a quiet sound and began to lick deeper.

“That’s it,” I breathed, shivering as he worked his tongue inside me. “I knew you’d want it. Good boy... clean everything he left. The way you’re slurping it up—God, it must be good. You need...”

My words broke off again, and this time it wasn’t because of his tongue. My phone buzzed loudly beside us on the bed. As it rang, I rocked my hips and pressed down harder onto his mouth, feeling him answer with eager strokes of his tongue.

“Baby,” I said breathlessly, wiggling my ass against his face to keep him right where I wanted him, “hand me my phone. I can see it’s Carter calling.”

I knew it was Carter because the caller ID still showed Cassie from the decoy I’d set up earlier. Tim handed me the phone just as I stopped stroking his cock, shifting my weight so I could sit on his face while he kept working hungrily at my sweaty, cummy asshole. His tongue didn’t miss a beat as I propped myself up and hit the button to answer.

I grinned and said, breathless and excited, “Hi daddy.”

“Sup, baby girl? Sorry to call outta nowhere. Hope I didn’t mess things up with Tom,” Carter said, dragging out Tim’s name in that deliberate, teasing way he knew would get under Tim’s skin.

“It’s Tim,” I laughed, “and no, you didn’t get me in trouble at all. Actually... he’s cleaning you up right now.”

There was a beat of silence. “What you mean?” Carter asked, his voice now loud on speaker.

I couldn’t help the giggle that came out. “I mean I’m sitting on Tim’s face, and he’s licking your cum out of my ass. And he’s so turned on he’s rock hard doing it. Apparently you taste really good, because he hasn’t slowed down once.”

Carter let out a low, pleased laugh. “Good to hear. Maybe you’ll get to taste it yourself soon. Maybe tomorrow?”

A rush of nerves and pure heat shot through me. “Yes. Tim leaves at seven and won’t be back until three, so anytime before two is perfect. I’ll text you the address. I need that big dick in my pussy, daddy.”

The second those words left my mouth, Tim’s body stiffened beneath me. His cock jerked so hard it slapped against his stomach, and then it exploded—untouched. The first thick rope shot straight up, smacking across my belly hard enough to make me jolt and yelp into the phone.

“What happened? You good, baby?” Carter asked, suddenly alert.

More pulses followed as Tim kept cumming, helpless and frantic, streaking his chest and stomach. I stared down at him in disbelief, still perched over his mouth as I told Carter, “Oh my god—Tim’s cock just started going off on its own. No one touched him. He got so turned on licking your cum and hearing us talk about tomorrow that he just... lost it.”

Carter burst out laughing. “Damn. Maybe I really do taste that good. And like I said—you’re gonna find out real soon, baby girl.”

Losing my focus on whatever Carter was saying, I found myself staring down at Tim in disbelief. I had never seen him cum this much in his life. It covered his chest, his stomach, even streaked up toward his neck like he’d been holding everything in for weeks. He must have been unbelievably wound up. When I lifted myself off his face, I saw the shine smeared across his mouth and chin—Carter’s seed mixed with my own mess, glistening on his skin like he’d been drinking from me.

Still holding the phone to my ear, I swallowed a breath and forced myself back into the moment. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow,” I told Carter, letting a teasing warmth curl into my voice. “Good night, daddy. Sweet dreams. And don’t forget to sleep with my panties next to you.” I let the promise hang before tapping the call closed.

When I looked back down, Tim was lying there stunned, his whole front slick with his own load. He shook his head slowly, eyes wide and conflicted. “I can’t believe I just did that. What the hell am I doing? Why does this turn me on so much? I hate it.”

I dropped onto my hands beside him, brushing my fingers down his chest. “Hey. It’s alright, sweetie. I’m proud of you.” My voice softened, but the heat stayed. “Letting your girl get bred by another man and still wanting to take care of her afterward... that means something to me. And look at you—your cock just dumped a huge load all over yourself, and you’re still hard. Let me take care of that for you.”

I rose up and swung my leg over his hips, straddling him. His cock jutted upward, slick and twitching, and I guided it upright with two fingers before lowering myself. With everything Carter had done to me, there was no resistance at all. I sank down in one smooth, effortless slide.

“Oh,” I breathed with a tiny laugh. “Guess it just... fell right in. Maybe Carter was even bigger than I thought.”

Tim’s hands hovered at my hips, unsure if he should touch me or just watch. “Can you... feel it?” he asked, voice trembling with embarrassment. “It feels really loose to me. I want you to enjoy it.”

I started moving gently at first, rolling my hips, my earrings swinging against my neck as I leaned forward. “I can feel you a little,” I whispered, letting the truth land softly. “But Carter was so thick. He stretched me out so much I thought I was going to split. You wouldn’t have believed how hard he fucked me. Oh—speaking of that, he left this huge cum stain on your seat, but I think we can—”

“Aahh—fuck—hold on—shit—” Tim’s whole body tightened beneath me. His toes curled, his face twisted, and he groaned like he was being pulled inside out. “I’m cumming! Fuck—ahh—oh my god—”

I kept moving, slow and steady, watching him fall apart from nothing but my voice and the picture I’d painted for him. The moment he finished, he sagged back into the mattress, breathing in quick, broken pulls.

I exhaled, easing off him once the last twitch faded. I wanted to pretend I’d felt him explode inside me, but there was no point lying to myself. I couldn’t feel a thing—not after Carter. But Tim had clearly needed it, and that mattered too.

When I stood, I felt the warm leak of his cum sliding out of my used, aching ass and trailing down the back of my thigh. I headed toward the bathroom, craving heat and water, letting the mess drip from me as I stepped into a long, hot shower.


The Morning After

The next morning, Tim slipped out early to visit his uncle, leaving the RV wrapped in a cool, sleepy quiet. I pulled my hair into a loose knot, laced up my running shoes, and stepped outside before the day could fully turn brutal. The heat was already thick, that heavy Southern humidity that clung to your skin and made the air feel almost chewable. By midday it would climb past a hundred degrees, and if I wanted any hope of surviving my July mini marathon, I needed to put in ten miles before the sun punished everything.

By the time I returned, my lungs and legs were burning, and my entire body was drenched. Sweat rolled down between my breasts, pooled at my waistband, soaked straight through my running clothes. When I pushed the RV door shut behind me, I peeled each piece off like I was shedding a second, wet skin—leggings, panties, sports bra, shirt, even my socks—and let them fall in a sloppy pile on the floor. Still naked, I grabbed two bottles of water, chugged them both, then stepped under another long shower. The hot water loosened every tight muscle and washed away the thick morning heat.

Afterward, with my hair damp and sticking lightly to my shoulders, I stood in front of the mirror, brushing it out while my body still hummed from the run. That’s when I heard a car roll up the gravel drive. I glanced out the window and felt my stomach flip—Carter’s SUV. He never showed up this early. Not without texting. Not without some reason.

Curious and already warm from the shower, I stepped outside. His window was sliding down before I even reached him. “Hey, baby,” he said, voice low with regret. “I’m sorry, but I won’t be able to come by today. My wife wants me to help pack for our trip. We’re leaving for the long weekend, so I can’t swing back until Monday after my classes. Don’t be mad.”

I wasn’t. But disappointment settled deep and warm in my belly, tightening something low inside me. I leaned a shoulder against the RV rail and let my mouth curve. “How long do you have right now?”

He checked the time on his dash and exhaled. “Ten minutes. Fifteen if I’m lucky and she doesn’t call.”

That little pulse of need inside me sharpened. “I really wanted to taste you today,” I said softly. “You could come inside for a quick blowjob. A Brittni special.”

Carter let out a rough laugh, rubbing a hand over his jaw like he already knew he shouldn’t. “Baby... if I do, it’s gotta be quick. You better bring your A-game.”

I gave him a slow wink and motioned toward the RV. After a brief hesitation—one last flicker of guilt, or caution—he killed the engine and stepped out. It was Friday, no classes, so he was in loose athletic shorts and a tank top, his skin warm and golden from the early sun. His shoulders and chest looked even broader in the morning light, and something in me tightened just from watching him walk toward me.

Inside the RV, the air-conditioning brushed chills across my still-bare skin as I guided him toward the kitchenette. “Lean back,” I murmured, tapping the mini-fridge with my fingers.

He obeyed, resting against it with that lazy confidence he carried so naturally. I stepped between his legs, slid my hands to the button of his shorts, and undid it slowly. Then I pulled them down along with his boxers in one smooth, practiced motion, exposing his half-hard cock—thick, heavy, and already warming in my hand before it had even fully risen.

For the second morning in a row, Carter stood with his shorts bunched around his ankles while I knelt between his legs, working his cock with my mouth like I’d been starving for it. The RV’s cool air brushed against my bare skin as I bobbed my head, taking him deeper with every stroke. I sucked hard, spit running down my chin as I tried to gather enough slickness to ease the way into my throat. Within seconds he was thick and fully hard, my lips stretched wide around him as I pushed his smooth head past my tonsils again and again.

Carter shifted his weight, bracing one hand against the counter, soft moans vibrating out of him. The only sounds coming from me were muffled hums between the messy rhythm—slurp, slap, slurp, the wet suction of my mouth working him eagerly.

“Damn, Britt...” he groaned, voice dropping low and rough. “You really brought the A-game today. Your mouth is somethin’ else. Keep goin’ like that and I’m gonna fill you up right here.”

His praise sent a hot little pulse through me, and I sucked harder, taking him deeper until my eyes watered. But time was slipping away. He only had fifteen minutes before he absolutely had to leave, and we were cutting it close. I could feel him building, but not fast enough.

Then the idea hit me—wicked and perfect.

I let his cock slide out of my mouth with a wet pop. It dropped against his thigh, slick and swollen, swinging heavily as I stood. Bare feet tapping lightly on the floor, I hurried to the tiny RV bathroom and rummaged through the pile of clothes from my morning run—still damp, still warm with sweat.

I grabbed what I needed and returned to where Carter stood, breathing hard, his cock gleaming with spit. I knelt again, setting the two items beside me, and took him back into my mouth. My fingers wrapped around his base, stroking in rhythm with my lips as he groaned above me, muttering half-formed curses and encouragements.

When I felt his thighs tighten and heard that change in his breathing—that edge—I moved.

I rose to my feet, grabbed one of my socks, still salty with sweat from the run, and gently pressed it to his lips before guiding it into his mouth. His eyes widened, not in resistance but in raw, startled desire.

Then I lifted my panties—white, drenched, completely see-through from the mix of heat and sweat—and pushed the crotch of them against his face.

“Hold these for me, daddy,” I murmured, pinching my nose with a grin. “Smell me while I finish you. They’re... ripe.”

Carter’s hand came up immediately, replacing mine, pressing the panties tighter to his own face. With the sock in his mouth he couldn’t talk, only let out a muffled sound that vibrated with pure need.

And with that, I dropped back to my knees and wrapped my lips around his cock again.

At first I stroked him while I sucked, letting my hand work in slick rhythm with my mouth. But it didn’t take long before I felt that unmistakable shift—those tight, pulsing surges deep inside his shaft that told me his orgasm was already climbing fast. The combination of my mouth, the sweat-soaked sock in his mouth, and my panties pressed to his face had him teetering right at the edge.

I wanted him to cum hard—really hard. The kind of release big guys almost never get from a blowjob because most women can barely get half of them past their lips. So I dropped my hand entirely, slid both palms behind him, and gripped the bottoms of his ass cheeks to steady him. Then I drove my mouth on him fast and deep, letting him feel what a true, hand-free blowjob felt like when a girl was determined.

Carter’s muffled noises grew louder, turning into deep, broken sounds as his thighs trembled. A heartbeat later, his hips jerked forward hard, and the first thick rope of cum blasted the back of my throat so suddenly it made me gag. The second and third shots came even harder, his whole body shuddering, his breath choking around the sock stuffed in his mouth. I held him tight and steady, keeping him from bucking too wildly so the pleasure didn’t break too soon.

The fourth and fifth pulses made his cock throb violently against my tongue, and only after the sixth and seventh did his body finally start to calm—like each shot wrung something deeper out of him.

I rose slowly, swallowing his load, the taste sharp and hot on my tongue. Carter yanked the panties off his face, spat the sock into his hand, and sucked in air like he’d been underwater.

“Fuck,” he gasped, bending slightly at the waist. “That was intense. I thought yesterday was bad enough, but that... Jesus, Brittni. Felt like my dick was exploding. For real. I gotta get the hell outta here before she calls. I’ll text you Sunday night when we get back, alright, baby girl?”

I wiped the corner of my mouth with my thumb, still tasting him, still feeling the buzz of power running warm through my chest. “I’m glad you liked it,” I said with a grin. “Honestly, after yesterday I wasn’t sure how much you’d have left, but you came a ton. Make sure you text me. I need that cock in my pussy again before I fly back to Cali.”

Carter had already pulled his shorts up, adjusting himself with a lazy shake of his hand over the swollen outline. “He’s definitely satisfied... for now,” he said with a low laugh. “Don’t worry, baby. When I get back, I’m gonna crush that sweet pussy again.” Then he grabbed my panties from the counter and twirled them on his finger. “And I’m takin’ these too. Might need them this weekend when the wife keeps me busy.”

He left a moment later, the sound of his engine fading down the driveway.

Not twenty minutes passed before I heard another vehicle pulling up. Tim climbed out of his uncle’s truck, and as I stepped out of the RV—hair still damp, body still humming from what had just happened—I raised my voice casually, masking the adrenaline still pumping under my skin.

“Wow, honey, you’re home for lunch really early. You never get here at this time.”

Tim stepped out of the truck with his shoulders slumped, scuffing the toe of his shoe through the dirt before lifting his eyes to me. “I’ve been thinking,” he muttered. “I don’t think I like you... with other guys. I changed my mind. I don’t want you to go through with it.”

The words came out nervous, uncertain—not angry. He looked like he’d been arguing with himself the entire drive back.

I leaned in and kissed him, slow and open-mouthed, but he flinched back almost immediately, making a face. “Jesus, you need to brush your teeth... you’ve got morning breath.”

I laughed softly. “Babe, I brush my teeth five times a day. This isn’t morning breath.” I tapped my tongue against my teeth and smiled. “It’s cum breath. I sucked Carter off right before you pulled in. He cums a lot, so of course it’s gonna smell.”

Tim froze. His brows pinched tight. “Are you serious? I don’t... I don’t know if I like that.”

But the bulge straining his shorts told a different story. I pointed toward it, lifting a brow. “Your cock seems pretty clear about how it feels,” I said with a quiet giggle. “He’s loving every second.”

Tim’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment, and he shook his head like he hated the truth of it. I stepped closer and slid my fingers around his hand. “Come on,” I murmured gently. “Let me take care of you. You’re wound up and confused, and that’s okay. Let me help you relax a little.”

He let me pull him inside the RV.

I barely had my hand around him for a minute before his whole body jerked and he unloaded across his stomach—quick, frantic, almost desperate. When he caught his breath, he muttered something about heading back to help his uncle, grabbed a towel, and left just as abruptly as he’d arrived.

The rest of the weekend passed slowly but intensely. Every time I thought about Carter—his size, his confidence, the way he’d grabbed my hips the first time—weighed heavy in my imagination. My pussy throbbed from the anticipation alone; I ended up masturbating several times over the weekend just to keep the edge from consuming me.

I didn’t let Tim fuck me—I wanted to keep myself achingly ready for Carter—but I stroked Tim off a few times a day to keep him from getting suspicious or resentful. Each time, he came so fast it made his frustration even clearer. Every orgasm he had was really about the thought of me with Carter. It only fueled me more.

By Sunday evening, we were sitting across from each other at dinner when my phone buzzed. Carter’s name lit the screen. That familiar, hungry spark shot straight through me.

Tim heard the alert and looked up. “Who is it?”

I kept my tone breezy, casual, like it was no big deal. “Oh, it’s just Carter,” I said, scrolling the message. “He’s coming over tomorrow around noon.” I smiled to myself, unable to hide the thrill humming beneath my voice. “Finally. I’m going to get that cock in my pussy.”

Of course Tim tried to argue again the night before, whining about how he still didn’t feel right about it, but even he knew his protests had no weight anymore. His voice didn’t match his cock, and every time he touched me the truth of what he wanted slipped right through him. His objections were half-hearted at best.


The Next Day

By the next day, the anticipation in my body was so sharp it felt electric. If Carter was going to show up with days’ worth of pent-up need, I wanted to greet him in a way that made his self-control crack the second he walked through the door.

After my morning workout and long shower, I stood in front of the RV’s tiny mirror deciding how dirty I wanted to look for him. I chose a flimsy beige mini skirt that barely covered anything and a silk cami that clung to me without hiding a single curve. No bra. No panties. Nothing between me and the warm air except the thin brush of fabric. Then, for the finishing touch, I zipped myself into a pair of brown knee-high leather boots—totally wrong for the weather, but perfect for what I wanted him to think about.

Carter pulled in at exactly 12:14, late in that deliberate, teasing way he always had. He stepped out in dress pants, a button-up, and a tie—looking like he’d come straight from seducing a classroom of grad students—and his eyes swept over me from boots to shoulders in a slow, appreciative drag.

“Look at you, girl,” he said, voice dropping a little. “All dressed up for me? You look so fine right now. I missed that sexy ass.”

Heat rolled through me. Inside the camper, I thanked him with a smile and handed him a drink, pretending for a moment that this was just two friends catching up. We traded small talk—his trip had been boring, he’d been thinking about me the whole time—but the tension between us only grew thicker.

When I leaned across the booth table, I caught his tie between my fingers and tugged him toward me. His mouth met mine hungrily. We kissed like two people who’d been denied for far too long—messy, needy, breath mixing, his tongue tracing my lips before sliding into my mouth. I sucked his lower lip, and he groaned into me. My pussy pulsed with every breath.

We didn’t last much longer in our clothes. We stood and undressed each other quickly, tossing our things aside until the only thing left on my body were those brown boots hugging my calves.

Then Carter’s hands slid beneath me, lifting me effortlessly. He carried me to the bed and laid me down, turning me so I faced the opposite direction from where Tim usually slept—as if he wanted to claim a new part of the mattress for himself.

His mouth found mine again before trailing down my throat, slow kisses turning into soft bites. When he reached my breasts, he took his time, giving each nipple its own devoted attention. I arched into him, moaning as his tongue teased one side while his hand slid down between my legs. His fingers rubbed my clit gently at first, then with growing purpose, before slipping inside me—warm, deep, confident.

The wet sound of him working me filled the small space. He fingered me harder, matching the rhythm of his mouth on my breasts, and the combination made something inside me snap loose. My hand tightened in his hair as pleasure rushed through me, my whole body shuddering in a quick, sharp orgasm.

Carter didn’t stop. He kissed down my stomach, pausing at my belly button to circle his tongue around my piercing, licking inside the small hollow like he wanted to taste every inch of me. His mouth drifted lower, slow and deliberate, until he settled between my legs.

He lifted my thighs back and went down on me with a confidence that felt like worship. His tongue moved in patterns I didn’t even know a tongue could manage—wide strokes over my pussy, soft flicks against my clit, teasing swirls over my asshole. I moaned uncontrollably, hips bucking, toes curling in my boots. When the next orgasm hit, I convulsed hard, a small burst of wetness slipping out. Not a full squirt, but enough to coat his chin. Carter didn’t hesitate—he licked it up eagerly, tongue dragging along my inner thighs like he wanted every drop.

Breathless and trembling, I let out a soft laugh. “I need something in my mouth, daddy,” I murmured, licking my lips slowly. “You know anything I could stick in it?”

Carter knew exactly how much I loved using my mouth, how much pleasure I got from giving pleasure. He shifted to his knees beside me, then swung one leg over my body until he straddled my chest, positioning himself above me with deliberate, hungry patience. His cock was already dripping, the warm leak brushing my lips as he lowered himself slowly, letting me guide him where I wanted him.

I wrapped my hand around the base and pulled him down, opening my mouth wide to take the tip, then the shaft, feeling the weight of him slide over my tongue. Carter leaned forward at the same time, burying his face between my legs again, licking me from bottom to top as he settled us fully into a sixty-nine.

He pushed deeper, and for a moment the sheer size of him made me choke, but I didn’t want him to stop. I didn’t want to lose that thick, addictive stretch at the back of my throat. Carter must’ve sensed it—my needy desperation to keep him there—because he adjusted his hips and began moving in a slow rhythm, letting me take him in long, steady glides instead of holding still.

It was perfect. Every stroke gave me air, then filled me again. And while his cock slid in and out of my mouth, Carter’s tongue was working me with the same deliberate focus—circling my clit, dipping down to tease my entrance, licking me like he was savoring every taste I could give him.

The pleasure hit fast. Too fast.

My whole body tightened, my thighs trembling around his head before the release tore through me. I started squirting, a warm burst splashing over his face. Carter instantly shifted, lowering himself to catch as much as he could with his mouth, groaning into me as he lapped it up.

With my mouth full of him, my orgasm turned into a desperate, muffled cry—wet, incoherent sounds slipping out around his cock. “Ohhgg... Gggooogg... Ahhhlggg—”

The intensity made me shake. And suddenly I needed more. I needed him inside me, needed the weight of his body and the deep, heavy push of him claiming exactly what I’d been craving for days.

I tapped his hip, the silent signal we’d already come to understand. Carter lifted his head from between my legs, pulled his cock from my mouth, and swung his body around without hesitation.

He grabbed my thighs, spreading them wide as I settled back in full missionary. Then he pushed forward in one strong, slow stroke, sinking his entire length into my soaked pussy. The moment he bottomed out, a hot, overwhelming rush shot through me. That full, stretched, impossibly stuffed feeling I’d been aching for all week—it was finally there.

Carter started moving slowly at first, letting me feel every inch, every glide, every deep drag against my walls. I opened my legs even wider, pulling my knees back to give him every bit of space he needed. Over his shoulder, I could see the reflection in the small window—his strong, beautiful body flexing with each thrust, his muscular hips driving forward between my pale thighs.

“Oh yes,” I moaned, grabbing at his shoulders. “Fuck me, daddy. Give me your cock. I need it so bad. I’ve been waiting for you all week.”

Carter’s breath hit my cheek as he started pounding harder, his voice breaking into raw grunts. He planted both hands on the mattress beside my head, arms braced and flexing, hips slamming into mine with frantic, hungry force. He looked like a man who’d been starving and finally found the meal he’d been denied.

And I welcomed every thrust. Every sound. Every inch.

Carter’s breath grew ragged as he drove himself into me again and again, sweat rolling down his temples. “You love this dick, don’t you?” he growled into my ear. “You love how deep I get. Bet he doesn’t give you anything like this. This—” he slammed into me harder, “—this is mine right now.”

His words, the intensity in his voice, the force of his body—it all hit me at once. The pressure in my core snapped like a pulled wire, and I screamed as another squirting orgasm tore through me, my whole body shaking uncontrollably.

“Oh—oh god, yes! Daddy—yes! I’m cumming! I’m cumming so hard—ohhh—”

The rush exploded out of me, spraying in a wild, hot burst, but Carter didn’t pull out like most men instinctively do. He kept thrusting right through it, hips pounding into me with heavy, wet slaps as my release splashed against his stomach and thighs. It only seemed to drive him harder, like my orgasm fueled him.

He fucked me like he wanted the bed to collapse under us.

Just as my body was starting to melt into the rhythm again, I heard the distant crunch of gravel outside—tires pulling into the driveway.

Carter’s pace slowed slightly as he lifted his head and glanced out the window behind me. His voice dropped low. “Well damn... guess who just pulled up. Your boy’s back. What do you wanna do?”

My pulse spiked—not with fear, but with something darker, hotter.

I gripped the back of Carter’s neck and dragged him down to me, whispering against his lips. “We do nothing. You keep fucking me exactly like you’re doing.”

A fierce grin spread across his face. “Yeah? That what you want?”

“Yes,” I breathed.

“You got it, baby.”

He tightened his grip on my hips, planted his feet into the mattress, and slammed into me with renewed force—harder than before, faster, like the thought of Tim right outside sharpened something primal in him. The RV rocked with each thrust, and I wrapped my legs around him, holding him deep inside me as he drove me back toward another crescendo.

Just as Carter’s rhythm hit a frantic, punishing pace, a shadow moved at the RV’s screen door. Tim stood there with his hands cupped around his eyes, trying to peer inside like he was pressing invisible binoculars to his face. Even without seeing us clearly, he had to hear everything—the cries, the pounding, the wet slap of our bodies. It was loud enough to echo off the damn trees.

Carter noticed him too, because something wild flickered across his face. He grabbed the backs of my thighs, pushed my legs high, and rested my leather-clad feet on his shoulders. Then he snatched Tim’s pillow, shoved it under my hips, and used it as leverage to drive even deeper. The angle was brutal—so intense it edged all the way into pain—but the pain blended with pleasure until I couldn’t tell one from the other. The whole camper rocked on its springs, rattling like it might tip if he didn’t ease up.

But I didn’t want him to ease up. I wanted to cum with him. I wanted to feel him lose control inside me.

Carter’s breath hitched, his thrusts growing erratic. “You want it, baby?” he panted. “I’m gettin’ close. Fuck, I’m right there. You want me to nut in that pussy?”

My voice broke into a scream. “Oh fuck yes—give it to me. Fill me. Make me cum with you. C’mon, daddy—shoot it in me!”

Carter’s whole body locked up. He grabbed my ankles hard enough to make my boots dig into his shoulders. His chest tightened, his muscles flexing as the first wave hit him. “Aughh—fuck—I’m cumming,” he snarled. “Take it, baby girl. Take all of it—oh fuck—yeah—”

The moment his release hit, mine tore through me like a shockwave. I squirted in sharp, pulsing bursts, my hands clawing at the sheets. “Oh god—yes—I feel it—I feel all of it—auughhh—keep going—yes—yes—”

We came together in a shaking, tangled collapse of bodies and breath. Carter fell forward onto me, chest heaving, his cock still buried deep, still throbbing even after he’d emptied himself. The warmth inside me spread in slow, delicious pulses.

He didn’t move for a long moment. Neither did I.

Finally, still pinned under him, I raised my voice toward the door. “Babe? Tim?” I called, breathless and hoarse. “You can come in now. We’re done.”

I waited, chest rising against Carter’s heavy weight.

“Tim? Did you hear me?” I called again, louder. “We’re done. You can come on in.”


The Door Opens

The screen door creaked open and Tim stepped inside without a word. His face was tight, unreadable, but the evidence was impossible to miss: a clear wet patch darkened the front of his pants, and beneath the fabric his cock strained upward, thick and visibly throbbing. Even from under Carter’s heavy body on top of me, I caught the outline.

Carter finally pushed up on his palms, pulling himself off me. His cock slid out slowly, wet and glistening, a long trail of cum and my own slick stretching between us before it broke. He glanced over his shoulder at Tim with a lazy grin. “She’s all yours, man. Your girl’s a sweet piece of ass. Total freak.”

I shifted slightly, tilting my head so Tim could see past Carter’s shoulder. Then I lifted a finger and pointed at Carter’s still-half-hard cock, shiny and coated with the milky mix of what he’d left inside me. “Look, baby. Look how big he is. That was all the way inside me. It made me squirt so hard.” My voice softened into a tremble of lingering pleasure. “I’m still shaking from it. I loved it.”

Tim didn’t say anything. He just stared, jaw tight, breathing shallowly. The conflict was all over his face—shame and arousal twisted together until he didn’t know which one he hated more.

Carter took his time getting dressed, sliding his slacks back on, straightening his shirt, then leaning over to kiss me long and slow. His hand cradled my jaw, thumb brushing my cheek. “That was incredible, baby girl,” he murmured. “I won’t be able to stop by till Thursday, but... I’ll have a little surprise for you.”

I stroked his neck and smiled up at him. “I can’t wait. Text me.”

He smacked my thigh affectionately, grabbed his keys, and left the RV. A moment later I heard his car roar down the driveway. The movement shifted the bed beneath me, and I felt a lazy line of warmth trail from my pussy down toward my ass—Carter’s cum still slowly leaking out of me, sticking warmly to my skin.

Lying on my back, catching my breath, I turned my head toward Tim. “Sorry about your pillow, babe,” I said lightly. “Carter needed it under my hips to hit the right angle. It’s... pretty soaked. His cum, my juices... probably smells like straight sex. Don’t worry, I’ll wash the case in the house.”

Tim looked wrecked. Not angry—just torn apart by the feelings he couldn’t control. His voice came out low, shaking slightly. “I get home for lunch... and this is what I walk into.” His eyes dropped briefly to his still-hard cock pressing the front of his jeans. “And the worst part is... you looked like you were enjoying it too much.”

I justified my actions, letting the words spill out as naturally as the heat rising in my chest. “Honey, you saw that dick. If you were me, tell me you wouldn’t have wanted that too. He hit spots so deep in me I honestly thought he was going to punch straight through my back.” Tim paused, wrestling with the images I’d just fed him, and I lifted an eyebrow, letting a teasing smile curl at the corner of my mouth. “So... if you’re home to eat, I’ve got a warm, fresh lunch waiting. Get in there and eat up. And don’t worry, there’s plenty to keep you full the rest of the day.”

Tim shook his head in disgust, pushing himself off the bed and stepping out of the RV like he needed air. But not even two minutes later he came back, still shaking his head, like something bigger than him was dragging him forward. He moved toward me, climbed up onto the bed, and settled between my legs on his stomach. My pussy was a swollen, throbbing mess, still warm and open from Carter. Tim sniffed hesitantly at first, like a man trying to figure out if he really wanted the taste he knew was waiting for him, and then he pressed his mouth to my gooey slit. His tongue flicked cautiously, testing, and then he opened wider and started to slurp up the slick mixture Carter had left inside me.

“There you go, baby,” I murmured, tilting my hips up, pulling my knees back so he had no choice but to be face-deep. “Clean me up so I can go shopping today. That reminds me, I’m gonna need your credit card. Mmm, that’s it. Slurp it all out. Don’t leave a drop.”

Tim sank into it, his hesitation dissolving into something raw and needy. His tongue worked over my sloppy, used pussy like he was washing every inch of it clean with his mouth. When some of the creamy runoff slid down toward my ass, he followed it, licking the jism that had spread along my crack.

I slid my hand to the back of his head, fingers tangling in his hair as I pushed his face harder into my messy hole. “Deeper, baby. Get it all,” I whispered, breath hitching at the warm pressure. “Don’t leave any of it in there. It’s good, isn’t it? I had some yesterday.”

When Tim finally finished, he sat back on his heels, breathing hard, his whole face shiny and slick like he’d just devoured the messiest meal of his life. I let him stare at me for a moment before giving him a slow nod. “Take your pants off, baby... and fuck me. I know I’m stretched out, but you’ll still feel enough to get what you need.”

He pushed his pants down only to his knees, clumsy and eager, and I noticed the wet spot on his underwear where his cock had been leaking the whole time he’d been tasting me. He guided himself into my used, slippery opening, and the moment he slid inside I felt exactly what I expected—his five inches were there, but after Carter, the sensation was faint. I could barely feel anything. I didn’t let any of that hit his confidence. I gave him warmth, softness, everything he needed to stay in the moment with me.

“See? It’s not so bad,” I murmured, stroking his cheek as he started to move. “You cleaned out all of Carter’s load already... it’s mostly just me now.”

He lowered his body onto mine, chest pressing to mine, and kissed me with a hungry, confused softness. Carter’s taste lingered faintly between our mouths, and every time our lips broke apart I leaned in close enough to whisper things that made his cock twitch inside me. “I love you, baby... we’re literally sharing another man’s sperm in our mouths,” or “pump me faster so I can feel you.”

Five minutes later his whole body locked up, a tight shudder running through him as he gasped, “I’m cumming... oh, shit... oh... ooooooh...”

As he spilled himself inside my already-used pussy, I held him, rubbing the back of his head gently, almost maternally. “That’s it, baby. Good boy. You did so good. Just let it out. I bet that one felt amazing.”

When the last tremor left him, he rolled off me, still dazed, tossed his clothes back into place, wolfed down a sandwich, and headed off to work with his uncle like nothing had happened. And somehow, the next few days were some of the happiest we’d ever had. Every morning I’d take his cock in my mouth, every evening I’d stroke him until he couldn’t breathe, and each time he came harder than the last, the teasing and the cuckold thoughts only winding him tighter and tighter until he exploded for me.


Count Down

Thursday morning came, and Tim was pulling on his work boots when he paused in the doorway, trying to sound casual but failing. “What time is Carter coming? Do you... want me to stay? Maybe we could have a threesome?”

I couldn’t help the soft laugh that slipped out. “That’s really sweet, baby. But today?” I leaned in and lowered my voice, letting the words purr across his skin. “Today I need eight inches or more. I want to be stuffed like a Thanksgiving turkey. But it’s adorable that you offered.” I kissed his cheek. “He said around one. Which reminds me—can you do me a favor on your way back from lunch? Pick up some razors, some lube—Astroglide if they have it—and an enema. I need to be smooth and completely cleaned out, if you know what I mean. Oh—black thigh-high stockings too. Not the cheap ones. The good European ones with the fancy patterns. There was one more thing... I’ll text you when I remember. Thank you, sweetie. I love you.”

He nodded, though the disappointment flickered clearly across his face before he headed out.

My morning drifted by—running, scrolling, reading—until he returned with everything I’d asked for. After cleaning myself out, I stepped into the shower and shaved until my skin felt slick as glass. When I came out wrapped in steam, Tim had already eaten and left again.

I slipped into my pastel, spaghetti-strap, one-piece romper, the soft fabric floating over my matching ruffled panties and bra. Flip-flops slapped lightly against the floor as I curled my blonde hair a little more and touched up my makeup. I’d just finished smoothing shimmering gloss over my lips when I heard Carter’s car outside. Peeking through the window, I noticed he wasn’t alone—another Black man climbed out with him.

I drew in a slow breath, adjusted my top, then opened the door with a bright smile.

Carter stepped in first, putting on a mock-serious salesman voice. “Hello, miss. We’re selling meat today. Our specialty is prime, dark-meat tube steak. You interested? We can give you a sample if you need convincing.”

I laughed and leaned against the doorframe. “Hmm... well, I only take grade-A meat. And it needs to come in twelve-inch sections.”

The three of us laughed as they stepped into the RV. Carter gave me a once-over and whistled. “Damn, you look fine as always.” Then he gestured to the man beside him. “Britt, this is Chris. We’ve been boys forever. Had a shitload of fun together. And he’s been dying to meet you.”

Chris was handsome in a different way from Carter—same smooth confidence, same deep brown skin, but taller and leaner, maybe six-three, with a quieter, sharper energy behind his smile. “Hey, Brittni,” he said, voice warm and easy. “Real glad to finally meet you. Carter’s been talking you up nonstop, and from what I’m seeing... he wasn’t exaggerating.”

Both of them looked good enough to eat. Carter wore knee-length jean shorts, a fitted polo, a silver rope chain, and those wheat-yellow Timberlands with the laces loose—casual but intentional, like he’d dressed exactly for this. Chris had on khaki shorts, a sky-blue collared pullover, and brown slip-on loafers. They smelled clean and warm, lotion and cologne mixing in the air, stirring something low in my stomach before anything even started.

I offered them drinks, and they each grabbed one of Tim’s ice-cold beers while we talked. I sipped Moscato, feeling the slow warmth crawl into my chest. When Carter leaned back and shifted into that smooth, teasing dialect he knew got me going, my thighs tightened instinctively. “Britt...” he drawled, nodding toward Chris. “We ready to burn this party up? My boy here’s packin serious heat. You said you needed eight inches or more... well, Chris been known to lay it down. Couple white girls damn near needed physical therapy afterward.”

I set my wine down, pulse ticking up. “How am I supposed to say no to that?” I said softly. “Take your clothes off. Both of you. I want to see what I’m working with.”

They stripped without hesitation, and both kept their shoes on, which only made it hotter. There was something undeniably masculine about a man staying dressed from the ankles down, like he wasn’t planning to be gentle or romantic—just raw and physical. Carter wasn’t lying about Chris, either. When Chris shoved his shorts down, his cock dropped free, thick and dark with a pinkish head, swinging heavily like a snake easing itself from a tree branch.

“Mmm... I like what I’m seeing,” I murmured, feeling my pussy warm and soften as both men stood in the narrow aisle, stroking their thick cocks to full life. The sight of them—two big, confident Black men edging closer, watching me like they already knew exactly what I wanted—made my breath catch.

I went to Chris first. Dropping to my knees, I wrapped my glossy lips around the head of his cock and let him fill my mouth. He tasted clean and warm, and as I sucked, he swelled quickly, thickening and lengthening until he was pushing deeper than my throat was ready for.

“Ohhh, fuck...” Chris groaned, head tipping back. “Carter, this girl swallows pipe better than that chick from El Paso. You see this?”

He wasn’t exaggerating about his size. Fully hard, Chris was about as thick as Carter but with an extra inch of length that pushed right into the back of my throat. The first few times I tried to take him all the way, my throat spasmed around him, a small gag slipping out despite my control. But I adjusted, relaxing into the rhythm until I could bury my lips to his balls, pausing there as my breath puffed against the base of his shaft like a fish surfacing underwater. Then I dragged myself back up slowly, letting my saliva string from my lips to his cock.

Carter let out a low chuckle behind me. “Told you, bruh. She’s the truth. Girl ain’t scared to sop up all the gravy.”

I kept Chris deep in my mouth a few more minutes, loving the heavy weight of him sliding against my tongue, before turning to Carter. He was already fully hard from watching, stroking himself so I wouldn’t have to take as long bringing him up. I took him between my lips, letting my saliva and the taste of Chris mix on my tongue as I sucked him greedily. My pussy pulsed, wet enough that I could feel it through the fabric of my romper. I rubbed my clit through the soft material, needing the pressure just to steady my breathing.

When both their cocks were dripping with my spit and standing like polished stone, I rose slowly to my feet. I slid the thin straps of my romper off my shoulders, letting the fabric fall away from my skin as I smiled at them.

“It’s time,” I said, heat curling through every word. “I need to be fucked—really fucked.”

I turned, bent forward over the table, and arched my back to give them a perfect view. “It might get tight up in the bed later, but we’ll figure that out. Right now...” I glanced back at them, licking my lips. “Right now I want one of you behind me. Chris, you’re the guest—so you go first.”

I bent over the table and gave them a slow, teasing twerk, letting my hips bounce just enough to make my ass ripple for them. Both men froze mid-breath, staring like they’d never seen anything like it. Chris finally broke the silence with a low whistle. “Damn... she got an ass like a sistah. I swear, that is not a white-girl ass.”

Carter laughed, pride all over his face. “Told you I wasn’t playin. I was dead serious.”

I lowered myself against the table, lifting and wiggling my ass in a clear invitation. “I want it in my ass later,” I said, voice thick with need. “But right now? I want you to pound my pussy from behind. Hard.”

As I shifted forward, a flicker of movement caught my eye. A shadow outside the small window above the bed. I glanced just long enough to confirm what my instincts already knew. Tim. Standing on something to get the right angle, hidden enough to pretend he wasn’t there, eyes glued to my body bent over for two big-dicked Black men. “That sneaky little ass,” I thought, amused. Fine. He wanted a show? I’d give him one. I needed to get fucked, and he clearly needed to watch.

Chris widened his stance behind me, lining himself up with slow, deliberate control. He rubbed the swollen head of his cock along my lips, circling, coating himself in my wetness before pushing in. Inch by inch, he filled me—stretching, thick, exactly what I’d been craving. I gasped, gripping the table as my body adjusted to the delicious pressure. Once my walls relaxed around him and the stretch settled into a deep, hungry ache, he pushed forward again, bottoming out with a heavy slap of his hips.

My breasts flattened against the tabletop as it rocked beneath us.

“Shiiiit,” Chris groaned, fingers digging into my hips. “This pussy is unreal. Tight as hell and warm as a heater.”

I moaned, long and loud, letting him hear exactly how good he felt. His ten inches were driving all the way in, hitting everything inside me. Every thrust made his balls swing forward and smack against my clit, sending sharp, electric pleasure shooting through me.

“Oh fuck—oh fuck—I’m gonna cum already!” I gasped, my whole body tightening.

I knew exactly what would push me over the edge—what always pushed me over the edge. I twisted my head toward Carter, breath hot and urgent.

“Daddy,” I said, voice shaking, “get up here on the table so I can suck your dick. Hurry.”


Get Up Here

Carter moved quickly, stepping around me and climbing onto the booth-style seat before settling himself right on the table in front of me. He spread his legs wide, inching forward until his cock pointed up toward my mouth. Behind me, Chris kept driving into me with hard, deep strokes, shaking the table under us. As soon as Carter was close enough, I opened wide and took him in, sucking him like my life depended on it. The taste, the angle, the pressure—it all crashed together inside me and snapped something loose. My pussy clenched around Chris so hard my vision blurred. I had to force myself not to bite down on Carter’s cock as my orgasm ripped through me.

Chris pushed himself all the way in and held there, letting me feel every thick inch pulsing inside me while I shook through my climax. When he finally slid out, slick and shiny with cream, the men switched spots without breaking rhythm. Carter moved behind me, gripping my hips as he lined up, while Chris, still wet from my pussy, held his cock out for me. I wrapped my lips around him instantly. I tasted myself—salty, warm—and somehow that only made the heat in my belly rise again.

Carter didn’t ease in. He drove forward with raw force, pounding my pussy with long, reckless strokes that made the table legs creak. I moaned around Chris’s cock, drooling down his length, my whole body tightening again. It didn’t take long before I was cumming a second time, thighs trembling, mouth stretched wide around Chris as he groaned above me.

Still catching my breath, I pulled off Chris with a gasp. “Guys... we need to move to the bed.” Then, loud enough for Tim’s hidden ears outside the window, I added, “Can you believe you were both fucking me and I was sucking dick right where Tim and I eat? All these fluids right where we break our bread... that’s insane.”

I straightened, chest heaving. “It’s time to get serious.” I reached into the drawer, grabbed a scrunchie, and pulled my hair into a messy ponytail. Then I slipped on the black designer thigh-high stockings—the expensive European ones Tim bought me—letting the reinforced toes slide over my feet as the soft fabric hugged my legs.

Both of them were standing there with their slick cocks jutting straight out, glistening under the light. They each took an arm, lifted me like I weighed nothing, and set me on the bed. Chris climbed up first, lying on his back with his head pointed straight toward the window Tim had been spying through. I saw the top of his head disappear—he’d ducked down as soon as we started climbing to the loft.

I straddled Chris, positioned myself, and lowered my body onto his cock. My slick, hose-covered feet pressed into the sheets for leverage as I impaled myself on him, inch by thick inch, until he was buried deep inside me.

With Chris buried deep inside my pussy, stretching me full and warm, I looked over my shoulder and told Carter, “Grab the lube from the table... slick yourself up and slide that hog into my ass at the same time. Go slow.”

Carter didn’t hesitate. He reached for the bottle, coated his thick cock until it gleamed, then climbed onto his knees behind me. I leaned forward over Chris’s chest, giving Carter room and bracing myself with both hands. The moment his slick head pressed against my asshole, my breath stuttered. He eased forward, steady and patient, letting my body open around him one inch at a time. The stretch burned at first, sharp and intense, but under it was that deep, hungry ache I’d been craving all day.

He pushed a little farther, then paused, his hands warm on my hips. He was gentle, easing himself inside me with care even as my whole body tensed around the intrusion.

In a low, intimate growl, he asked, “You like that, baby? You like both of us inside you at once?”

“Fuck yes,” I breathed, wincing but needing more. “I’m gonna rock on Chris while you pump me, ok, daddy?”

“Let’s do this,” he said, voice filled with heat.

I pushed my hips back, grinding down on Chris’s cock while Carter began to move behind me, slow at first, then deeper as my body adjusted. The sensation was overwhelming—pressure everywhere, fullness that made every nerve in me fire at once. I moaned, loud and raw.

“Oh god... it feels so good... oh god, yes... both of you... do me... just like that... I’m gonna cum. A little harder, daddy—not much—just a little. Ahhh... right there... right there... Oooo... oh... ohhhh...”

The orgasm hit like a wave crashing through my spine. My whole body locked up and then shuddered violently as a hot gush shot out of me, spraying across Chris’s stomach. He let out a satisfied laugh, resting a hand on my thigh as I trembled above him.

“Damn, girl,” he grinned. “You really know how to work it. Go on and get yours.”

I pushed myself upright, both cocks sliding out of me at once, leaving me gaping, stretched, and trembling with need. Lust had taken over every rational thought. I wanted more. I wanted both of them inside my pussy at the same time, stuffed to the point of insanity. I’d cleaned myself out thoroughly with the enema earlier, so switching from ass to pussy didn’t bother me at all—if anything, it made me hungrier for it.

I turned, lowering myself back onto Chris in a reverse cowgirl position, his long pole sliding into me with a wet, needy sound. Then I looked back at Carter, his cock shiny with lube and ready. “Put it in my pussy,” I told him, breath shaky. “Both of you. I’m ready.”

Carter grabbed the backs of my stocking-covered knees and tilted me backward, opening me wide. He pressed the thick, greased head of his cock against my already stuffed entrance, searching for any bit of room that might still exist. When he pushed, I felt every millimeter—pressure, heat, resistance. As he worked his way in, it felt like I was being pried apart by something the size of a bottle. My breath came out rough and chopped.

“You ready, baby girl? Here it comes,” he warned softly, giving one last firm push.

It slid in.

A sharp cry ripped out of me. “Ouch—oh—oh—hold it! Hold it still—let me get used to it!” I begged, gripping Chris’s thighs behind me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement near the window. Tim was back again, rising slowly, trying to be invisible as he watched me stretched wide around two massive black cocks. His girl—his partner—stuffed beyond anything he could give. I wondered what lightning bolt must have hit him in that moment. Shock? Arousal? Fear that everything had just changed?

Neither Chris nor Carter moved. They let me adjust, let my body slowly mold to their size. In this position, Carter would have to do most of the work—thrusting himself inside me while pulling me back and forth on Chris.

And he did exactly that.

He started slow, inching in and out, and the sensation was unreal. My pussy was filled to the brim—hot, stretched, swollen around them both. Two cocks inside me, so tight there wasn’t even a whisper of extra space. My whole body shook with every measured thrust.

“Fuck my pussy,” I moaned, voice breaking. “Stretch it... abuse it... oh... oh... ooooh... ooooooh...”

Carter’s boots, still on his feet, dug into the sheets, giving him the stability he needed to drive into me without slipping. Every thrust pushed both men deeper inside me, grinding their cocks against each other, rubbing against my walls until I felt like my body was melting from the inside out.

I was teetering on the edge when Chris’s voice cracked behind me. “I’m about to bust.”

The friction must have been unbearable for him—tightness, heat, pressure—because he suddenly growled, “Grrrraaaugghhhh! I’m cummin—god damn it—fuuuuuck!”

I felt it immediately. Hot, thick spurts slamming right into my cervix, flooding my already overfilled pussy. The sensation broke me. I exploded right along with him, my body convulsing around both cocks. I couldn’t even tell if I was squirting—everything was too tight, too full, too chaotic to distinguish anything. All I knew was bliss. Blinding, shaking bliss.

Carter kept pumping through it all, driving into me as Chris emptied himself, making the whole thing even more overwhelming, hot, and perfect.

Chris and I were still trembling—both of us barely catching our breath—when Carter suddenly let out a deep, raw grunt behind me. “I’m nuttin right now! Fuuucckkk, yeah... you feel it? Augghhh... take it, baby... augghhh...”

Oh, I felt it. Every hot pulse of it.

Tim, crouched at the window, had to be losing his mind watching it—watching Carter empty himself into the same hole already packed full with Chris’s load. When Carter finally pulled out of my overstretched opening, it was like popping a cork. A gush of mixed semen poured out instantly, spilling over Chris’s cock, coating his balls, and dripping in thick white pools onto the sheets.

I pushed my shaking legs beneath me, carefully lifting myself off Chris. My pussy hung open—gaped, numb, and leaking so much cum it ran down my thighs in warm streaks. It quivered as if it didn’t know whether to clench or just keep dripping. And god, it felt incredible.

You’d think I would’ve been satisfied.

But I wasn’t. Not even close.

Still drunk on lust, on the fullness, on the way these two men had used my body, I wanted more—something insane, something I knew I might never get a chance to try again. I wanted both of them in my ass at the same time.

I’ve always loved anal. My friends think I’m out of my mind when I say, “the thicker the better,” but this... two big black cocks... nothing thicker existed.

The only problem? Both of them were spent—slick, deflating, still twitching from their own orgasms.

I wagged my finger at them like a teacher catching two boys misbehaving. “Oh no you don’t. We’re not done. Sit at the edge of the bed—both of you. I’ll get them back up.”

Carter was half-hard, still shiny with lube and cum. Chris was soft, hanging heavy. I dropped to my knees between them and got to work—jerking Carter with one hand while sucking him into my mouth, stroking Chris with the other, switching back and forth. They hardened, but not fast enough for the wild idea in my head.

Fine. Time to pull out the nuclear option.

“Both of you,” I said firmly, “turn around and get on your hands and knees.”

Chris blinked at me. “Girl... are you crazy? What’s goin’ on?”

I smiled, cocked my head sweetly. “Please. Just do it. Side by side. I promise I’ll make it worth it.”

That was all it took. Curiosity, ego, and the leftover heat of the moment carried them. They moved to the center of the bed, side by side, hands and knees planted wide, boots hanging off the edge, muscular asses lifted high.

Perfect.


Perfection

Still on my knees, I slid behind Carter first. I placed my hands on his warm skin and used my thumbs to spread his firm cheeks apart, revealing the tight, puckered ring underneath. The scent hit me—soap, sweat, raw heat—and instead of turning me off, it made something in me spark.

I leaned in and pressed my tongue directly against his rigid, clenched rings.

"Huh, oh! Fuck!" Carter jerked hard when my warm tongue dragged across the tight ring of his asshole, his whole body snapping like he’d been shocked.

I giggled against him, licking, kissing, tasting him with slow, teasing strokes. “Mmmm... daddy, your ass tastes so good. You like that? Tell me if that feels good,” I murmured between little snickers and hungry laps.

Both men had their foreheads pressed to the mattress, looking sideways at each other in disbelief. Chris finally muttered, breathless, “This girl is a total freak. You didn’t tell me she tosses the salad.”

Carter couldn’t even answer—just a deep, raw moan as I circled his opening again and pushed my tongue inside. Every time I flicked against a sensitive spot, his hips bucked like he couldn’t control himself.

I crawled over to Chris, spreading him open with both hands, loving the way he tensed even before I touched him. The moment my tongue grazed his tight little bud, he practically lunged forward, a low grunt tearing out of him. Having my face buried between their hard, muscular asses had my pussy leaking down my thighs, heat rolling through me with every shudder they gave me.

I flattened my tongue and lapped Chris’s hole until his legs started to shake. Then I moved back and forth between them, taking turns making each of them groan. Their favorite was when I’d spit lightly on the center, swirl it with the tip of my tongue, then blow cool air over the wetness—every time I did it, both of them let out these raw, involuntary sounds that made my whole body tighten.

When I finally pulled back, I told them to turn around. They shifted, rolled, and sat up—and I smiled when I saw both cocks standing hard again, thick, gleaming, ready.

I rose to my feet and said, “Okay, guys. I want both of you in my ass at the same time.”

They stared like I’d just lost my mind. Carter shook his head, breath still uneven. “Boo, I appreciate your enthusiasm, but there ain’t no way both of us are gonna fit. We barely squeezed in your front.”

“You might be right,” I said, already reaching for the bottle I needed, “but we’re at least going to try. Hand me the lube.” I squeezed a generous amount into my palm, already planning out every step. “This time I’m sitting on Carter first. Chris goes in after. Daddy, lie back like this—feet on the floor, shoulders on the bed—so Chris can stand while he lines up behind me.”

I poured out nearly half the bottle of Astroglide, working it over both cocks until they were shining, slippery, and dripping down my wrists. Then I slid three slick fingers into my own ass, pushing deep, stretching myself open while I scooped up the warm mix of their cum running down my thighs and worked that inside me too. Anything that might help. Anything to give me even a chance of fitting both of them.

Carter was already in position—body half on the mattress, half off, hips perfectly angled so I could lower onto him. I straddled his lower stomach, steadying myself before I rose up, grabbed his cock, and eased down onto it facing him. His thickness slid in without resistance after everything he’d already done to me tonight. The only problem was keeping my nylon-covered feet from slipping off the edge of the bed as I tried to brace myself.

“Okay... now for the hard part. Go slow, Chris. If I say stop, you stop. If I need you to pull out, you pull out,” I said, breath shaky, nerves buzzing.

Chris stepped in behind me, pressing the head of his cock against the tiny bit of space left around Carter’s. There wasn’t any room—none—but he tried to make some anyway, pushing forward inch by inch. The pressure was instant, brutal, searing.

“Ow—ow—ow—pull it out! Pull it out!” I gasped, gripping Carter’s shoulders as the burn shot through me.

Chris backed off immediately. We tried again. And again. Each time he pushed just a hair deeper before the pain tore through me and forced him back.

Finally Carter reached up, stroking my hips with a gentleness that made the whole moment ache. “Baby girl... it’s just not gonna work. We’re too big together.”

But something in me locked into place. I wasn’t giving up. Not tonight. Not with these two thick, gorgeous Black cocks throbbing and slick in my hands. I wanted them both inside me—wanted it so badly it made my whole body tremble.

I lifted off Carter, grabbed both shafts, and pressed them together between my palms. “Come here, Chris. New plan.” My voice shook, but I couldn’t stop. “I’m putting your dicks together, and I’m going to try to take them at the same time.”

I forced the two slick lengths side by side like a pair of thick, hot dog–sized monsters, lined myself over them, and sank down in one determined motion.

The stretch was unreal—white-hot, ripping, overwhelming. My asshole felt like it was splitting open, my breath breaking into little whimpers as I gritted my teeth and pushed past the point where I could turn back.

It hurt so bad—so sharp and deep I could barely breathe—but both cocks were sliding inside me, and I wasn’t stopping now.

I didn’t care anymore. The moment I lowered myself and felt both cocks slide tight and deep into my ass, all the hesitation I’d had earlier vanished. I’d finally done it—exactly what I’d been craving. The stretch was brutal at first, a white-hot burn that made my eyes squeeze shut, but my pussy was already sloppy and warm, still leaking the two loads they’d pumped into me, and that messy warmth pushed me through the pain. My breaths came fast and shallow, but I wasn’t backing down. I wanted this. I needed to be filled, stretched, used. This was the moment I’d been building toward, and I sank into it with everything I had.

As soon as I started to move, the intensity shifted. The pain didn’t disappear, but it melted into something deeper, something that made my toes curl. Even with Chris standing, I could still rock back onto both of them, feeling that impossible pressure lance through me. They were huge, locked inside me so deep I swore they were brushing every organ I owned, especially my bladder. But the shock of it all twisted into pleasure so fast it made me dizzy. I pushed harder, bouncing, grinding down on them the way I’d fantasized about, riding them like I’d always wanted to. The sensation was overwhelming, and every thrust made me feel more like the hungry, greedy woman I’d finally stopped pretending I wasn’t.

My body adjusted, opened, welcomed them, and the moment the rhythm clicked, I reached down and found my clit. The second my fingers brushed it, I nearly collapsed. It was electric—so sensitive I jerked forward, gasping. That spark shot straight up my spine and I started bouncing harder, chasing that eruption gathering low and tight in my belly. The pressure built fast, shaking through me, until I couldn’t hold it in anymore.

“Oh! Oh, fuck—guys—I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum so hard! Get ready—oh god—get ready—here it—CUUUU—AUUUGHHH—OHHHHH!” The scream ripped out of me before I even realized it.

I came so hard I felt myself release in a sudden burst, a sharp arc that sprayed straight across the room and hit Carter full in the face. He laughed, opened his mouth, catching what he could, and that filthy, eager look on him sent me spiraling into another wave. My hips kept riding, uncontrollably, my body wracked with pleasure so deep I was crying through it. The squirting came in pulses—an arc, then a dribble, then another sudden burst—until Carter’s hair and chest were dripping like he’d stood under a shower.

I could barely stay upright. Everything shook. The pressure inside me was unbearable and perfect at the same time, but the cocks pushed so deep against my bladder that the panic slipped into my voice as I gasped, “Oh god—oh god, it feels so good, but—I’m gonna pee if we don’t stop. I’m serious, I’m gonna pee all over—”

“That’s okay, baby. If you need to go, just go,” Carter said, completely calm, completely turned on.

“I can’t—” The sentence broke off as I lurched forward, lifting myself off them. The second I stepped ahead, my body let go, and a hot, helpless stream poured out of me, splashing straight down onto Carter’s face as he tilted it up to take every drop.

I was shaking uncontrollably, hips jerking in short, frantic motions—almost like a man trying to aim at a toilet while half-losing control. The release was overwhelming, a hot stream I couldn’t hold back even if I tried, and the relief made my whole body shudder. Carter stayed underneath me, trying desperately to drink as much as he could, his mouth opening again and again even as the spray hit his cheeks, chin, and eyes. He gagged once when it came too fast, swallowed hard, then stretched his mouth open for more like he couldn’t get enough. I must have been insanely full because it took a good thirty seconds before the stream finally faded and I was left trembling above him.

When it stopped, I lowered myself back down, guiding both cocks inside me again. The stretch jolted through me, but I pushed into it, letting the rhythm take over. One more deep bounce and a violent orgasm tore through me, leaving me breathless and clawing at the bed.

Behind me, Chris groaned a warning, voice tight. “I’m... fuck—gonna cum.”

I didn’t want to waste that load. I’d never tasted Chris before, and I always made sure I swallowed at least one from every guy I played with.

“I want it in my mouth,” I breathed, urgent and needy. “Tell me when.”

“Now!” he barked, and before the word even finished, he yanked out of me. He clamped a hand around the base, shot up onto the bed, and started stroking himself fast, aiming straight at my open mouth.

“Aww fuck! Take it, baby! Augh—take that nut!” he growled, shoving his cock between my lips just as he started to fire. He grabbed the back of my head and fed it to me in hard pulses, hips snapping while his cum hit the back of my throat.

Before Chris was even done, Carter lost it behind me. Watching me go straight from being stuffed in my ass to taking Chris’s cock in my mouth pushed him past the edge. He slammed deep and groaned through clenched teeth as he filled my ass with his own hot load, his head thrashing side to side while he emptied himself.

I swallowed Chris’s last warm spurt and let him slip from my mouth, breathless. It felt like everything in me had been pushed past its limit. My ass and pussy were so stretched and raw that I honestly felt like I could slide a fist into either with barely any effort. Tender, throbbing, used—and deeply, blissfully satisfied.

The guys got dressed slowly, still catching their breath, talking between laughs as I stayed sprawled naked across the bed.

Chris shook his head, raising a hand like he was swearing in at court. “Damn, Carter—you weren’t lying. She’s the queen of kink. I don’t know where you found her, but she’s a fucking keeper. Took two loads from me in an hour. That hasn’t happened in... hell, I don’t even know how long.”

Carter wiped his face with my panties, grinning like he’d won something. “Told you. She knows exactly what she’s doing. And when she pissed all over me? Man... that was it. Game over.”

Chris snorted a laugh. “I hear ya. And speaking of piss, I need to go like a muthafucka.”

Carter groaned in agreement, and before they could even decide where to go, I jumped in—knowing damn well Tim was crouched behind the RV trying to spy on every second of what had just happened.

“Why don’t you guys go behind the RV?” I suggested casually, like it was nothing. “It’s perfect back there. No one will see you.”

They bought it immediately. Still a little dazed, both men tugged on their shorts and slipped into their shoes, then headed off together behind the RV. The second they rounded the corner, I scrambled onto the bed, shoved the window open, and leaned out just in time to see Tim fumbling with his pants like a schoolboy caught stealing a look.

My two black lovers spotted him instantly.

“What the fuck?!” Chris blurted, stepping back mid-stream. “Who is this white boy?”

I couldn’t hide my grin. Carter didn’t miss a beat. “Oh, that’s Britt’s man. He don’t care about our tag team. Probably been out here watchin’ us tear her up.”

Tim’s voice cracked as he tried to salvage his dignity. “Uh... I just got here. I wanted to talk to Britt before I go... uh... back to work.”

Chris barked a laugh. “Talkin’ time is over. That pussy is wrecked! You get near it today, you might fall straight in.”

Carter laughed right along with him, and I leaned out further, letting the warm air hit my still-flushed skin.

“Hi, honey,” I called sweetly. “And what is that all over the side of the RV?”

Both men followed my gaze. The smear and streaks were unmistakable.

Chris threw his hands up. “You sick muthafucka. Out here jerkin’ off while we’re in there doin’ your woman, when you should be inside handlin’ your business.”

I interrupted, cutting through the heat-thick air as I looked between Chris and Carter. I tried to keep my tone light, teasing, even though my heart was pounding. “Didn’t you two come back here to pee?” Then I turned to Tim, who was already blushing. “Baby... why don’t you just let them pee on you?” Before he could flare up, I lifted a hand. “Wait—just listen. They were just buried inside me, filling me up. You and I could... share that. Share today. Their DNA’s already all over me. Let it be on you too. That’s all I’m saying.”

Tim’s reaction hit instantly. “You’re insane. I’m not letting anyone piss on me.”

But he said it too fast, too defensive, the kind of thing he blurted out when his mind and body were fighting each other. I stepped closer and softened my voice. “Honey, it’s really not a big deal. I literally just peed on Carter a few minutes ago. It’s sweltering out here... you can rinse off before you drive back. And they really do have to go—look at Chris.” Chris was practically bouncing, shifting his weight with desperate urgency. “You don’t even need to take anything off. Just kneel over there in the grass. If you do it, I’ll let you come inside and clean all their cum out of me before it leaks everywhere.”

I watched the conflict take him over—the logic he held onto by his fingertips collapsing under the weight of everything he’d just seen, everything he was feeling. The arousal he tried so hard to deny finally shoved him past the line. He swallowed, breath shaking, and walked over to the grass.

By the time he sank to his knees, Chris and Carter exchanged a quick look and a shrug, as if this wasn’t the first time a guy’s boundaries had melted in the presence of what they had to offer. They stepped in front of him, shoulder to shoulder, unzipping without hesitation. Carter got there first—his stream burst out in a strong arc that smacked straight into Tim’s chest, darkening his shirt in seconds.

Chris followed, and his pressure was even stronger. His thick, heavy cock angled downward, and the spray hit Tim square in the face with enough force to splash outward. Tim squeezed his eyes shut, the muscles in his jaw tense, but he didn’t flinch away. He just knelt there, letting both streams cover him, taking everything they gave him like a man who’d stopped pretending he wasn’t turned on.

I felt a strange, sharp swell of pride watching him—my boyfriend kneeling, drenched in the heat, letting my black lovers spray him like they were putting out a fire, their hips shifting as their cocks traced messy, powerful lines across his body.

Hoping he could hear me over the wet, rhythmic splatter hitting his skin, I raised my voice and let my fingers circle my swollen clit. “Open your mouth, baby. Go on... taste it. See if you like it as much as their cum.”

Even through the mess running down his face, I saw the moment he gave in. Tim tilted his head back and parted his lips. Chris and Carter exchanged a quick, wicked grin before shifting their aim. Their streams hit his teeth, his tongue, the back of his throat with a level of precision that made him gag the moment he swallowed. His whole mouth filled so fast he had no choice but to gulp it down. By then he was soaked from hair to shoes, dripping with the last of Carter’s release as Carter stepped closer to squeeze out a few final, pulsing spurts before shaking himself dry. Chris lasted longer, his stream still strong as he moved nearer so none of it missed Tim.

When Chris finally finished, he gave his cock a loose shake and let out a full-body shiver. “Damn... I needed that.”

A minute later they were both tucking themselves away and pulling their clothes back together. They stepped back inside long enough to kiss me deeply, their mouths warm and still tasting faintly of heat and sweat, then headed out with lazy waves.

Tim followed me inside the RV a moment later, his wet clothes clinging to him, the smell clinging even stronger. He stripped immediately, peeling everything off his body in one sticky mess before stepping into the shower. When he came out, still damp, he dropped onto the bed like he’d been starving for me all afternoon. He buried his face between my thighs without hesitation, licking into both of my messy, gaping holes, cleaning every trace of their cum from me with the desperate devotion of a cat mothering her litter.

We tried to have sex after, both of us wanting that closeness, but the stretch from earlier was so intense neither of us could feel anything. I ended up stroking him instead, working my hand up and down until he finally groaned and shot all over his belly. Only then did he admit, breathless and embarrassed, that he’d already cum three times outside while watching me get fucked. By the time we finallby settled into bed, we were limp with satisfaction.

Sometime after midnight, my eyes flew open. The realization hit so hard I bolted upright and screamed, “Oh my God!”

Tim jerked awake like he’d been yanked from a nightmare, fumbling for the light. “What? What happened?”

I ran both hands through my hair, heart pounding. “I just remembered what I forgot to have you pick up. It’s been a week since I took them—my birth control pills!”
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