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The wedding hall was a blur of gold and crimson, the scent of jasmine and sandalwood thick in the air, clinging to the silk drapes that swayed with the movement of guests. Priya Satish stood at the center of it all, her hennaed hands trembling as the priest chanted in Sanskrit, the sacred fire crackling between them. Her sari, a heavy brocade of deep red and gold, felt like a cage, the embroidery digging into her skin as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other. She hadn’t wanted this. None of it.

Her parents had insisted. "He’s a good man, beta. A doctor. Stable. Respectable." But Priya had seen the photos they’d shown her—dark skin, broad shoulders, a smile that was too confident, too knowing. She had argued, pleaded, even screamed. "I don’t want a Black man! What will people say?" Her mother had slapped her then, the sharp crack of palm against cheek echoing in the marble foyer of their Mumbai home. "You will marry him, and you will be grateful."

And now here she was.

Across the fire, Malik Carter stood tall, his tailored black sherwani hugging his muscular frame, the gold threading catching the flickering light. His skin was a deep, rich ebony, his bald head gleaming under the chandeliers, his goatee neatly trimmed. He was handsome—she couldn’t deny that. But that only made it worse. She didn’t want to be attracted to him. Didn’t want to feel the way her stomach twisted when his dark eyes locked onto hers, when his full lips curled into that infuriating, self-assured smirk.

The priest’s voice rose, the final verses of the saptapadi ringing out as they took their seven steps around the fire. Priya’s bare feet pressed into the cool marble, her toes curling with each step. Malik’s hand was warm, his fingers rough as they laced through hers, his grip firm, unyielding. She could feel the weight of his gaze, the way it traced the curve of her neck, the part in her hair, the way her sari clung to her breasts. She hated how aware she was of him—how her body betrayed her with a traitorous heat between her thighs.

When the ceremony ended, the guests erupted into applause, the sound deafening. Malik leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. "You’re mine now, wife," he murmured, his voice a deep, velvety rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. Priya stiffened, her nails digging into her palms. She didn’t answer. She couldn’t.

The reception was a whirlwind of music, laughter, and too much whiskey. Priya sat at the head table, her smile brittle, her jaw aching from the effort of pretending. Malik, on the other hand, seemed entirely at ease, laughing with her uncles, clinking glasses with her cousins, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back whenever he leaned in to say something. She wanted to shrink away from his touch, but the weight of it was... distracting. His fingers were long, his palm broad, the heat of him seeping through the thin fabric of her blouse.

By the time they retreated to the bridal suite, Priya’s head was spinning—not just from the alcohol, but from the way Malik had looked at her all night. Like he was undressing her with his eyes. Like he already knew every inch of her body.

The door clicked shut behind them, the sudden silence deafening. The suite was opulent—silk curtains, a king-sized bed draped in gold and white, rose petals scattered across the sheets. Priya’s breath hitched as Malik turned to face her, his dark eyes burning with something primal, something hungry.

"You’ve been avoiding me all night," he said, his voice low, accusatory.

Priya lifted her chin, defiance flaring in her chest. "I don’t know what you’re talking about."

Malik stepped closer, his presence overwhelming, his scent—spice and cedar and something uniquely male—filling her senses. "You do." His hand lifted, his knuckles brushing against her cheek, his touch maddeningly gentle. "You don’t want this. You don’t want me."

Priya swallowed hard, her pulse hammering in her throat. "It’s not about you."

"Then what is it about?" His thumb traced her lower lip, his touch sending a jolt of electricity through her. "Tell me, Priya. Tell me why you’re so fucking afraid of me."

She jerked back, her cheeks flushing with anger—and something else. Something darker. "I’m not afraid of you."

Malik’s lips curled into a slow, dangerous smile. "No? Then why are you shaking?"

Priya’s breath came faster, her fingers clenching into fists. "Because I don’t want this marriage! I didn’t ask for this!"

"But you have it." His voice was a growl now, his body crowding hers, backing her up against the wall. The cool marble pressed against her spine, the contrast with the heat radiating off him making her dizzy. "And you’re mine now. Whether you like it or not."

Priya’s heart pounded, her body betraying her as her nipples hardened beneath her blouse, her pussy clenching with a traitorous ache. "You can’t just—"

"I can." His hand slid to her waist, his grip firm as he pulled her against him. The hard ridge of his cock pressed into her stomach, thick and unmistakable even through the layers of fabric. Priya gasped, her eyes widening. "You feel that?" Malik’s voice was a dark purr, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. "That’s what you do to me, wife. That’s what you’ve been doing to me all fucking night."

Priya’s breath hitched, her body trembling. She should push him away. She should scream, fight, something. But his scent was intoxicating, his heat overwhelming, and the way his cock twitched against her—God, it was huge—made her knees weak.

"You don’t want me," she whispered, but even she could hear the lack of conviction in her voice.

Malik’s chuckle was dark, triumphant. "Liar." His hand slid up, his thumb brushing over her nipple through the thin fabric of her blouse. Priya whimpered, her back arching involuntarily. "Your body knows the truth, even if your mouth doesn’t." His fingers found the tie of her blouse, tugging it loose with practiced ease. "You’re soaked, Priya. I can smell you."

Priya’s face burned with humiliation—and arousal. "No—"

"Yes." His mouth crashed onto hers, his kiss brutal, demanding. His tongue forced its way past her lips, tangling with hers, tasting of whiskey and sin. Priya moaned into his mouth, her hands flying to his chest—whether to push him away or pull him closer, she didn’t know. His skin was hot beneath her palms, his muscles hard as stone.

Malik’s hands were everywhere—cupping her breasts, pinching her nipples through the fabric, sliding down to grip her ass, pulling her against his cock. "Fuck, you’re perfect," he groaned against her lips. "So fucking responsive. Your body was made for me."

Priya whimpered as his teeth grazed her lower lip, his hands working the buttons of her blouse open one by one. The cool air hit her skin, but it did nothing to cool the fire burning inside her. Malik’s breath hitched as he pushed the fabric apart, revealing her lace bra, her dark nipples already hard, already aching.

"Beautiful," he murmured, his thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks. "I knew you’d be perfect." His mouth descended, his lips wrapping around one nipple through the lace, his tongue flicking over the stiffened bud. Priya cried out, her fingers tangling in his short hair, her hips grinding against him without her permission.

Malik groaned, the vibration sending another wave of pleasure through her. "That’s it, baby. Let me hear you." His free hand slid down, slipping beneath the waistband of her lehenga, his fingers finding her bare pussy—soaked, just like he’d said. "Fuck, you’re dripping." Two thick fingers slid through her folds, parting her, teasing her entrance. "You want this. You want me."

Priya couldn’t deny it anymore. Her body was on fire, her pussy clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled. "Please," she gasped, her pride crumbling under the weight of her need.

Malik’s fingers stilled. "Please what, Priya?" His voice was a dark caress, his breath hot against her ear. "Use your words, wife. Tell me what you want."

Priya’s face burned, but the ache between her thighs was too much. "Touch me," she whispered. "Please, just—fuck—touch me."

Malik’s chuckle was dark, satisfied. "Since you asked so nicely." His fingers plunged into her, two thick digits stretching her tight cunt, curling inside her to stroke that sensitive spot that made her see stars. "Oh fuck, you’re tight," he groaned. "So fucking tight and wet for me."

Priya’s head fell back against the wall, her hips bucking against his hand, her moans filling the room. "More," she begged, her fingers digging into his shoulders. "I need—God—I need more!"

Malik’s lips found her neck, his teeth grazing her pulse point as his fingers worked her harder, faster. "You need this?" A third finger joined the first two, stretching her, filling her in a way that had her gasping. "Or do you need this?" His thumb pressed against her clit, rubbing in tight, relentless circles.

Priya’s vision blurred, her body coiling tight, tight, tight—and then she was coming, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her juices gushing down her thighs. "Malik!" His name tore from her lips like a prayer, her nails raking down his back as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Malik didn’t stop. He kept fingering her through her orgasm, drawing out every last tremor, every whimper. "That’s it, baby," he murmured against her skin. "Let me hear how good I make you feel."

Priya was still panting, her body boneless, when Malik finally withdrew his fingers. She watched, dazed, as he brought them to his mouth, licking her juices off with a slow, deliberate groan. "Delicious," he rumbled. "I can’t wait to taste the rest of you."

Before she could process his words, he was kneeling in front of her, his strong hands gripping her thighs, pushing her lehenga up to her waist. The cool air hit her exposed pussy, but she was too lost in sensation to care. Malik’s breath was hot against her inner thighs, his lips pressing kisses to her skin, inching closer, closer—

"Wait—" Priya’s protest died in her throat as his tongue dragged through her folds, long and slow and fucking perfect. "Oh God!" Her hands flew to his head, her fingers tangling in his short curls as his tongue found her clit, swirling, sucking, devouring her.

Malik groaned against her, the vibration making her knees buckle. "So fucking sweet," he murmured, his hands gripping her ass, holding her up as his tongue speared into her cunt, fucking her with deep, relentless strokes. "I could eat this pussy all night."

Priya was babbling, her hips rolling against his face, her moans growing louder, more desperate. "Malik, please—I can’t—I’m going to—"

"Come for me again," he commanded, his voice rough with need. "Come on my tongue, wife."

And she did. Her second orgasm hit her like a freight train, her body shuddering, her pussy flooding his mouth as she screamed his name. Malik lapped at her greedily, drinking down every drop, his grip on her ass bruising.

When she finally collapsed against the wall, her legs trembling, Malik stood, his lips glistening with her arousal. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, his dark eyes burning into hers. "Now it’s my turn."

Priya’s breath hitched as he reached for his belt, his fingers working it open with practiced ease. The sound of the leather sliding through the loops was obscenely loud in the quiet room. Her eyes dropped to his groin, her pulse spiking as she saw the massive bulge straining against his pants.

"Oh my God," she whispered, her throat suddenly dry.

Malik’s chuckle was dark, knowing. "Yeah, baby. That’s what you’re about to get." He pushed his pants and boxers down in one smooth motion, his cock springing free—thick, long, monstrous. The head was dark, nearly purple, the veins standing out in stark relief against his ebony skin. It twitched as she stared, a bead of pre-cum welling at the tip.

Priya’s pussy clenched, her mouth watering. She had never seen anything like it. "That’s—impossible."

Malik wrapped his hand around the base, stroking himself slowly, his bicep flexing with the movement. "All for you, wife." He stepped closer, the head of his cock brushing against her stomach, leaving a trail of heat in its wake. "You’re gonna take every inch, aren’t you?"

Priya swallowed hard, her body trembling with a mix of fear and need. "I—I don’t know if I can."

Malik’s free hand cupped her chin, tilting her face up to meet his gaze. "You will." His voice was a dark promise, his thumb brushing over her lower lip. "And you’re gonna love it."

Before she could respond, he was lifting her, his hands gripping her ass as he carried her to the bed. He laid her down gently, his body covering hers, his cock pressing against her thigh, hot and heavy. "Spread your legs," he ordered, his voice rough with desire.

Priya hesitated for only a second before obeying, her thighs falling open, her pussy already weeping with anticipation. Malik groaned at the sight, his cock twitching against her skin. "Fuck, you’re perfect." His hand slid between her legs, his fingers parting her folds, teasing her entrance. "You ready for me, baby?"

Priya nodded, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. "Yes. Please."

Malik didn’t need to be told twice. He positioned himself at her entrance, the thick head of his cock pressing against her. "Relax for me," he murmured, his lips brushing hers. "Just breathe, baby. I’ve got you."

Priya tried to do as he said, but the stretch was intense—burning, almost painful as he pushed inside, inch by slow inch. "Fuck—" she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. "It’s—too much—"

"No, it’s not," Malik growled, his hips rolling forward, his cock sinking deeper. "You can take it. You were made to take it." He bottomed out with a groan, his balls pressing against her ass, his cock buried to the hilt inside her.

Priya whimpered, her body struggling to adjust to his size. She was so full, stretched in a way she’d never been before. "Malik—" His name was a broken plea on her lips.

"Shhh," he soothed, his hand cupping her face, his thumb brushing her cheek. "You’re doing so good, baby. Just let yourself feel it." He stayed still for a moment, letting her adjust, his cock throbbing inside her.

Slowly, the burning stretch gave way to something else—something good. A deep, aching fullness that had her hips lifting, her body craving more. "Please," she whispered, her eyes locking onto his. "Move."

Malik’s lips curled into a dark, satisfied smile. "Since you asked so nicely." He pulled back slowly, his cock dragging against her sensitive walls, before slamming back in with a deep, possessive thrust.

Priya cried out, her back arching off the bed, her pussy clenching around him. "Yes! Fuck—just like that!"

Malik groaned, his hips snapping forward, his cock pistoning in and out of her with deep, punishing strokes. "You like that, wife?" His voice was a growl, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her onto his cock with every thrust. "You like taking my big Black cock?"

"Yes!" Priya’s moans were desperate, her nails raking down his back as she met him thrust for thrust. "God, yes! It’s so—fuck—so good!"

Malik’s control snapped. His hands tangled in her hair, tilting her head back as his mouth crashed onto hers, his tongue fucking her mouth in time with his cock fucking her pussy. "Mine," he growled against her lips. "You’re mine, Priya. Say it."

"Yours!" she sobbed, her body coiling tight, her orgasm building with every deep, brutal thrust. "I’m yours, Malik! Only yours!"

"That’s right," he snarled, his hips slamming into hers, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. "Come for me, baby. Come on my cock."

And she did. Her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching around him, her juices gushing around his cock as she screamed his name. Malik groaned, his thrusts growing erratic, his own release building.

"Fuck, I’m gonna—" His cock swelled inside her, his balls drawing up tight. "Priya—fuck—"

"Inside me," she gasped, her legs locking around his waist. "I want it inside me."

Malik’s growl was primal, possessive, as he buried himself to the hilt and came, his cock pulsing as he filled her with thick, hot ropes of cum. "Mine," he groaned, his forehead pressing against hers, his breath ragged. "You’re mine."

Priya could only whimper in agreement, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her pussy milking his cock for every last drop. She had never felt so owned. So complete.

As Malik rolled onto his side, pulling her against him, his cock still semi-hard inside her, Priya realized something terrifying—and exhilarating.

She didn’t just want him.

She needed him.

And for the first time since she’d seen his photo, she was glad this was her husband.
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Cum-Soaked Surrender
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The warehouse studio was a cavern of dim, flickering lights, the air thick with the scent of sweat, latex, and the faint metallic tang of lube. The concrete floors were cold beneath Mei-Ling’s bare feet as she stood in the center of the space, her breath shallow, her pulse hammering in her throat. She had done this before—dozens of times—but tonight felt different. The money was double the usual rate, the crew twice the size, and the energy in the room was electric, charged with something raw and hungry. She wasn’t just here to perform. She was here to be used.

A heavy hand clapped her ass, the sound sharp in the quiet. “Damn, girl,” a deep voice rumbled behind her. “You sure you ready for this?”

Mei-Ling didn’t turn around. She didn’t need to. She knew the voice—Darius, the director, a mountain of a man with a laugh that could shake the walls and a cock that could split her in half. She had taken him before, in every hole, in every position, until her thighs trembled and her voice gave out. But tonight wasn’t about him. Not really.

“Yeah,” she breathed, rolling her shoulders back, arching her spine just enough to make her tits lift, her nipples already hard from the chill and the anticipation. “I’m ready.”

A low murmur rippled through the room. She could feel their eyes on her—dozens of them. The crew had been filtering in for the past half hour, big, dark-skinned men with thick arms and heavier cocks, their laughter deep, their voices rough. Some she recognized from past shoots, others were new, their gazes lingering on her body like they were already imagining how they’d mark her. She was the only woman here. The only one who’d be on her knees by the end of the night.

The camera lights flickered on, casting harsh white beams across the space. Mei-Ling blinked against the glare, her lips parting as the heat of the bulbs washed over her skin. She was naked except for the thin, black lace thong she’d been told to wear—just enough to tease, just enough to make them hungry to rip it off. Her hair was pulled back in a high ponytail, the tightness making her scalp prickle, her dark eyes lined with smoky shadow that only made them look more fucked-out, more desperate. She knew how she looked: small, pale, delicate. A toy. Something to be played with, broken in, covered in cum until she couldn’t tell where her skin ended and their filth began.

Darius stepped in front of her, his massive frame blocking out the lights. He was already half-hard, his cock a thick, veiny monster pressing against the front of his sweatpants. She could see the outline of the head, the way it twitched when he adjusted himself, his knuckles brushing against the fabric. “You know the rules,” he said, his voice a growl. “You don’t tap out. You don’t say no. You take every fuckin’ drop they give you, and you beg for more.”

Mei-Ling swallowed, her throat dry. She nodded.

Darius smirked, his fingers curling around the waistband of her thong. With one sharp yank, the flimsy fabric tore, the sound lost beneath the collective groan of the men watching. The cool air hit her pussy, her lips already swollen from the plug she’d been wearing for the past hour, stretching her, preparing her. She bit her lip as Darius dropped to his knees in front of her, his big hands gripping her thighs, spreading them wide. “Fuck,” he muttered, his breath hot against her skin. “Look at this pretty little cunt. Already wet. Already begging.”

She was. She could feel it—the slick, obscene wetness dripping down her thighs, her clit throbbing, her hole clenching around nothing. She whimpered as Darius leaned in, his tongue flat and wide as he dragged it up her slit, lapping at her like a man starving. The men behind her groaned, the sound a deep, animalistic rumble that vibrated through her bones. She could hear them shifting, the rustle of clothes being shed, the wet slick of palms stroking cocks.

“Taste good?” someone called out.

Darius pulled back, his lips glistening, his fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to bruise. “Like fuckin’ honey,” he growled. Then he stood, his hand cracking across her ass so hard she gasped, her pussy fluttering. “Get on your knees, slut.”

Mei-Ling dropped without hesitation, her palms pressing against the cold concrete, her back arching, her ass lifted high. The position spread her wide, her pussy and her tight, puckered asshole on full display. She could feel their eyes burning into her, could hear the wet sounds of them jerking off, their cocks already slick with pre-cum. She shivered, her nipples aching, her skin prickling with the need to be touched, to be used.

Darius stepped behind her, his cock free now, the heavy weight of it slapping against her ass cheek. She moaned, her body already trembling. She knew how big he was. Knew how it would feel when he finally pushed inside her, stretching her until she screamed. But he didn’t. Not yet.

“Open,” he commanded.

Mei-Ling parted her lips, her tongue pressing flat against the floor of her mouth. She heard the wet schlick of Darius spitting into his palm, then the thick, obscene sound of him stroking himself. The head of his cock bumped against her lips, the heat of him making her whimper. She stuck her tongue out further, begging without words, and he rewarded her by pressing the fat, purple crown past her teeth.

“Fuck,” he hissed as her lips sealed around him, her tongue swirling over the ridge. “Look at this little slut. Already know what she’s here for.”

Mei-Ling hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper, her throat opening for him. Saliva dripped down her chin, her eyes watering as he hit the back of her throat. She gagged, the sound wet and obscene, but she didn’t pull back. She couldn’t. His hand fisted in her ponytail, holding her in place as he fucked her mouth, his hips snapping forward, his cock pistoning in and out of her lips. She drooled around him, her mascara already smudging, her breath coming in ragged gasps through her nose.

The men around them were losing their minds. She could hear them—grunts, groans, the wet slap of flesh on flesh as they jerked themselves off, watching her take Darius’s cock like the good little whore she was. Someone stepped closer, their shadow falling over her. She felt a hand on her shoulder, then another on her ass, fingers spreading her cheeks, exposing her even more.

“Damn,” a voice rasped. “Look at this tight little asshole.”

Mei-Ling whimpered around Darius’s cock, her body trembling. She knew what was coming. She wanted it.

A finger pressed against her back entrance, slick with lube, the cool gel making her twitch. She tried to relax, but it was hard with Darius fucking her throat, his cock swelling, his balls drawing up. The finger pushed inside, just the tip, and she moaned, the vibration making Darius groan.

“Fuck yeah,” he grunted. “Take it, baby. Take both.”

The finger sank deeper, knuckle-deep, stretching her. Mei-Ling’s eyes rolled back, her pussy dripping, her body on fire. She could feel the camera moving around them, capturing every obscene detail—her stretched lips, the spit dripping from her chin, the way her ass flexed as the finger fucked her. Then another finger joined the first, scissoring, stretching, and she cried out, the sound muffled by Darius’s cock.

“She’s ready,” someone said.

Darius pulled out with a wet pop, his cock glistening with her saliva. “Yeah,” he growled. “She’s ready.”

Mei-Ling barely had time to catch her breath before hands were on her, lifting her, flipping her onto her back. The concrete was cold against her skin, the lights blinding as she blinked up at the circle of men surrounding her. Their cocks were out now, thick and dark, veins standing out, pre-cum beading at the tips. She licked her lips, her body aching, her mind already foggy with lust.

Darius knelt between her legs, his cock pressing against her pussy. “You want this, don’t you?” he taunted, the head of his cock nudging her entrance. “Want all these big black cocks to fuck you silly?”

“Yes,” she gasped, her hips lifting, trying to impale herself on him. “Please, please—”

He didn’t make her beg again. With one brutal thrust, he buried himself inside her, his cock stretching her wide, filling her in a way that made her see stars. She screamed, her back arching, her nails scraping against the concrete. He was huge, thicker than she remembered, the stretch burning, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

“Fuck!” she sobbed, her legs wrapping around his waist, her heels digging into his ass. “More—harder—”

Darius didn’t need to be told twice. He pulled back and slammed into her, his balls slapping against her ass, the sound wet and obscene. Mei-Ling’s tits bounced with every thrust, her body jolting beneath him. She could feel the others watching, their cocks in their hands, their eyes glued to the way her pussy stretched around Darius’s thickness, the way her juices coated his shaft.

“Look at that,” someone muttered. “Look at how she takes it.”

Darius grunted, his grip on her hips bruising. “Yeah. Look at this fuckin’ slut.” He leaned down, his mouth crashing against hers, his tongue forcing its way past her lips. She moaned into the kiss, her body trembling, her pussy clenching around him. She was so close, so close—

Then he pulled out.

Mei-Ling whined, her body empty, her pussy throbbing. “No—”

Darius chuckled, dark and rough. “Not yet, baby.” He flipped her onto her stomach, yanking her ass up, her cheeks spread. She felt the cool drizzle of lube down her crack, then the thick, insistent press of his cock against her asshole.

She tensed.

“Relax,” he growled, his hand cracking across her ass. “You can take it.”

She could. She had before. But it had been a while, and he was big, and—

The head popped past the ring of muscle, and Mei-Ling screamed, her fingers clawing at the concrete. It burned, the stretch obscene, her body fighting him even as her mind begged for more. Darius didn’t stop. He sank deeper, inch by inch, his cock rearranging her insides, filling her in a way that made her vision blur.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips so hard she’d bruise. “So tight. So fuckin’ perfect.”

Mei-Ling sobbed, her body trembling, her asshole clenching around him. It hurt. It hurt. But the pain was good, the burn making her pussy drip, her clit throbbing. She pushed back against him, taking him deeper, and he groaned, his cock twitching inside her.

“That’s it,” he grunted. “Take it. Take this big black cock in your tight little ass.”

She did. She took all of him, her body finally relaxing, her asshole fluttering around his thickness. He started to move, slow at first, then harder, his balls slapping against her pussy with every thrust. The sound filled the room—wet, slapping flesh, her moans, his grunts, the obscene squelch of her ass taking his cock.

The others couldn’t take it anymore.

She felt hands on her—everywhere. On her tits, her waist, her throat. Fingers pinched her nipples, twisted them, made her cry out. A cock pressed against her lips, and she opened automatically, her mouth filling with another thick shaft. She didn’t know whose it was. Didn’t care. She sucked, her tongue swirling, her throat opening as he fucked her face, his hips snapping, his cock hitting the back of her throat.

Darius was pounding her ass now, his cock pistoning in and out, his balls drawing up. She could feel it—the way his thickness swelled, the way his movements grew erratic. He was close. So was she. Her pussy was empty, aching, her clit swollen, her body coiled tight.

“Gonna cum,” Darius grunted, his voice rough. “Gonna fill this tight ass up—”

Mei-Ling moaned around the cock in her mouth, her body trembling. She wanted it. Wanted to feel him cum inside her, wanted to feel his hot seed flooding her ass while another cock pumped down her throat.

Then the man in her mouth groaned, his cock jerking. “Fuck—fuck—”

The first spurt hit the back of her throat, thick and salty. She swallowed automatically, her throat working, but he didn’t pull out. He kept cumming, his cock pulsing, his cum filling her mouth, dripping down her chin. She gagged, cum spilling from her lips, but she didn’t stop sucking, her tongue lapping at the underside of his shaft, milking him for every last drop.

Behind her, Darius roared, his cock buried deep as he came, his cum flooding her ass. She could feel it, hot and thick, filling her, dripping out around his shaft. Her own orgasm crashed over her, her body convulsing, her pussy gushing, her ass clenching around Darius’s cock as he emptied himself inside her.

He pulled out with a wet pop, his cum dripping from her stretched hole. She collapsed onto the concrete, her body trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. But she wasn’t done. Not even close.

The men descended.

Hands grabbed her, flipping her onto her back. She blinked up at them, her vision swimming, her body still throbbing from her orgasm. Someone knelt between her legs, his cock pressing against her pussy. She was so wet, so used, that he slid inside with one rough thrust, filling her in a way that made her scream.

“Fuck yeah,” he groaned, his hands gripping her tits, his thumbs rolling over her nipples. “Look at this fuckin’ pussy. So wet. So sloppy.”

Mei-Ling arched beneath him, her legs wrapping around his waist, her heels digging into his ass. He fucked her hard, his cock pistoning in and out, his balls slapping against her ass. She could feel the others around them, their cocks in their hands, their eyes glued to the way her pussy stretched around him, the way her tits bounced with every thrust.

Someone knelt by her head, his cock pressing against her lips. She opened automatically, her mouth filling with another thick shaft. She sucked, her tongue swirling, her throat opening as he fucked her face. She could taste herself on him, the musky tang of her pussy, the salt of his pre-cum. It made her moan, the vibration making him groan.

The man fucking her pussy was getting close. She could feel it—the way his cock swelled, the way his movements grew erratic. “Gonna cum,” he grunted. “Gonna fill this pussy up—”

Mei-Ling whimpered, her body trembling. She wanted it. Wanted to feel him cum inside her, wanted to feel his hot seed flooding her cunt while another cock pumped down her throat.

Then the man in her mouth groaned, his cock jerking. “Fuck—fuck—”

The first spurt hit the back of her throat, thick and salty. She swallowed automatically, her throat working, but he didn’t pull out. He kept cumming, his cock pulsing, his cum filling her mouth, dripping down her chin. She gagged, cum spilling from her lips, but she didn’t stop sucking, her tongue lapping at the underside of his shaft, milking him for every last drop.

Between her legs, the man roared, his cock buried deep as he came, his cum flooding her pussy. She could feel it, hot and thick, filling her, dripping out around his shaft. Her own orgasm crashed over her again, her body convulsing, her pussy gushing, her cunt clenching around his cock as he emptied himself inside her.

He pulled out, his cum dripping from her swollen lips. She was a mess—cum on her chin, her tits, her thighs. But she wasn’t done. Not yet.

The men kept coming.

They used her like a toy, passing her around, fucking her in every hole, covering her in cum. She lost count of how many cocks she sucked, how many loads she swallowed. Her pussy was a dripping, gaping mess, her ass stretched wide, her throat raw from screaming. They painted her with their cum—her face, her tits, her stomach, her thighs. It dripped from her hair, her eyelashes, her lips. She was drowning in it, her skin slick, her body trembling.

At some point, she was on her knees, her hands braced against the concrete, her ass in the air. A cock pressed against her pussy, another at her mouth. She took them both, her body rocking between them, her moans muffled by the thick shaft fucking her throat. The man behind her gripped her hips, his cock pistoning in and out of her pussy, his balls slapping against her clit with every thrust.

“Fuck, yeah,” he grunted. “Take it. Take this big black cock.”

She did. She took it all, her body a trembling, overstimulated wreck. She came again, her pussy gushing, her ass clenching around nothing. The man in her mouth groaned, his cock pulsing, his cum flooding her throat. She swallowed, her eyes watering, her body shaking.

The man behind her roared, his cock buried deep as he came, his cum filling her pussy. She could feel it dripping down her thighs, mixing with the cum already coating her skin. She collapsed forward, her body spent, her mind blank with pleasure.

But they weren’t done with her.

Hands grabbed her, lifting her, spreading her out on a table someone had dragged into the center of the room. She was on her back, her legs spread wide, her pussy and asshole on full display. The men gathered around her, their cocks in their hands, their eyes dark with lust.

“Last round,” Darius said, his voice rough. “Gonna cover this slut in cum. Gonna make sure she remembers this night.”

Mei-Ling whimpered, her body trembling. She was so sensitive, her skin raw, her holes aching. But she wanted it. Wanted to be marked. Wanted to be * theirs*.

The first load hit her face, thick and hot, splattering across her cheek, her lips. She moaned, her tongue darting out to catch the next spurt. It hit her mouth, salty and bitter, and she swallowed, her throat working. Another load hit her tits, dripping down her nipples, pooling in her belly button. She arched, her body trembling, her pussy clenching around nothing.

They came one after another, their cum painting her skin, dripping from her hair, her eyelashes, her lips. She was covered in it, drowning in it, her body a trembling, cum-soaked mess. She could feel it drying on her skin, the sticky weight of it, the scent of sex and sweat and cum thick in the air.

When it was over, she lay there, her body spent, her mind blank. She was a ruin—a dripping, trembling, cum-covered ruin. And she had never felt so alive.

Darius leaned over her, his cock still half-hard, his cum glistening on his shaft. “Good girl,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over her cum-slicked lip. “You did good.”

Mei-Ling smiled, her eyes fluttering closed. She had. She had taken every inch, every load, every filthy, brutal second of it. And she’d do it again in a heartbeat.
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Heatstroke
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The late afternoon sun hung low over the city, casting long shadows across the hospital parking lot as Officer Marcus Carter adjusted the brim of his cap, his dark eyes scanning the automatic doors for any sign of her. He’d been working up the nerve for weeks—ever since he’d first seen Nurse Lila Mendoza during a routine call, her warm brown skin glowing under the fluorescent lights, her sharp wit cutting through the tension of the ER like a scalpel. She was always moving, always efficient, but there was something in the way her lips quirked when she thought no one was looking that made his pulse kick up a notch.

Tonight, he wasn’t here for an emergency. Tonight, he was here for her.

The doors slid open, and there she was, stepping out in a pair of fitted scrubs that hugged her curves in all the right ways, her black hair pulled into a high ponytail that swayed with each step. She had a tired but satisfied smile on her face, the kind that came after a long shift where she’d actually made a difference. Marcus straightened, clearing his throat as he approached, his boots crunching over the asphalt.

“Hey, Mendoza,” he called, keeping his voice casual, like this was just another run-in. Like he hadn’t rehearsed this moment a dozen times in the shower.

Lila turned, her dark eyes widening slightly before that familiar smirk tugged at her lips. “Officer Carter. What, no sirens this time? I was starting to think you only showed up when I was elbow-deep in someone’s trauma.”

Marcus chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck. “Nah, I save the lights for the real emergencies. Figured I’d catch you before you headed out.” He hesitated, then pushed forward before he could second-guess himself. “You got plans tonight?”

She tilted her head, studying him with an intensity that made his skin prickle. “Depends. You offering to buy me a drink, or are you just here to flirt with me in a parking lot?”

The boldness of it sent a jolt straight to his groin. He grinned, slow and deliberate. “I was thinking more along the lines of wings, beer, and maybe a little less professional distance than we usually keep.”

Lila’s laugh was rich, throaty, the kind of sound that made his cock twitch in his uniform pants. “Well, when you put it like that...” She checked her watch, then nodded toward the street. “There’s a place a few blocks down—Dirty Bird’s. Best wings in the city, if you don’t mind getting your hands messy.”

Marcus’s gaze flicked to her lips, then lower, to the way her scrubs clung to her breasts when she crossed her arms. “Messy sounds like my kind of night.”

Dirty Bird’s was exactly the kind of dive Marcus expected—neon beer signs flickering in the window, the tang of hot sauce and fried food thick in the air, and the low hum of sports commentary bleeding from the TVs mounted in every corner. Lila slid into a booth by the back, her ponytail brushing against the worn vinyl as she shrugged out of her light jacket. Marcus took the seat across from her, his thighs pressing against the edge of the table, suddenly hyper-aware of how little space there was between them.

A waitress with a name tag that read Dani and a no-nonsense attitude dropped off two menus and a couple of napkin-wrapped silverware rolls. “Drinks?”

“Pitcher of the local IPA,” Lila said without looking up. “And an order of the atomic wings. Extra blue cheese.”

Marcus raised an eyebrow. “Atomic? You trying to burn my taste buds off?”

She smirked, flipping her menu shut. “Scared, Officer?”

“Not of a little heat.” He matched her order, then leaned back, letting his gaze rake over her. “So. No date waiting at home for you?”

Lila’s fingers tapped against the table, her nails painted a deep, glossy red. “If there was, do you think I’d be here with you?”

The implication hung between them, thick and electric. Marcus exhaled slowly, his cock already half-hard from the way she held eye contact, unflinching. “Fair enough.”

The beer arrived first, golden and frothy, condensation already beading down the sides of the pitcher. Lila poured them each a glass, her fingers brushing against his as she handed it over. The contact was brief, but it sent a spark up his arm, straight to his chest. He took a long pull, watching as she licked a stray drop of foam from her lower lip.

“You ever do this before?” she asked, swirling her beer thoughtfully. “Ask out someone you’ve only seen in a professional setting?”

Marcus set his glass down, rolling his shoulders to ease the tension building there. “No. But I’ve never met anyone who made me want to break the rules before.”

Lila’s breath hitched—just slightly—but he caught it. Her tongue darted out again, wetting her lips, and fuck if that didn’t make his pants tighter. “What if I told you I’ve been waiting for you to ask?”

The words hit him like a punch to the gut. He leaned forward, lowering his voice. “Then I’d say we’ve both wasted enough time.”

The wings came then, a steaming pile of glistening, deep-fried heat, the sauce so bright it looked radioactive. Lila didn’t hesitate, plucking one from the basket and taking a bite, her eyes watering almost immediately. She fanned her mouth, laughing. “Okay, maybe I did overestimate my tolerance.”

Marcus grinned, grabbing a wing of his own. The first bite was pure fire, the heat spreading across his tongue, down his throat, settling low in his belly. But it was nothing compared to the burn of watching Lila’s lips wrap around the bone, her teeth sinking into the meat, a low moan escaping her as
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