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The air in this seedy hotel room had become a solid block, a mass of sticky heat that weighed on my lungs with every breath. It had become truly unbreathable, an atmosphere saturated by a damp furnace where a sickening, intoxicating cocktail of salt sweat, old rancid suntan oil, and the musky, almost metallic stench of sex accumulated over hours within these four walls hung heavy. I was there, literally planted in the center of the bed, the sheets messy and soaked in fluids, held on all fours in a posture of total offering. My body was nothing more than a streaming surface, racked with uncontrollable tremors I no longer even tried to master, completely surrounded by this pack of five males. Five guys, a spectrum of raw virility ranging from thirty to sixty years old, all sporting skin baked and tanned to leather by the merciless Cape sun. Their bodies were radiators of burning flesh, radiating a stifling animal heat against my bare skin.

"Don't fucking move, stay right like that," one of them growled, crushing my shoulder with his calloused palm. "We're not done with you yet. You're going to take every last drop."

They had dragged me out of the dunes at the end of the evening, snatching me from the sand to throw me into this room like willing prey, and now they were consuming me without the slightest restraint, with pure voracity. Their massive bodies pressed against mine, catching me in a vice, nearly suffocating me under their combined weight, while their rough hands and hardened cocks overwhelmed me from all sides. There was no more space for me, only for them. They granted me no respite, not a second to catch my breath or calm the erratic beating of my heart. Everything merged into an incessant rhythm, a brutal confusion of rubbing flesh, strained muscles, and spurting fluids.

While one of them, a colossus with an iron grip, held my hips firmly to pound me in deep doggy style, I heard the dull thud of his hips against mine. He was burying himself hilt-deep, slapping his heavy balls against my ass with a wet, rhythmic sound that echoed off the room's peeling walls.

"Look at the way this little slit takes it," he wheezed, his voice broken by the effort. "You like that, don't you? You like feeling my massive cock plowing through your guts?"

At the same time, another was throat-fucking me without mercy, his fingers digging into my hair to guide my back-and-forth movement, ignoring my gags and my watering eyes. A third, unable to wait another second, was already crushing his hard, hot member against my parted lips, rubbing his glans against my skin to mark it, feverishly waiting for his turn to be swallowed.

The last two had no intention of remaining spectators to this carnage of flesh. Their rough hands, marked by labor and salt, explored every inch of my sweat-saturated skin with predatory curiosity. One of them had grabbed my cock, jerking me off with a rudeness that bordered on pain, his fingers tightened like a vise as he watched me with a carnivorous grin.

"Look at me, you little slut," he growled, picking up the pace. "Can you feel how I'm working you? You're gonna end up spitting your juice all over my boots if I keep this up."

Meanwhile, another was hooking his thick fingers into my already gaping hole to stretch it even wider, seeking to test the elasticity of my battered flesh. His nails dug in a bit too hard at times, sending electric shocks through me that made me arch my back. Whenever I tried to catch a breath, he would grab me violently by the hair, yanking my head back to force my face toward a new mouth to serve, a new member just waiting for my obedience. A viscous, lukewarm mixture of saliva and pre-cum dripped heavily down my chin, running down my neck to lose itself in the folds of my soiled sheets. Everything had become slippery, filthy—a total obscenity that made me lose my grip on reality.

The positions followed one another without the slightest warning, in a brutal fluidity dictated solely by their desires. I was abruptly flipped onto my back for a crushing missionary. The man’s dead weight literally pinned me into the wrecked mattress, his ribs slamming into mine with every assault, knocking the air from my lungs.

"Come on, take it!" he spat in my face, his breath heavy with tobacco and stale beer flooding my nostrils. "Spread those legs wide; I want to feel everything."

While he plowed me pitilessly, another was already crouching over my face, his heavy balls brushing against my nose, forcing a stifling deep-throat on me that brought tears to my eyes. The others, momentarily excluded from my saturated orifices, did not stay idle. They jerked off frantically against my thighs, staining my skin with their impatience, or slapped my cheeks with their cocks, the sound of flesh hitting flesh sharp and loud.

"It's my turn next, hurry up and finish with him!" one of them snapped, slapping his head against my face.

The next moment, in a violent heaving motion, I found myself straddling one of them. I slowly impaled myself hilt-deep, feeling my body open up to welcome the massive intrusion, while two cocks simultaneously forced their way into my mouth. It was a suffocating double oral, my jaws on the verge of dislocation, the back of my throat burning under the pressure of this double assault. Around us, wandering hands never stopped their game, slapping my buttocks, reddened by repeated impacts, or cruelly pinching my damp skin to ensure I remained fully present for every second of this ordeal.

The vulgar dialogue now overlapped in an obscene hubbub, a true symphony of hoarse voices broken by effort and short breaths erupting from every corner of the room. It was an assault as much auditory as it was physical, every insult lashing my ears like a whip-crack amidst the din of bodies.

"Open that up wide, you little slut," growled the one holding my jaw with an iron grip. "Come on, spread wider, I want to see the back of your throat. Take us all, one by one, until you can’t take any more."

"Yeah, squeeze me like that, goddamn it, go on, swallow it all, every fucking inch," another chimed in, his hips slamming into my thighs with a dull violence. "We’re gonna fill you to the brim; you’re gonna be overflowing, you hear me?"

"We’re literally going to drown you in cum, sweetheart. You want more? We can tell you’re begging for it—look at that little ass squirming while we wreck it good. You’re gonna stay full for days."

I had no space left, not a single second of respite to just catch my breath or try to gather the shreds of my consciousness. No sooner did a cock slide out of one of my orifices—leaving a sensation of burning emptiness and a suction of skin—than another took its place in a lubricated, brutal glide. The rhythm accelerated without pause, like a machine made of flesh running at full speed; pleasure, mingled with a dull, electric pain, surged through me in increasingly devastating waves.

Deep tremors, starting from the base of my skull and dying at the small of my back, shot through my spine with every well-placed thrust, every time one of their members slammed into my depths or violently struck my glottis. My entire body no longer belonged to me; it had become their collective property, their anonymous outlet, totally drowned under this stifling human heat and those musky scents of acidic sweat and hot semen saturating the air of the small room. Everything was nothing more than a cacophony of skin slapping against skin, viscous sucking noises, and bestial grunts celebrating my absolute submission.

The apotheosis finally exploded all at once, a synchronized brutality that made the bed frame shake under our combined weight. They squeezed me even tighter, their fingers digging into my damp meat to anchor me to the mattress, jerking off with a desperate frenzy all around me as their moans of pleasure turned into guttural, almost painful cries.

"Oh fuck, I’m coming! I’m giving you everything—eat my sauce, eat every last drop!" screamed the one holding my head back by the hair.

"Look at this, he’s stuffed to the gills, the little... Here, take this too, you filthy whore, take my juice!"

And the cum spurted—abundant, torrential, a massive discharge that seemed like it would never stop, hitting my skin with the force of urgency. It was everywhere, an invasion of viscous, burning liquid: hot and thick at the back of my wide-open throat, which tried to swallow as much as possible to keep from choking, pulsing in jagged jets deep inside my wrecked ass, which contracted in spasms with every new squirt. It was plastered across my face, blinding my eyes with a milky veil, staining my chest, my thighs, and my back in a sheet of opaline whiteness that ran in slow trickles. I welcomed it all with animal greed, my tongue hungry, seeking out the smallest drop sliding near my lips, savoring that acrid, heavy, salty taste that covered my skin in successive, lukewarm, and slimy layers.

A leaden silence abruptly fell over the room, disturbed only by the hum of the sluggish old fan and their ragged breaths calming down. They left one by one, dressing in haste without a glance, drained of their substance, sated by my body they had just pillaged. They left me alone, washed up like a wreck on the sticky, crumpled sheets of this shabby hotel where the smell of battle still lingered. I was literally covered in their seed, a white film that was already starting to dry slowly on my limbs, pulling at my skin, my hole still throbbing and painfully dilated, filled to overflowing by a surplus that slowly ebbed between my buttocks. I lay there, spread-eagled, short of breath and muscles like jelly, a smile of absolute satisfaction floating on my lips as I stared at the peeling ceiling, my mind empty of everything except the sensation of my own exhaustion. Tomorrow morning, I would have to get up, pack my things soaked in this smell, and take the train
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