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I step into the public bathroom, my heart pounding in my chest, the air thick with anticipation and the faint scent of pine cleaner. The fluorescent lights buzz overhead, casting an unnatural glow on the cracked tiles and the row of urinals. My palms are sweaty, but I don’t wipe them on my jeans. I want them to feel my nervousness, my eagerness. I’ve been fantasizing about this moment for weeks, and now it’s here. The bathroom feels smaller than it did before, the walls closing in as if they’re conspiring to keep this secret contained.

The door creaks open, and in they walk, one after the other. My breath catches as I take them in, each man a study in raw masculinity. Jake strides in first, his broad shoulders filling the doorway, his smirk as sharp as the edges of his jawline. He’s the alpha, the one who’s been pushing for this, and his confidence is infectious. Ryan follows, lean and wiry, his eyes sharp and hungry, like a predator sizing up his prey. His gaze locks onto mine, and I feel a shiver run down my spine. Then there’s Mike, the quiet one, his presence heavy and intense. He doesn’t say a word, but his eyes speak volumes, dark and probing, as if he’s already undressing me with his mind.

The door clicks shut behind them, and the bathroom feels even smaller, the air electric with tension. I swallow hard, my throat dry, and try to steady my breathing. This is it. No turning back now.

“Ready for this?” Jake asks, his voice low and rough, like sandpaper against my skin. His smirk widens as he takes a step closer, his boots echoing on the tile floor. I nod mutely, my mouth suddenly dry. Words fail me, but my body speaks for itself. My cock twitches in my jeans, a traitorous response to the situation, and I hope they don’t notice.

Ryan steps closer, his hand reaching out to grip my jaw. His touch is firm, possessive, and I shiver at the contact. His thumb brushes my lower lip, and I bite down on it, suppressing a moan. “You’re gonna take care of us, aren’t you?” he says, his voice hoarse, his breath warm against my ear. I nod again, my voice still trapped in my throat.

Mike moves to stand behind me, his presence looming large, his hand sliding down my back, resting just above my ass. I feel his heat through my shirt, and my skin prickles with goosebumps. “Let’s see what you’re made of,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my ear, his words sending a jolt of desire straight to my core.

Jake unzips his fly with a confident grin, his cock springing free, thick and hard, the head glistening with pre-cum. My mouth waters as I drop to my knees, my hands trembling as I reach for him. He groans softly, his hips thrusting forward, offering himself to me. I wrap my fingers around his shaft, my thumb rubbing over the sensitive tip, and he moans loudly, his eyes closing in pleasure.

“Suck it,” he commands, his voice laced with desire, and I don’t hesitate. I lean in, my lips brushing the head of his cock before I take him into my mouth. He tastes salty and musky, a heady mix of sweat and man, and I moan around him, my tongue swirling over his length. Jake’s hands tangle in my hair, guiding me as I bob my head, taking him deeper with each stroke.

“Fuck, you’re good,” he groans, his hips thrusting gently, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth. I hum in response, my cheeks hollowing as I suck him harder, my throat tightening around him. The sound of his pleasure fills the bathroom, echoing off the tiles, and I feel a surge of pride, of power.

Ryan and Mike watch, their eyes dark with lust, their cocks straining against their jeans. Ryan unbuttons his fly, his cock jutting out, thick and veiny, the head flushed with need. He steps closer, his hand gripping the base of his shaft as he strokes himself slowly, his eyes never leaving mine.

I focus on Jake, determined to please him, to make him feel every bit of my desire. My lips slide up and down his cock, my tongue flicking over the ridge of his head, and he curses under his breath, his grip on my hair tightening.

“Gonna cum,” he warns, his voice strained, his body tensing. I redouble my efforts, sucking him deep, my throat opening to accommodate his thickness. He groans, his hips snapping forward as he empties himself into my mouth. His cum is hot and bitter, a rush of salty liquid that fills my mouth, and I swallow it greedily, savoring the taste of him.

Jake pulls away, his cock softening, his breath ragged. “Your turn,” he says, nodding at Ryan.

Ryan steps forward, his cock throbbing in my face, his eyes burning with need. I lick my lips, my mouth still warm from Jake’s seed, and take him in my hand, stroking him gently before leaning in to kiss the head of his cock. He hisses as my lips close around him, his hands resting on my shoulders, his fingers digging into my skin.

“Fuck, yeah,” he moans, his hips thrusting forward, his cock sliding into my mouth. I suck him deep, my throat opening to accommodate his thickness, my tongue swirling around his shaft. He tastes different from Jake—sweeter, with a hint of something earthy, like the scent of the forest after rain. I moan around him, my hands gripping his ass as I take control, my head moving in a steady rhythm.

Mike moves closer, his presence a constant reminder of what’s to come. He’s still fully dressed, his eyes fixed on the scene unfolding before him, his expression unreadable. I can feel his gaze on me, and I shiver with anticipation, my body aching for his touch.

Ryan thrusts into my mouth, his hips moving faster, his breath coming in short gasps. “Oh my God, I’m gonna cum!” he warns, his voice tight, his body tensing. I hollow my cheeks, sucking him harder as he fills my mouth with his seed. His cum is thick and creamy, a rush of warmth that coats my tongue, and I swallow it down, my eyes fluttering closed as I savor the taste.

Ryan pulls away, his breath ragged, his cock softening as he zips up his jeans. “Your turn,” he says, nodding at Mike.

Mike steps forward, his jeans now unbuttoned, his cock thick and heavy, the head flushed and eager. I lick my lips, my mouth still warm from Ryan’s cum, and take him in my hand, stroking him gently before leaning in to kiss the head of his cock. He groans, his hands gripping my hair, his fingers tangling in the strands.

“Suck my big dick,” he commands, his voice deep and commanding, and I obey, taking him into my mouth, my tongue swirling over his length. He tastes different from the others—sharper, with a hint of something metallic, like the tang of blood. I moan around him, my hands gripping his hips as I suck him deep, his dick all the way in the back of my throat.

“Fuck, you’re amazing,” he groans, his hips thrusting gently, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth. I moan loudly in response, my cheeks hollowing as I take him deeper, my tongue flicking over the ridge of his head. Mike’s hands tighten in my hair, his thrusts becoming more urgent, his breath coming in short gasps.

“Keep sucking my dick, slut, I’m gonna cum,” he warns, his voice strained, his body tensing. I redouble my efforts, sucking him hard as he fills my mouth with his seed. His cum is hot and thick, a rush of warmth that coats my tongue, and I swallow it greedily, my eyes fluttering closed as I savor the taste.

Mike pulls away, his breath ragged, his cock softening as he zips up his jeans. “Good boy,” he says, his voice soft, almost tender, and I feel a flush of pride, of satisfaction.

I stand up, my legs shaky as I face them, my body buzzing with adrenaline and desire. Their cocks are softening, but their eyes are still dark with lust, their gazes hungry as they take in my flushed face, my swollen lips. Jake steps forward, his hands resting on my hips, his touch firm and possessive.

“Ready for the next part?” he asks, his voice low, his eyes burning into mine. I nod, my heart pounding in my chest, my body aching for more. I’ve been dreaming of this moment for weeks, fantasizing about what it would feel like to be filled by them, to be their plaything.

Ryan moves behind me, pulling down my jeans and gripping my ass as to spread my cheeks. “Nice and tight,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my ear, his words sending a shiver down my spine. I feel his fingers brush against my hole, and I shiver, my body tensing in anticipation.

Mike steps closer, his cock already hardening again, his eyes fixed on my ass. “Let’s take turns,” he says, his voice firm, his tone brooking no argument.

Jake’s hard cock is jutting out, thick and eager, the head glistening with pre-cum. He steps closer, his hands guiding me to the edge of the sink. “Bend over,” he commands, his voice leaving no room for hesitation.

I obey, my hands bracing against the cold porcelain as I lean forward, my ass thrust out, my hole exposed. I feel his hands on my ass, spreading my cheeks as he positions himself behind me. “Relax,” he murmurs, his voice soothing. He spits on my ass, his thumb brushing against the entrance, lubing it up. 

I take a deep breath, my muscles tensing as I feel the head of his cock press against my hole. He pushes forward slowly, his thickness stretching me open, and I scream loudly, my body adjusting to his size. He’s huge, and I feel every inch of him as he slides inside, filling me completely.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groans, his hands gripping
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