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Chapter 1 – The Inheritance
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Olivia Bennett’s thighs were already sticky by the time she pulled her little red hatchback onto the gravel drive of her late grandmother’s lakeside cottage. The two-hour drive from the city had been pure torture. She’d fingered herself at a rest stop, then again on a quiet backroad, moaning like a whore while imagining thick, rough country cocks ruining her tight holes. Her panties? Soaked and discarded in the glove compartment miles ago. 

She stepped out into the warm summer air, sundress clinging to her braless tits, nipples already hard. At twenty-two, Olivia knew exactly what she was: a greedy, insatiable slut who got wet at the thought of being passed around and filled. This sleepy town was supposed to be a quick flip-clean, sell, leave. But the second she saw the cute blue cottage with its private dock kissing the lake, her pussy clenched with filthy possibilities. God, I hope the locals are as hot as the fantasies I had on the drive, she thought, biting her lip. I need cock. Multiple cocks. The kind that stretch me open and leave me leaking for days.

She’d barely dragged her suitcase through the creaky front door when a big black pickup rumbled up behind her. Three men climbed out, and Olivia’s breath caught. Holy fucking shit. They were built like gods-tall, broad-shouldered, sun-kissed, and radiating that raw, masculine energy that made her clit throb. The oldest-looking one had a short dark beard, intense eyes, and forearms corded with muscle. Luke, she’d learn. The middle one had messy dirty-blond hair, a cocky smirk, and a body that screamed “I fuck hard.” Mason. The youngest had piercing green eyes, sharp jawline, and a dangerous edge. Grayson. “Miss Bennett?” Luke’s deep voice rolled over her like thunder. “Walker brothers. Got the call about repairs on the cottage.”

Olivia leaned against the doorframe, letting the breeze press the thin sundress against her curves. No bra. No panties. Just bare, dripping need. “Olivia. And thank fuck you’re here. I’m useless with tools...” She let her gaze drag slowly down each of their bodies, lingering on the promising bulges in their jeans. “...but I’m very good with my mouth. And my pussy.” The air thickened instantly. Mason’s smirk widened. Grayson’s green eyes darkened. Luke just stared, jaw tight, like he was already picturing bending her over. They followed her inside. Every brush of their big bodies against hers sent sparks straight to her core. While they inspected the leaky kitchen sink, Olivia “accidentally” dropped a screwdriver between Luke’s spread thighs as he crouched. “Oops,” she purred, bending slowly. The hem of her sundress rode up, flashing the smooth, glistening lips of her bare cunt. Grayson sucked in a sharp breath. “Jesus Christ, look at that.” Mason stepped right up behind her, one big hand gripping her hip possessively. “You always this much of a cock-tease, city girl?” Olivia straightened just enough to grind her ass back against the thick ridge in his jeans. “Only when I see three perfect cocks I want wrecking me.” She reached back and boldly stroked him through the denim. “I’ve been wet since I got here. I want all of you. Right now.” 

Luke stood slowly, wiping his hands on a rag. His voice was gravel. “You sure you can handle us, baby? We don’t do sweet and slow. We fuck. Hard. We share. And we don’t pull out.” Olivia’s inner walls fluttered. Yes. God yes. Use me like the town slut I want to be.“ I don’t want gentle,” she whispered, dropping to her knees on the dusty hardwood right there in the living room. “I want to be your filthy little cum-dump.” Zippers came down in unison. Three thick, veiny cocks sprang free-Luke’s heavy and girthy with a fat head, Mason’s long and slightly curved, Grayson’s perfect with a glistening bead of precum already leaking. Olivia moaned like a bitch in heat. 

She started with Luke, wrapping her lips around his fat cockhead and sucking greedily. The salty taste of him made her pussy gush. She bobbed deep, gagging herself, spit already dripping down her chin as she took him into her throat. “Fuck, she’s a natural,” Mason groaned, fisting her hair. They took turns face-fucking her. Mason was rough, holding her head and thrusting until her mascara ran. Grayson liked making her look up at him with watery eyes while she worshipped his balls. Luke just growled the dirtiest praise: “That’s it, you greedy little whore. Choke on big brother cock. Look at you, already drooling like a desperate slut.” 

Olivia’s hand worked the other two, stroking slick with her own spit. Her thighs were soaked. She could feel her arousal dripping onto the floor. They didn’t let her finish them that way. Mason hauled her up and bent her over the old couch armrest, flipping her dress up. Luke stepped in first, rubbing his thick cockhead up and down her dripping slit. “So fucking wet,” he muttered. “This cunt’s been begging for us.” He pushed in-bare, huge, stretching her walls in one long, brutal thrust. Olivia cried out, eyes rolling back. “Oh my fucking god-yes! Fill me!” Luke fucked her like an animal. Hard, deep strokes that slammed his heavy balls against her clit. 

The wet, obscene sounds of her pussy squelching around him filled the cottage. Mason fed her his cock from the front, fucking her throat in rhythm. Grayson pinched and twisted her sensitive nipples, making her moan around the dick in her mouth. She came hard the first time-shaking, squirting a little down Luke’s balls as her pussy clamped down. They rotated. Mason took her next, pounding even harder, his curved cock hitting her G-spot perfectly. “Take it, baby. This pussy belongs to the Walker brothers now.” Grayson was last in that position-slower but deeper, grinding against her cervix while whispering, “Good girl. Milk my cock with that slutty cunt.” Olivia was a mess-sweat-slick, spit running down her chin, pussy creamy and puffy. They flipped her onto her back on the couch. Grayson threw her legs over his shoulders and drove in deep, folding her in half. “Gonna breed this greedy hole,” he growled, pounding relentlessly. Lightning-hot pleasure built again. “Yes-cum inside me! Fill me up!” Olivia begged, fingers digging into his back. He roared and unloaded-thick, hot ropes of cum flooding her womb. Luke went right after, shoving into her cum-slick pussy and adding his own massive load. The wet, squelching overflow pushed out around his cock with every thrust. Mason pulled out of her mouth at the last second and painted her tongue, tits, and belly with heavy spurts. Olivia swallowed what she could, smearing the rest into her skin like lotion.

They weren’t done. While she panted, covered and leaking, they took her again in a slower second round. Luke sat on the couch and pulled her onto his lap, impaling her cum-filled cunt reverse-cowgirl so the others could watch. Mason and Grayson stroked themselves hard again, feeding her their cocks in turns while she rode. “Look at that cum dripping down his balls,” Mason laughed. “Such a messy little whore.” Olivia came twice more-once on Luke’s cock, once with Grayson in her mouth and Mason fingering her clit. By the end she was limp, thighs trembling, three loads of warm cum slowly leaking from her well-fucked pussy onto the old couch cushions.

She lay there smiling, blissed out, gently rubbing her swollen clit as the brothers tucked themselves away. “Welcome to Willow Creek, Olivia,” Mason said with a lazy, satisfied grin. “We’re gonna have so much fun ruining you while you’re here.” Olivia licked a stray drop of cum from her finger and winked, already feeling fresh arousal building. “I’m counting on it, boys. I plan on sucking and fucking my way through this entire town... but I think you three are going to be my favorites.” Luke leaned down, kissed her cum-smeared lips possessively, and growled, “Damn right we are.”
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Olivia woke up the next morning deliciously sore. Her pussy still felt puffy and used from the Walker brothers’ loads, and every time she shifted in bed a thick trickle of dried cum reminded her just how much of a filthy slut she’d already become in Willow Creek. God, I came here to sell a house, she thought with a wicked smile, stretching naked on the sheets. Instead I’m getting bred by three hot brothers on day one. This town is dangerous. She showered, slipped into a tiny white tank top (no bra) and a short denim skirt (no panties again), then grabbed her camera. She needed an excuse to explore and the camera was the perfect excuse. She spent the morning photographing the charming main street, the old wooden bridge, and the sparkling lake. But her mind kept drifting back to warm, soft female bodies. She was bi for a reason - she loved cock, but nothing made her wetter than turning another woman into a sloppy, moaning mess. By noon her stomach was growling and her clit was throbbing. She pushed open the door to Daisy’s Diner, the bell jingling above her. Two waitresses behind the counter immediately caught her eye.

The first was Riley - mid-twenties, curvy as hell, with thick thighs, a plump ass, and full tits straining against her tight yellow uniform. Her dark hair was in a messy ponytail, and her full lips looked made for sucking. The second was Emma - petite but fiery, red hair, freckles, perky B-cups, and a mischievous grin that screamed trouble. Both of them gave Olivia the same hungry once-over she’d given the Walker brothers yesterday. “New in town?” Riley asked, voice husky as she poured coffee. “Olivia. Just inherited the old Bennett place.” Emma leaned over the counter, giving Olivia a perfect view down her uniform. “Well damn. Welcome. You look like you could use something... hot.” 

Olivia’s pussy clenched. The flirtation was instant and obvious. By the time they brought her a slice of pie, all three of them were practically eye-fucking each other. Fifteen minutes later the diner was dead. Riley flipped the “Back in 10” sign, locked the door, and grabbed Olivia’s hand. “Bathroom. Now,” she whispered. Emma was already leading the way, hips swaying. The bathroom was small, clean, and about to get very, very dirty. The second the door clicked shut, Riley shoved Olivia against the wall and kissed her hard. Their tongues tangled immediately, wet and messy, spit already swapping as they devoured each other. Emma pressed in from the side, sucking on Olivia’s neck while her hands yanked Olivia’s tank top up.

“Fuck, these tits,” Emma groaned, latching onto one nipple and sucking hard. Olivia moaned into Riley’s mouth as the redhead bit and licked the other. Clothes came off fast. Olivia’s skirt hit the floor. Riley’s uniform top was unbuttoned, bra shoved down. Emma’s perky tits spilled free
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