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DEDICATION

For every woman who refuses to shrink herself to make someone else comfortable. For every reader who knows her desires are not something to apologize for. Never settle for less than what makes you tremble.


ACKNOWLEDMENTS

To the readers who crave more, more heat, more hunger, more boldness.

Thank you for daring to explore desire without apology. Your messages, your reviews, your enthusiasm, and your fearless appetite for intense stories make books like this possible.

To those who believe pleasure should never be quiet, shame should never win, and fiction should push boundaries, this one is for you.

And to every reader who knows exactly what they want and refuses to settle for less, I see you.

Stay hungry.


1 Birthday Breakup

Lexi didn’t want a party.
She just wanted him in her bed.

The fairy lights strung along her bedroom wall cast a soft pink glow over the rumpled sheets, over the unopened birthday card on her nightstand, over the box with the cheap cupcake her friend had dropped off earlier. The frosting had already started to sink in on itself.

Eighteen.

She should’ve felt older. Different. Something.

Instead she just felt restless. Wet between her thighs, heart beating too fast, waiting for the sound of his key in the lock.

When the door finally opened, she sat up straight, smoothing her hair, forcing a smile.

“Hey,” she said softly.

He didn’t smile back. He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. His eyes flicked around the room like he didn’t want to be there.

“Happy birthday,” he muttered.

The words felt wrong in his mouth. Flat. Like a line he’d forgotten to rehearse.

Lexi’s stomach tightened. “You didn’t text back earlier.”

“Yeah. Been busy.”

He walked in, but he didn’t come to the bed. He stayed near the dresser, shoving his hands into his pockets.

Something cold slid down her spine.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

He sighed. Long, dramatic. “Look… I don’t think this is working anymore.”

The words landed like a slap.

“What?”

“I mean it. We’ve been doing this since sophomore year. It’s just… old. I want something different.”

Her throat tightened. “On my birthday?”

He shrugged. “Didn’t want to fake it another week.”

The room suddenly felt too small, too warm. Lexi pulled the blanket up over her legs, even though she was still in her tiny sleep shorts.

“Is there someone else?” she asked quietly.

He hesitated. That was answer enough.

“Not exactly,” he said. “But there could be.”

Her chest ached. Anger mixed with humiliation, with the dull, heavy feeling of rejection.

“You’re seriously breaking up with me right now,” she said. “After everything.”

He rolled his eyes. “Come on, don’t be dramatic.”

“I’m not being dramatic!”

“You kind of are.” He glanced at the bed. “And it’s not like we were some great love story.”

Lexi swallowed hard. “We were good together.”

“Yeah. Sure.” He smirked. “But let’s be real. You’re gonna miss this more than I will.”

She frowned. “Miss what?”

He stepped closer to the bed, leaning down slightly. His voice dropped.

“Me. Inside you.”

Heat rushed to her cheeks. “That’s not funny.”

“I’m serious,” he said. “You think you’re gonna find someone who fills you up like I do?”

Her heart thudded, half from anger, half from the way the words stirred something low in her stomach.

He’d always known how to talk to her like that. Always known what made her wet, what made her melt.

He straightened up, smug. “Good luck with that. Most guys are smaller. You’ll be disappointed.”

The words stung more than the breakup itself.

Smaller.

Disappointed.

Lexi clenched her fists in the blanket. “You’re such an asshole.”

“Maybe,” he said. “But I’m not wrong.”

He headed toward the door.

“That’s it?” she asked. “You just leave?”

He paused, hand on the knob. “You’ll think about me next time you’re alone. Trust me.”

The door clicked shut behind him.

Silence.

Lexi stared at the empty space he’d left. Her chest rose and fell quickly. She felt angry. Embarrassed. Dumped. Used.

But underneath all of it, something else pulsed.

That familiar, humiliating ache between her thighs.

She shifted on the mattress, feeling the slick heat there. His words replayed in her mind.

You’re gonna miss this.
You’ll be disappointed.

Her hand slid down under the blanket before she could stop herself. Just to check. Just to feel.

Her fingers brushed the damp fabric of her shorts.

“God,” she whispered.

She was turned on. On her birthday. Right after being dumped.

Because of his size.

Her face flushed as the truth settled in. She thought about the way he used to stretch her, the slow push, the fullness that made her toes curl. The way she’d gasp when he bottomed out.

Her fingers slipped inside her shorts, pressing against the wet heat there. She shivered.

No one will fill you like I do.

“Shut up,” she whispered, even as she rubbed herself.

But the thought didn’t go away. It grew.

What if he was wrong?

What if there was someone bigger?

Her breath hitched at the idea. The image formed in her mind, thicker, longer, harder. Someone who’d make her gasp even louder, who’d stretch her more, make her feel even fuller.

Her hips rocked slowly into her own hand.

A slow, dangerous smile spread across her lips.

“Yeah,” she murmured. “We’ll see about that.”

The cupcake sat untouched on the nightstand, candle still unlit, as Lexi lay back on her bed, fingers moving faster, already imagining the next one, bigger than the last.

And this time, she’d make sure of it.


2 Size on the Brain

Lexi didn’t sleep.
Not really. She drifted between heavy, aching dreams and hot, restless flashes of memory, her ex’s body pressed behind her, his cock thick and unyielding, stretching her until she whimpered into the sheets. Even alone, the memory wouldn’t let her go.

She woke up tangled in the blanket, sweat-damp and needy, sunlight sharp on the faded pink walls. She stared at the ceiling, one hand already beneath her shirt, teasing the edge of her nipple, the other still curled around the waistband of her sleep shorts.

She groaned, remembering every word from last night.

No one will fill you like I do.

Arrogant. Cocky. But the worst part? It worked. Her body still responded to the memory, her thighs sticky, her pussy pulsing with a need that felt almost humiliating. She squeezed her legs together, biting her lip as the ache flared hotter.

Lexi pulled her phone from under the pillow. She scrolled through the old messages he’d sent her, dirty texts, crude promises, a few blurry pics she’d sworn never to show anyone else. There it was again, that photo: his cock, thick and heavy in his palm, just enough of a ruler in the corner to show off.

She zoomed in, studying the numbers. Eight and a half inches.
She’d measured it once, just to be sure.

Now it felt like a curse.

Lexi tossed the phone aside and shoved her hand between her legs. Her middle finger pressed against the soaked crotch of her panties, rubbing in slow circles. She closed her eyes, remembering the stretch, the pressure, the way he’d fill her so deep she’d see stars.

She needed more.

Her free hand fumbled in the drawer for her biggest toy, a translucent silicone cock, thick enough to burn on the way in, nearly as long as her forearm. She brought it to her lips, sucked the tip, and moaned at her own reflection in the mirror.
Not big enough. Not anymore.

She rolled to her back, hiked her knees up, and pressed the toy in. Inch by inch, she worked it inside, panting at the burn, the fullness. Her hips rocked helplessly, body greedy for more, always more.

She imagined someone else, taller, rougher, bigger, pinning her wrists and pushing in, laughing at how easily she opened up, how much she begged.

She whispered it, not even caring if her roommate heard through the wall:
“Fuck, I need it bigger. Need it to hurt. Want to feel it tomorrow.”

The orgasm hit hard, making her arch and gasp and sob out her ex’s name, and then, deliberately, another name, anyone else’s.

Lexi lay there in the aftermath, cunt still fluttering, slick running down her thigh. She stared at her reflection in the closet mirror, still split open by the toy, chest heaving, hair a mess.

She wanted more than memories.
She wanted bigger.

She reached for her phone, snapped a shameless pic, and messaged her best friend:

LEXI:
Guess what. You’re about to lose that bet.

She grinned, wild and hungry, already imagining the next name, the next size, the next stretch.

This time, she promised herself, she’d keep going until the memory of her ex was nothing but a footnote, something smaller, something laughable, compared to what she could take now.


3 The Challenge

Lexi sprawled across her bed, phone burning in her hand, heart still thumping with leftover arousal. Sunlight bled around the edges of her blinds, painting stripes across her bare legs. She took another photo: her thighs parted, her toy glistening, bra strap slipped down one shoulder. She didn’t even flinch.

She flicked to her friend’s contact and hit call.

The line picked up in a burst of laughter and shuffling.
“Happy birthday, slut!” Tessa’s voice was pure mischief. “Are you still alive? Survived the big breakup?”

Lexi rolled her eyes, but she smiled. “Barely.”

“I saw his little pity post on Insta. What a douche.”

“Yeah, well…” Lexi hesitated, staring down at the still-wet toy beside her, the ache in her hips. “He left with his ego intact. Apparently no one’s ever gonna fuck me like he did.”

Tessa snorted. “Yeah, because he’s God’s gift to women.”

Lexi grinned, feeling the defiance growing inside her. “You know what? I want to prove him wrong.”

A beat of silence.
“Like…how wrong?”

“Wrong enough that I’ll walk funny for a week,” Lexi said, only half joking. “I want bigger. I want more. I want proof.”

Tessa cackled. “That’s my girl. What, you gonna hit up the basketball team? Leave measuring tape under their pillows?”

Lexi laughed, her cheeks hot. “If I have to.”

“Oooh, I sense a challenge coming.”

Lexi’s pulse picked up. “Bet you twenty bucks I find a guy bigger than him within a month. And I’ll send proof.”

“Make it fifty,” Tessa shot back. “And a selfie with the winner. I want to see you wrecked.”

Lexi flushed, but her grin turned savage. “Deal.”

“Damn right. Rules?”

“Has to be real. Has to be bigger. No cheating.”

“I trust you,” Tessa said, still laughing. “You always were an overachiever. So how you gonna start?”

Lexi glanced at her laptop. “I think I’ll post an ad. Make my requirements clear.”

“Ooooh, dirty. Post the ad, send me screenshots, and let’s see who bites.”
Pause. “And, Lex, seriously? You got this. Don’t let him get in your head.”

Lexi swallowed, her bravado softening at the edges. “Thanks, Tess. Love you.”

“Love you too, bitch. Now go hunt some cock!”

The call ended with another wave of laughter.

Lexi set her phone down and opened her laptop. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, her mind racing, should she be subtle, or explicit? Should she just say what she wanted, with no apologies?

She typed:

WANTED:
Looking for a man who knows how to stretch a girl out. No boys. No braggarts. Show me, don’t tell me. Must be bigger than average. Pics or it didn’t happen. Size queens only, please.

She read it over, heart fluttering, then attached her own photo, just a teasing hint of cleavage, her lower lip caught between her teeth, eyes daring the camera.

She posted the ad and sat back, staring at the screen as replies began to trickle in.

Some were crude.
Some were hilarious.
Some sent photos that made her gasp.

Lexi smiled, the sharp ache of loss replaced by a sharper, hungrier need.

Let the games begin.


4 First DM

The replies came in before Lexi could even close her laptop.
Ping.
Ping.
Ping.

Each new notification was another line of digital bravado, anonymous men eager to impress, a parade of dick pics, crude jokes, and boasts about size and skill. She scrolled through them, lips pursed, arching an eyebrow at the range: some barely visible, some laughably edited, a few so big she stared in stunned silence, pulse pounding.

She flicked through the inbox, weighing each opener like a judge at a dirty contest. Some tried to charm.
Heard you need a real man, not a boy. You free tonight?
Some just cut to the chase.
9.5 inches. You’ll need to stretch first.

Lexi found herself grinning, a rush building behind her ribs. She clicked open a message from Hung4U, the username both ridiculous and perfect.
Attached was a photo: his cock stretched out against a ruler, the numbers clear. Thick, veined, and big, definitely bigger than her ex. Her pussy clenched at the thought.

She bit her lip, heart racing. But experience, and a sharp dose of caution, kicked in. She needed more than a photo. She needed proof, attitude, and enthusiasm.

She typed back:

LEXI:
Nice try. But can you prove it’s really you? Give me tonight’s date and my name, written on your stomach. No face needed.

The response came within minutes: a new photo, cock in hand, her name scrawled across abs in black marker, today’s date on a scrap of paper, hard and proud.

Lexi’s hand slid down, pressing into her panties as she replied:
Good. Now tell me what you’d do to me if I let you try it.

She leaned back, reading the answer as it came in, a filthy, detailed fantasy that made her cheeks burn and her pussy throb. Every word dared her, promised her, described exactly how he’d stretch her open and leave her gasping, ruined for anyone smaller.

Her fingers moved in slow circles, slick and shameless as she read.
The rest of the world fell away: the ache of heartbreak, the sting of humiliation, even the ghost of her ex. There was only the screen, her hand, and the growing heat of anticipation.

She came hard, panting, then replied:
Maybe I’ll let you prove it. Where do you live?

A few quick messages, a shared location, boundaries set, and a meeting for the next day: public place first, no pressure, just to see if the vibe matched the photo.

Lexi closed her laptop, heart hammering. She stared at her reflection, flushed and glowing, and whispered to herself:

“Bigger than my ex.”

She smiled. Tomorrow, she’d find out if it was true.


5 The Photo Test

Lexi dressed with deliberate care the next day, choosing a soft black skirt and a tight ribbed tank, cute but just shy of obvious. She tucked her measuring tape in her bag, along with a pack of gum and a single condom, just in case. Her skin hummed with anticipation, nerves and need all twisted together.

They’d agreed to meet in public, a coffee shop on the edge of campus. Lexi arrived early, nerves jangling. She ordered an iced latte, choosing a window seat where she could watch the door.

When he walked in, she knew it was him.
He was tall, athletic, older by a year or two. His eyes found hers immediately, a slow grin spreading across his lips.

“Lexi?”
She nodded, fighting a smile. “Hung4U, I presume?”

He laughed. His confidence made her pulse jump. He sat down, close but not too close, easy in his skin. They talked, banter, flirtation, the tiniest undercurrent of something filthier lurking beneath each question.

“So,” he said, eyes glinting. “You really gonna measure me?”

Lexi arched an eyebrow. “You afraid I’ll be disappointed?”

He shook his head, mouth twisting into a cocky smirk. “Not a chance.”

The tension between them was a living thing, nerves, bravado, hunger.
She finished her coffee, heart pounding, and leaned in, lowering her voice. “Your place or mine?”

His place was a shared apartment, but his roommate was out. They barely spoke on the way, the unspoken question, Will he be bigger?, buzzing through Lexi’s mind like static.

Inside, his room was neat, bed made. The blinds were half-drawn, afternoon light painting everything gold.

He sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread. “Show me how you want it.”

Lexi reached into her bag, pulling out the measuring tape. Her hands shook, but her eyes never left his. He stood, unzipping, letting his jeans fall. His cock sprang free, hard and heavy.

She knelt, breath catching, and wrapped the tape around the base. Eight and three quarters, thick and beautiful, definitely bigger.

She looked up, satisfaction and relief flooding her. “You weren’t lying.”

He smiled, reaching down to stroke her hair. “Wanna see what it feels like?”

Lexi licked her lips, already aching.
“Hell yes.”

He lifted her onto the bed, stripping her slowly, savoring each inch of skin. She guided him, her hands trembling as she lined him up, the stretch immediate and intense. She gasped, clinging to his arms, hips arching. He filled her completely, inch by thick inch, until she was panting, toes curling, mind spinning.

She moaned, overwhelmed, not caring how loud she was. He fucked her deep and slow, letting her feel every bit of him, watching her face for every gasp, every tremble.

Afterward, she lay back, thighs shaking, pussy fluttering around emptiness. She grinned, hair wild across the pillow.

He pressed a kiss to her shoulder. “So?”

Lexi laughed, breathless and smug. “You win, for now.”

But already, her mind was racing, curiosity lit anew.
How much bigger could she handle? How far could she go?

She snapped a sneaky photo of the measuring tape, cock and all, proof for Tessa, proof for herself.

And as she dressed and slipped out, she felt powerful, insatiable.
This was only the beginning.


6 Ex Confrontation

It was a party she hadn’t planned to attend. But Lexi showed up anyway, heart hammering, the secret photo still on her phone, her trophy. The house was already thrumming with music and bodies, the smell of beer and sweat and cologne thick in the air.

She found Tessa near the kitchen, perched on the counter, drink in hand. “You did it?” Tessa whispered as soon as Lexi appeared. Lexi grinned, the answer in her eyes.

“Proof,” she mouthed, pressing her phone into Tessa’s palm. Tessa’s eyes widened, then she covered her mouth to stifle a shriek.

“You’re insane,” she whispered, awed and delighted.
Lexi just laughed, the thrill buzzing inside her. She was bold now, hungry.

But the party shifted when her ex walked in. He caught sight of her across the room, face twisted in a smirk. He made his way over, the crowd parting unconsciously.

“Look who couldn’t stay away,” he drawled.

Lexi felt Tessa stiffen beside her. She met his gaze, unflinching. “You’re the one who’s late.”

He eyed her, maybe noticing something different. “You move on quick.”

She smirked, voice low and syrupy. “Maybe I just know what I want now.”

He snorted, looking her up and down. “You really think you’ll find anyone better?”

Lexi’s smile sharpened. “Already did.”

He blinked. “Bullshit.”

She leaned in, whispering so only he could hear. “You want proof?”

His jaw flexed. He searched her face for doubt and found none.
Lexi’s pulse raced, part fear, part triumph, part filthy satisfaction. She scrolled through her photos and flashed him the image: a thick cock, bigger than his, measuring tape clear and undeniable.

His face changed, first disbelief, then a strange flicker of something like jealousy, maybe even arousal. He tried to speak, but no words came.

Lexi grinned, her victory bright and hot. “Told you I’d walk different. Next time, think twice before running your mouth.”

She slid her phone back into her pocket, turned her back on him, and melted into the party, leaving him rooted in place, outplayed and outclassed.

Later, in the bathroom, her hands trembled, not from nerves, but from excitement. She’d done it. She’d turned the breakup into her own private coronation. She was bolder, filthier, and the ache inside her was no longer for him, it was for the next, and the next, and the next.

As she reapplied her lipstick, Lexi winked at her own reflection.
There was no going back. Only forward, only bigger.


7 Locker Room Rumors

Lexi’s phone buzzed all Sunday with messages, Tessa’s gleeful encouragement, a barrage of new DMs from her ad, and, most tantalizing, a voice memo from a guy she barely knew from her English seminar:
“You ever heard about Troy on the swim team? Word is, he’s practically porn-star material. Biggest on campus. Just saying.”

Lexi played the memo twice, grinning. She searched his name, found his Insta, pictures of broad shoulders, sun-bleached hair, cocky smile. The rumor sent a jolt of heat through her, and by Monday, she’d already planned her approach.

She dressed with intent: sports bra, tight joggers, hair in a high, careless ponytail. She made a show of jogging past the campus pool, pausing to “catch her breath” near the entrance. Inside, laughter echoed off tile. The air was thick with chlorine and sweat.

She spotted Troy by the lockers, tall, dripping, towel slung low on narrow hips. He was joking with a teammate, but his gaze caught on her, lingering just long enough.

Lexi sauntered closer, bold as ever. “Hey, Troy, right?”

He glanced over, surprised but curious. “Yeah. You run track?”

“Sometimes,” she said, smiling. “Just warming up.”

She let her eyes dip, slow, obvious. He grinned, flexing without even realizing it.

She bit her lip. “You’re not shy, are you?”

He laughed, flashing white teeth. “Depends on who’s asking.”

She leaned in. “I’ve heard things. About you. Can’t tell if it’s all talk.”

He arched an eyebrow, amused. “Yeah? What’d you hear?”

She shrugged, feigning innocence. “That you’re a little… much to handle.”

Troy’s eyes glinted, ego stoked. “Only way to find out is to handle it.”

She grinned, feeling the electric charge between them. “I like a challenge.”

He dropped his towel just enough for her to see the outline beneath. Not subtle. Definitely not disappointing.

She stepped closer, lowering her voice. “Wanna prove it after practice?”

He smirked, wet hair dripping onto his chest. “Locker room’s empty at eight.”

“Then I’ll see you at eight.”

She walked away, hips swaying, pulse thundering. The promise hung between them, hot, reckless, deliciously filthy.

The rest of the day crawled. She relived the look in his eyes, the bulge beneath the towel, the wild thrill of chasing bigger, better. This wasn’t about her ex anymore. It was about hunger, hers, and whoever could fill it.

At seven fifty-eight, Lexi stood outside the pool doors, heart pounding, ready to see just how real the rumors were.


8 First Stretch

The locker room was empty except for the sharp echo of Lexi’s footsteps and the low hum of the pool’s filtration system. She closed the door behind her, heart pounding out of rhythm, half nerves, half a greedy ache. Steam drifted in thin threads above the showers, tile slick beneath her shoes.

Troy was already waiting, fresh from the water, towel around his waist. His hair was damp, beads of water trailing down sculpted shoulders and chest. He didn’t bother pretending he hadn’t been looking forward to this, his eyes raked over her with open, lazy hunger.

“Right on time,” he murmured.

Lexi tried to play it cool, but she couldn’t help the flush on her cheeks or the way her thighs pressed together. “So,” she said, dropping her bag by the bench, “wanna settle those rumors?”

Troy grinned, stepping closer, towel slipping dangerously low. “I think you can handle it?”

“Guess we’ll find out.”

He tugged her in by the waistband of her joggers. She felt his cock, already half-hard, press against her stomach through terry cloth. She ran her fingers over the edge of the towel, letting it fall. Her breath caught at the sight: thick, heavy, long enough to make her mouth water. Bigger, maybe, than anyone yet.

Lexi dropped to her knees without being asked. Her hands closed around his shaft, struggling to grip him fully. He was still growing in her palm, the weight real, intimidating, thrilling.

“Shit,” she whispered, licking up the underside, swirling her tongue around the tip.

Troy groaned, one hand bracing on the locker, the other threading through her hair.

“Take it slow,” he warned, breathless. “Most girls can’t, ”

Lexi cut him off, swallowing as much as she could. Her lips stretched wide, jaw aching almost immediately. She pushed herself, inch by inch, eyes watering from the pressure, the impossibility of it. He filled her mouth, then some.

When she pulled off, spit glistened down her chin. “I want more,” she said, voice wrecked with need.

Troy knelt, pulled her up, spun her to the bench, tugging her joggers down. He slid a hand between her thighs, groaning at how wet she was.

“You’re fucking soaked,” he said, almost reverent.

Lexi braced herself, grabbing the bench, as he lined up behind her. The first push burned, thick, relentless, stretching her until she gasped, body trembling. He gripped her hips, steady but greedy, giving her time, then pressing deeper, deeper, until she thought she might split.

She whimpered, loving the sting, loving how much she had to open just to take him. Every thrust made her shudder, her pussy stretched wide around him, the ache nearly too much but somehow never enough.

He bottomed out, breath ragged, both of them half out of their minds.

“Still think you can handle it?” he growled, voice rough in her ear.

Lexi couldn’t answer, she was too full, too far gone, moaning with every thrust. Her body shook with pleasure, the friction brutal and perfect, her orgasm building, cresting, crashing over her as he fucked her hard, deep, all the way.

She came with a cry, legs trembling, vision blurred. Troy groaned, pulling out, finishing across her ass and lower back, hot and heavy, making her gasp.

She collapsed on the bench, panting, wrecked in the best way.

He helped her up, grinning. “Damn, girl. You really are a size queen.”

Lexi wiped herself off with a stray towel, still shaking. “Rumors don’t do you justice.”

She dressed slowly, her body sore in ways she craved.
As she left, she looked over her shoulder, giving him one last wicked grin.

“I’ll let you know if I ever find someone bigger,” she called, half-teasing, half-challenge.

The door swung closed behind her, and for the first time since her ex, Lexi felt truly, gloriously stretched.

And all she could think was, 
How much bigger could I go?


9 Afterglow Confession

Lexi staggered out of the locker room, thighs weak, panties stuffed hastily into her pocket, too damp, too ruined to bother with. Every step made her wince, a delicious ache pulsing between her legs. She wore it like a secret: soreness, heat, the sweet sting of being filled beyond what she thought she could take.

She made it halfway across campus before pulling out her phone and dialing Tessa.

“Girl, it’s late,” Tessa mumbled. Lexi could hear the muffled TV, the sleepy shuffle of blankets.

“I did it,” Lexi whispered, half breathless, half wild with pride.

A pause, then a sleepy laugh. “You found someone bigger?”

Lexi bit her lip, grinning into the night. “Swim team Troy. Rumors are true. He’s, fuck, Tessa, I can barely walk.”

Tessa cackled. “Tell me everything. I want details.”

Lexi ducked under a streetlight, looking around as if anyone could overhear. “He’s thick, Tess. Like, it barely fit. My jaw hurts. My pussy hurts. I thought I’d have to tap out but… I didn’t. I wanted every inch.”

“Oh my god,” Tessa crooned. “Did you measure?”

“Not officially,” Lexi admitted, “but he’s definitely bigger than my ex. Maybe half an inch, maybe more. And the stretch…” Her words trailed off, hips rolling unconsciously as she relived it. “He filled me, Tessa. All the way. I swear, I came so hard I saw stars.”

“Fucking legend,” Tessa sighed. “You’re not done, are you?”

Lexi laughed, high and bright. “No way. I want more. I want…bigger.”

“You’re insatiable.”

Lexi slowed outside her apartment, the ache between her legs throbbing in time with her heartbeat. “I want to keep pushing. I want to see how much I can take. He was almost too much, but it wasn’t enough. Not yet.”

Tessa purred, “Girl, you’re gonna ruin yourself, and I want to hear every dirty detail. Promise?”

Lexi smiled, the city humming around her. “Promise.”

They hung up, and Lexi slipped inside, locking the door behind her. She limped to her bedroom, peeled off her clothes, and stared at herself in the mirror, hair wild, thighs sticky, pussy flushed and still gaping slightly from the assault.

She pressed her fingers inside, feeling the way she’d been stretched, the raw tenderness that lingered. She moaned, shivering, already hungry for more.

She snapped a picture, her own private trophy.
For the first time, she didn’t think of her ex at all.

She drifted to sleep with a smile, dreaming of cocks even bigger, bodies even rougher, a hunger that would never quite be satisfied.

Tomorrow, she promised herself, she’d chase the next rumor.

And the next.
And the next.


10 The Gym Experiment

Lexi woke sore, satisfied, and starving for more. She lay in bed, replaying every moment with Troy, hips squirming, her hand drifting down before her eyes even opened. But when she pressed two fingers inside, her body gave a sweet, aching protest, she was still stretched, still marked by him, and the knowledge made her moan.

Later, in the shower, she caught herself grinning at her own reflection.
Not done yet, she thought. Not even close.

By noon, Lexi had a new plan. The rumors said the rugby team was just as wild as the swimmers, big, brutal, unfiltered. She wanted a new kind of challenge.

She slipped into shorts and a cropped tee, brushed her hair into a messy ponytail, and headed to the campus gym. She loitered by the front desk, striking up a chat with the guy on duty, her smile all bright teeth and wicked intention.

“Hey, do you guys need any help? Like, with towels or something?”

He eyed her, already a little flustered. “Uh, we have a staff, but, well, we’re short this week. You know the guys?”

Lexi shrugged, all innocence. “A few. I can fold. I’m bored anyway.”

By the time the rugby team finished practice, she was stationed by the locker room, a neat stack of towels at her side, pretending to be busy on her phone. The air filled with sweat, testosterone, easy banter, and the sweet potential of something filthy.

She smiled at each guy, flirty but cool. “You guys play hard?” she teased.

One of them grinned, flexing his arms. “Hard as you can handle, sweetheart.”

She laughed, letting her gaze linger, first at his arms, then lower, making her interest clear. The team caught on quickly, nudging each other, the air getting thicker with suggestion.

“So,” Lexi said, lowering her voice as they crowded around, “want to settle a bet?”

A few leaned in, amused. “What kind of bet?”

“I heard the rugby team is packing more than just muscle,” she purred. “But I’m a skeptic.”

They laughed, some blushing, some puffing up.

“Wanna prove it?” Lexi asked, brazen, daring them. “We can make it fun, winner gets a prize.”

The next hour was a blur of teasing, flirting, and, finally, a backroom “measuring contest.” Lexi produced her tape, grinning as the boldest guys lined up, showing off, eager to outdo each other.

She played judge, measuring, stroking, sometimes more. Some were impressive, a few left her giggling, but one, at the end, made her stare: thick, long, heavy in her hand.

He looked down at her, cocky, the bulge pressing against her cheek. “Well?”

Lexi licked her lips. “I think we have a new contender.”

After the others left, she led him into the showers, heat pooling low in her belly.

He pressed her against the tile, kissing her hard. She wrapped her legs around his waist, guiding him in, his cock pushing deep, stretching her open, every thrust making her gasp and claw at his shoulders.

He filled her rough, wet, and desperate, making her shudder and cry out, the ache of his size pure pleasure. She lost herself in it, fucked hard, fast, used, stretched until she trembled, finally cumming with a sob.

Afterward, she dropped to her knees, mouth and throat aching as she took him in, greedy for every inch.

By the time Lexi limped out, the measuring tape felt like a medal around her wrist.

She’d started a new legend in the gym, and in herself, a new hunger.

Already, she was wondering who might be next.
How much bigger could she find?
How far could she go?


11 Sizing Up

Lexi didn’t stop after the gym. Over the next week, she became a fixture in the campus rumor mill, everywhere she went, whispers trailed after her, boys watched her walk by, and a few bold men tried their luck, sometimes right in her DMs, sometimes cornering her at parties or after class.

She kept notes in her phone: names, measurements, quick ratings for thickness, length, attitude, aftercare. It was like keeping stats for a sport, and Lexi was on a streak.

Some were eager, some nervous, a few cocky enough to make her laugh. She met up in dorm rooms, cars, even the empty photo lab late at night, each time more fearless, more brazen. Some cocks were decent, a couple genuinely impressed her, but every time she felt that familiar burn and stretch, she always wondered, is this the one? Did I finally beat my ex for good?

She snapped photos: close-ups of rulers, her fingers stretched wide, even a few selfies with swollen lips and flushed cheeks, a fresh cock standing proud behind her. Tessa got regular updates, always met with wild encouragement and jealous moans.

After each encounter, Lexi would text a score:

	Matt: “7.5 but thick, good fingers, decent aftercare.” 
	Jordan: “8, veiny, left me sore. Would ride again.” 
	Luca: “7, too quick, but damn, that mouth…” 
	Ben (rugby): “9, almost too much, nearly saw stars. Might call back.” 


But even when a new cock made her cry out and tremble, even when she lay sprawled and leaking, gasping for breath and feeling impossibly stretched, there was always that voice in her mind:
Could I go even bigger?

She watched size queen porn obsessively, late at night, pushing herself with toys, reliving the best moments, fantasizing about more.

One afternoon, Tessa FaceTimed her, cackling at Lexi’s growing “cock tracker” spreadsheet.

“You need to write a fucking book,” Tessa teased, “or at least start charging for lessons.”

Lexi, sprawled on her bed, her thighs still sticky from that morning’s tryst, just grinned. “I’m not stopping until I forget what my ex even felt like.”

Tessa raised her glass. “To bigger and better.”

Lexi laughed, a flush creeping down her neck. “To never settling for average again.”

She hung up, feeling powerful, adored, and still a little unsatisfied.

Her phone vibrated, a new message from a number she didn’t recognize.
You looking for the biggest? Heard I might qualify. Meet?

Lexi licked her lips, pulse skipping with anticipation. She typed back,
Prove it. Tonight?

As the sun set, Lexi slipped into a fresh dress, thighs still aching, heart pounding with fresh hunger.

The hunt wasn’t over.
If anything, she was just getting started.


12 Porn Inspiration

Lexi didn’t even make it out the door before the new message came through:
Video or it didn’t happen.
She smirked, rolling her eyes. Men loved to talk, loved to show off, but after a dozen “record-breaking” disappointments, Lexi was done believing without proof.

She set her phone aside and pulled her largest toy from the drawer. She’d spent the last week stretching herself, pushing past old limits, craving the ache that came with every new inch. Size-queen porn played in the background, thick cocks, wide gapes, women taking more than seemed possible. She watched, mesmerized, one hand between her legs, the other pushing her toy deeper, wider, harder.

The camera on her phone caught the show: Lexi, hair a mess, cheeks flushed, mouth open in a whimper as she forced the toy all the way in. She let herself go raw, filthy talk, moans, the messy sounds of slick and stretch. She came hard, legs shaking, tears slipping down her cheeks from the fullness and the release.

Afterward, she sat back, panting, toy still buried deep inside her. She snapped a pic, proof of her own hunger, her own capacity.

She sent it to Tessa first:
Lexi:
Need to see a man make me take this for real. Know anyone who can do better?

Tessa’s reply came almost instantly:
Tessa:
Maybe. You ever heard of the “size king” chat?

Lexi’s curiosity lit up. “What’s that?”

Tessa sent a link, a barely-disguised group chat for girls obsessed with size and men eager to prove themselves. The invite was explicit:
Only for the truly gifted and the truly hungry. Pics and stats required. No fakes. No shame.

Lexi bit her lip, hit join, and introduced herself with a brazen photo, her stretched open, toy inside, ruler beside her hip.

Within seconds, replies flooded in.
Guys offering to outdo each other, women swapping stories, sharing tricks, even issuing public challenges.
One message stood out:
KingInches:
That’s cute. Bet you can’t take me in person.

Lexi grinned, her hunger sharp and dangerous.

She typed back,
Bet I can. Set a date.

She could barely sleep that night, her mind replaying porn scenes, her own shaky videos, the promise of real cocks, real stretch, real competition.

She knew what she wanted.
Tomorrow, she’d chase it, on camera, with witnesses, all pride and no shame.

Because now, her own toy wasn’t enough.
She needed to be filled, ruined, rebuilt, bigger than before.

And she wanted every minute of it recorded.


13 Dirty Group Chat

The group chat was chaos from the moment Lexi joined: new messages every second, gifs, nudes, brags and dares, photos of thick cocks pressed to measuring tapes, girls comparing gape, even videos of wild, messy encounters. She scrolled, hungry and fascinated, her body lighting up with every dirty confession and cocky challenge.

She introduced herself with her photo, the toy still inside her, ruler propped beside her bare thigh, her face flushed and defiant. It got instant attention.

BigMacAttack:
Damn, girl. You don’t play.

SizeMatters:
That’s more than most can handle. Respect.

QueenMina:
Where you from, Lexi? Let’s compare notes. Got a favorite yet?

Lexi grinned, typing with one hand as the other drifted beneath her shorts.
Campus town. My ex thought he was a king, he was wrong. Now I’m hunting for legends.

The guys sent pics, cock after cock, some thick and beautiful, some obviously edited, a few that made her breath hitch. There were videos, too: girls taking monster cocks, faces wrecked, thighs shaking, stretched beyond belief.

Lexi watched, fingers working, needing more. She sent a video of her own, moaning as she pressed the toy deep, her cunt stretched wide for the camera, dirty talk spilling from her lips.
The replies came in a rush:

HungLegend:
Let me in your DMs, I’ll show you what you need.

DeepThreat:
Bet you tap out if I show up.

QueenMina:
Go for KingInches. He’s the real deal, made me squirt across the bed.

Lexi’s phone buzzed. Private message.
KingInches:
You free tomorrow night? Bet you can’t take me raw. Winner gets to make a video. Loser buys breakfast.

Her heart hammered, the dare electric.
She typed,
Deal. No tapping out. I take every inch, you record every second.

He sent back a video, thick, massive, so hard it made her knees weak. She wanted to touch, taste, be stretched until she broke.

Tessa messaged privately:
Tessa:
Be safe, but fuck, I’m jealous. You’re about to be famous in that chat.

Lexi just sent back a fire emoji.

She spent the night teasing herself with toys, watching videos, hyping herself up in the chat.

Tomorrow she’d be tested, for real.
Tomorrow she’d prove it: her hunger was limitless, her pride bulletproof.

She fell asleep on soaked sheets, phone buzzing in her hand, already dreaming of what it would feel like to take him, no mercy, no retreat, all stretch and ruin and filthy, glorious proof.


14 First Double

Lexi didn’t have time to be nervous. The group chat buzzed all day, and by noon, she was locked into a dare: QueenMina had thrown down a challenge, “Try a double. If you can take KingInches, you can take two.”

It started as a joke, but soon the plan was real. KingInches messaged:
Got a buddy. You game?

Lexi’s body answered before her mind did.
Yes. If you both can fill me, I want to see if I can take it all.

That night, she showered and dressed deliberately: loose dress, no panties, heart hammering with wild anticipation. She met them at a hotel room booked just for this, anonymous, clean, a fresh white bed that would never be clean again.

KingInches was even more intimidating in person, tall, broad, cock bulging beneath sweatpants, his confidence a force of nature. His friend, Blake, was just as impressive: dark eyes, arms thick with muscle, a wicked, curious grin.

They greeted her like an old friend, kisses, hands on her hips, playful teasing that quickly turned greedy.
“You sure you’re ready?” Blake murmured, breath hot on her ear.

Lexi nodded, voice low. “Don’t go easy.”

Clothes disappeared. The air filled with heat and challenge, the scent of sex sharp and overwhelming.

KingInches pressed against her first, thick cock nudging her entrance. Lexi moaned as he eased inside, her body stretching slow, greedy, barely able to take him. He gave her time, letting her hips adjust, letting her gasp and shudder as every inch filled her.
Then Blake moved behind her, cock pressed to her ass, spit and lube slicking her hole. He teased, circled, pressed in, Lexi whimpered at the burn, the newness, the impossibility.

“Breathe,” KingInches whispered, stroking her hair as Blake pushed deeper.

She was split wide, two cocks inside, her body straining, trembling, eyes rolling back. It hurt and it thrilled her, a wild, forbidden stretch, her holes stuffed so full she couldn’t think. The men worked in tandem, murmuring praise, guiding her, coaxing her to take more, to give in, to let her body open all the way.

Tears ran down her cheeks, pain, pleasure, humiliation, pride. She felt herself clamp down, both cocks pushing her limits, the pressure sending her over the edge. She came hard, gasping, barely able to breathe.

The men fucked her through it, relentless, greedy, praising every moan and shudder. KingInches finished first, groaning as he filled her, warmth flooding deep inside. Blake followed, cock jerking as he emptied in her ass, both men watching her shake and collapse, ruined and blissed out.

They eased out, cum leaking from both holes. Lexi sprawled boneless, shaking, her cunt and ass gaping, stretched beyond what she thought possible.

KingInches grinned, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. “You’re the real deal.”

Blake wiped her tears, his touch soft. “Legend.”

Lexi just smiled, exhausted and triumphant. She’d done it.
She was more than her ex’s memory now, she was a myth in her own right.

Tomorrow, she promised herself, she’d find a way to go even further.


15 Caught in the Act

Lexi spent the next day sore and floating, body still humming from the night before. She wore her bruises and aches like a secret under her clothes, every shift of her hips a reminder of how wide she’d been stretched, how much she could take.

By evening, the itch returned. She wanted more, needed more, and a quick check of her messages turned up a DM from one of the rugby guys, Ben, who’d been eager for a rematch. She told him to come over, her roommate supposedly gone for the weekend.

He arrived grinning, hands everywhere the moment the door shut. Lexi wasted no time: she dropped to her knees, pulled his thick cock free, and took him deep until her throat ached and his breath stuttered.
She let him lift her onto her desk, spread her legs wide, and fill her in one rough, urgent stroke. He fucked her hard, fast, heavy, greedy for the wet heat that clamped around him, her body already ready and open.

Lexi gasped, bracing her feet on the edge of the desk, fingers digging into his back. She moaned every time he bottomed out, still loose from the double, her body slick and eager for the stretch.

She didn’t hear the door open.

Her roommate, Jade, stood in the doorway, frozen for a moment, then slowly grinning.

“Well, fuck,” Jade laughed. “You really are insatiable.”

Ben stuttered, looking mortified, but Lexi only moaned louder, half-embarrassed, half-thrilled. “You wanna watch, or join in?” she gasped.

Jade shrugged, tossing her bag aside. “Let’s see what all the fuss is about.”

She came closer, eyes bright with mischief. “He any good, or you just using him to get stretched?”

Lexi, emboldened, pulled Jade’s hand down between her legs. “Feel for yourself.”

Jade’s fingers slid through the slickness, feeling where Ben’s cock split Lexi open, still thick, still pushing her limits.

Jade grinned. “Yeah, he’s good. But I bet you can take more.”

She knelt, tongue flicking Lexi’s clit as Ben kept thrusting, Lexi caught between cock and mouth, the sensations wild, overwhelming. She came hard, moaning for both of them, the heat rolling through her in waves.

Ben finished with a guttural groan, spilling inside her, Lexi shuddering at the flood. Jade licked up the mess, fingers still teasing until Lexi was writhing, begging for mercy.

When it was over, they all collapsed on the bed, breathless, laughing, sticky with sweat and cum and something that felt dangerously close to happiness.

Jade nuzzled her cheek. “You’re a fucking legend, Lex. What’s next, the whole team?”

Lexi just smiled, sated and raw, her mind already spinning with the possibilities.

Maybe Jade was right.

Why not see how far she could go?


16 Size Royalty

Word spread fast.
It started in whispers, locker rooms, group chats, even at the cafe on campus. “She’s the one who takes the biggest.” “No way, you’re making that up.” “Heard she went double last weekend and didn’t tap out.”
Lexi noticed the glances, men with something to prove, women with envy or curiosity or both. Her DMs were a stream of invites, cock shots, shameless propositions. Some were crude. Some were respectful. Some just wanted to worship her for her hunger.

But it was the rumor about a local amateur porn star that really caught her attention.
Troy says he’s massive, but this guy, Alec, he’s on another level. Been in videos. Known for it. Made girls cry, in the best way.

Lexi tracked him down on social: broad shoulders, tattooed arms, a wry smile in every photo. And in one short, grainy clip: a cock that made her mouth water, stretching a girl open with practiced, gentle skill.

She slid into his DMs, brazen:
LEXI:
Heard you’re famous for a reason. I want to see if the rumors are true.

The reply was instant:
ALEC:
Curious girl. You sure you can handle it?

She sent him a photo, her toy beside a ruler, her pussy gaping, proof that she could take more than most.

He replied with a video, slow and filthy, cock hard in his hand, showing off for her, thick and long, glistening with pre-cum.

ALEC:
Be at mine tomorrow night. Cameras optional. Safe word’s “lemon.” But most girls never use it.

Lexi’s heart pounded. The next day, she barely ate, barely focused, her mind on the challenge, the fantasy, the idea of being recorded, of becoming legend herself.

When she arrived at his apartment, Alec greeted her with a crooked grin and gentle hands. “You look even better in person,” he said, eyes raking over her with honest, appreciative hunger.

The camera was set up discreetly in the corner, red light blinking.

Alec took his time: undressing her, kissing her slow, hands everywhere. He knelt, mouth between her thighs, tongue teasing, coaxing her open. When he finally slid inside, Lexi gasped, the stretch was immediate, overwhelming. He was bigger than anyone yet. Her pussy burned, muscles straining, but Alec moved slow, letting her adjust, praising her every shudder, every whimper.

He fucked her deep, slow, deliberate, working her open, making her feel every inch. He watched her face, whispered encouragement, pushed just a little further each time she moaned for more.

When she started to shake, tears springing to her eyes, he paused, stroked her hair, kissed her temple.
“You’re doing so good, Lexi. You’re my queen tonight.”

The words made her melt. She rode him, took him, let herself go raw and greedy and desperate for the fullness. She came twice, sobbing, ruined for anyone smaller.

Afterward, Alec held her, camera still rolling, whispering that she was the best he’d ever had.

He sent her the video the next day, her body stretched, her face ecstatic, a legend made in real time.

Lexi watched it three times that night, hand buried between her thighs, pride and pleasure mixing as she thought:

Size royalty. That’s me now.

And there were still bigger rumors to chase.


17 Porn Star Night

Lexi could hardly sleep after Alec. Her phone buzzed with DMs, screenshots, compliments, requests for the video. Some girls wanted advice; some men wanted to test her themselves. She let it all flood over her, basking in the infamy, the thrill of being wanted by everyone who heard her name.

Alec’s video became an underground hit. In the “size king” chat, she was crowned by consensus. A queen. Women praised her stamina, her gaping grin, the hungry way she took every inch and begged for more.
The men? They lined up.

A week after their first encounter, Alec messaged her again:
ALEC:
My producer saw our tape. Wants to offer you a cut if you want to make another. Up for a little company?

Lexi’s heart thudded.
LEXI:
As long as you promise I’ll walk funny for a week.

She arrived at Alec’s apartment in a short skirt, no underwear, and a shameless grin. This time, two cameras were set up, one on the bed, one low and wide. Alec’s friend, Marcus, was there too: tall, dark, and already half-hard with anticipation. He was polite, sweet, but his cock made Lexi’s thighs tremble, long, thick, curved perfectly.

Consent was clear: hands, eyes, eager nods, easy laughter. They let her set the pace.

Lexi started with Alec, riding him slow, relishing the stretch, the heat. Marcus watched, stroking himself, murmuring praise.

When she was ready, Marcus joined them, her mouth and hands, her body a canvas for their need. They took turns: Alec filling her pussy, Marcus her mouth, her throat stretching until her eyes teared, spit and precum smearing her lips.

When they switched, Lexi whimpered, her cunt twitching as Marcus pushed in, bigger even than she’d guessed. Alec whispered filthy encouragement, fingers teasing her clit as she struggled to take it all. The burn was perfect, her body raw, pushed to its limits and still greedy for more.

She came over and over, on their cocks, their tongues, their fingers, each orgasm blurring into the next. They finished with her on her knees, mouths and hands everywhere, cum dripping from her lips and thighs, the camera capturing every second.

Afterward, Alec held her, stroking her hair, kissing her cheeks, making her laugh. “You’re the best I’ve ever filmed,” he murmured, honest and awed.

Lexi grinned, exhausted and blissful. “You haven’t seen me at my peak.”

He chuckled, “Careful. They’ll call you a goddess next.”

As she walked home, thighs sore, pussy still gaping, she replayed the footage in her mind, her legend growing, her hunger undimmed.

There were always more rumors.
Always someone claiming to be “the biggest.”
Lexi’s appetite only sharpened.

Tomorrow, she’d chase the next.


18 Comparison Photos

Lexi’s infamy was now undeniable. Her DMs overflowed, the group chat crowned her “Size Queen,” and even strangers on campus eyed her with a mix of awe and arousal. But it was the private, filthy satisfaction that really fueled her, the thrill of knowing, with proof, that she’d outdone her ex at every turn.

She started documenting everything.

She dug out her ex’s infamous ruler pic, eight and a half, braggadocio in every pixel, and lined up her new conquests beside it. The photos were a ritual: each man hard and proud, cock pressed to the tape, her manicured fingers framing the numbers, her lips or face sometimes in the shot, a smirk that dared anyone to beat her new standard.

She sent the best ones to Tessa, sometimes with captions:

	“Ben (rugby) > the ex, confirmed.” 
	“Alec: new record, he left me gaping for hours.” 
	“Double night: both beat him. I can barely walk.” 


Tessa responded with howls and fire emojis.
But Lexi wasn’t satisfied with secret victories.

One night, after a second brutal session with Marcus and Alec, Lexi snapped a picture, her legs spread, ruler held between slick, open folds, the numbers outshining anything her ex ever sent.

She sent it to her ex’s old number, blocked him immediately, then posted a censored version to the size queen chat.

LEXI:
Beating my ex, one inch at a time. Who’s next?

The replies exploded.

BigMacAttack:
Give me a chance, queen. Bet I can set a new bar.

KingInches:
Soon as you’re healed up, I want my rematch.

Even some of the girls cheered her on:
QueenMina:
Yas bitch! Your ex is ancient history.

Lexi scrolled through her photo gallery, close-ups of cocks, her lips stretched wide, gape shots, side-by-side comparisons with rulers and toys, her own body evolving, learning to take more, to crave more.

She watched a quick video: her ex’s old thrusts, forgettable now. Then Alec, pushing her open with impossible patience, Marcus filling her ass as Alec fucked her pussy, both cocks stretching her to tears.

She smiled, pride and hunger blooming together.

She wasn’t just chasing rumors anymore. She was setting them.

Lexi knew the only direction was forward, bigger, wider, more outrageous.

Tonight, she’d sleep with the proof in her hand and the memory of every new inch echoing in her body.

Tomorrow, she’d hunt for her next record.


19 Public Obsession

Lexi’s obsession was no longer a secret, not even to herself. It colored every glance, every idle touch, every stray fantasy. Out in the world, she saw potential everywhere: a thick forearm gripping a subway pole, the heavy hang of gym shorts, the arrogant swagger of men who seemed to know what they were hiding.

She started pushing boundaries, turning her private kinks into public dares.

At the coffee shop, she lingered over her order, voice soft but unmistakably filthy as she asked the barista, “Bet your hands are big. Think the rest of you matches?” His blush and stammered laugh made her ache.

In the club, she pressed close to strangers, hips grinding, whispering in dark corners, sometimes letting a hand slide between their legs, sometimes guiding a bold one beneath her skirt. She didn’t wear panties anymore. She liked the risk, the shock, the proof of how loose she’d become.

Tessa egged her on, snapping secret photos of Lexi flirting, pressing against men in tight spaces, arching when hands found her beneath her dress. Every night out became a game: how far would she go, how many would watch, who would dare to take her in a bathroom or alley, pressed against the wall, stretching her wide and fast and filthy, her moans muffled only by the pounding bass.

One night, a new rumor reached her, an underground party where “size queens” and “size kings” matched up in front of a crowd. Lexi didn’t hesitate.

She wore a dress that barely covered her ass, no bra, her breasts swaying as she walked through the darkened apartment, eyes hungry for the next challenge.

Inside, couples paired off, onlookers cheering, money changing hands as men dropped their pants and girls took their pick. Lexi strutted forward, claiming the thickest cock she saw, dropping to her knees right there on the plush rug, letting the room watch as she took him to the base, gagging, tears streaking her mascara, moaning for more.

Hands found her, mouths whispered praise, fingers spread her wide for everyone to see. She felt shameless, adored, worshipped and ruined all at once.

By the time she left, cum ran down her thighs and her cunt ached in the best way.
She sent Tessa a photo from the sidewalk, her dress bunched up, lips swollen, a fresh ruler pic in her fist.

Size queen, she thought, beaming, still sticky and glowing with pride.

There was no hiding anymore. She wanted the world to know.
And she wanted to see how much further she could go, how much bigger, how much bolder, how much more outrageously her hunger could take her.


20 The Club Challenge

The underground party was only the beginning. Lexi’s reputation followed her, across campus, in chats, even in whispered rumors outside the club scene. By the next weekend, she had a new invitation: The Club Challenge, a notorious monthly event where “size queens” like her competed in games judged by the crowd.

Tessa hyped her up all day, helping her choose an outfit designed to flaunt everything she’d earned: a sheer dress, nothing underneath, heels that made her ass pop, a look daring anyone to touch.

Inside, the club was packed, music throbbing, spotlights shifting over bodies pressed close. In the back, a private lounge filled with oversized couches and a velvet-roped “stage” waited for the real entertainment. Lexi’s heart hammered as she signed in: first name only, but everyone already knew her.

The emcee called the contestants. Lexi was one of five girls, all hungry, all confident, all eyeing the lineup of men on the other side of the rope. Each “king” dropped his pants for the audience, cocks already half-hard, some sporting cock rings, others thick and heavy, grinning like gladiators about to go to war.

The rules were simple:

	First round, oral. Deepest wins. 
	Second round, ride them. Loudest moan, best stretch, biggest gape takes the prize. 
	Third round, take two, if you dare. 


Lexi was fearless. She dropped to her knees for the thickest cock, letting the crowd watch as she pushed her lips down, throat bulging, spit running free. The room cheered as she took more than any girl before her, eyes streaming with tears, hands steady on his hips. The emcee measured the “depth,” called her the winner.

Round two, she straddled the tallest “king,” lowering herself inch by inch, cunt stretching, gasps turning to filthy cries as she took him balls-deep. The club echoed with cheers as she bounced, hands splayed on his chest, her moans shameless, orgasm raw and public.

The final round, two men, both huge, cocks pressed together. Lexi was the only girl to try. The crowd went silent as she positioned herself, one cock at her pussy, the other at her ass, slicked and ready. She pressed down, taking both slowly, a sob tearing free as she was split wider than ever before, filled until she was shaking, the audience chanting her name.

When she came, it was overwhelming, applause, laughter, money tossed at her feet. She grinned through her tears, high on endorphins and pride, her body a monument to every inch she’d taken.

Afterward, people pressed in, offering drinks, compliments, even business cards from amateur porn producers. Lexi basked in it, cunt aching, hungry for more.

She sent Tessa a shaky, triumphant selfie:
Queen of the Club. New record. Two at once. You should’ve seen their faces.

That night, as she limped home through the city lights, Lexi knew she’d crossed another threshold.

Not just “bigger than her ex”, she was legendary.
And she was still hungry for the next outrageous challenge.


21 Wrecked and Grinning

Lexi woke at noon, body humming, muscles sore in ways she couldn’t hide. Every shift of her hips sent aftershocks through her thighs and up her spine. She reveled in it, the sweet ache, the deep soreness in her cunt and ass, the faint bruises where fingers had gripped and mouths had marked. She’d spent the night not just used, but celebrated.

In the mirror, she admired herself: messy hair, lips still swollen, bite marks blooming on her breasts and thighs. She ran her fingers down her body, shivering at the memory of being split open on that stage, filled for all to see. Her pussy was red and tender, stretched in a way that made her grin.

She snapped a photo for her private album, a close-up of her open folds, gaping wide, proof of everything she’d taken.

Tessa FaceTimed her mid-coffee, eyes wide with awe. “Babe, you fucking did it. You’re all anyone’s talking about. I saw videos online already, girl, you’re a legend.”

Lexi blushed, sipping her coffee, legs spread on the couch. “It was wild. I want more.”

“More?” Tessa laughed. “You’re insatiable.”

Lexi smiled, dreamy and dangerous. “I don’t want to stop. I love how it feels. I love how they look at me. I want to see how far I can go.”

She spent the day drifting, watching her videos, reading the hundreds of new DMs, toying with herself until the ache deepened and blurred into pleasure again.

By night, the soreness faded to a throb that left her greedy, not wounded.
She took a long bath, careful fingers massaging herself, moaning at how loose she still felt.

After, she lay naked in bed, scrolling through her collection, photos of cocks, selfies with tongues out and eyes wild, her body gaped and leaking, every new size a new triumph. The hunger was never gone, only sharpened.

She drifted off, still grinning, body wrecked, heart full.
Tomorrow, she promised herself, she’d find someone who could push her even further, someone who’d make her stretch, cry, and beg for more all over again.

Because now, it wasn’t about her ex. It was about her legend.
And Lexi wasn’t done, not even close.


22 Ex Tries Again

Word reached her ex before Lexi ever texted. Campus was buzzing: stories of the club, videos circulating in shadowy group chats, Lexi’s name spoken in awe and disbelief. She didn’t hide, she wore the stares like a crown, hips swaying, eyes daring anyone to challenge her new standard.

The text came late at night, desperate and awkward:
EX:
So are you seeing someone now?

Lexi stared at the screen, lips curling. She waited an hour before replying.
LEXI:
Why?

The dots blinked, vanished, reappeared.
EX:
Just wondered. Been hearing things. Is it true? About what you’ve been doing?

She snapped a photo, her pussy still pink and open from that night’s session, three fingers easily buried, a cock print still faint on her thigh.
LEXI:
True and then some.

His reply came quick, full of bravado and jealousy:
EX:
Can I see you?

She grinned, called his bluff.
LEXI:
Sure. Come over. But you can only watch.

He showed up twenty minutes later, tension rolling off him, eyes flickering with regret, arousal, humiliation. Lexi made him sit in the corner, silent, as she invited Ben over, rugby cock, thick and heavy, always eager for another round.

She undressed slowly, catching her ex’s eye every time she bent, every time she spread her legs. Ben entered without ceremony, stripped, and pulled Lexi into his arms. She rode him facing the ex, taking Ben deep, stretching herself wide, moaning so loud the walls shook.

She made a show of it, fingers spreading her open, Ben’s cock so much thicker, her cries echoing, her body trembling as he fucked her hard. Ben filled her up, cum leaking down her thighs as she slid off, letting her ex see how loose she was, how easily she took every inch.

“Remember when you said no one would ever fill me like you?” she panted, sweat-slick and flushed. “You were so fucking wrong.”

Her ex could barely breathe, eyes glued to her gaping pussy, the mess dripping from between her legs.

Lexi smiled, victorious and filthy, not a trace of regret in her heart.

When Ben left, she let her ex touch, only with fingers, only on her terms, making sure he felt how ruined she was, how much more she could take now.

He whispered, “Come back to me.”

She laughed, shaking her head. “Why would I ever settle for less?”

She sent him home, body used and adored, legend only growing.

Lexi knew, she’d never be “his girl” again. She was her own, and she’d never be satisfied with average ever again.
The world was full of bigger, better, bolder men, and she was ready for all of them.


23 The Record Breaker

The next invitation came from the group chat, half dare, half worshipful challenge.
HungLegend:
You ready for the real test? He’s a friend of mine. Biggest cock I’ve ever seen, and I’ve seen a lot. No girl’s ever taken him to the base.

Lexi’s heart kicked up. She sent back a grinning selfie:
Book the room. I want to see if I can do what no one else has done.

That night, she found herself in a hotel suite, mirrors everywhere, fresh sheets, the air thick with anticipation. The man was waiting: tall, broad, his smile sheepish but his cock, already hard, made Lexi’s breath catch. Even soft, it looked impossible. Hard, it throbbed in his fist, thick as her wrist, long enough she almost doubted herself.

He sat beside her, gentle, his hand warm on her thigh. “We don’t have to go all the way,” he offered. “If it hurts, you tell me. We stop.”

Lexi shook her head, hunger burning. “I want it all. I need it.”

He took his time, kissing, licking, working her open with thick fingers and a patient tongue. She moaned, hips rolling, body straining to open for him. When he finally pressed the head to her entrance, she gasped at the pressure, wide, stretching, an ache that bordered on pain but made her wetter.

Slow, relentless, he eased in, inch by impossible inch. Lexi whimpered, breath shaking, hands clutching his arms, the fullness nearly too much. She cried out, tears streaking her cheeks, begging for more, for every last inch. He paused, kissed her jaw, murmured encouragement, then pressed deeper.

She felt herself open wider than ever, her cunt stretching, burning, her mind blanking to pure sensation. When he bottomed out, their hips flush, Lexi sobbed with pride and relief.

“You did it,” he whispered, awed.

She looked down, his cock buried to the base, her belly bulging, her body trembling with the wild, impossible victory.

He fucked her slow, careful at first, then harder as she begged, the stretch never easing. She came over and over, each orgasm raw and wracking, her pussy fluttering around the unyielding girth.

When he finally pulled out, cum spilling down her thighs, Lexi lay limp and shaking, her cunt gaping, lips red and swollen, the ache deep and perfect.

She snapped a picture, ruler beside her gaping hole, proof forever.

The man kissed her forehead, gentle, reverent. “No one’s ever taken all of me before. You’re a legend.”

Lexi grinned through her exhaustion, pride burning hotter than pain.

She’d done it.
She’d broken the record.
And still, in her heart, she wanted more.


24 Aftermath

Lexi didn’t move for a long time after he left. The hotel room felt silent, the air heavy with the scent of sex, sweat, pride. Her body buzzed, every nerve ending thrumming with the memory of how full she’d been, how impossibly stretched. She lay on her back, thighs splayed, fingertips tracing the tender, gaping ache between her legs.

Every small movement sent ripples of pleasure and soreness through her. She moaned quietly, rolling her hips, relishing the heat and the soft, relentless ache that pulsed deep inside her.

The mirror beside the bed caught her reflection, hair wild, lips swollen, thighs sticky with cum, her cunt wide open and flushed, still twitching with aftershocks. She admired herself, pride mixing with a kind of awe. She’d done it. She’d gone farther than anyone, taken what no other girl had managed.

She reached for her phone and snapped another photo, this time her fingers stretching herself open, two, three, four sliding in with ease. She sent it to Tessa, captioned:

LEXI:
Record broken. I’m still gaping. Can barely stand. I want more.

Tessa replied instantly, a string of fire and crown emojis, voice note full of breathless laughter and encouragement.
“Girl, you’re not human. You’re a goddess. Tell me every detail tomorrow!”

Lexi slid her fingers out, shivered, and rolled to her side. She felt bruised, fucked, full, and alive in a way that went deeper than orgasm. Every muscle ached, but her mind hummed with accomplishment, she was beyond her ex, beyond rumors, beyond any imagined limit.

She drifted to sleep tangled in the sheets, the mess of their bodies sticky and fragrant around her, legs still spread wide.

In her dreams, cocks grew thicker, longer, bodies pressed closer, hands held her open for the world to see. She woke with a needy whimper, hand between her legs, craving more even as her body throbbed with the memory.

Lexi smiled at the sunrise. She was insatiable, proud of it.
Whatever came next, she was ready.
She’d tasted the impossible.
Now she wanted the world.


25 The Fuck Diary

Lexi spent the next day lounging in bed, her body heavy with ache and satisfaction. Every movement was a reminder, a twinge of soreness in her hips, the slack openness between her thighs, the bruised bloom of pleasure on her skin. She scrolled through her camera roll, reliving every proof photo and dirty video, fingers idly drifting lower, still greedy for sensation.

She opened a blank document on her laptop, pulse racing. It was time to immortalize her conquest.

She titled it:
“The Fuck Diary: Beating My Ex, One Inch at a Time”

The words poured out, names, dates, stats. She described the men: their size, the challenge, the filth, the feeling of being stretched, ruined, adored. She added photos, close-ups, side-by-side ruler comparisons, even a few selfies, tongue out and eyes wild as her body was split open by a new champion.

She posted the first chapter anonymously to a size-obsessed forum. Within hours, the post exploded, likes, comments, private messages flooding in. Other size queens chimed in with their own tales, men begged for a chance to be in her diary, producers asked if she’d consider going pro.

Tessa texted:
TESSA:
You’ve gone viral, babe. The world wants more.

Lexi grinned, shameless, alive. She posted another entry, then another:

	How the Rugby Team Stretched Me Out 
	My Double Night: Gaped and Glorious 
	The Day I Broke the Local Porn Star 


She answered DMs, flirting, issuing new challenges, collecting addresses, setting up new trysts. Her legend grew with every post, every photo, every confession.

For the first time, Lexi realized her hunger wasn’t just about size, it was about power, pride, the wild satisfaction of being known for what she could take and how much she wanted.

She hit record on her phone, filming herself spreading her cunt wide, showing off just how much she could handle now. She sent it to the chat, captioned:

LEXI:
“Still bigger. Still better. Who’s next?”

Her inbox overflowed. Her heart soared.

Lexi had become more than a rumor, she was an icon, a living diary, her body proof that there was always another record to break.

And she was only getting started.


26 Biggest of the Big

By now, Lexi’s inbox was a shrine to size, videos, pics, invitations from every corner of the country. But one message, from an anonymous fan in the chat, stood out:
XXLKing:
Flight’s on me if you want a real challenge. I’m the final boss. Prove you’re the queen.

Lexi grinned, wild and game.
Send me a pic. I want to see what I’m flying in for.

The photo came: the biggest cock she’d ever seen, dwarfed only by the thick tattooed hand wrapped around it, a yardstick next to the shaft measuring over fifteen inches, thick as her fist. Her heart stuttered with both fear and arousal.

Tessa screamed when she showed her. “Girl, that’s a monster. Don’t die, okay?”

Lexi booked the ticket that night, heart thundering. The anticipation was intoxicating, a new city, a new hotel, a man who promised to stretch her past all known limits.

He met her in the lobby, tall, broad, quiet but confident. Consent was clear in every look, every touch, every soft-spoken “You tell me when to stop.”

Upstairs, Lexi stripped first, naked and proud, lying back on the fresh hotel sheets, legs spread. He knelt between her thighs, kissing, teasing, opening her up with thick, practiced fingers, watching her squirm and gasp and beg.

When he pressed his cock to her entrance, Lexi whimpered at the stretch, the head alone almost too much. He took it slow, letting her feel every wide, impossible inch, the ache exquisite, the fullness overwhelming.

She sobbed, clinging to his arms, unable to take it all at once, but greedy for every bit. He coaxed her open, inch by inch, hips rolling, his voice a steady, soothing encouragement.

When their hips finally met, her cunt split, filled to capacity, belly bulging, she screamed in triumph, in pleasure, in wild disbelief. He fucked her slow, then hard, each thrust a new wave of intensity, her body opening, gaping, ruined for anything less.

She came over and over, losing count, her moans echoing off hotel walls. He filled her at the end, cum spilling out as he eased free, Lexi shaking and sobbing, her body marked forever.

He took photos for her, her cunt open wide, his cock glistening, her body evidence of her title.

“You really are the queen,” he whispered, reverent.

Lexi could only grin, exhausted and glowing.

The record was hers.
For now.


27 Live Showdown

News of Lexi’s feat spread even faster than her diary posts. The chat was on fire, screenshots, rumors, men lining up for a chance at the queen, women marveling, lusting, daring her to top herself. She could hardly keep up with the flood.

Then came the wildest challenge yet: a livestream, pay-per-view, the audience invited to watch her take on XXLKing again, this time, with her ex invited as a virtual spectator.
A stage. Lights. Multiple cameras. A crowd watching from their screens, her ex given a front-row code, the ultimate humiliation for him, the ultimate coronation for her.

Lexi accepted without hesitation.

She met XXLKing in the studio: cameras already rolling, a bed under bright lights, the hum of a small, awed crew. Consent was quick, clear, and eager, her heart thrumming, body already slick with anticipation. XXLKing was gentle but proud, eyes full of respect.

The show began with a Q&A, Lexi answering dirty, playful questions from viewers, reading a comment from her ex out loud and laughing at the jealousy in his words. She let them see her pride, her hunger, her joy at every filthy achievement.

Then came the main event: she knelt, took his cock in her hands, kissed and licked, showing off her skill and her shameless desire. He eased her back, legs open, and pressed inside, camera capturing every grimace, every moan, every inch forced into her body.

She took him slow, the world watching. She narrated her own stretch, fingers spreading her open for the lens, sweat shining on her skin as he bottomed out.
“Bigger than my ex,” she gasped, making sure the microphone caught every sound.

He fucked her deep, the slap of flesh, the lewd squelch, the gasps and whimpers and cries for more all broadcast live. Her ex messaged again, desperate, defeated, his texts ignored as Lexi came hard, sobbing, body arching, her legend sealed for the world to see.

They finished in a mess of cum, sweat, and applause, tips and emojis flooding the chat, Lexi crowned once and for all.

Afterward, XXLKing held her, still live, whispering in her ear: “You’re the queen now, baby. No one’s ever done it like you.”

Lexi grinned for the camera, body wrecked, heart full, ex utterly eclipsed, her own appetite undiminished.

The world had seen it.
There was no going back.
And Lexi had never been so proud.


28 Size Queen Coronation

Lexi’s name was everywhere: chatrooms, forums, even whispered in real life. Screen grabs of the livestream spread like wildfire. Girls called her an inspiration. Men called her a legend. Some called her reckless, others brave, most just obsessed.

She basked in the attention, not because she needed approval, but because she’d seized something nobody could take away. Her body, her story, her appetite: all out in the open, worshipped, envied, impossible to ignore.

She started getting messages from other size queens, women hungry for more, asking for tips, confessions, encouragement. Lexi answered every one, offering honest advice: go slow, use lube, be greedy, never apologize for what you want.

A producer messaged her:
PRODUCER:
We want you to host a series. Teach, challenge, mentor, rule. You’re the Queen now.

Lexi considered it. She loved the idea, leading a new generation, making her hunger a banner, turning her journey into a movement.

She did an AMA, letting anyone ask about size, stretch, her favorite moments, how she handled jealousy or pain. She told the truth: it hurt sometimes, but the pleasure was worth it. That chasing bigger wasn’t about men, it was about herself. That no ex, no rumor, no shame could ever touch her now.

A fan sent her a gold-plated ruler in the mail, engraved: Size Queen. Unbreakable.

Lexi laughed, tears stinging her eyes.

That night, she gathered her old proof photos, her diary, her trophies. She posted a final, triumphant shot: herself, gaped and grinning, crown perched crooked on her wild hair, ruler held high.

LEXI:
Coronation complete. Long live the Queen.

Her followers exploded with praise, adoration, invitations.

Lexi just smiled, stretched out on her bed, sore and satisfied, a legend with no regrets.

She’d set her own standard. She’d written her own myth.

And she was far from done.


29 Softness and Ruin

After all the noise, the challenges, the conquests and coronations, Lexi craved something quieter. The DMs kept coming, the world still wanted a piece of her, but for once she silenced her phone, drew her curtains, and let herself rest. Her body needed it, bruised, stretched, loose and humming, each ache a souvenir, each pulse of pleasure laced with exhaustion.

She spent the afternoon in a sun-warmed bath, gentle with her own hands for the first time in weeks. She slid her fingers between her legs, marveling at how easily they sank in, the way her body now opened for her without protest. She moaned, not for an audience, but for herself. The tenderness, the fullness, the memory of every cock, every victory.

That evening, she got a text from Alec, not a challenge, but an invitation.
ALEC:
Come over. Let me take care of you.

Lexi went, wrapped in a hoodie and nothing else. He greeted her with open arms, no cameras, no pressure, just warmth and kindness and the kind of hunger that felt like home.

They curled up together, Alec’s hands gentle, his kisses slow. He touched her like she was precious, worshipped every stretch and bruise, whispered praise against her skin. When he entered her, he went slow, holding her tight as he filled her, the stretch still sweet but never cruel. He moved inside her with care, watching her face, kissing away tears when the tenderness got too much.

She came quietly, shivering, the orgasm rolling through her like a wave, softer, deeper than any before. Alec stroked her hair, murmuring, “You’re incredible. You’re everything.”

After, they lay tangled together, Lexi’s head on his chest, her body worn and worshipped.

For the first time since her journey began, she felt a new kind of satisfaction, a soft, healing fullness, a ruin that was gentle, loving, and just for her.

She drifted to sleep in his arms, smiling, finally at peace.

Tomorrow, the world would want more.
Tonight, Lexi was just a girl who wanted to be held.


30 Bigger Than Her Ex, Forever

Morning sunlight crept across Alec’s bed, tracing Lexi’s bare skin. She woke slow, sore and soft, wrapped in the quiet that came after every storm. Alec’s arm was heavy across her waist, the sheets still scented with sex and something sweeter.

For a long moment, she just breathed. She remembered every stretch, every wild night, every risk she’d taken, the men, the cameras, the applause and the ache. All the laughter. All the gasping, desperate hunger. Every inch claimed.

But now, her ex’s memory was just a pale echo, nothing more than the cocky boy who said she’d never find better. She smiled, rolling onto her back, legs falling open without shame, every muscle loose and free.

Her phone buzzed. Tessa’s message glowed on the screen:
TESSA:
Biggest. Queen. Ever. What now?

Lexi sent back a photo, herself in Alec’s bed, tangled hair, ruler resting on her hip like a crown, face bright with pride.
LEXI:
Now? I live. I love. I never settle for less.

She checked her diary, saw the hundreds of messages, new fans, new invitations, new challenges. She knew she could chase more, go bigger, keep pushing. The hunger would always flicker somewhere inside her.

But today, she let herself just be.

She curled closer to Alec, pressing her cheek to his chest, letting him hold her in the quiet morning.

Bigger than her ex. Bigger than any rumor, any shame, any old regret. Forever.

Lexi grinned, legend written in her own flesh, her own pleasure, her own bold heart.

She closed her eyes, utterly satisfied, the queen of her own story.

And she was never, ever going back.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc13E.jpg
ARK =

o
SERAPH ‘





OEBPS/image_rsrc13F.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Bigger Than

		DEDICATION

		ACKNOWLEDMENTS

		1 Birthday Breakup

		2 Size on the Brain

		3 The Challenge

		4 First DM

		5 The Photo Test

		6 Ex Confrontation

		7 Locker Room Rumors

		8 First Stretch

		9 Afterglow Confession

		10 The Gym Experiment

		11 Sizing Up

		12 Porn Inspiration

		13 Dirty Group Chat

		14 First Double

		15 Caught in the Act

		16 Size Royalty

		17 Porn Star Night

		18 Comparison Photos

		19 Public Obsession

		20 The Club Challenge

		21 Wrecked and Grinning

		22 Ex Tries Again

		23 The Record Breaker

		24 Aftermath

		25 The Fuck Diary

		26 Biggest of the Big

		27 Live Showdown

		28 Size Queen Coronation

		29 Softness and Ruin

		30 Bigger Than Her Ex, Forever




Guide

		Cover




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81






