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Chapter 1

Lily stood in the doorway, fingers twisting in the hem of her oversized T-shirt. Ryan was sprawled across the middle of the couch, one arm draped along the backrest like he owned the entire place. Ethan and Cole sat on either side of him, beers in hand, grinning like wolves that had just cornered a rabbit.

“You’re stalling,” Ryan said, his tone lazy but sharp. His blue eyes flicked down her body like he was already imagining her without the shirt.

“I’m not stalling,” Lily said, crossing her arms. “I just think this is… stupid.”

Ethan chuckled, leaning forward, forearms on his knees. “Oh, princess, you lost the bet. You knew the rules.” His gaze dropped to her bare legs, peeking out from her tiny shorts. “We get forty-eight hours. You do whatever we say. No whining.”

“I didn’t think you’d actually—”

Cole cut her off. “Shirt off.”

The words hung in the air, blunt and final. Cole didn’t even blink, just stared at her like he’d already decided how this was going to go.

Lily swallowed, heat creeping up her neck. “Excuse me?”

Ryan smirked. “You heard him.”

Ethan tilted his head, mock-sympathetic. “Come on, Lil. It’s not that hard. Just… arms up, shirt over your head. Boom. Bet starts now.”

Her heart was pounding. Three pairs of eyes pinned her in place, and the longer she hesitated, the more smug their smiles got.

“Fine,” she muttered, fingers trembling as she grabbed the hem. She pulled the shirt over her head, tossing it to the floor.

The guys didn’t say anything for a beat. Ryan’s gaze lingered on the lacy white bra she definitely hadn’t meant for them to see. Ethan let out a low whistle. Cole’s jaw flexed like he was holding back words he’d rather not say.

Ryan sat forward, elbows on his knees. “Shorts too.”

“Ryan—”

“Shorts. Off.”

Her breath caught. She glanced at each of them, hoping one might step in, but none of them moved. Cole’s stare was unrelenting. Ethan looked like he was already imagining what color her panties would be.

She hooked her thumbs under the waistband, sliding them down her thighs. The shorts pooled at her feet, leaving her standing in just her bra and panties, skin prickling under their gaze.

Ethan leaned back, grinning. “Fuck, she’s even prettier than I thought.”

Cole stood up. He was taller than her by at least a head, his presence heavy as he stopped right in front of her. He reached out, his knuckles brushing down her arm, making her shiver.

“On your knees,” he said, voice low and rough.

Lily froze. “What?”

Ryan shifted on the couch, spreading his legs a little wider, the bulge in his sweatpants impossible to ignore. “Cole said on your knees. Don’t make him repeat himself.”

Her pulse roared in her ears as she slowly sank to the carpet, kneeling between Cole’s shoes.

Ethan set his beer down, already unzipping his jeans. “Guess we should find out just how good she is at following directions…”

Cole didn’t move right away. He just looked down at her, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head like he was already claiming her.

Ryan leaned forward, thumb dragging slowly over his bottom lip. “Well? Don’t just sit there looking pretty, Lil.”

Her eyes flicked between them, her mouth dry. Cole’s zipper sounded impossibly loud as he pulled himself free, thick and hard, already brushing against her lips.

“Open,” Cole said.

Her lips parted before she could think about it. The first hot weight of him slid onto her tongue, and Cole groaned low in his chest, fingers tightening in her hair.

“That’s it,” Ryan muttered, his hand absently palming himself through his sweats. “Fuck, she looks good like that.”

Ethan stood up, undoing his belt with a grin. “Don’t hog her.”

Cole gave the smallest tug on her hair, pulling her back just enough for her lips to leave him slick and wet before pushing her face slightly toward Ethan.

She barely caught her breath before Ethan’s cock pressed against her mouth, bigger than she expected.

“Jesus, look at her,” Ethan said, eyes half-lidded as she sucked him deep.

Ryan finally stood, stepping close so that when she freed one hand from Ethan, she could stroke Ryan while her other hand wrapped around Cole.

“Good girl,” Ryan muttered, voice low as her hand slid along his shaft. “Use both hands. Don’t you dare stop.”

She obeyed, stroking them both while Ethan used her mouth, her tongue working desperately.

Cole’s hand fisted in her hair again. “Back here,” he ordered, pulling her mouth off Ethan and toward himself. She barely had time to gasp before Cole was in her mouth again, slow and deliberate as he pushed deeper.

Ethan chuckled, stepping closer so his cock brushed her cheek while she sucked Cole. “Come on, Lil, don’t forget about me.”

She reached for him again, pumping him with one hand while still working Ryan with the other. Her head bobbed on Cole’s length, her jaw aching, drool slicking her chin.

“Look at her,” Ryan said, his voice sharper now, his hand gripping her chin for a second to tilt her face up. “Eyes on me while you take him.”

Her gaze locked on Ryan’s, wide and desperate, as Cole kept fucking her mouth.

“Fuck,” Ethan muttered, his hips twitching into her fist. “She’s shaking. She likes this.”

Cole finally pulled her off, his cock leaving her lips glistening. “Your turn,” he told Ryan, giving her a little push forward.

Ryan guided himself to her mouth, sliding in while her hands went back to the other two. The three of them surrounded her, filling her mouth, her hands, every inch of her attention claimed.

“Back and forth, sweetheart,” Ryan said, his voice dark. “No breaks. You don’t stop unless we tell you.”

Cole and Ethan each grabbed a handful of her hair, guiding her as she moved—mouth full of one, hands working the other two, rotating between them like she belonged to all of them at once.

Her moans vibrated around Ryan, making him groan. Ethan leaned closer, his lips brushing her ear. “You’re gonna take all of us, princess. Every single one.”

Ryan’s hand tightened in her hair as he pushed deeper into her mouth, his cock hitting the back of her throat. “Take it, Lil. Don’t you dare pull back.”

Her eyes watered as she gagged around him, the sound making Ethan groan. Cole’s fist tightened in her other hand, veins standing out along his forearm.

“She’s fucking perfect like this,” Ethan muttered, thumb brushing her cheek as she struggled to breathe around Ryan.

Ryan’s hips jerked suddenly, a sharp groan ripping from his throat as he came. Hot, thick streams coated her tongue, and he didn’t pull out—he held her in place, forcing her to swallow around him.

“Don’t swallow yet,” Ryan ordered, his cock still twitching against her tongue as he slowly pulled out.

Her lips glistened with spit and come as Ethan stepped in, sliding into her mouth before she could even gasp for air.

“Open wide, princess,” Ethan murmured, both hands cradling her head as he started thrusting, slow at first, then faster, forcing her to take every inch.

She choked around him, drool running down her chin as Ryan’s come still coated her mouth.

“That’s it,” Ethan groaned. “Keep that mouth open for all of us.”

He buried himself deep, hips jerking as his release hit the back of her throat. Her eyes squeezed shut as another flood of come filled her mouth, mixing with Ryan’s.

“Hold it,” Ryan reminded, his hand stroking her jaw as she trembled.

Cole stepped forward, the last one, and he didn’t waste time. He pushed in, thick and heavy, groaning as her lips stretched around him.

“She’s leaking already,” Ethan muttered with a grin, wiping the corner of her mouth with his thumb.

Cole’s thrusts were rough, his grip unyielding as he used her throat. Each time she gagged, his teeth gritted like it just made him harder.

“Stay still,” he growled.

Her face was wet with spit and come, her throat aching as Cole’s pace quickened. He finally groaned low, shoving himself deep one last time as he spilled inside her mouth, hot and heavy.

By the time he pulled out, her lips were shiny, her chin messy, come sliding down from her overfilled mouth.

Ryan tilted her chin up, thumb pressing into the wet mess at the corner of her lips. “Now. Swallow all of it.”

She gulped hard, barely managing to take it down. More spilled out, dripping over her chest.

Ethan laughed softly, satisfied and still half-hard. “God, look at her. Fucking filthy.”

Cole crouched in front of her, fingers brushing her spit-slick cheek. “You’re not done, princess. We’ve got plenty more for you.”


Chapter 2

Ryan’s fingers brushed over her swollen lips as he stood, smirking down at her messy face. “Get up, Lil. We’re not done with you yet.”

Her knees shook as she stood, but Cole was already behind her, hands sliding up under her bra to cup her breasts. “This comes off,” he said, voice low in her ear as he unclasped it.

The bra slid down her arms, and Cole tossed it aside. Her nipples were already stiff, and Ethan’s hand came up immediately to pinch one, making her gasp.

“God, she’s so sensitive,” Ethan murmured, rolling the bud between his fingers.

Ryan hooked his thumbs in her panties, tugging them down slowly until they hit the floor. “Step out.”

She did, heat crawling up her cheeks as she stood completely naked between the three of them.

Cole’s hand moved down her stomach, stopping just above the neat strip of hair between her legs. “Spread your legs,” he ordered.

She obeyed, trembling as Cole’s fingers finally slid over her folds, parting them to find her already slick.

“Wet already,” Cole said, glancing at the others. “You like being used like this, don’t you?”

Her mouth opened, but Ryan stepped closer, tilting her chin up. “Answer him.”

“Yes,” she whispered.

Ryan chuckled darkly. “Good girl.”

Cole knelt in front of her, spreading her open with his thumbs before leaning in to lick a slow stripe up her slit. Lily gasped, her hands twitching to grab something for balance, but Ethan and Ryan each caught a wrist, bringing her hands to their cocks instead.

“That’s it,” Ethan murmured as she began stroking him, her movements shaky from Cole’s mouth on her. “Keep working us while he tastes you.”

Cole’s tongue flicked over her clit, teasing and relentless. She moaned around a gasp as Ryan rolled her nipple between his fingers, pinching until her back arched.

“Perfect little toy,” Ryan said, his other hand sliding into her hair. “We’re not letting you stop until you’re screaming.”

Ethan’s hand replaced Ryan’s on her other breast, squeezing and tugging as Cole sucked her clit hard. Her hips bucked forward, her hands tightening on their shafts as she lost control.

Cole pulled back just enough to murmur, “Don’t you dare come yet. Not until I say so.”

He went back to work, tongue circling her clit while Ryan and Ethan kept playing with her breasts, trading spots so each of them got a turn sucking and teasing her nipples, leaving them reddened and wet.

Ryan finally stepped back, smirking. “Switch.”

Ethan dropped to his knees immediately, replacing Cole between her legs. He buried his face against her soaked folds, licking her like he was starving while Cole stood and took Ryan’s spot at her chest, squeezing her breasts roughly.

Her moans grew louder as the three of them passed her around—one licking her until her thighs shook, the other two pulling at her nipples, teasing her, keeping her just on the edge without letting her finish.

“You don’t come,” Ryan ordered again, holding her chin so she had to look at him. “Not until we say. Got it?”

She nodded, breathless, as Ethan’s tongue pressed harder, his fingers joining in to stretch her open.

Ryan grabbed her chin, smirking as Ethan pulled back, his mouth wet with her slick. “Get on the couch, Lil,” Ryan ordered, stretching out on his back and patting his chest.

She hesitated, breathing hard, but Ryan just raised an eyebrow. “You know where I want you.”

Slowly, she climbed up, straddling his chest. Ryan’s big hands gripped her hips and guided her forward until she was hovering right over his mouth.

“Sit,” he told her, voice dark.

She lowered herself, thighs trembling as Ryan’s tongue immediately slid between her folds, licking her deep and slow. Her moan came out shaky, her hands bracing against the back of the couch.

Cole knelt behind her, his fingers spreading her cheeks to expose her ass. “God, look at her—already dripping down his face,” he muttered, leaning in to lick a slow, filthy circle around her tight hole.

She gasped, jerking forward as Ryan’s tongue pressed up into her again.

Cole’s hand slid lower, two fingers rubbing at her wet entrance while his mouth kept teasing her ass, his tongue flicking in short, hungry strokes.

“Fuck, she’s shaking already,” Ethan said, stepping up in front of her.

He gripped the base of his cock, tapping it against her lips. “Open that pretty mouth, princess.”

She did, her tongue flicking out just before Ethan pushed in, filling her mouth again.

“Good girl,” Ethan groaned, thrusting slowly as she bobbed her head, Ryan’s tongue working relentlessly beneath her while Cole teased her ass with his tongue and fingers.

Cole slid one slick finger into her ass, slow but firm, his other hand rubbing her clit. “So fucking tight,” he murmured, licking her again as she moaned around Ethan.

Ryan groaned under her, his hands kneading her ass as his mouth kept devouring her, sucking her clit hard enough to make her thighs twitch.

Ethan’s hand tangled in her hair, guiding her on his cock as he watched her face—eyes wet, mouth full, her moans vibrating around him.

Cole added a second finger, stretching her as he rubbed harder at her clit. “She’s gonna lose it right here,” he muttered, voice rough.

Ryan pulled back just long enough to say, “Come on my tongue, Lil. Do it.”

She shattered—her whole body spasming as she moaned, mouth still full of Ethan’s cock while Cole kept finger-fucking her ass through the orgasm. Ryan didn’t stop licking, drawing it out until she was shaking uncontrollably, her nails digging into the couch.

Ethan groaned at the sight, hips jerking as he thrust deeper into her mouth. “God, she’s perfect like this.”

Cole finally pulled his fingers free, giving her ass a sharp slap that made her whimper. “We’re just getting started.”


Chapter 3

Ryan pulled his mouth from her soaked folds, smirking as he slid back on the couch and sat upright. “Turn around, Lil. On my cock—now.”

Her legs felt like jelly, but Cole’s big hands steadied her, guiding her as Ryan’s cock pressed against her slick entrance.

“Sit down,” Ryan ordered, voice low.

She sank onto him slowly, stretching around his thickness, her mouth falling open in a desperate moan as he filled her completely.

“Good girl,” Ryan groaned, gripping her hips tightly as she adjusted to him. “Ride me.”

She started moving, bouncing on his lap in slow, shaky motions, her breasts jiggling with every thrust.

Cole knelt behind her, his hands spreading her ass, thumbs teasing her still-wet hole. “She’s ready for it,” he muttered, spitting and rubbing the slickness around her tight rim.

Ryan looked up at him, smirk curling his lips. “Do it. Fill her up.”

Cole pushed one thick finger inside her, making her moan as Ryan thrust up into her. “Fuck, she’s tight,” Cole said, adding a second finger, stretching her open.

Ethan stepped closer, stroking his cock slowly as he watched. “She’s shaking already.”

Cole withdrew his fingers and lined himself up, the thick head of his cock pressing against her tight entrance.

Lily gasped, turning her head slightly, but Ryan’s hand caught her chin. “Don’t you run. Take him.”

Cole pushed in slowly, inch by inch, forcing her to stretch around him.

“God, she’s perfect,” Cole groaned, finally bottoming out.

Ryan gave a sharp thrust upward, the combined sensation making her cry out, her walls clenching hard around both of them.

“Move,” Ryan ordered Cole, his hands gripping her hips like he owned her.

Cole started thrusting, steady and deep, while Ryan moved beneath her, their cocks filling her from both directions, stretching her impossibly full.

Her moans turned into incoherent whimpers, her head falling forward as Ryan’s hands slid up to squeeze her bouncing breasts.

Ethan grabbed her chin, tapping his cock against her lips. “Open. Don’t forget about me.”

She obeyed instantly, taking him back into her mouth as Ryan and Cole kept using her, their thrusts growing faster, rougher.

Ryan groaned, his forehead pressing briefly to her shoulder. “Fuck, I can feel him inside her—Jesus.”

Cole’s fingers dug into her hips. “She’s so tight, I’m not gonna last.”

Ethan’s hips jerked shallowly into her mouth, his free hand tugging her hair. “She’s gagging while they’re fucking her—look at that.”

Ryan and Cole’s thrusts fell out of rhythm, both of them so close as she squeezed down on them helplessly, tears streaking her cheeks while Ethan used her mouth.

Ryan’s groan was the first, sharp and raw as he slammed up into her and spilled deep inside.

Cole followed seconds later, his hips jerking as he filled her ass with hot spurts.

Ethan grabbed her head with both hands, shoving himself deep as he groaned, thick streams of come spilling over her tongue while she moaned around him.

Ryan pulled her close against his chest, holding her trembling body as all three of them finished, their breathing ragged, the room filled with the sound of her messy swallowing.

Cole finally pulled out, his come dripping down her thighs. Ryan slid out next, leaving her stretched and leaking.

Ethan cupped her chin, smirking as he wiped her messy mouth with his thumb. “Still think that bet was stupid?”

Ryan slid out from under her, his cock still wet and glistening. Cole stood and grabbed her wrist, pulling her off the couch with a rough yank.

“On your hands and knees. Now.” His tone left no room for argument.

Lily dropped to the floor, her shaky arms barely holding her up. Her body ached from being stretched so full, but Ryan’s sharp slap to her ass jolted her back to focus.

“Face down, ass up,” Ryan ordered, pushing her lower until her chest brushed the carpet. “We’re not done.”

Cole moved to her mouth this time, his thick cock brushing her lips. “Open.”

She parted her lips, and Cole slid in slowly, groaning as her mouth closed around him.

Ethan knelt behind her, lining himself up with her pussy—where Ryan had just finished inside her. “Fuck, she’s soaked,” he muttered, thrusting in with one deep push that made her moan around Cole.

Ryan, kneeling beside Ethan, spread her cheeks with both hands, pressing the thick head of his cock to her ass. “Relax, Lil. You’re gonna take me here now.”

Cole’s hand in her hair tightened as Ryan slowly pushed forward, stretching her ass all over again, deeper and thicker until he was buried to the hilt.

“God, she’s stuffed full again,” Ethan groaned, pounding into her steadily as Ryan’s hips started moving too.

Cole pulled her head farther onto his cock, her throat working around him as he groaned, “That’s it. Take it all, princess.”

Ryan’s thrusts were hard and deep, his fingers gripping her hips so tightly it almost hurt. “Fuck, she’s squeezing me so good,” he muttered.

Ethan’s pace grew erratic, his hands clutching her waist. “She’s dripping down my thighs. She loves this—look at her.”

Cole guided her head back and forth, forcing her to take him deeper, making her choke slightly as he groaned low in his chest.

“Work that tongue, Lil,” he ordered, his thumb stroking her cheek as he used her mouth.

The three of them moved around her like she was nothing but theirs—Ethan pounding her pussy, Ryan driving into her ass, Cole filling her throat until she gagged.

Ryan leaned over her back, his voice hot against her ear. “You’re ours for the whole weekend. You’re not getting a single break.”

Her muffled moan vibrated around Cole’s cock, and he groaned at the sensation. “Fuck, I’m close.”

Ethan’s hips slammed harder, his breath ragged. “Me too.”

Ryan gritted his teeth, pounding her ass faster. “You’re gonna be dripping with all of us again, sweetheart.”

It all hit at once—Ethan jerking deep inside her, groaning as he spilled inside her pussy; Cole holding her face flush to his hips as he pulsed down her throat; Ryan’s final thrusts rough and relentless before he filled her ass again with a guttural growl.

All three of them stayed buried in her for a long moment, their breathing heavy as she sagged against the carpet, utterly wrecked.

Cole finally pulled out, smirking as a string of come clung to her lips. He wiped it away with his thumb and shoved it back into her mouth. “Swallow.”

Ryan slid free, his release dripping down her thighs. “Don’t think we’re stopping here, Lil.”

Lily barely had time to catch her breath before Ryan gripped her chin and tilted her face upward. “You’re not done, sweetheart. Open up.”

Her lips parted automatically, and Ryan slid the head of his cock between them, groaning as she sucked him in, her tongue swirling over his length.

“Good girl,” he muttered, one hand in her hair, guiding her deeper until she gagged softly around him.

Ethan crouched behind her, his hands spreading her ass wide. “My turn back here.” He pressed the thick head of his cock to her already-stretched hole, pushing in slow but firm until he was buried completely.

“Fuck, she’s still so tight,” Ethan groaned, hips rolling as he started thrusting.

Cole knelt between her legs, his cock slick as he slid easily into her pussy, filling her in one deep, claiming thrust. “She’s perfect,” he muttered, gripping her hips as he set a steady rhythm opposite Ethan’s.

Ryan watched them both with a sharp grin, his cock hitting the back of Lily’s throat as he groaned, “Look at you. Stuffed full again. You were made for this.”

Her muffled moans vibrated around Ryan, making him hiss through his teeth as her lips stretched around him.

Ethan’s hands dug into her ass, his pace rough and relentless now. “She’s squeezing the fuck out of me. I can feel how much she loves this.”

Cole leaned forward slightly, one hand reaching up to tug and pinch her bouncing breasts as he fucked into her. “You’re dripping down my cock, Lil. You love being our little toy, don’t you?”

Ryan pulled her mouth off him just long enough to growl, “Answer him.”

“Yes—fuck—yes,” she gasped, only for Ryan to shove himself back between her lips immediately.

“Good girl,” Ryan murmured, watching her throat bulge as he went deeper.

The three of them fell into a brutal rhythm—Ethan pounding her ass, Cole fucking her pussy, Ryan using her mouth until she gagged around him.

Ryan’s jaw clenched as he held her head still, his cock pulsing. “I’m gonna come down your throat again. Don’t spill a drop this time.”

Cole’s thrusts grew harder, his head dropping back as he groaned. “Fuck, I’m close. She’s squeezing so damn tight.”

Ethan let out a guttural moan, his hips jerking as he filled her ass with hot spurts, collapsing forward slightly as he stayed buried in her.

Ryan followed next, holding her head firmly as he came, thick streams coating her tongue while she swallowed desperately, drool spilling from the corners of her mouth.

Cole lasted just seconds longer before he drove deep and groaned, his cock twitching as he spilled into her pussy, his release mixing with Ethan’s inside her.

When they finally pulled out, Lily collapsed against the carpet, her body wrecked, dripping from every hole, her face wet with spit and come.

Ryan crouched in front of her, tilting her chin up with a finger. “Look at you. Completely ruined.”

Cole slapped her ass lightly, smirking. “Hope you’re ready, princess. We’ve still got hours left.”

Ethan leaned back on his hands, eyes dark with hunger. “And we’re nowhere near finished with you yet.”


Chapter 4

Ryan grabbed her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze even as she panted on the carpet. “Get up. We’re not done.”

Her legs wobbled as Cole hauled her to her feet, his big hands steadying her only to shove her toward the hallway. “Bedroom. Now.”

They herded her down the short hall, Ethan trailing behind with a lazy smirk. “She has no idea what she’s in for.”

When they reached Ryan’s room, he grabbed a coil of soft rope from the closet like it wasn’t the first time he’d used it. “On the bed, Lil. Face up.”

She climbed onto the mattress, chest still heaving, her skin slick with sweat.

Ryan knelt by her wrists, looping the rope expertly around each one before tying them to the headboard, leaving her arms stretched above her head. Cole took his time spreading her legs wide, binding her ankles to the bedposts until she was completely exposed, unable to move.

“Perfect,” Ryan murmured, stepping back to admire her. “Completely helpless.”

Ethan climbed onto the bed, straddling her chest. “God, she looks good like this. All spread out, just waiting for us to ruin her again.”

Ryan and Cole each grabbed a toy from the drawer—a small vibrator and a sleek metal plug. Ryan held the vibe just above her clit, not touching yet. “Bet you’re already begging inside, aren’t you?”

“Yes—please—” she whimpered, tugging helplessly at the ropes.

Cole slicked the plug and pressed it against her already-prepared ass, sliding it in slowly as she gasped. “Fuck, she’s twitching already,” he muttered, pushing it fully in place.

Ryan finally pressed the vibrator to her clit, switching it on low. Lily’s back arched instantly, a cry spilling out of her mouth.

Ethan leaned down, brushing the tip of his cock against her lips. “Open up. Might as well keep that mouth busy.”

She parted her lips, sucking him in as Ryan turned the vibe higher, circles tightening over her clit.

Cole’s fingers teased her slick entrance lazily, rubbing just inside without giving her the release she wanted.

“Look at her. She’s losing it,” Ryan murmured, eyes locked on her trembling body.

Ethan’s hand tangled in her hair, guiding her up and down his cock as he groaned, “She loves being used like this—don’t you, princess?”

She tried to nod around him, only for Ryan to suddenly press the vibrator harder against her clit. Her entire body jerked, the ropes keeping her splayed wide as she cried out around Ethan’s cock.

“Not yet,” Ryan warned, pulling the toy away just before she could fall over the edge.

“Beg,” Cole ordered, his fingers now thrusting shallowly in her pussy while the plug filled her tight.

“Please,” she whimpered, spit slicking her chin as Ethan slid deeper down her throat. “Please, let me—”

Ryan smirked. “Not good enough.”

The three of them kept her right there—teasing, denying, using her mouth—until she was shaking violently, her eyes wet with frustration.

“Alright,” Ryan finally said, voice low. “Give it to her.”

Cole shoved his fingers deep, Ryan pressed the vibe back against her clit, and Ethan slammed his cock to the back of her throat all at once.

Lily shattered—her body thrashing against the ropes, pussy clenching hard as she came with a muffled scream around Ethan.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Ethan groaned, spilling down her throat as she struggled to swallow.

Ryan turned the vibe even higher, prolonging her orgasm until she was crying from overstimulation.

Cole finally climbed onto the bed, sliding into her still-spasming pussy with one brutal thrust. “You’re not getting a break, princess,” he muttered, hips snapping hard as Ryan and Ethan watched, stroking themselves.

Ryan leaned close to her ear. “We’re gonna fuck you like this all night. Over and over. You’re not getting untied until we’ve had you every way we want.”

Cole groaned, pounding her faster, her tightness milking him as she writhed helplessly beneath him.

Ryan glanced at Ethan, a dark grin spreading across his face. “Hope she can count, because we’re taking turns until she’s lost track of how many times she’s been filled.”

Ryan leaned down, brushing her hair from her face as she panted beneath him. “You’re gonna stay tied up, Lil. All night. Every one of us is gonna fill you over and over until you can’t even speak.”

Cole groaned, still pounding into her as he grabbed her throat lightly—not choking, just holding her still. “Yeah, that’s it. Gonna fuck you full until you’re dripping with us.”

Ethan stepped onto the bed, kneeling beside her head. “And you’re not coming until we decide. You’re gonna beg for it, princess. You’re gonna beg for our come like the needy little toy you are.”

Lily whimpered around Ethan’s cock as he slid back into her mouth, her eyes wide, body trembling as Cole slammed deep into her.

Ryan held the vibrator back to her clit, teasing it in short bursts. “You want to come? Beg. Beg for our come inside you. Tell us you want us to breed you.”

“Please—” she gasped when Ethan pulled back just enough for her to speak. “Please, fill me up—use me—please—”

Cole’s eyes darkened, his thrusts growing rougher. “Fuck yeah. Gonna fuck you so full you’ll be leaking with all of us.”

Ethan grinned, pushing his cock back between her lips. “Keep saying it, sweetheart. Don’t stop.”

She moaned around him, trying to speak, but Ryan bent close to her ear. “Say you want us to fuck a baby into you.”

Her face burned as she gasped out, “I want it—want you to fuck me full—want you to breed me—”

Ryan groaned, stroking himself as he watched her. “God, she’s perfect.”

Cole slammed deep one last time, shuddering as he spilled inside her with a guttural groan. “Take it. Take all of it.”

Ryan moved next, sliding into her used pussy while Ethan held her mouth open for Cole to push his cock between her lips again.

“You’re gonna take all of us in every hole until we’re satisfied,” Ryan muttered, thrusting hard as her slickness coated him. “And you’re gonna swallow every drop like a good girl.”

They took turns for hours, keeping her tied wide open, filling every hole over and over.

Each time she begged for release, Ryan denied her—turning the vibrator on just enough to torture her, then pulling it away.

“You don’t come,” Ryan warned after what felt like hours. “Not until all three of us are inside you at once. Then you let go. Got it?”

“Yes—please—” she sobbed, her voice raw.

Ethan slid behind her, pushing into her ass while Ryan fucked her pussy deep and Cole fed her his cock.

“Now,” Ryan ordered, hips pounding faster. “Come for us. Take all of it.”

Her entire body convulsed, the orgasm tearing through her as all three of them groaned—Ryan filling her pussy, Ethan spilling in her ass, Cole pulsing down her throat.

She swallowed desperately, tears streaming down her cheeks as Ryan’s come dripped from her and Ethan’s leaked down her thighs.

Ryan brushed her cheek softly, a cruelly tender gesture. “You’re ours now, Lil. You’ll be full of us by morning.”

Cole groaned, already half-hard again. “Fuck, we’re not even close to finished.”

Ethan smirked, leaning down to kiss her trembling lips. “Hope you’re ready to take it all night, princess. Because we’re not stopping until we’ve bred you so full you can’t keep track of whose come is whose.”

The ropes stayed tight. The night stretched long. And they kept their promise—fucking her relentlessly, teasing her mercilessly, denying her until she begged, then finally letting her come only as they emptied themselves inside her again and again, marking her as theirs.

By the time the sun began to creep through the blinds, Lily was utterly wrecked—red, raw, dripping, her body a mess of sweat, spit, and come.

Ryan untied her wrists only to roll her onto her stomach, tying them behind her back instead. “We’ve got one more round in us. Gonna fuck you full again—make sure everyone knows you’re ours.”

Cole climbed onto the bed behind her, sliding into her sloppy, used pussy with a groan. “Hope you’re ready, sweetheart. We’re not stopping until we’ve filled every inch of you one last time.”

Ethan moved in front of her, tapping his cock against her lips. “Open up. Still one more load for you to swallow.”

Ryan knelt behind Cole, stroking himself as he grinned darkly. “Our perfect little toy. Our pretty breeding slut.”
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Pulled Over: She Wasn’t Just Speeding—She Was Begging to Be Caught

She ran the stop sign like she wanted someone to chase her.

I lit her up—blue and red flooding her rearview—and from the second she looked back at me, I knew she wasn’t just in trouble. She wanted to be.

No license. No apology. No panties. Just a smug little smile and a body built to test a man’s restraint.

I should’ve written her a ticket. Instead, I made her mine—right there on the hood of her car, under the lights, under my badge, under me. But she didn’t beg for mercy. She begged for more.

She wanted to be cuffed. Spanked. Used until she couldn’t stand. And I gave it to her—again and again. In the back of my cruiser. In the dark, sweaty silence of the ride. Even as her own voice moaned through the dashcam playback, I opened her up with my mouth, my hands, my cock. I didn’t just wreck her body. I claimed it.

And through it all, she kept looking at me like I was the only man who’d ever touched her right.

Maybe I am.

If you love dominant cops, brutal roleplay, filthy talk, and raw, no-holds-barred backseat sin, this book is for you. One man. One woman. One long night of submission, control, and everything she didn’t know she was aching for.

No cliffhanger. No fluff. No plot. Just filthy, explicit scenes.

Tied, Filled, and Owned by the Cowboy: An Over-the-Top Dominant Alpha

I told myself I wouldn’t touch her.

Didn’t matter that I’d wanted her for years — my best friend’s little sister was off-limits.

But then she showed up in cutoffs and no bra, brought me lemonade like she didn’t know what the hell she was doing.

And I snapped.

Now she’s tied to my bed, dripping with my come, and begging me to ruin her all over again.

She’s mine now — used, filled, bred — and I’m not letting her go until she knows exactly who she belongs to.

No plot. No drama. No apologies.

Just one hot, raw, possessive cowboy claiming the one girl he was never supposed to touch.

If you’re here for over-the-top dominance, breeding obsession, and bondage, you’re in the right place.

Tied, Filled, and Owned by the Cowboy is a short, filthy read told entirely from the possessive alpha’s point of view. You won’t find plot. You will find sweat, spit, and a filthy mouth.



The Nanny: A Rough, Raw, and Totally Unprotected Nanny short

She’s my kids’ nanny. Twenty-four, bratty, and always pushing my buttons.

I’m her boss. Thirty, dominant, and sick of pretending I don’t see the way she looks at me.

Now the kids are away with their mother.

The house is quiet.

And she’s wearing those little silk shorts again.

This is a short, filthy, no-plot-all-spice story told in his point of view, featuring:

✔️ breeding kink

✔️ brat taming

✔️ spanking

✔️ zero protection

✔️ possessive daddy energy

✔️ and absolutely no pull-out. Ever.

She wanted attention. Now she’s getting filled.

Over the couch. Against the mirror. Face down. Full of me.

You’ve been warned.

Given to the Biker: A Dark, Possessive MC Romance

I asked for peace.

What I got was her.

Daisy.

The Iron Vultures president’s daughter.

Too sweet for the life she was born into.

Too innocent for a man like me.

But when her daddy came crawling to the table, begging for a truce, I made my demand.

Give me the girl.

No money. No territory. Just her.

Soft. Obedient. Mine.

Now she’s tucked away in that mountain cabin, waiting.

He told her to be good. To obey.

She doesn’t know I’ve been watching her for years.

She doesn’t know I’m not just gonna take her once.

I’m going to own her.

Breed her.

Wreck her sweet little body until she forgets her name and only remembers one word: mine.

She’s not stolen.

She’s given.

And I never give back.

Given to the Biker is a short, dark, obsessive MC romance told entirely from the hero’s point of view. Expect possessive heat, free use, sleep play, and a breeding kink that ends in a ring, a baby, and a girl who never walks the same again
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A short Intense Reverse Harem with Obsessive
Roommates






