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Chapter 1

The morning light slanted through the half-drawn blinds, casting jagged shadows across the floor of Lena’s shared bedroom. The scent of last night’s sex—sweat, cum, and something faintly metallic—still clung to the sheets. She should have washed them. She knew she should have. The memory of Derek’s scent, mixed with Jake’s cologne and Ryan’s unique musk, was intoxicating. She closed her eyes, inhaling deeply, her nipples hardening beneath the thin cotton of her t-shirt. Her hand absently trailed down her stomach, fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs.

But Lena hadn’t moved.

Not yet.

Her body ached in the best way—sore from being used, stretched from being filled, owned. She flexed her fingers against the mattress, her nails digging into the soft fabric, leaving crescent marks in the fabric. She shouldn't remember all of it. She wasn't supposed to. But she did, every delicious, depraved moment playing on a loop in her mind. The way Derek had pinned her wrists above her head while Jake fucked her from behind, his cock sliding in and out of her so deep she could feel it in her throat. She remembered how Jake had gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, leaving bruises that would probably last until tomorrow. The way Marcus had knelt between her thighs afterward, his tongue dragging through her folds like he was mapping her body, tasting every drop of her arousal and their combined release. The way Ryan had laughed when she’d come so hard she’d screamed, her voice raw, her legs trembling, his fingers buried inside her, hitting that perfect spot that made her see stars.

Lena groaned, rolling onto her side and pulling the pillow over her head. Her pussy throbbed, already damp, already hungry. The ache between her legs was insistent, demanding attention. She shouldn't be like this. She was supposed to be smart. She was supposed to be in control. The reality was, she was a playground for these four men, and she absolutely loved every second of it.

But the second her fingers brushed her clit, her hips jerked upward, her back arching off the bed. A whimper escaped her lips, sharp and needy. Her fingers circled her clit, slow at first, then faster, building the familiar tension in her belly. She bit her lower lip, trying to suppress the sounds that wanted to escape, but it was no use. A soft moan escaped, and her other hand found her breast, kneading it, rolling her nipple between her fingers.

A knock at the door made her freeze.

“Lena! You decent?” Marcus’s voice was muffled, but his tone was knowing. The door creaked open before she could answer, and there he was—leaning against the frame, his dark eyes raking over her naked body, his smirk slow and satisfied. His biceps were straining against the sleeves of his t-shirt, and she could see the outline of his impressive chest beneath the fabric. He looked like he hadn't slept, but he looked good—rugged and dangerous, exactly how she knew he'd been with her last night.

“Fuck,” she breathed, yanking the blanket higher to cover herself. “I was—”

“Sleeping?” Marcus pushed off the doorframe, stepping inside. His boxers were tented, the outline of his cock unmistakable, already thickening with anticipation. “Sure you were.” He took in her flushed face, her disheveled hair, the blanket clutched to her chest. “Or were you thinking about us? About last night?”

Lena's face burned. “I was just... resting.”

Marcus chuckled, a low rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. “Right. Resting.” He closed the distance between them, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties—her panties, the ones she'd put on before bed, the ones she'd forgotten about until now, damp with her arousal. He yanked them down, exposing her bare pussy, already glistening in the morning light.

“Mmm.” His thumb traced her folds, slow and deliberate, sending sparks of pleasure through her body. “Still soaked. You're a filthy little thing, aren't you, Lena?”

Lena’s breath hitched. “Marcus—”

“Relax.” He chuckled, pressing a kiss to the inside of her thigh, his stubble scraping deliciously against her sensitive skin. “We’ve got time. But first…” His fingers slid higher, circling her clit with just enough pressure to make her gasp.

She should have stopped him. She should have.

But the second his thumb brushed her slick bud, her back arched, her thighs falling open without a fight. “Oh fuck—”

Marcus grinned, his fingers working her in slow, teasing circles. “That’s right. You're always ready for us.” He leaned in, his warm breath against her ear. “Always so wet. Always so eager. You're our perfect little toy, aren't you?”

She was. She always was. Her hips began to move in rhythm with his fingers, chasing the pleasure he was building inside her. She could feel another orgasm approaching, the tension coiling tighter and tighter in her belly.

“You like that, don't you?” Marcus asked, his voice low and seductive. “You like being touched. You like being used.”

“Y-yes,” she gasped, her hands clutching the sheets.

“Good girl.” His fingers moved faster, his thumb pressing harder against her clit, and she felt the wave crash over her. Her back arched, a cry tearing from her throat as the orgasm washed through her, making her tremble and shake. Marcus didn't stop, didn't slow down, drawing out the pleasure until she was gasping and writhing beneath his touch.

When she finally opened her eyes, Marcus was watching her with a satisfied smile, his fingers still inside her, still moving in lazy circles.

“That was just the beginning,” he said, his voice promising more. “Now, get ready. We have plans for you today.”

The café was quiet when she arrived, the morning rush not yet in full swing. Lena tied her apron with mechanical precision, her fingers moving on autopilot. She was supposed to be focused. She was supposed to be efficient. But her mind kept drifting back to the way Marcus had fingered her before she'd stumbled out the door, his lips on hers, his tongue in her mouth, tasting like coffee and sin. She could still feel his fingers on her, the pleasure he'd given her, and she knew it was only a taste of what was to come.

Jake was wiping down the espresso machine when she walked in, his strong arms moving with practiced ease. He looked up as she entered, a smirk already playing on his lips. “You look flustered,” he said, leaning against the counter where she was wiping down tables. His arm brushed hers—on purpose—and she jumped, the contact sending a jolt of electricity through her body.

“Just tired,” she lied, her voice shaky.

Jake’s smirk deepened. “Uh-huh. You sure you don’t want to call in sick today?” His eyes roamed over her, taking in her flushed cheeks, her slightly tousled hair, the way her hands were trembling as she wiped down the table. “You look like you had a long night.”

Lena shot him a glare, trying to ignore the heat building between her legs. “I have a test today.”

“Oh yeah.” Jake tapped his chin, pretending to think. “What’s it in again?”

She opened her mouth—then hesitated. Math. Calculus. Something with derivatives. The details were fuzzy in her mind, overshadowed by the memory of the four men who shared her bed and her body. Marcus's fingers, Derek's demanding mouth, Jake's thick cock, Ryan's teasing tongue—it was all she could think about.

“Hmm.” Jake hummed, feigning thought. “You know, I swear you had that down last night. Before…” His gaze flicked to her tits, still flushed from last night’s rough handling, visible through the thin fabric of her t-shirt. “Before we distracted you.”

Lena’s face burned. “I did have it down.”

“Then why can't you remember?” Jake leaned in, his voice a low tease. “Or are you just too dumb to keep up after we've been using you all night?”

Her mouth went dry. The way he said it, the condescending tone, the way his eyes were burning into hers—it should have pissed her off, but instead, it made her wetter. She swallowed hard, trying to find the right words. “Fuck you.”

Jake just laughed, straightening up. “Maybe later, sweetheart.” He ran a hand through his hair, the movement causing his bicep to flex. “But for now, I need you to focus. Can you do that, or are you too busy thinking about that contract?”

The apartment was empty when she got back, the guys all at class or work. Lena collapsed onto the couch, her brain still fuzzy, her body still hungry. She should study. She should. Her calculus textbook sat on the coffee table, taunting her, but her fingers twitched toward her phone instead. She checked the time—almost two. Where were they? What did they have planned?

Three missed calls. All from Ryan.

Her heart skipped a beat. Something in his voice last night had been different, more urgent, more demanding. She dialed him back, pressing the phone to her ear, listening to the ring tone.

"Took you long enough," Ryan's voice purred when he answered. "We've been waiting for you."

Lena's stomach flipped. "Waiting for me?"

"Mhm." The sound of a door clicking shut in the background. Then, muffled voices, what sounded like Derek and Jake. "The others are here."

Her pulse spiked. "Where?"

"In your room," Ryan said, his tone playful but firm. "And we need you. We have something to show you."

Before she could protest, the door to her bedroom swung open.

Derek stood there, arms crossed, his usual smirk in place, the muscles in his forearms and shoulders straining against his t-shirt. Behind him, Jake lounged against the doorframe, his fingers tapping idly against his thigh, his jeans fitting perfectly to his toned legs. Marcus was perched on the edge of her desk, his legs spread, his cock already half-hard and straining against his sweatpants. And Ryan—Ryan was leaning against the wall, his arms folded, his dark eyes burning with something that made her pussy clench.

"Hey, slut," Derek said, his voice low and commanding. "We've got something for you."

Lena's breath hitched. "What?"

Marcus pushed off the desk, sauntering toward her with the kind of confidence that made her knees weak. He grabbed her wrist and yanked her to her feet, pulling her onto his lap as he sat on the edge of the bed. His hands slid up her thighs, under her skirt, finding her panties already damp with anticipation.

"You've been very good," Marcus murmured, his lips brushing her ear, his warm breath sending shivers down her spine. "So obedient. So useful to us. A perfect little toy."

Lena's head spun. "I—I was just doing my thing."

"Mhm." Jake pushed off the doorframe, stepping closer, his eyes fixed on her, drinking in her every reaction. "And what thing is that, Lena?"

Her mouth went dry. "My classes."

Jake chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through the room. "Sure. And yet, here you are, right on time, like you wanted to be caught. Like you crave our attention."

She had. She always did. Every fiber of her being longed for their touch, their approval, their use. Her body was theirs, and she was completely at their mercy.

Ryan stepped forward, his fingers tracing the curve of her breast through her t-shirt, sending sparks of pleasure through her body. "We've been meaning to show you something," he said, his voice a low growl that made her shiver.

Derek pulled a folded piece of paper from his pocket, unfolding it and smoothing it out on the bed. A contract. Her contract.

Lena's stomach dropped. "What's that?"

"Your official agreement," Derek said, his voice smooth and confident. "Your rules. The reason you're always so wet, so ready for us."

She stared at it, at the words scrawled in bold ink, words she had somehow forgotten she'd agreed to. It was surreal, seeing it written down, seeing her role defined so clearly.

LENA’S FREE-USE CONTRACT

Effective: One Year Ago (Retroactive)

1. Obedience: You will submit to any and all demands made by your roommates at any time, without question or resistance.

2. Availability: You are to be ready for use at all times, in all places, without excuse.

3. Performance: You will maintain peak arousal and readiness for penetration at all times.

4. Humiliation: You will accept and enjoy any degradation, teasing, or public use as deemed necessary by your roommates.

5. Bimbo Training: You will undergo mental and physical conditioning to ensure your compliance and pleasure in your role as our shared slut.

Lena’s hands trembled as she reached for it, her fingers brushing against Derek's as she took the paper. "You—you signed this after?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Derek’s smirk deepened, his eyes never leaving hers. "Does it matter?" His voice was calm, almost casual, as if this was the most normal thing in the world. "Does it change anything?"

She should have said yes. It should matter. It should change everything. The realization that she had been living under this contract, following these rules without even knowing it, should have horrified her. But instead, a strange sense of relief washed over her. It explained everything—the way her body reacted to them, the way she always seemed to be available, the way she craved their touch. It wasn't just her being a willing participant; it was her  destiny.

"Read it to us, slut," Ryan commanded, his voice firm, leaving no room for argument.

Lena swallowed hard, her eyes scanning the words on the page. She cleared her throat, trying to find her voice. "I, Lena Carter, hereby agree to—"

"Louder," Jake interrupted, his voice sharp. "We can't hear you."

She took a deep breath, raising her voice. "I, Lena Carter, hereby agree to—"

"To what, Lena?" Marcus's voice was a low growl, his fingers tightening on her thigh.

She swallowed. "I agree to submit to the will of my roommates, Marcus, Derek, Jake, and Ryan, in all matters sexual and otherwise. I understand that my body and mind are theirs to use as they see fit, and I will accept any and all consequences of my role as their shared slut."

Her voice shook as she read, but she forced herself to continue, the words becoming more confident, more sure. "I also agree to... to be available for their use at all times, in all places, without excuse."

"Good girl," Derek murmured, his eyes gleaming with approval.

"To maintain peak arousal and readiness for penetration at all times," she continued, her cheeks burning with embarrassment, but her body responding to the words, her nipples hardening, her pussy throbbing. "And to accept and enjoy any degradation, teasing, or public use as deemed necessary by my roommates."

"To what, exactly?" Jake prompted, his voice a low tease.

Lena licked her lips, her mind racing. "To... to bimbo training. To being dumber. To forgetting things. To—"

"To loving it," Jake finished for her, his voice firm. "To begging for it. To wanting more."

Lena’s face burned, but her body was betraying her, her nipples hardening, her pussy throbbing against Marcus’s thigh. She took a shaky breath, her voice growing stronger as she accepted the words, accepted her role. "To loving it. To begging for it. To wanting more."

Silence fell over the room, thick with anticipation.

Then—

Derek clapped his hands. "Perfect."

Marcus stood, lifting her effortlessly and tossing her onto the bed. Lena landed with a gasp, her skirt riding up, her panties already soaked through, her body on full display for them.

Jake crawled onto the bed beside her, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. "Time to practice your obedience," he said, his voice low and full of promise.

She should have fought. She should have. But when Jake yanked her panties down, when Derek grabbed her ankles and spread her legs wide, when Ryan knelt between her thighs and pressed his mouth to her pussy, his tongue finding her clit with perfect precision—

She didn't.

She moaned.

And just like that, she was theirs again.




Chapter 2

The morning sun spilled through the half-drawn blinds, painting the walls of Lena’s apartment in golden streaks of light. She lay sprawled across the rumpled sheets, her body still humming from the night before—from the way Derek had stretched her open, from the way Jake had filled her so deep she’d seen stars, from the way Ryan had laughed when she’d come apart for him. The memory of their hands on her skin, their cocks inside her, sent a fresh wave of heat between her thighs. She groaned, rolling onto her back, her fingers absently tracing the faint red marks on her inner thighs. Too much. She should be sore. She was sore. But the ache between her legs was more pleasure than pain, a reminder of how thoroughly they’d used her, of how she’d begged for more, of how they’d given her more until she’d lost count of how many times she’d come.

The door creaked open, and she heard the familiar shuffle of footsteps—Derek, his bare feet silent against the hardwood. He dropped a steaming mug onto the nightstand beside her, the scent of dark roast and sugar curling into the air. His fingers brushed her hip, possessive, before he sat on the edge of the bed. “Morning, pet,” he murmured, his voice rough with sleep. His eyes raked over her naked body, lingering on the red marks that would soon fade into a bruised purple. “You’re awake early.”

Lena cracked one eye open, squinting up at him. Her throat was dry, her lips swollen from last night’s kisses, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of their touch. “What time is it?”

“Almost noon.” Derek’s thumb traced the curve of her hip, his touch sending a shiver down her spine. “You missed your shift.”

Lena exhaled, her fingers absently brushing the inside of her thigh, where the sensitive skin still tingled from their previous exploration. “I don’t care.”

A low chuckle rumbled in Derek’s chest. “Of course you don’t.” His hand slid higher, his fingers skimming the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, closer and closer to where she ached for him again. “You never do.”

Lena’s breath hitched. The memory of last night flooded back in vivid detail—how they’d taken turns with her, how she’d begged for more, how they’d given her more, stretching her to her limits and beyond. She should be embarrassed. She should be. But all she felt was heat, a slow, aching need coiling low in her belly, a desperate hunger that only they could satisfy.

The door swung open again, and Jake stepped inside, his cock already half-hard, his dark eyes raking over her naked body with undisguised appreciation. “Fuck, she’s already awake,” he said, grinning. “Did you two already fuck her?”

Derek smirked, the possessive glint in his eyes intensifying. “Not yet. But we’re about to.”

Jake’s grin widened as he dropped onto the bed beside her, his hand sliding up her thigh, his touch sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core. “Good. Because we’ve got a very important meeting to discuss.”

Lena’s stomach fluttered. Meeting? That didn’t sound like fun. But then Jake’s fingers brushed against her inner thigh, his touch sending another wave of pleasure through her, making her forget everything else. “What kind of meeting?” she asked, her voice already breathy with anticipation.

Derek leaned in, his lips brushing her ear, his warm breath sending goosebumps across her skin. “The kind where we remind you exactly who you belong to.”

---

The living room was already crowded when they got there—Ryan sprawled on the couch, his cock out and already hardening as he watched her walk in, his hand slowly stroking himself. Marcus lounged in the armchair, his fingers drumming against the armrest, his eyes fixed on her every movement. Lena’s cheeks flushed as she realized she was still naked, her body on full display for all of them. She should feel self-conscious. She should. But instead, her nipples hardened, her clit throbbing, and she found herself stepping forward, her hips swaying just a little, just enough to let them see how much she wanted this, how her body was already responding to their presence.

“Morning, slut,” Ryan drawled, his gaze locked on her tits, his hand moving faster along his length. “You look delicious today.”

Lena giggled, her fingers twining together in front of her, the lack of modesty surprising even herself. “Morning,” she said, her voice sweet but breathless, her eyes darting between their growing erections.

Marcus whistled, his own cock visibly thickening in his pants. “Damn. You’re already wet, aren’t you?”

Lena’s face burned, but she didn’t deny it. She was wet—she always was when they looked at her like that, when they talked about her like that, when they used her like that. Her body belonged to them now, and it knew it.

Derek clapped his hands together, cutting through the teasing. “Alright, enough playing around. We’ve got shit to discuss.”

Lena’s stomach twisted. Shit to discuss? That didn’t sound good. But then Ryan’s eyes flickered up to hers, dark with hunger, and she felt the familiar throb between her legs, the desperate need that only they could satisfy.

Jake pulled a folded piece of paper from his pocket, unfolding it with a dramatic flourish. “We drafted a contract,” he said, his voice smooth and confident. “A very official one.”

Lena’s eyes widened. “A… contract?”

Derek nodded, his expression serious for once, his eyes locked on hers. “Yeah. A retroactive one.”

Lena’s breath hitched. “Retroactive?”

“You’ve been ours for a year now,” Ryan said, his voice low and gravelly, his hand still moving slowly along his shaft. “And we love you. But we figured… we should make it official.”

Lena’s heart pounded, a mixture of fear and excitement coursing through her veins. She opened her mouth to protest—what if she didn’t want this?—but then she remembered last night. Remembered the way they’d taken her, all of them, the way she’d come so hard she’d blacked out. Remembered the way she’d begged for more, how she’d craved their touch, how she’d felt complete only when they were inside her, when they were using her.

She swallowed hard, her eyes darting between their faces, all serious now, all expectant. “You… you already have a contract?”

Marcus chuckled, leaning forward in his chair, his hand now resting on his growing erection. “Oh, we do. And you signed it.”

Lena’s eyes snapped to his. “I what?”

Jake’s grin turned wicked, holding up the paper. “You signed it last month. Remember? When we were in the kitchen, and you were on your knees, and you forgot to read the fine print?”

Lena’s face burned. Oh god. She had been on her knees. She had forgotten. She’d been so lost in the way they were touching her, the way they were using her, that she hadn’t even thought to look at the paper. She’d been too busy sucking Derek’s cock, too busy fucking Ryan with her hands, too busy grinding against Marcus’s thigh, too busy needing them to think straight.

She took a shaky breath, her fingers trembling. “I… I didn’t realize.”

Derek stepped closer, his hand cupping her chin, tilting her face up to his, his thumb brushing against her swollen lips. “You didn’t need to,” he murmured, his eyes burning with intensity. “Because you wanted to. You want this. You want us.”

Lena’s breath hitched. He was right. She had wanted it. She had wanted all of it. She’d wanted their hands on her, their cocks in her, their voices in her ears telling her she was theirs, that she was a good girl, that she was their perfect little slut.

She looked down at the paper in Jake’s hand, her fingers trembling as she reached for it, her heart pounding in her chest. “What… what does it say?”

Jake’s grin widened as he handed her the paper, his fingers brushing against hers, sending a spark through her body. “Let’s find out.”

She took the paper, her eyes scanning the words, her heart pounding, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she read the title at the top of the page.

---

LENA CARTER’S PERMANENT SUBMISSION AGREEMENT

Effective: One Year Ago (Retroactive)

1. Ownership: Lena Carter hereby acknowledges her status as the personal property of Derek, Jake, Ryan, and Marcus, to be used at their sole discretion, in any manner they deem appropriate.

Lena’s eyes widened as she read the first point, her fingers tightening around the paper. Personal property? She was their property, wasn’t she? Her body, her mind, her pleasure—it all belonged to them now.

“You… you wrote that I’m your property,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Derek’s hand slid into her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands, his grip possessive and firm. “You are,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding. “You’ve always been. This just makes it official.”

Lena shivered, her body responding to his touch, her nipples hardening, her clit throbbing. She read the next point, her breath catching in her throat.

2. Obedience: Lena agrees to obey all commands given by her owners without question, resistance, or hesitation.

She thought about all the times she’d obeyed them, all the times she’d done exactly what they’d told her to do, all the times she’d taken whatever they’d given her, however they’d given it to her. She’d loved it. She’d craved it.

“You wrote that I have to obey you,” she said, her voice barely audible, her eyes flickering up to meet his.

Derek’s grip tightened, just a little, just enough to remind her of who was in control. “You do,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “You’re a good girl, Lena. You obey.”

Lena’s breath hitched, a flood of moisture between her legs. He was right. She was a good girl. She obeyed. She obeyed because she wanted to, because she needed to, because it made her feel complete, it made her feel loved, it made her feel like she belonged.

She read the next point, her heart pounding, her body trembling.

3. Availability: Lena’s body and mind are to be available for use by her owners at all times, without restriction or excuse.

She thought about all the times they’d used her, all the times they’d taken her wherever they’d wanted, whenever they’d wanted, however they’d wanted. She’d never said no. She’d never even wanted to say no. She’d always been ready for them, always willing, always wanting them.

“You wrote that I have to be available,” she whispered, her eyes darting between their faces, all watching her, all waiting.

Jake stepped closer, his hand sliding around her waist, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip, his touch sending a shiver down her spine. “You are,” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. “You’re always ready for us, aren’t you, slut?”

Lena moaned softly, her body arching into his touch. “Y-yes,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I am.”

Marcus’s hand moved to his cock, stroking it slowly, his eyes locked on her face. “You’re our perfect little slut,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Always ready for us to use.”

Lena shivered, her body responding to his words, her nipples hardening, her clit throbbing. She read the next point, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

4. Pleasure Provision: Lena’s primary purpose is to provide pleasure to her owners, in any form they see fit, including but not limited to oral, manual, and penetrative stimulation.

She thought about all the times she’d pleasured them, all the times she’d sucked their cocks, all the times she’d fucked them with her hands, all the times she’d taken them inside her, all the times she’d made them come, sometimes one by one, sometimes all at once. She’d loved it. She’d loved seeing their faces when they came, she’d loved hearing them moan her name, she’d loved knowing she was the one who was making them feel so good.

“You wrote that my purpose is to please you,” she said, her voice trembling, her eyes flickering up to meet Derek’s.

Derek’s hand slid from her hair to her chin, tilting her face up to his, his thumb brushing against her swollen lips. “It is,” he murmured, his eyes burning with intensity. “Your purpose is to make us happy. It’s the only thing that matters.”

Lena shivered, her body responding to his words, her nipples hardening, her clit throbbing. He was right. Her purpose was to please them. It was the only thing that mattered. It was the only thing that made her feel complete, it was the only thing that made her feel loved, it was the only thing that made her feel like she belonged.

She read the next point, her heart pounding, her body trembling.

5. Maintenance: Lena will maintain her body in a state of readiness for use, including but not limited to grooming, hygiene, and physical fitness as directed by her owners.

She thought about all the things they’d told her to do, all the ways they’d told her to take care of herself, all the times they’d helped her, all the times they’d praised her. She’d loved it. She’d loved their attention, she’d loved their approval, she’d loved knowing that they were pleased with her body, that they were pleased with her.

“We’ve told you how to take care of yourself,” she said, her voice trembling, her eyes flickering up to meet Derek’s.

Derek’s hand slid from her chin to her breast, his fingers teasing her nipple, sending a jolt of pleasure through her body. “We have,” he murmured, his eyes locked on hers. “And you’ve been a very good girl about it, haven’t you?”

Lena moaned softly, her body arching into his touch. “Y-yes,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I try to be a good girl.”

Marcus’s hand moved faster along his cock, his eyes locked on her breast, on Derek’s hand, on her nipple. “You’re our perfect little slut,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Always ready for us to use, always taking care of yourself for us.”

Lena shivered, her body responding to his words, her nipples hardening, her clit throbbing. She read the next point, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

6. Public Use: Lena acknowledges that she may be used in public settings at the discretion of her owners, and agrees to behave in a manner that enhances their enjoyment.

She thought about all the times they’d used her in public, all the times they’d touched her in public, all the times she’d been their little slut for everyone to see. She’d loved it. She’d loved the thrill, she’d loved the exhibitionism, she’d loved knowing that people were watching, that people knew what she was, that people knew she was theirs.

“The contract says… it says you can use me in public,” she whispered, her eyes widening, her body trembling.

Ryan sat up on the couch, his cock now fully hard, his hand moving slowly along his length. “We can,” he said, his voice low and gravelly. “And you love it. You love being our little slut for everyone to see.”

Lena’s breath hitched, a flood of moisture between her legs. He was right. She did love it. She loved the thrill, she loved the exhibitionism, she loved knowing that people were watching, that people knew what she was, that people knew she was theirs.

She read the next point, her heart pounding, her body trembling.

7. Bimbo Transformation: Lena agrees to undergo a bimbo transformation, including but not limited to reduced intelligence, increased obedience, and heightened sexual responsiveness, as directed by her owners.

She thought about all the ways they’d changed her, all the ways they’d made her more obedient, all the ways they’d made her more responsive to their touch, all the ways they’d made her more dependent on them. She’d loved it. She’d loved the way they’d shaped her, the way they’d molded her into their perfect little slut.

“You wrote… you wrote that I have to become a bimbo,” she whispered, her eyes widening, her body trembling.

Jake’s hand slid from her waist to her ass, his fingers gripping her flesh, sending a jolt of pleasure through her body. “You have,” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. “You’re our perfect little bimbo slut. Dumb, obedient, and always ready to fuck.”

Lena moaned softly, her body arching into his touch. “Y-yes,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I am.”

Derek’s hand slid from her breast to her pussy, his fingers brushing against her wet folds, sending a jolt of pleasure through her body. “You’re our perfect little slut,” he murmured, his eyes locked on hers. “And you’re gonna get even dumber for us.”

Lena shivered, her body responding to his words, her nipples hardening, her clit throbbing. She read the next point, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

8. No Refusal: Lena agrees to never refuse her owners’ advances, and to always seek their pleasure above her own.

She thought about all the times she’d never said no, all the times she’d always been willing, all the times she’d always put their pleasure first, all the times she’d always craved their touch, their attention, their approval. She’d loved it. She’d loved knowing that she was theirs completely, that she was their perfect little slut, that she belonged to them.

“The contract says… it says I can never say no,” she whispered, her eyes widening, her body trembling.

Ryan’s hand moved faster along his cock, his eyes locked on her pussy, on Derek’s fingers, on her wet folds. “You can’t,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “You’re ours. You’re our property. And you’re gonna love every second of it.”

Lena shivered, her body responding to his words, her nipples hardening, her clit throbbing. He was right. She was theirs. She was their property. And she did love every second of it.

She read the final point, her heart pounding, her body trembling.

9. Signing: Lena acknowledges that she has read, understood, and freely signed this contract, and that she waives all rights to protest or resist her owners’ use of her body and mind.

She thought about all the times she’d signed things for them, all the times she’d agreed to things without reading them, all the times she’d been so lost in their touch that she hadn’t even thought about what she was signing. She’d loved it. She’d loved being theirs completely, she’d loved giving them complete control, she’d loved knowing that they were in charge.

“The contract says… it says I signed it,” she whispered, her eyes widening, her body trembling.

Derek’s fingers slid inside her pussy, sending a jolt of pleasure through her body, making her gasp. “You did,” he murmured, his eyes locked on hers. “And you’re gonna sign it again.”

Lena moaned, her body arching into his touch. “Y-yes,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I’ll sign it.”

Derek pulled his fingers from her pussy, holding them up to her lips. “Taste,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

Lena obeyed, opening her mouth and sucking his fingers clean, her eyes locked on his, the taste of her own arousal on her tongue. “Thank you, sir,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Derek’s grin was slow and satisfied. “Welcome to your new life, slut,” he murmured.

And then he kissed her, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth, his hands gripping her hair, his body pressing her back against the couch. Lena moaned into his mouth, her hands flying to his chest, her nails digging in as Ryan’s fingers brushed against her clit, his touch sending another wave of pleasure through her.

“Fuck, she’s soaked,” Ryan growled.

Jake chuckled, his hand sliding around her waist, his fingers teasing her nipple. “She always is.”

Marcus stepped forward, his cock glistening with pre-cum, his hand wrapping around his length as he watched them. “Time to make it official,” he said, his voice low.

Derek pulled back, his breath ragged, his eyes dark with lust. “Lena,” he said, his voice rough. “Sign the contract.”

Lena’s breath hitched, her fingers trembling as she took the pen from him, her eyes locked on the paper, on the words that would make it all official, that would make her theirs completely. She took a deep breath, her voice barely audible. “Okay.”

And then she signed her name at the bottom of the paper, her heart pounding, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps, the reality of what she was doing sinking in, but not changing her mind, not making her want to run, just making her want more, making her want them more.

Derek took the pen from her, his grin slow and satisfied as he signed his name beside hers, his eyes locked on hers, his hands sliding over her body. “Welcome to your new life, slut,” he murmured.

And then he kissed her again, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth, his hands gripping her hair, his body pressing her back against the couch, his cock hard and ready against her thigh.

Lena moaned into his mouth, her hands flying to his chest, her nails digging in as Ryan’s fingers brushed against her clit, his touch sending another wave of pleasure through her, as Jake’s fingers teased her nipple, sending another jolt of pleasure through her body, as Marcus stepped closer, his cock glistening with pre-cum, his hand wrapping around his length, his eyes locked on her face, on her body, on the way they were using her.

“Fuck, she’s soaked,” Ryan growled.

Jake chuckled, his hand sliding around her waist, his fingers teasing her nipple. “She always is.”

Marcus stepped forward, his cock glistening with pre-cum, his hand wrapping around his length as he watched them. “Time to make it official,” he said, his voice low.

And then they were all touching her, all kissing her, all using her, their hands sliding over her body, their mouths devouring her, their cocks hard and ready, pressing against her skin, against her thighs, against her ass.

Lena moaned, her body arching into their touch, her hands flying to their chests, her nails digging in as they took her, all of them, their mouths and hands and cocks driving her higher and higher, their hands pulling at her hair, their mouths devouring her breasts, their cocks pressing against her pussy, against her ass, against her mouth.

“Fuck, she’s perfect,” Jake growled, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned his cock at her entrance.

“She’s ours,” Ryan growled, his hands gripping her breasts, his fingers teasing her nipples as he positioned his cock at her ass.

“She’s our perfect little slut,” Marcus growled, his hands gripping her hair as he positioned his cock at her mouth.

Derek’s hands gripped her hair, pulling her head back, making her look at them, making her see the possession in their eyes, the desire, the need. “You’re ours, Lena,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “You signed the contract. You’re ours now. You’ll do whatever we say, whenever we say it, however we say it. You’re our property. Our toy. Our slut. Our everything.”

Lena moaned, her body arching into their touch, her eyes locked on theirs, her voice trembling. “Y-yes,” she admitted, her body trembling with need, with desire, with love. “I’m yours. I’ll do whatever you say.”

And then they were inside her, all of them, their cocks stretching her, filling her, taking her, their hands holding her in place, their mouths on her skin, their voices in her ears, telling her she was theirs, telling her she was a good girl, telling her she was perfect.

Lena screamed, her body trembling, her orgasm crashing over her in waves of pure, unadulterated pleasure, her body convulsing, her pussy clenching around Jake’s cock, her ass clenching around Ryan’s cock, her mouth sucking at Marcus’s cock, her hands gripping Derek’s hair, her body arching, her back bowing, her head thrown back, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure.

And when she finally came down, her body boneless, her breath ragged, her mind a blur of pleasure and possession, she looked up at them, her eyes wide, her voice trembling.

“I’m yours,” she whispered.

And they all grinned, their hands sliding over her body, their touches possessive, their voices rough with lust.

“That’s right, slut,” Derek murmured. “You’re ours now. And you’re gonna love it.”

Ryan’s fingers traced the curve of her breast, his voice a low growl. “And we’re just getting started.”

Jake leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “Welcome to your real life, pet.”

Lena shivered, her body still thrumming with pleasure, her mind already drifting back to the next time they’d use her, to the next time they’d take her, to the next time they’d remind her that she was theirs, that she was their property, that she was their perfect little slut.

Because she knew—she was never getting out of this. And she wanted it that way. She wanted to be theirs forever. She wanted to be their property. She wanted to be their perfect little slut, their toy, their everything. And she knew they wanted that too. She knew they loved her, she knew they cared for her, she knew they would take care of her, she knew they would protect her, she knew they would cherish her.

And she knew she belonged to them. Body and soul. Forever.




Chapter 3

The morning light slanted through the kitchen window, casting long shadows across the linoleum floor as Lena stretched out on the counter, her bare feet dangling over the edge. The guys had left her there last night—spread-eagled, her wrists bound to the overhead cabinet with a length of rope, her thighs slick with their cum. She could still feel the ghost of their marks on her skin—the way Derek's teeth had left red welts around her nipple, how Jake's fingers had bruised the soft flesh of her inner thighs, how Marcus had wrapped his hand around her throat while Ryan took her from behind.

She groaned, pressing her palms into the countertop and pushing herself up. The movement sent her breasts swaying—heavy, full, perfectly free—and she bit her lip as she realized she wasn’t wearing a bra. Again.

The "No Bra Rule" had been implemented last night, after the third time she’d "misplaced" one. Derek had caught her in the laundry room, her fingers fumbling with the hooks of her strapless bra, her cheeks flushed with guilt. He’d just looked at her—really looked—and then he’d smirked, tossing the bra into the trash with a single, deliberate motion.

"No more hiding those tits, slut," he’d said, his voice rough with amusement. "You’re ours now. All of you."

And he had been right. They all had been. Lena belonged to them—body and soul—and they made sure she never forgot it.

Now, here she was—naked from the waist up, her breasts bouncing with every breath, her nipples already hard from the cool air. She could feel how swollen they were, how tender to the touch. Last night's play had left them hypersensitive, and the gentle swaying against each other was making her wet.

Lena exhaled slowly, her fingers tracing the swell of her breast, her thumb brushing over the tight peak. She could remember exactly how it felt when Derek had sucked on it—the wet heat of his mouth, the scrape of his teeth, the way he’d looked up at her with lust-filled eyes while he played with her.

She heard them before she saw them—the low murmur of voices, the clink of mugs, the way the floorboards creaked under their weight. Her body responded instantly, her nipples tightening, her breathing quickening.

"Morning, pet," Derek’s voice rumbled from the doorway.

Lena didn’t turn. She didn’t have to. She could feel his gaze on her—hot and heavy, like a physical caress. She arched her back just a little, letting her tits sway, and heard the sharp intake of breath from behind her.

"Fuck," Jake muttered.

Ryan chuckled, his fingers brushing the back of her knee. "She’s already awake, and she’s already teasing us."

Lena giggled, the sound breathy and full of promise. "I didn’t do anything."

"You did," Marcus said, his hand sliding up her thigh, his thumb pressing against the sensitive skin just above her knee. His hand was warm, almost scorching against her cool skin. "You always do."

She shivered, her nipples tightening even further. She loved this. Loved the way they watched her, the way they used her, the way they made her feel like she was the only thing in the room that mattered.

Derek stepped closer, his hands gripping the edge of the counter on either side of her hips. His breath was warm against her neck, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. "You’re ours to look at," he murmured, his voice sending shivers down her spine. "And we’re not done looking yet."

Lena’s pulse spiked, her breath hitching as his fingers traced the curve of her breast, just below her collarbone. "D-Derek—"

"Shh," he cut her off, his voice a low growl. "You don’t get to speak unless we tell you to."

She swallowed hard, her body trembling with anticipation. She loved when they took control like this. Loved the way her mind went blank, the way her body responded without thought, without hesitation. She was putty in their hands, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.

"Good girl," Derek murmured, his fingers finally closing around her nipple, his thumb and forefinger pinching just hard enough to make her gasp. The sensation shot straight to her core, and she felt herself getting wetter.

Lena’s back arched, her breasts bouncing with the movement, her nipples aching with need. "Oh god—"

"That’s right," Jake said, his voice rough. "You’re ours to play with."

And then they were on her.

Hands gripped her thighs, pulling her to the edge of the counter. Fingers teased her nipples, twisting and pulling until she was whimpering, her hips lifting off the surface. Mouths hot against her skin, tongues swirling around her breasts, teeth nipping at her sensitive flesh.

"Fuck, she’s so responsive," Ryan groaned, his fingers sliding between her legs, his thumb brushing against her clit through the thin fabric of her panties. Even through the fabric, the touch was electric, making her gasp.

Lena moaned, her head falling back as Derek’s mouth sealed over her nipple, his tongue flicking against the tight bud. The sensation was overwhelming, sending waves of pleasure through her body. "P-Please—"

"Please what?" Marcus asked, his voice a low chuckle as he stepped between her spread thighs, his cock already hard, pressing against the front of his jeans. "Tell us what you want, slut."

Lena’s breath came in ragged gasps. She could feel how wet she was, how her panties were soaking through with her arousal. "I—I want—"

"You want us," Jake finished for her, his fingers joining Ryan’s, his thumb circling her clit in slow, deliberate strokes. The combined touch was almost too much, and she gasped, her hips lifting off the counter. "You want all of us."

"Yes," Lena whimpered, her body arching into their touch, her hands flying to their chests, her nails digging in as Derek’s tongue swirled around her clit, his fingers filling her, stretching her, preparing her for what was to come. "Yes, please—"

Derek released her nipple with a wet pop, his mouth trailing down her stomach, his tongue swirling around her navel before dipping lower, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. "Since you asked so nicely," he murmured, his breath hot against her skin.

And then he was tearing them off, ripping the fabric down her legs, his fingers brushing against her bare pussy, his touch sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core. She was so wet, so ready for them. She could feel her pussy clenching, aching to be filled.

"Fuck, she’s soaked," Ryan growled, his fingers sliding through her folds, his thumb pressing against her clit.

Lena moaned, her body trembling, her breasts bouncing wildly as Jake’s cock pressed against her entrance. "Oh god—oh god, please—"

"Please what?" Jake asked, his voice a low growl as he stepped between her spread thighs, his cock already hard, pressing against her entrance.

"I—I want you—"

"All of us," Marcus said, his fingers wrapping around his cock, his strokes slow and deliberate as he watched them. "You want all of us inside you."

"Yes," Lena whimpered, her body arching into their touch, her hands flying to their chests, her nails digging in as Derek’s tongue swirled around her clit, his fingers filling her, stretching her, driving her higher and higher. She could feel herself getting closer to the edge, her body tensing with anticipation. "Yes, please—"

"That’s right, slut," Jake growled, his cock pressing against her entrance, his hips rocking forward, his cock sliding inside her in one smooth motion. Lena cried out, her body trembling, her breasts bouncing wildly as Jake filled her, his cock stretching her, his hips rocking forward, his cock sliding in and out of her in deep, possessive strokes. "You’re ours now. And you’re gonna love it."

"Fuck, she’s tight," Jake groaned, his fingers gripping her hips, his cock sliding in and out of her, his thrusts growing harder, faster, more desperate. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through her body, making her gasp and moan. "So fucking tight."

"More," Lena gasped, her body arching into his touch, her hands flying to his chest, her nails digging in as Ryan’s fingers joined Derek’s, his cock sliding inside her from behind, his thrusts deep and possessive, his cock filling her, stretching her, driving her higher and higher. She could feel both of them inside her, filling her completely, and it was overwhelming in the best possible way. "More, please—"

"Fuck, she’s so tight," Ryan growled, his fingers gripping her hips, his cock sliding in and out of her, his thrusts growing harder, faster, more desperate. She could hear the wet sounds of their bodies coming together, could feel how slick she was with her own arousal. "Her pussy is perfect."

"Oh god—oh god, I’m gonna—"

"Come for us," Marcus growled, his strokes growing faster, his cock glistening with pre-cum as he watched them. "Come hard for us, slut."

And then Lena was screaming, her body trembling, her orgasm crashing over her in waves of pure, unadulterated pleasure, her breasts bouncing wildly, her nipples aching with need, her pussy clenching around their cocks, her body trembling with every wave of pleasure. She could feel herself pulsing around them, could hear their groans as they felt her climax. "Oh god—oh god—"

"Fuck," Jake groaned, his cock sliding in and out of her, his thrusts growing harder, faster, more desperate, his cock swelling inside her, his cum filling her, his body trembling with every wave of pleasure. She could feel him pulsing inside her, his cum shooting deep, claiming her in the most intimate way possible. "Fuck, yes—"

"Fuck," Ryan growled, his cock sliding in and out of her, his thrusts growing harder, faster, more desperate, his cock swelling inside her, his cum filling her, his body trembling with every wave of pleasure. He came with a groan, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he emptied himself inside her. "She’s perfect—"

And then they were all coming, their cocks sliding in and out of her, their cum filling her, their bodies trembling with every wave of pleasure, their voices rough with lust, their touches possessive, their gazes dark with hunger. Lena collapsed onto the counter, her body boneless, her breath ragged, her mind already drifting back to the next time they’d use her.

Because she knew—she was never getting out of this.

And she loved it.

The rest of the morning was a blur of laughter and teasing. Lena spent the next hour sprawled across the couch, her bare chest on full display, her nipples still hard from their touch, her body still humming with the aftershocks of their pleasure. The guys took turns with her—Derek’s mouth hot against her skin, Jake’s fingers teasing her nipples, Ryan’s cock filling her, Marcus’s hands gripping her hips, his fingers sliding through her folds, his touch sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core.

"You’re perfect," Jake murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her breast, his thumb brushing over her nipple. The sensitive bud was so sensitive now, and his touch sent shivers through her body. "You were made for this."

Lena giggled, the sound breathy and needy. "I like it," she admitted, her voice soft. "I really like it."

"Good," Derek said, his voice rough. "Because we’re not done with you yet."

And then they were on her again, their hands sliding over her body, their mouths devouring her, their cocks hard and ready, their touches possessive, their gazes dark with hunger. Lena moaned, her body arching into their touch, her hands flying to their chests, her nails digging in as they took her, all of them, their mouths and hands and cocks driving her higher and higher, until she was screaming, her body trembling, her orgasm crashing over her in waves of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

And when she finally came down, her body boneless, her breath ragged, she looked up at them, her eyes wide, her voice trembling.

"Again," she whispered, her body still thrumming with pleasure, her mind already drifting back to the next time they’d use her.

Because she knew—she was never getting out of this.

And she loved it.




Chapter 4

The apartment smelled like sweat and coffee, the rich, bitter aroma clinging to the air even as the morning sun streamed through the blinds, painting the living room in gold. Lena sat up slowly, her bare back pressing against the headboard, her fingers trailing down her stomach before pausing at the swell of her breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

Again.

She should’ve been annoyed. She should’ve reached for the nearest scrap of fabric, should’ve yanked it on like a shield. But instead, she just felt—the way her nipples pebbled under the cool air, sending electric pulses straight to her clit. Her skin prickled with awareness, each hair standing on end as if expecting the touch of one of them. The way her core tightened, fluttering with anticipation at the memory of the hands that had stripped her last night. She could almost feel phantom fingers tracing her spine, the heat of their breath against her neck, the weight of their bodies pressing her into the mattress.

Again.

She groaned, rolling onto her side, her thighs pressing together as a fresh wave of heat flooded her. She instinctively shifted her hips, trying to alleviate the growing ache between her legs. The sheets were still warm from their bodies, the scent of them—musky, intoxicating—lingering in the fabric like a permanent reminder of what they’d done. She could still feel them, the weight of Derek’s body pinning her down as he thrust into her with deep, possessive strokes. The way Jake’s teeth had grazed her nipple before he’d sucked her into his mouth, making her cry out with pleasure-pain. The way Ryan’s fingers had stretched her open, his cock filling her in slow, deliberate thrusts that had her seeing stars. And Marcus.

Oh, Marcus.

She bit her lip, her fingers drifting lower, skimming the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. Her touch sent a jolt through her system, making her gasp. He’d been the quiet one last night, the one who’d watched with those dark, hungry eyes while the others took turns with her. But when it had been his turn, when his hands had gripped her hips and his cock had slid inside her, she’d seen him—really seen him—for the first time. The way his jaw had clenched, a muscle ticking in his cheek as he fought for control. The way his breath had hitched and escaped in ragged pants against her ear. The way his fingers had dug into her skin, not hard enough to bruise, but with enough possession to make her feel claimed, owned, his. His rhythm had been different—slow and deep, hitting that spot inside her that made her toes curl and her eyes roll back. He hadn’t just fucked her; he’d worshipped her with his body, his movements deliberate and meaningful, like each thrust was a promise.

Lena exhaled sharply, her body aching with need. She needed them. Needed their touches, their words, the way they made her feel like she was the only thing in the world that mattered. Her fingers strayed higher, brushing against her swollen clit. The contact made her hips jerk, a soft moan escaping her lips. She was so wet, so ready, but she knew this pleasure would be incomplete without them. She needed their hands guiding hers, their mouths on her body, their cocks filling her completely.

The sound of the front door clicking shut made her jump. She sat up too fast, her bare breasts swaying, her nipples hard and aching. Her hands instinctively covered them, not from modesty, but from the sudden sensitivity. The guys were home.

And they were waiting.

---

The living room was empty, the couch still rumpled from last night’s… activities. Lena’s fingers traced the edge of the coffee table, her nails scraping against the wood. She could still see the condom wrapper there, the evidence of what they’d done to her, what she’d let them do. Her pussy clenched at the memory, a fresh wave of arousal dampening her thighs.

She swallowed hard, her throat dry. She should’ve been embarrassed. She should’ve felt used. But all she felt was a deep, gnawing hunger—for their touches, for their words, for the way they made her feel like she was nothing but a body, a toy, a slut. The word echoed in her mind, and instead of shame, it sent a shiver of excitement down her spine. She was their slut. She was their plaything, their possession, and she fucking loved it.

The sound of footsteps made her turn, her hands still covering her breasts.

Jake leaned against the doorway, his arms crossed, his smirk already in place. Behind him, the other three stood in a loose line—Derek with his fingers steepled under his chin, Ryan with his hands shoved in his pockets, and Marcus, his eyes dark and unreadable.

"There she is," Jake drawled, pushing off the doorframe. His gaze swept over her body, taking in her nakedness, the way her hands covered her breasts. "Did you miss us, pet?"

Lena’s breath hitched. She was naked. Of course she was. They’d left her that way—on purpose. A deliberate test of her submission, her willingness to be displayed for them.

"L-Lena?" Derek’s voice was a low chuckle. "You gonna answer us?" He took a step forward, his eyes fixed on her face, watching the flush spread across her cheeks. "We know you’re awake. We’ve been watching you for the last five minutes, you know."

Lena licked her lips, her fingers twisting in the hem of the sheet she’d wrapped around herself without realizing it. "I—I didn’t hear you come in."

"That’s because we didn’t want you to," Ryan said, stepping forward. His fingers brushed her shoulder, his touch sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core. Lena gasped, her body arching into the contact. "We wanted you to wake up like this. Like ours."

Lena’s breath came in short, sharp gasps. She was theirs. She’d known it last night. She’d felt it in the way they’d touched her, in the way they’d used her. She let the sheet fall, baring herself to them completely. Her hands moved to her sides, palms pressed against her thighs.

"Good girl," Jake murmured, his hand sliding up her thigh, his fingers brushing against the sensitive skin just above her knee. The touch was light, almost casual, but it sent fire through her veins. "You’re so fucking perfect like this."

Lena whimpered, her body arching into his touch. She could feel her nipples hardening, her breasts aching for their attention. Her pussy was wet, so wet, and she knew they could see it, smell it—the evidence of how much she wanted them.

"You like that, don’t you?" Derek asked, his voice a low growl as he stepped closer. His fingers traced the curve of her breast, his thumb brushing over her nipple. The contact made her gasp, her body shuddering at the simple touch. "You like being ours."

"Yes," Lena breathed, her eyes locked on his.

Marcus’s hand found her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands. He gave a gentle tug, tilting her head back so she was looking at him. "Then let’s make sure you remember it." His voice was a low rumble, promising things she couldn’t wait to experience.

---

The kitchen was chaos, and Lena was at the center of it, her bare breasts bouncing with every movement, her nipples hard and aching. The guys had stripped her of her panties too, leaving her completely exposed, completely theirs. The cool air against her wet folds was a constant reminder of her state of arousal, her body perpetually on edge.

"You’re going to serve us breakfast," Jake said, his voice firm. He leaned against the counter, his arms crossed. "Naked. And if you drop anything, we’re going to make sure you clean it up with your tits." His eyes gleamed with amusement and lust, watching her reaction to his words.

Lena’s breath hitched. She could feel her face burning, but her core was already throbbing, already begging for their touch. The thought of dropping something, of being forced to use her body to clean it up, sent a wave of excitement through her. She was their toy, their plaything, and she was going to love whatever game they had planned.

Derek handed her a plate. "Eggs. Bacon. Toast. And don’t burn it." His eyes held a challenge, a silent bet that she would fail.

She took the plate, her fingers trembling. The eggs were still warm, the bacon crispy. She turned to the stove, her bare ass brushing against the counter. The heat radiated through her, adding to the warmth already spreading through her body.

"Careful," Marcus warned, his voice a low growl. He was standing closest to her, his eyes never leaving her body. "You don’t want to spill anything." His gaze dropped to her breasts, then lower, to where her hips swayed with her movements.

Lena bit her lip. She did want to spill something. She wanted to spill everything—her breakfast, her dignity, her mind—just to see the way they’d look at her, just to feel the way they’d use her. She could feel their eyes on her, following every movement, watching her breasts bounce, her nipples harden in the cool air. It was a constant state of arousal, a perpetual awareness of her body and their gaze.

She flipped the bacon, her breasts swaying with the motion. The plate wobbled in her hand, and for a second, she thought she was going to drop it. Her heart pounded, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. The thought of failure, of having to clean up the mess with her tits, sent a thrill through her.

"Lena," Jake said, his voice a warning.

She steadied the plate, her fingers white-knuckled. "I’ve got it." Her voice was breathy, her body trembling with anticipation.

"You better," Ryan muttered, a small smile playing on his lips.

She turned, her breasts bouncing, her nipples glistening with a sheen of sweat. The guys were watching her, their eyes dark with hunger. She could see the way Jake’s fingers twitched, the way Derek’s smirk deepened. They were enjoying this, enjoying her discomfort, her submission.

"Here," she said, her voice breathy. She set the plate down in front of Jake, her hands brushing against his chest. As her fingers made contact with his firm muscles, a jolt of electricity shot through her.

Jake’s hand shot out, grabbing her wrist. He pulled her closer, his lips crashing against hers. Lena moaned, her body melting into his. She could taste the salt of his skin, the heat of his breath mingling with hers. His tongue pressed against her lips, demanding entry. She opened for him, her tongue meeting his in a hungry dance. His hand slid down her back, pulling her tighter against him, making her feel the hardness in his pants.

"Good girl," he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with desire. His hand moved to her breast, squeezing it gently before his thumb brushed over her hard nipple. The contact sent a shockwave through her body, making her gasp into his mouth.

Derek’s hands found her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh. "Now kneel." His voice was a command, low and firm.

Lena obeyed, dropping to her knees in front of Jake. His cock was already hard, already aching for her. She could see the outline of it through his jeans, could see the wet spot where pre-cum had soaked through the fabric. She wrapped her fingers around him, her thumb brushing over the tip, gathering the bead of pre-cum. Her mouth watered at the thought of tasting him, of pleasing him.

"Fuck," Jake groaned, his head falling back. "You’re so good at that." His hips bucked slightly, pushing his cock into her hand.

Lena looked up at him, her eyes dark with need. She wanted to be good at it. She wanted to be perfect for them. She wanted to see them lose control, to hear them groan her name.

Marcus’s hand found her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands. "Open up." His voice was a command, a promise of what was to come.

Lena obeyed, her lips parting. Marcus’s cock slid into her mouth, his groan filling the kitchen. She could taste him, could feel him pulsing against her tongue. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking him in deeper, her tongue swirling around his shaft. Her hand never stopped moving on Jake’s cock, pumping him in rhythm with her mouth on Marcus.

"Fuck," Derek groaned, his hands finding her tits. He squeezed them, his fingers pinching her nipples. The pain mixed with pleasure, sending electricity straight to her clit. "She’s so fucking perfect." His eyes were glued to her body, watching her every movement.

Ryan’s hand found her thigh, his fingers sliding up, up, until he was brushing against her folds. Lena moaned around Marcus’s cock, the vibration making him groan even louder. Her hips rocked into Ryan’s touch, her body begging for more.

"You’re so wet," Ryan murmured, his voice dark with hunger. His fingers dipped into her wetness, spreading her juices around her clit. "You love this, don’t you?"

"Yes," Lena whimpered, her voice muffled against Marcus’s skin. She wanted to say more, but her mouth was full of his cock, and she refused to stop the rhythm.

Jake’s hand found her hair, his fingers tightening. "Then suck him off. Hard." His voice was a growl, a command she couldn’t ignore.

Lena obeyed, her mouth moving faster, her tongue swirling around Marcus’s cock. She could feel the others watching her, could feel their hands on her, their touches owning her. She was their toy, their plaything, and she was loving every second of it.

"That’s it," Jake groaned, his hips bucking. "Fuck, Lena." His hand guided her head, setting the pace he wanted.

Marcus’s cock pulsed, his cum flooding her mouth. Lena swallowed, her throat working, her body thrumming with need. She loved the taste of him, loved the feel of him coming undone in her mouth. As Marcus pulled out, Ryan’s fingers pressed harder against her clit, making her gasp.

"Good girl," Jake murmured, his hand sliding into her hair. He turned her face to his, his thumb brushing against her cheek. "Now stand up." His voice was soft, gentle, in stark contrast to the rough way he’d just used her mouth.

Lena obeyed, her body trembling. Jake grabbed her wrist, pulling her to her feet. He spun her around, her back pressing against his chest. His hands slid down her body, his fingers finding her nipples and pinching them. Lena gasped, her body melting into his.

"You’re ours," he growled into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. His cock pressed against her ass, hard and insistent. "And we’re not done with you yet." One of his hands moved down her stomach, his fingers slipping between her legs. He found her clit, rubbing it in slow, torturous circles. Lena moaned, her hips rocking against his hand.

"Please," she breathed, her head falling back against his shoulder. "Please, use me." She was so close, so ready to explode, and she needed them to push her over the edge.

Jake’s hand found her breast, his fingers pinching her nipple. "Oh, we will," he promised, his voice rough with desire. "We will." His fingers moved faster against her clit, his other hand squeezing her breast. Lena’s body tensed, the pleasure building to an almost unbearable level. Just as she was about to come, he stopped, his hands leaving her body.

She turned to look at him, confusion and frustration in her eyes. He just smiled, a wicked, tantalizing smile.

"Not yet," he said softly. "We have plans for you, and we want you to remember every second." He stepped back, leaving her trembling and desperate. The others were watching her, their eyes filled with hunger and anticipation. Lena knew whatever they had planned, it would be worth the wait. She was theirs, completely, and she couldn’t wait to see what they would do next.




Chapter 5

The morning sun slanted through the blinds, casting golden stripes across the living room where Lena lay sprawled, her breasts rising and falling with each lazy breath. The air was thick with the intoxicating scent of last night's passionate encounter – the musk of sweat mingling with the faint metallic tang of their shared pleasure that still clung to her skin like a second-layer. Her fingers traced the damp spot on the couch cushion beneath her, her thighs trembling with the delicious memory of how they'd stretched her open, how they'd used her body for their own satisfaction.

She should have been sore. Her muscles should have been aching from the rough treatment they'd given her, her most sensitive areas raw from their relentless attention. But instead, she felt only a dull, persistent throbbing that seemed to radiate from her very core – as if her body had become a live wire, crackling with anticipation for whatever might come next. Every slight movement reminded her of their hands on her, their mouths tasting her, their cocks filling her in ways that had left her breathless and begging for more.

"Lena."

The sound of her name, rough and low, startled her. She blinked, her gaze adjusting to the light as it played across the ceiling. The voice had come from the doorway, but when she turned her head, the room appeared empty.

"Lena."

This time, it was closer, more insistent. A strong hand – unmistakably Tyler's – gripped her ankle, fingers digging into her skin with possessive intent as he began dragging her toward the edge of the couch. She gasped, her back arching involuntarily as he rolled her onto her stomach, pressing her bare breasts into the cushion. The cool air hit her exposed pussy, sending a shiver through her body – her folds still swollen and glistening from last night's intense pleasures.

"Mmm," she moaned softly, her hips rocking back against the empty space where she sensed him standing. "Tyler..." she whispered his name, her voice thick with desire and anticipation.

"Shh," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear as he leaned down. His fingers tangled in her hair, yanking her head up just enough so she could glimpse the others standing in the doorway – Derek with his muscular arms crossed, looking amused; Nathan already stroking himself through his jeans, his eyes dark with hunger; and Jace, his gaze fixed on Tyler's hand between her thighs, his expression one of pure, unadulterated lust.

"You're late," Tyler growled, his fingers beginning to circle her sensitive clit. "Again."

Lena whimpered, her nails digging into the couch fabric as pleasure began to build within her. "I-I didn't hear the alarm," she stammered, her voice barely more than a breath.

"That's because we unplugged it," Derek called from the doorway, a smirk playing on his lips. "Didn't want you sleeping through your first test, did we?"

Lena's stomach twisted with a mixture of fear and excitement. "Test?" she repeated, the word barely forming as Tyler's fingers pressed harder against her, his thumb brushing over her swollen clit in slow, deliberate circles.

"Mmm. The one where we see how fast we can turn you into a real bimbo," Tyler explained, his voice rough with promise.

Her breath hitched. "I-I don't understand," she protested weakly, even as her body responded to his touch, her hips rocking against his hand of their own accord.

"You will," Jace promised, stepping forward to stand beside Tyler. His hand wrapped around her throat, not tight enough to restrict her breathing, but just enough to make her acutely aware of his touch – the way her pulse jumped beneath his fingers, the way her breathing hitched, the way her pussy grew even wetter in response to their dominance.

"First rule," Nathan announced, his voice low and authoritative. "You don't think. You just do."

Tyler's fingers slid inside her then, two of them pumping in and out of her tight, swollen cunt in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Lena gasped, her hips bucking against his hand as pleasure coursed through her body.

"Good girl," Tyler praised, his voice rough with approval. "Now let's see how fast you can learn."

The classroom was a blur of confusion and desire.

Lena sat at her desk, her fingers trembling around the pen as she tried to focus on the professor's lecture about integral calculus. The words washed over her, meaningless against the memory of Tyler's hands on her body, his fingers inside her, his voice in her ear. Her screen displayed the lecture notes, but the equations might as well have been written in a foreign language.

"Lena?"

She blinked, her gaze snapping to the professor's face. "Huh?"

"I asked if you had any questions," he repeated, his brow furrowed with concern.

Lena's face burned with embarrassment. She opened her mouth to respond – "N-No, I—" – but before she could finish, her screen froze.

A new window popped up, and Tyler's voice purred through her headphones, sending a shiver down her spine. "Oops. Looks like you're distracted."

Lena's breath hitched as the video feed switched to her own webcam – a recording of herself from last night, sprawled on the couch with her breasts bare and her pussy glistening with their shared pleasure. The guys were all visible in the recording, their cocks hard, their eyes fixed on the screen, watching her with rapt attention.

"You forgot something," Derek's voice drawled, a hint of amusement in his tone. "Didn't you?"

Lena's fingers flew to her keyboard, typing out a response before her conscious mind could stop her.

> Lena: I'm sorry, I was...

The chat window exploded with messages from her classmates.

> Alex: Lena, what the hell are you doing?!

> Taylor: Are you dead inside?!

> James: LOL are you high?!

Lena's face burned with humiliation, but she felt something else too – a deep, gnawing need that seemed to radiate from her core. It wasn't just desire; it was a desperate urge to obey, to please, to prove herself worthy of their attention and approval.

"That's not the answer we wanted," Jace's voice warned, low and dangerous.

Lena's screen flickered, and suddenly she was looking at a live feed of herself – her bare breasts, her swollen pussy, her fingers already reaching for her clit. The sight sent a jolt of pleasure through her body.

"Oh no," Nathan chuckled, his voice dark with amusement. "We don't want you to forget again."

Lena gasped as a wooden spoon materialized in her hand. "What—?" she whispered, her fingers curling around the cool metal, unsure of its purpose.

"The derivative of x³ + 5x² - 2x," Tyler repeated, his voice calm but firm. "Try again."

Lena's mind raced. She knew the answer – she was certain she did – but her thoughts were scattered, her focus shattered by the memories of their hands on her body and the challenging images on her screen.

"Three x squared," she said, her voice shaky and uncertain. "Minus ten x..."

CLACK.

The spoon snapped against her right breast, the sharp impact sending a shockwave of sensation through her body. Lena cried out, her nipple aching deliciously as the pain morphed into pleasure, her body betraying her by growing even more aroused.

"Try harder," Nathan growled, his voice rough with impatience.

Lena's fingers trembled against her keyboard as she attempted to concentrate on the equation. She knew the answer. She swore she did. But her thoughts kept drifting back to the feel of Tyler's fingers inside her, to the way Derek had wrapped his hand around her throat, to the hungry looks in Nathan and Jace's eyes as they watched her.

"Three x squared," she said again, faster this time, her voice tight with concentration. "Minus ten x..."

CLACK.

This time, the spoon struck her left breast, the impact just as sharp, the resulting sensation just as potent. Lena gasped, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts as her body responded to the unexpected pleasure-pain.

"You're so slow," Derek muttered, his voice laced with disappointment.

Lena's fingers hovered over the keyboard, her mind racing. She desperately wanted to please them, to show them that she could be more than just a pretty face – that she could be smart and desirable all at once.

"Three x squared," she said once more, her voice breaking slightly. "Minus..."

CLACK.

The spoon landed on her thigh this time, the impact sending a jolt through her entire body. Lena yelped, her hips jerking upward off the chair as her pussy clenched with need.

"You're trying," Jace acknowledged, his voice softening slightly. "But you're still not fast enough."

Lena's screen froze again, and the video feed changed to a new angle – herself, sprawled on the couch, her breasts bare, her pussy glistening with arousal as Tyler's fingers circled her clit.

"Looks like our girl needs a reminder," Nathan said, his voice dark with intent.

Lena's breath hitched as Tyler's fingers appeared on the screen, circling her clit in slow, deliberate motions. The sight sent waves of pleasure through her body, making it difficult to concentrate on anything but the growing need between her legs.

"You like that, don't you?" Tyler murmured, his voice barely audible above the thundering of her heartbeat. "You like being punished."

Lena moaned softly, her fingers digging into the desk as she tried to maintain some semblance of composure. "Yes," she whispered, the admission sending another jolt of pleasure through her body.

"Then answer the question," Derek commanded, his voice firm and unyielding.

Lena's mind raced, desperately trying to recall the derivative formula. She knew it. She swore she did. But her thoughts were clouded by desire, her body throbbing with need for their touch, their approval, their dominance.

"Three x squared," she gasped, her voice barely more than a whisper. "Minus ten x..."

CLACK.

The spoon struck her stomach this time, the impact sending a fresh wave of sensation through her body. Lena cried out, her back arching as her nipple ached deliciously from the previous impacts.

"You're close," Jace observed, his voice a low rumble. "But you're still not fast enough."

Lena's fingers flew over the keyboard, her determination renewing as she focused on the equation before her. She could do this. She could be smart and sexy, obedient and intelligent. She just needed to concentrate.

"Three x squared," she said, her voice gaining strength. "Minus ten x plus two."

The chat window exploded again with messages from her classmates.

> Alex: HOLY SHIT, LENA, YOU GOT IT?!

> Taylor: LOL are you cheating?!

> James: DAMN, GIRL, YOU'RE A GENIUS!

Lena's screen froze once more, and the video feed changed to a new angle – herself, spread out on the couch, her breasts bare, her pussy glistening with arousal as Tyler's fingers slid inside her.

"Good girl," Tyler praised, his voice rough with approval. "Now let's see how good you are at something else."

Lena's breath hitched as Tyler's fingers appeared on the screen, circling her clit once more. The sight sent waves of pleasure through her body, making it difficult to focus on anything but the growing need between her legs.

"You like that, don't you?" Tyler murmured, his voice barely audible above the thundering of her heartbeat. "You like being our good girl."

Lena moaned softly, her fingers digging into the desk as she tried to maintain some semblance of composure. "Yes," she whispered, the admission sending another jolt of pleasure through her body.

"Then obey us," Derek commanded, his voice firm and unyielding.

Lena's screen froze again, and the video feed changed to a new angle – herself, spread out on the couch, her breasts bare, her pussy glistening with arousal as Tyler's fingers slid inside her.

"Looks like our girl is ready for her next test," Jace said, his voice dark with anticipation.

Lena's breath hitched as Tyler's fingers appeared on the screen, circling her clit in slow, deliberate motions. The sight sent waves of pleasure through her body, making it difficult to concentrate on anything but the growing need between her legs.

"You like that, don't you?" Tyler murmured, his voice barely audible above the thundering of her heartbeat. "You like being filled."

Lena moaned softly, her fingers digging into the desk as she tried to maintain some semblance of composure. "Yes," she whispered, the admission sending another jolt of pleasure through her body.

"Then come for us," Derek commanded, his voice firm and unyielding.

Lena's body exploded in response, her orgasm crashing over her with the force of a tidal wave. She screamed, her body writhing in her chair as waves of pleasure coursed through her, her mind slipping into a blissful, delirious state. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate for the feel of their cocks filling her, pleasuring her, completing her.

And when the waves of pleasure finally subsided and she returned to herself, she knew with absolute certainty that she belonged to them – completely, utterly, and perfectly.
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