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CHAPTER 1

The apartment was quiet. Too quiet for a birthday.

No candles, no balloons, no friends laughing in the next room. Just the low hum of the refrigerator and the soft glow of her bedside lamp. She sat on the edge of the bed in her oversized T‑shirt, phone in her hand, scrolling through the messages that had trickled in since midnight.

Happy birthday!
18 already, wow.
Hope you have fun tonight

She bit her lip at that last one.

Fun.
She knew exactly what kind of fun she wanted.

Her phone screen dimmed. She set it down on the mattress and stood slowly, heart beating a little faster, like she was about to do something she wasn’t supposed to.

Except now she was allowed.
Now she was eighteen.
Now it was all hers.

She slipped the shirt up over her head and let it fall to the floor. Her panties followed. A moment later, she stood naked in front of the full‑length mirror leaning against her wall.

The light was soft, warm, forgiving. It slid across her skin, catching on the curve of her hips, the gentle swell of her breasts, the faint crease where her thighs met. She turned slightly, studying herself from the side, then back again.

“Eighteen,” she whispered.

The word felt heavy in her mouth. Exciting. Dangerous.

Her hand drifted down her stomach, fingers tracing the soft dip of her navel, then lower, until they brushed the warm, damp curls between her legs. She sucked in a breath at the first touch.

God, she was already wet.

Of course she was. She’d been thinking about it all day. All week. All year, really.

Her other hand came up to the mirror, fingertips resting against the cool glass. She leaned closer, spreading her thighs a little wider.

She’d seen so many pictures. So many videos. Girls pulling themselves open, showing off how wide they could get, how stretched, how used. The comments always made her stomach flutter.

So open.
So loose.
Look at that gape.

Her cheeks flushed just remembering it.

Her fingers slipped between her folds, slow and curious. She pressed lightly, then a little deeper, parting herself. Her lips spread around her touch, glistening in the lamplight.

She watched it all in the mirror, unable to look away.

“God…” she murmured.

One finger slid inside. Warm. Tight. Familiar. She pushed deeper, curling it slightly, feeling the soft, slick heat around her.

It felt good, but it wasn’t what she wanted.

Her brows drew together. She pulled her finger out, then pushed two in instead. The stretch was better, a small, sharp sting that made her hips twitch forward.

She breathed out slowly, watching the way her body opened around her fingers. The way her entrance looked fuller, softer, more swollen.

Still not enough.

She pulled them out and reached back toward her nightstand. The drawer slid open with a soft creak, revealing the neat little lineup she’d built over the past year.

Pink silicone. Purple. Clear. Some slim, some thicker. Each one a little bigger than the last.

Her gaze drifted to the largest one. The one she’d bought last week. She hadn’t used it yet. Just holding it had made her stomach flip.

It was thick. Really thick.

She picked it up slowly, feeling its weight in her hand. Her pulse jumped in her throat.

“Tonight,” she whispered. “I’m eighteen. I can do what I want.”

She climbed onto the bed, propping a pillow behind her back so she could still see the mirror. The toy rested against her thigh, cool and heavy.

Her free hand slid down between her legs again, fingers rubbing slow circles over her clit. Her breath hitched immediately. She was so sensitive, nerves buzzing just under her skin.

“Okay,” she whispered to herself. “Slow.”

She lifted the toy and pressed the tip against her entrance. The size alone made her swallow hard. It looked… ambitious. Almost ridiculous against her.

Her hips shifted, instinctively trying to pull away. But she forced herself to stay still, breathing slowly.

She pushed just a little.

Her lips stretched around the tip. The sensation was intense, almost too much. A sharp, full pressure that made her toes curl.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped.

She paused, panting, feeling herself clench around the toy. It was only the tip, and already she felt so full.

But the mirror…
The mirror was right there.

She looked up at her reflection. Saw the way she was spread, the toy pressing inside her, her body trying to take it.

Heat flooded her chest.

“That’s what I want,” she whispered. “More.”

She pushed again, a fraction deeper. The stretch burned, but in a way that made her clit throb. Her free hand moved faster, rubbing herself as she eased the toy in millimeter by millimeter.

Her eyes never left the mirror.

Her entrance looked different already. Wider. More swollen. The skin stretched around the toy, glistening with slick.

“God… look at you,” she murmured, voice shaky.

She pushed a little deeper, until the thickest part of the head slipped inside. Her breath caught in her throat. It felt enormous.

Her hips trembled. Her hand between her legs moved faster, desperate now.

She could see it.
She could see herself being opened.

Her thighs spread wider on the bed. She angled her hips, watching the way the toy filled her, how her body struggled to take it.

Her pulse roared in her ears.

“This is just the start,” she whispered, almost reverent. “I’m going to go bigger. So much bigger.”

Her fingers worked her clit in tight, frantic circles. Her stomach tensed, the pressure building fast. Every tiny movement of the toy inside her sent shocks of pleasure through her.

Her orgasm crept up on her suddenly, sharply. Her back arched, a soft cry spilling from her lips as her hips bucked.

The toy shifted inside her, stretching her even more, and that was enough to tip her over.

She came with a broken gasp, thighs shaking, fingers slick and frantic between her legs. The sensation rolled through her in hot, pulsing waves.

When it finally faded, she slumped back against the pillow, chest heaving.

After a moment, she looked up at the mirror again.

Slowly, she pulled the toy out.

Her lips parted around it as it slid free, leaving her soft, swollen, and slightly open.

She stared at herself, mesmerized.

Not wide.
Not yet.

But different. Promising.

Her lips curled into a small, hungry smile.

“Soon,” she whispered to her reflection. “I’m going to be so open.”


CHAPTER 2

Her thighs were still a little sore when she woke up.

Not in a bad way.
In a way that made her stretch under the sheets and smile to herself.

The memory of the night before came back in flashes, the mirror, the toy, the way her body had opened around it. The way she’d whispered promises to herself like they were vows.

She rolled onto her back and pushed the blanket down, glancing between her legs. Nothing looked different at first. Just her. Soft, pink, and slightly swollen from the night before.

Her hand slid down automatically, fingers brushing over her folds. She was already a little wet.

God. It didn’t take much anymore.

She slipped one finger inside, curious. It went in easily. Too easily.

Her breath caught.

“That’s new,” she murmured.

She added a second finger. The stretch was there, but it didn’t have that same tight resistance she was used to. Her body felt… softer. More willing.

Her stomach fluttered.

She pulled her fingers out and sat up, heart beating a little faster. The mirror was still across the room, leaning against the wall, just like last night.

She climbed out of bed and walked toward it, naked, pulse picking up with every step.

When she stood in front of it, she spread her thighs slightly and bent her knees, lowering herself just enough to get a better look.

Her fingers slid between her legs again. Two this time, pushing them in slowly.

She watched the way her entrance opened around them.

It wasn’t dramatic. Not like the pictures she’d seen online. But it was something. A small, soft parting that hadn’t been there before.

Her breath grew heavier.

She wanted more.

An hour later, she sat at her desk with her laptop open, legs crossed beneath her, still naked from the waist down. Her oversized hoodie covered her upper body, but beneath it, her thighs were bare, warm, and slightly sticky from the morning’s exploration.

The screen glowed in front of her.

She’d found the group late the night before, after her orgasm, after she’d wiped herself down and crawled back into bed. An invite-only forum, buried under layers of links and private tags.

XL Only.

The name alone had made her heart race.

The homepage was a grid of photos. Girls with legs spread wide. Toys thicker than her wrist. Men holding themselves, measuring tapes stretched along hard, thick lengths.

She swallowed.

God, they were big.

She scrolled slowly, eyes wide, heat pooling between her legs. Some of the girls were around her age. Some older. All of them open, stretched, smiling for the camera like they were proud of it.

Like it was something to show off.

A notification popped up in the corner of the screen.

New message request.

Her heart jumped.

She clicked it.

You new here? Haven’t seen you before.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard.

Yeah. Just joined last night.

A pause.

Then:

Got anything to show? Or just here to watch?

Her cheeks burned.

She glanced down at herself. At her bare thighs. At the soft, damp warmth between them.

Her gaze drifted back to the mirror across the room.

An idea crept in.

Her heart began to pound.

A few minutes later, she stood in front of the mirror again, phone in her hand this time.

The hoodie was still on, hanging loosely over her chest. But she’d pushed it up, bunching the fabric under her breasts so her lower body was fully exposed.

She spread her legs slightly.

The phone camera opened. She angled it downward, capturing her hips, her thighs, the soft, glistening line between her legs.

Her fingers slid down slowly, parting herself.

Her breath caught when she saw the image on the screen. It looked… filthy. Intimate. Like something she wasn’t supposed to show anyone.

Which made her wetter.

She pushed two fingers inside herself, slowly, deliberately, watching the way her body opened around them.

Click.

Another angle. Legs a little wider.

Click.

She slipped a third finger in. The stretch made her hiss softly. It was tight, but possible.

Her eyes flicked between the mirror and the screen.

Click.

Her pulse raced. Her skin felt hot all over.

She pulled her fingers out, then used them to gently spread her lips, showing the soft, pink opening beneath.

Click.

Her chest rose and fell quickly.

She looked at the photos. They weren’t perfect. Not as extreme as the ones she’d seen on the forum.

But they were real.
And they were hers.

Her first offering.

She sat back down at the laptop, thighs still slightly spread, phone warm in her hand.

Her message box was still open.

You new here? Haven’t seen you before.

Her fingers trembled slightly as she attached the photo. The one with her two fingers inside, entrance soft and glistening around them.

She hesitated for a second.

Then hit send.

Her heart pounded so hard she could feel it in her throat.

The reply came almost instantly.

Holy shit. You just turn 18 or something?

Her cheeks burned.

Yesterday.

Another pause.

Then:

You look soft. Tight, but soft. Bet you could open real nice.

Her stomach fluttered.

That’s the plan, she typed. I want to get really open.

Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Reappeared.

You in the right place then.

Another message followed:

How big you taken so far?

Her eyes flicked toward the nightstand. Toward the thick toy inside.

She swallowed.

Not as big as I want to.

Good. Means there’s room to grow.

Her thighs pressed together, a small, needy whimper slipping from her lips.

She could feel it already, her new obsession, her new goal, her new ritual forming.

Mirror.
Spread.
Stretch.
Show.

And somewhere out there, she knew, there were men big enough to give her exactly what she wanted.

To leave her open.

To leave her gaping.


CHAPTER 3

She couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Not during breakfast, when the edge of the chair pressed between her thighs and made her squirm. Not in the shower, where the water ran down her body and she found herself parting her lips with her fingers, testing her limits, remembering the stretch. And not even on her walk to the corner store, when she found herself watching every tall, broad-shouldered man who passed by, wondering how thick they might be, how deep they’d reach, if they’d want to see her spread wide and ruined in the mirror.

By noon, she’d checked the forum three times already, heart pounding each time she saw a new notification.
There were messages. More than she expected.

Some were crude, brash:
Bet you couldn’t take my cock, princess.
Got a monster for that pretty pussy, prove you can handle it.

Others were more careful, almost teasing:
You’re cute. Never seen someone so eager to open up before.
You training solo or you want a partner?

A few just sent pictures.
She bit her lip, heat pooling low in her belly at the size of them, thick, veiny, some so long she doubted they could possibly fit, but her body ached at the thought of trying anyway.

She waited until she was alone in her room to reply.

Her hands shook a little as she typed.

I want to get bigger. I want to see myself wide open. Not just for me. For someone else too. Maybe with help?

She read the message twice before hitting send. It felt bold. Dirtier than anything she’d admitted before, even to herself.

The reply came quickly.

You ever had help before?

She hesitated, then decided honesty was hotter.

Not really. Just me and my toys.

A new message pinged.
A different user, this one with a profile pic of a heavy gold ring and strong, tanned hands.

Saw your pics. I help girls train all the time. You want to stretch for real? Get that gape you want?

She shivered. There was a voice in her head, cautioning her to go slow, to think.
But her body was already slick, her heart already racing.

How?

Step one is knowing your limits. What’s the thickest you’ve taken so far?

She glanced at her nightstand drawer, at the thick pink toy that still made her ache when she remembered forcing it in last night.

2.25 inches across. Last night was the first time all the way in.

Not bad. But you can go wider. Got anything bigger? Fists? Doublers?

She flushed, thighs clenching.

I’ve tried three fingers. No fist yet.

Then you start there. I want you to get on your knees in front of the mirror, lube up, and give me a real show. Three fingers, then four if you can. Film it. Send me the clip.

She let out a shaky breath, arousal and nerves buzzing under her skin.

Now?

Now. Don’t hold back. I want to see you really try.

Her pussy throbbed at the order.
She set her phone aside, fingers trembling. Crossed to the mirror, stripping her shorts and panties with impatient hands. Her knees sank into the soft rug. She grabbed her lube from the nightstand, heart hammering.

The mirror caught her image: face flushed, hair wild, breasts rising and falling with quick breaths.

She drizzled cool lube over her fingers, slicking them up. She pressed two fingers inside easily, then a third. Her opening parted, heat rushing over her skin.

She stared at her reflection, teeth caught in her lower lip.

A fourth finger pressed against her entrance. The stretch stung, sharp and overwhelming, but her eyes were glued to the sight of her hole stretching, the skin taut and glistening, her knuckles pushing against her resistance.

“Oh god,” she whimpered.

She pushed, face twisted in a mixture of pain and longing. The fourth finger slipped in halfway, then, with a long exhale, all the way.

Her mouth fell open in a moan.

She rocked gently, watching herself in the glass: gaped wide, stuffed with her own hand, the opening raw and shameless.

The sight made her clit pulse, needy and desperate.

She managed to grab her phone, holding it shaky in her free hand, angling it so the camera caught everything: her knees, her slick, stretched hole, her flushed, trembling body.

She pressed record, whispering, “This is for you. I want to go bigger. Want to be open for you, for anyone who wants to see,”

She held the stretch, rolling her hand to open herself as wide as she could, fingers trembling with the effort, cunt leaking down her wrist.

When she couldn’t take anymore, she let out a strangled cry and came, the pleasure bursting hot and overwhelming, her body twitching on the floor.

When it faded, she pulled her hand out slowly, watching the way her entrance gaped around nothing, open and hungry.

She stared into the mirror, breathless and wild.

She was getting there.

She sent the video without a second thought.

Her phone buzzed a few minutes later.

Holy fuck, baby. That’s what I’m talking about. You want more? I’ll show you how to take it. Meet me tonight. I’ll bring the lube, and the toys. You bring that hungry little hole.

Her thighs clenched together, desperate, still aching from her orgasm.

She typed back with shaking fingers, grinning at her reflection.

Yes. I want it. Show me how wide I can go.

And she meant it.
Tonight, she’d start to find out.


CHAPTER 4

She changed outfits three times before settling on the last one.

A simple black skirt, short enough to ride up when she walked. A thin white top with no bra underneath. Nothing fancy, nothing dramatic, just something that made her feel exposed in a way she secretly loved.

She stood in front of the mirror, turning side to side. The skirt barely covered her thighs. When she bent forward slightly, she could already see the curve of her ass peeking out from the hem.

Her heart pounded.

Tonight wasn’t just about a toy.
Tonight wasn’t just about her fingers.
Tonight someone else was going to stretch her.

She slid her panties down slowly, letting them drop to the floor. For a moment, she hesitated. The cool air brushed against her bare pussy, and she felt suddenly, acutely aware of how open she’d made herself earlier.

Her fingers drifted down, testing.

Two slid inside easily. No resistance. Just warmth and soft, slick heat.

She swallowed, cheeks burning.

“Good girl,” she whispered to her reflection. “Getting softer already.”

She stepped into the skirt again, without the panties, and pulled it up over her hips. The fabric felt strange against her bare skin, brushing right over her exposed lips. Every step she took sent a tiny jolt of sensation up her spine.

Her phone buzzed.

You on your way?

Her breath caught.

Almost.

Hotel Fjord. Room 312. Door will be unlocked. Just walk in.

Her pulse jumped at the thought of an unlocked door. No knocking. No introductions. Just walking into a room where someone was waiting to stretch her.

Okay, she typed back.

The walk there felt unreal.

Every step made her skirt shift against her bare pussy. The cool evening air slipped under the fabric, and she kept glancing around, half convinced someone would notice.

They can’t tell, she reminded herself.
But it still made her heart race.

She passed a group of guys laughing outside a bar. One of them glanced at her legs, then up at her chest. His eyes lingered.

She felt herself get wetter.

If only you knew, she thought.

By the time she reached the hotel lobby, her thighs were slick, her pulse quick and shallow.

She rode the elevator alone. The mirrored walls showed her flushed cheeks, the rise and fall of her chest.

Third floor.
Room 312.

Her knuckles hovered near the door for a second.

Then she remembered the message.

Door will be unlocked. Just walk in.

She turned the handle.

The room was dimly lit. Warm, low lighting. The curtains drawn. The bed neatly made.

And him.

He sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread, elbows resting on his thighs. He looked older than her, maybe mid‑twenties, but not intimidating. Just big. Broad shoulders, thick arms, dark stubble along his jaw.

And between his legs…

Her breath caught.

His cock rested heavy against his thigh. Thick. Long. Already half‑hard, the head flushed and shiny.

It looked bigger than anything she’d ever touched.

“Door open, just like I said,” he murmured. “Good girl.”

Her cheeks burned at the words.

“You can come closer,” he added. “Let me see what I’m working with.”

Her feet moved before her brain caught up. She stepped into the room, closing the door behind her.

“Skirt up,” he said softly.

Her heart hammered. But she didn’t hesitate.

She lifted the hem slowly, exposing her bare hips, her pussy already glistening between her thighs.

He exhaled slowly.

“No panties. Just like I hoped.”

She shifted her weight, suddenly aware of how exposed she was.

“I… wanted to feel open,” she admitted.

His gaze darkened.

“You going to show me how open?” he asked.

She nodded, throat dry. She moved closer, then slowly sank to her knees between his legs.

Her fingers slid between her thighs, parting herself. Two fingers went in easily. She spread them, showing him the soft, wet opening around them.

He groaned quietly.

“Pretty,” he murmured. “But we can do better than that.”

He reached for the nightstand. A small case sat there. He flipped it open, revealing a lineup of toys, thick, curved, some almost obscene in size.

Her stomach fluttered.

He picked one up. It was thicker than anything she owned. Smooth, dark, intimidating.

“Ever taken something this big?” he asked.

She shook her head.

“Want to try?”

Her pulse raced. Her pussy throbbed between her legs.

“Yes,” she whispered.

He smiled.

“Good. On your back, then. Legs up. Let’s see how wide we can make you tonight.”

She lay back on the bed, skirt pushed up around her hips, thighs spread wide. The sheets were cool under her skin.

He knelt between her legs, pouring lube over the toy, then over her pussy. The cool slickness made her gasp.

“Relax,” he murmured. “Let it happen.”

The tip of the toy pressed against her entrance.

Her breath hitched. It already felt big.

He pushed slowly.

Her body resisted, the stretch sharp and intense. She gripped the sheets, eyes flicking toward the mirror across the room.

She could see herself, legs spread, pussy stretching around the thick toy, lips pulled wide.

“Oh god, ” she gasped.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Look at yourself. Watch it happen.”

She did.

The sight was filthy. Her hole stretched wide, skin taut, glistening with lube. The toy sliding deeper, forcing her open.

Her clit throbbed.

“Good girl,” he said softly. “You’re taking it so well.”

She whimpered, hips trembling as he pushed the toy deeper, inch by inch.

It felt huge. Overwhelming. Perfect.

And in the mirror, she could already see it, the beginning of what she’d been craving.

The soft, open look of her body being stretched.

Not wide yet.
But getting there.

And tonight… she knew she’d go further than ever before.


CHAPTER 5

The toy felt enormous inside her.

Every tiny movement made her gasp. Her hips twitched on the hotel sheets, thighs trembling as he slowly worked the thick shaft in and out of her.

She couldn’t stop looking at the mirror.

Her body was spread wide, skirt bunched around her hips, breasts rising and falling with every breath. Between her legs, the toy stretched her open, her lips pulled wide and shiny with lube.

It was exactly what she’d imagined.

“Look at that,” he murmured, voice low. “You’re opening up so nicely.”

Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t look away.

“I want… more,” she whispered.

His eyebrows lifted slightly. “More?”

She nodded, swallowing. “I want to be really open. I want to see it. I want to feel it.”

A slow smile spread across his face.

“Greedy girl.”

He slid the toy out slowly. The sensation made her whimper. When it popped free, she felt strangely empty, her body still tingling from the stretch.

“Stay just like that,” he said.

She kept her legs open, heart racing, watching as he reached down and wrapped his hand around his cock.

Up close, it looked even bigger. Thick at the base, heavy, the skin pulled tight over the shaft as he stroked himself slowly.

Her mouth went dry.

“That’s… that’s going to fit?” she asked, voice small.

He chuckled softly. “We’ll see how much you can take.”

He climbed onto the bed, settling between her legs. The weight of him, the heat of his body, made her shiver.

His cock brushed against her inner thigh, warm and heavy.

“Still want it?” he asked.

She nodded quickly. “Yes. Please.”

He positioned himself at her entrance, the thick head pressing against her. The sensation alone made her gasp. It felt wider than the toy. Warmer. Alive.

“Slow,” he murmured. “Just breathe.”

He pushed gently.

Her body resisted, the stretch intense and almost overwhelming. She gripped the sheets, teeth digging into her lower lip.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered.

“That’s it. Relax around me.”

He pushed a little deeper. The thick head slipped inside, stretching her wider than she’d ever been.

Her eyes snapped to the mirror.

Her pussy was stretched around him, lips pulled tight, skin shiny with lube and arousal. The sight alone made her clit pulse.

“I can see it,” she whispered. “God… I can see it.”

He groaned softly. “You like watching yourself get opened up?”

She nodded, breathless. “Yes.”

He pushed a little deeper, inch by inch, letting her adjust. Every movement made her gasp, her body struggling to take him.

But she didn’t want him to stop.

“More,” she begged softly.

He looked down at her, eyes dark.

“You sure?”

“Yes. I want all of it.”

That was all the encouragement he needed.

He pushed deeper, the thick shaft sliding slowly inside her. The stretch burned, sharp and overwhelming, but it also sent waves of pleasure through her.

Her thighs trembled. Her fingers dug into the sheets.

“Oh my god,” she cried.

He stilled once he was buried deep inside her, both of them breathing hard.

“You did it,” he murmured. “You took it.”

She looked at the mirror again.

Her pussy was wrapped around his thick cock, stretched wider than she’d ever seen it. The sight made her dizzy with arousal.

“Move,” she whispered.

He started slowly, pulling out just a little, then pushing back in.

The sensation was intense, every stroke stretching her open, making her body ache in the best way.

She couldn’t stop watching.

Every thrust showed her more: the way her lips parted, the way her entrance struggled to close around him, the way her body looked… open.

“God, look at you,” he groaned. “So wet. So stretched.”

Her clit throbbed. Her hand slid down between her legs, rubbing herself while he fucked her slowly.

“I want to see it when you pull out,” she whispered. “I want to see how open I am.”

He chuckled softly. “You will.”

His thrusts grew a little deeper, a little harder. The bed creaked softly beneath them. Her moans filled the room, high and needy.

The pressure inside her built quickly. The stretch, the rhythm, the sight of herself in the mirror, it was all too much.

“I’m close,” she gasped.

“Go on,” he murmured. “Come for me.”

Her fingers worked her clit faster. Her back arched. The tension snapped, and pleasure crashed through her in hot, pulsing waves.

She cried out, body shaking beneath him as her orgasm rolled through her.

He groaned, thrusting a few more times before pulling out.

She felt the sudden emptiness immediately.

Her eyes snapped to the mirror.

Her pussy was swollen, wet, and slightly open, her lips parted around nothing.

Her breath caught.

“Oh… wow,” she whispered.

It wasn’t huge. Not the extreme gape she’d seen online. But it was there, a soft, open look that hadn’t existed before.

And she loved it.

She spread her lips with her fingers, staring at the sight.

“I want more,” she murmured. “I want it wider.”

He chuckled behind her, reaching for the toys again.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “We’re just getting started.”


CHAPTER 6

She didn’t remember leaving the hotel.
Only the feeling afterward: raw, wide, deliciously empty.
By the time she made it back to her apartment, her thighs still trembled. Her pussy felt swollen, sensitive with every step.
She dropped her bag on the floor and stood before her mirror, lifting her skirt.
She parted herself with shaky fingers, 
God, she was still open.
Not as much as in the hotel, but enough to make her smile. Enough to know she was different now.

The next day was a blur.

She moved through her classes distracted, daydreaming about the stretch, the slow burn, the thick cock filling her. Each memory made her clench her thighs under the desk, breath shallow, slick gathering between her legs.

At lunch, her phone buzzed.
A message from him.

How are you feeling, pretty girl?

She bit her lip.

Sore. Wet. Still open.

A few seconds passed.
Then another ping.

Good. Next time, I’ll bring something even bigger. If you want it.

She nearly moaned right there in the cafeteria.

I want it. I want to see how far I can go.

I like a girl with goals. Send me a picture when you get home. Show me your progress.

Back in her bedroom, she stripped down again. No ceremony now. Just urgent, needy fingers and the mirror.

She crouched, thighs wide apart, and spread herself.
This time, three fingers went in easily. She added a fourth, groaning at the slow, hungry stretch.
She watched her entrance gape, pink and glossy, the skin around her hole slick and swollen.

She angled her phone for a shot, fingers deep, pussy wide and straining.
Sent it to him without hesitation.

His reply was instant.

Look at that. Getting looser for me already. Ready to try a fist soon?

Her heart skipped.

I want it. I want to see how wide I can get. For you. For me.

We’ll take it slow. But you’re going to be so open, baby. Anyone who sees you will know what you’re made for.

Her cheeks burned. She stroked herself, imaging hands bigger than hers, toys thicker, cocks impossibly wide, all pushing her limits.

That night she dreamed of hands, large, strong, slick with lube, spreading her open, stuffing her full, her body trembling, mouth open as she moaned for more.

She woke up slick, fingers drifting down to test her limits in the darkness.

It hurt. It stretched.
But it felt right.

She fell asleep with her hand still buried deep, whispering to the dark,
“I want more. I want it all.”


CHAPTER 7

Morning light slipped through the curtains, painting gold over the sheets tangled around her legs. She stretched, slow and sore, and the dull ache between her thighs brought a lazy smile to her lips.

She slid her hand down, fingers testing, still marveling at how easily two, then three slipped in. She pushed further, stretching herself, hips rolling up into her palm, chasing that familiar sharp edge.

The mirror caught her movements. The sight of her own body, open, needy, sent a bolt of heat through her.

She sat up, hair mussed, skin flushed.
Messages waited on her phone.
Some were from him.

You awake yet?

She grinned, thumbs moving quick.

Just testing myself in the mirror. It’s getting easier.

Good girl. Ready for your next challenge?

What is it?

He sent a photo.
A hand, bigger than hers, pushing four thick fingers together, thumb curled tight.
Fist.

Her heart thudded.

Tonight?

Tonight. But first, I want you to wear a plug to class. Big as you can handle. Train yourself for me all day. Send me proof before you leave.

A rush of heat pooled between her legs.
She reached for her toy drawer, picking out the thickest plug she owned, short, but wide, the kind that made her toes curl just looking at it.

She lubed it up, pressing the tip against her entrance. Her body resisted at first, then softened, slick, the plug sliding in with a satisfying pop.

She gasped, arching her back, hips rocking as her hole stretched and adjusted around the toy.

The fullness, the weight, made her shiver.

She snapped a picture in the mirror: plug sunk deep, ass bare, skirt bunched at her waist.

Sent it to him.

That’s my girl. Keep it in. All day. Every time you feel it stretch you, think of my hand.

Class was torture.
Every shift in her seat made the plug press against her walls. Each step sent little shocks of sensation up her spine. She bit her lip, squeezing her thighs together under the desk, knowing how open she’d be when it finally slid out.

By the time she made it home, her mind was fuzzy with want. She tossed her bag aside, stripped down in front of the mirror, and eased the plug out with a long, trembling sigh.

Her pussy gaped around nothing, soft and wide, muscles tired but hungry.

She snapped a picture, two hands spreading herself, showing how easily she could take four fingers now.

You ready?
His message pinged immediately.

Yes. Please.

Good. Be at my place in an hour. I want to see you open up for me.

She pulled on her skirt, no panties, and slipped her thickest toy into her bag, a little thrill sparking in her belly.

Tonight, she was going to push her body further than ever before.
And she was going to love every filthy, stretching second of it.


CHAPTER 8

His apartment was on the top floor, door left unlocked just as before.
She let herself in, heart pounding. The living room was softly lit, blinds drawn against the evening, the air already warm and heavy with anticipation.

He stood by the window, shirtless, tattoos along his arms, his gaze dark as she entered.

“Skirt up,” he said quietly.

She obeyed. No panties, just bare skin and the afterglow of a long day spent stretched wide and aching.

He circled her slowly, admiring the view, fingers ghosting over her thighs. “You wear that plug all day like I asked?”

She nodded, shy and proud.
“Show me.”

She stepped to the couch, knees pressing into the cushions. Fingers found her entrance, spreading herself. She was still loose, lips parting around nothing, hole softly open and glistening.

He watched, hunger in his eyes. “You’re already ruined for me.”

Heat flooded her face. She bit her lip, pushing three fingers inside easily, then four. Her body welcomed the stretch now, the ache more pleasure than pain.

He knelt behind her, hand sliding up her back, palm wide and firm. “Ready to go bigger?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

He reached for the lube, coating his hand, fingers, wrist.
“Deep breath,” he murmured, pressing his four fingers against her, thumb tucked in tight.

The pressure was intense. Her body clenched, then softened, opening for him, taking more with every slow push. The burn made her moan, forehead pressed to the couch.

He paused, giving her time, then pushed further. Her entrance stretched wider, the sensation dizzying, her walls fluttering around his thick, slick hand.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, trembling, tears pricking her eyes, not from pain but from the overwhelming fullness, the knowledge she was taking more than ever before.

He twisted gently, knuckles breaching her, thumb sliding in last.

His fist filled her.

She cried out, hips rolling, the pressure exquisite, her body shaking as he held her wide open, letting her feel every inch, every pulse.

“You see yourself?” he growled, glancing toward the mirror across the room.

She forced her eyes up, watched his fist stretching her, saw how her body had given way, lips gaped, hole raw and open, obscene and beautiful.

“I’m so open,” she sobbed, joy and shock and pride mingling.

He began to move, slow and deliberate, fucking her with his fist, each movement making her whimper, clutch the cushions, beg for more.

Her orgasm built fast, overwhelming. When it hit, she screamed, body convulsing, squeezing around his hand.

He pulled out slowly, and she watched herself in the mirror, pussy still wide, lips trembling around nothing, gap refusing to close.

She lay panting, spent, and gloriously ruined.

He kissed her hip, murmuring, “You did it. You’re so fucking open for me.”

And all she could do was smile, giddy and sore and desperate for more.


CHAPTER 9

She drifted home after midnight, body boneless, thighs shaking with every step. Even walking felt different now, her pussy still tingled, stretched and open, her skin tender, the ghost of his fist lingering between her legs.

In her room, she undressed slowly, dropping her skirt and top to the floor. She stood before the mirror, breath shallow. With trembling fingers, she knelt, spreading herself wide.

The reflection made her heart stutter.

She was still gaping.
Not as much as at his apartment, but her hole refused to close all the way, lips parted and glistening, raw and swollen.

A wave of pride and hunger washed over her.

She reached for her phone and snapped a picture, capturing the sight: knees spread, pussy open, face flushed with exhaustion and filthy satisfaction.

She sent it to him without hesitation.

Still open, she wrote.

His reply was quick.

That’s my good girl. Bet you’re aching for more already, aren’t you?

She bit her lip, sliding two fingers in.
They slipped easily, her body welcoming them, greedy for the fullness.

I want to go even bigger, she typed.

You will. You’re made for it. Rest up. Tomorrow, we’ll push you further.

She let her phone drop to the blanket and lay back, hand resting on her stomach, legs spread, feeling the slow throb of satisfaction.

She couldn’t stop picturing herself in the mirror, ruined, open, beautiful.

Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough.


CHAPTER 10

The morning after was different.

She woke before her alarm, body heavy with soreness, a soft ache pulsing between her legs. The memory of his fist inside her, the stretch, the mirror, every detail replayed behind her eyelids.

She reached down, half-awake, and slipped two fingers inside.

They slid in so easily it made her shudder.

She tried a third, then a fourth, her entrance parted, no real resistance, just a warm, greedy welcome. She curled her fingers, testing the stretch, the rawness still there but sweeter now.

Her heart pounded with pride.

She got up, padding naked across the floor. In the mirror, her body looked different. Her lips were swollen, her pussy softer and more willing, the entrance still slightly open, a pink oval that didn’t quite close.

She grinned, tracing the shape with gentle fingers.

All day, she walked with a secret smile. Under her skirt, she wore nothing, enjoying the feeling of air against her bare skin, a subtle reminder of how much she’d changed.

Every now and then, she’d slip away to the bathroom, fingers testing, stretching, watching herself in her phone’s camera, cataloguing her progress.

Messages from him buzzed her phone.

Thinking of you. That hungry little hole getting looser yet?

She sent him a picture, three fingers deep, parted wide.

Getting closer. Still want more.

Good. Tonight, I want you to bring your biggest toy. I’ll help you take it, and then some.

A thrill ran through her.

She spent the afternoon distracted, checking the mirror, running through scenarios in her head. The more she thought about it, the more she wanted, fuller, wider, ruined for anyone but him.

When evening came, she showered and shaved, picking out her shortest dress, tossing her biggest toy in her bag with a shiver of anticipation.

His apartment felt familiar now, the air thick with expectation. He greeted her with a slow, knowing smile, ushered her in with a hand on the small of her back.

“Ready for your lesson?” he murmured, voice dark.

She nodded, heart racing. “Please.”

He led her to the bed, undressed her with slow, practiced hands, baring her skin, her softness, her hunger.

“On your back,” he ordered, reaching for the lube and the thick toy.

She obeyed, legs spread wide, watching as he slicked up the toy, then pressed it to her entrance.

“Breathe. Let me open you up.”

He worked the toy in slow circles, pressing, stretching, coaxing her body to accept it. She moaned, hips lifting, her hole straining around the thick width.

He watched her in the mirror, eyes hungry.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Take it. Let it in.”

With patience and praise, he pushed deeper, his free hand stroking her clit, coaxing pleasure to mingle with the burn.

She gasped, feeling the toy slip in further than ever before.

“I can see myself,” she whimpered, staring at the mirror. “God, I’m so open…”

He leaned down, mouth hot on her ear. “Not enough yet. Not until you’re gaping for me. Until you can take it all, and more.”

His words tipped her over the edge.

She came hard, body arching, cunt clenching tight around the toy and then relaxing, stretching even wider.

He held her open, praising her, making her watch.

And as she drifted in the aftermath, loose and blissed and ruined, she knew she was getting closer to her goal.

Tomorrow, she’d go wider still.
Tomorrow, she’d make herself gape.


CHAPTER 11

She barely slept, mind humming with images, her stretched entrance in the mirror, his praise, the promise of more. Every time she dozed off, her body twitched, hips rolling unconsciously against the sheets, desperate for that delicious ache of being opened.

By morning, her hunger was back, stronger than ever.

She messaged him as soon as she woke.

Can we do it again? Today? I want to go further.

The reply was nearly instant.

Morning, greedy girl. You sore?

She sent him a photo, sprawled in bed, legs open, three fingers buried easily to the knuckle, her hole soft and pink.

A little. But I want to feel it again. I want to see how wide I can get today.

You’re insatiable. I love it. Come over. Let’s see if we can break your record.

The anticipation left her restless. She showered, touched herself under the hot water, unable to resist the slow stretch of her own hand, imagining his, bigger and stronger, forcing her wider.

She dressed quickly, skipping underwear. The ride to his apartment was a haze of need.

He answered the door shirtless, grinning when he saw the look on her face.

“Couldn’t wait, huh?”

She shook her head, moving past him, shedding her dress without a word.

He took his time, kneeling between her spread thighs, hands gentle but firm as he worked her open with lube and patient fingers. She moaned as he slipped four fingers inside, then pressed for more.

“Relax,” he murmured, voice deep. “You can take it. Show me how hungry you are.”

She breathed through the burn, hips rocking, the sensation skirting the line between pain and pleasure. When his fist breached her, her eyes went wide, mouth dropping open in shock and awe.

She watched herself in the mirror across the room, her body gaping around his hand, lips swollen, skin taut, stretched wider than ever before.

The sight sent her spiraling. Her moans grew frantic, breath ragged.

He moved his fist in slow, careful circles, twisting, stretching her deeper.

“You’re perfect like this,” he said, voice rough. “So fucking open. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she gasped, tears slipping from the corners of her eyes. “God, yes. Don’t stop. Please, don’t ever stop.”

He fucked her with his fist, slow and relentless, until her body trembled with another hard orgasm, squeezing around him, then relaxing, letting him push even deeper.

When he finally pulled out, her hole stayed open, gaping for long, beautiful seconds before slowly, reluctantly starting to close.

She collapsed onto the bed, sweat cooling on her skin, chest heaving.

He kissed her shoulder, whispered in her ear.

“You’re addicted now. You’ll never be able to go back.”

And she knew, with a fierce, wild joy, that he was right.


CHAPTER 12

The rest of the day blurred.
Everything felt different, walking home, she was keenly aware of the slow, wet glide between her thighs, the soreness that lingered, the way her body pulsed and ached, still stretched and open from the morning’s session.

Back in her apartment, she stripped and stood before her mirror again, fingers sliding in almost absently. Three, four, her body swallowed them, skin glistening. She spread her lips wide, watching her hole gape, still open, still hungry.

She couldn’t stop smiling.

Messages poured in from the forum, her latest video had gone viral.
Dozens of comments, most of them crude, some in awe, some just begging for more.

How do you get so open?
Damn, baby, you’re a fucking legend.
Ever tried two fists?

She shivered at the thought, the wildness of it.

Her phone buzzed, a message from him.

Proud of you, pretty girl. Never seen anyone stretch so fast. You want more?

She sent him a selfie, sprawled on her back, four fingers spread, her entrance gaping for the camera.

Always. What do you want me to do next?

I want to watch you train. Every night. Plug yourself. Go bigger if you can. I’ll come over tomorrow with something new. Something huge.

Her heart skipped.
She loved the thought of training, of getting herself ready, of opening herself more with each night.

She rummaged in her drawer for her thickest toy, lubed it up, pressed the head to her entrance, hips tilting up as she pushed it in slowly.

The stretch was sweet, a burn that made her gasp, pleasure prickling at the edges of pain.

She took her time, rocking her hips, forcing the toy deeper, wider. Her eyes locked on her reflection, her gaping, ruined hole around the thick length.

When she finally came, it was sharp and shattering, her body jerking, the toy slipping deeper, her mouth falling open in a silent scream.

She lay there, panting, hole stretched, the ache delicious.

Tomorrow, she thought, chest rising and falling. Tomorrow, I’ll go even wider.

And she knew, she’d never felt more alive.


CHAPTER 13

She trained herself all night.

After every orgasm, she’d rest, legs trembling, then start again, working the thick toy deeper, angling it wider, holding herself open for longer and longer, obsessed with the ache and the growing ease with which her body accepted it.

By sunrise, she was raw, spent, and giddy. Her entrance felt loose and swollen, a tingling fullness lingering with every shift of her hips. She barely made it through breakfast, unable to stop glancing at her phone, waiting for his message.

It came before noon.

Ready for your surprise, hungry girl?

She snapped a photo in the mirror, sprawled, thighs wide, the toy still buried to the hilt, her pussy parted and glistening.

I’ve never been more ready.

Good. Don’t get dressed. I’ll be there in twenty.

She stayed naked, nerves sparking under her skin. She kept stretching herself, working the toy in and out, pushing past each edge of discomfort, eyes fixed on her reflection, wider, pinker, open.

The doorbell rang. She answered it breathless, pulling him in by the shirt, mouth finding his before he could say a word.

He grinned, palming her ass, fingers trailing between her legs. “You’ve been busy.”

She moaned as he knelt, spreading her thighs, admiring the view. “Gorgeous. Even gaped before noon. Let’s see what you can do.”

He opened his bag, new toys, thicker and heavier than anything she’d ever touched. One was nearly the size of his fist, solid and unyielding.

Her pulse hammered. “You want me to take that?”

He smiled. “I want you to try. I’ll help.”

He slicked her with lube, gentle but firm, encouraging her to push through the burn, to breathe and open. He worked two hands, one stretching her wide, the other teasing her clit until she was gasping and desperate.

When the new toy pressed against her entrance, she cried out, then, slowly, with his patient coaxing, she felt herself open around it, inch by inch, impossibly wide.

She watched in the mirror, wild-eyed, stunned at what her body could do.

He praised her, voice low and rough, every word a new pulse of pleasure.

When he finally slid the toy free, she gaped wide, her hole refusing to close. She felt empty, proud, insatiable.

“You’re almost there,” he whispered, kissing her forehead. “You’re becoming the girl you always wanted to be.”

And as she sprawled on the bed, breathless, open, her reflection raw and ruined and perfect, she knew she would never stop chasing that feeling.


CHAPTER 14

The day passed in a dreamy haze of soreness and satisfaction. Every step, every shift in her seat reminded her of how stretched and open she’d become, her body still humming with the aftershocks of being filled so wide.

She wore a loose dress, no underwear, savoring the feel of air against her bare, sensitive skin. The smallest movements made her ache, made her want more.

She couldn’t resist checking herself in the mirror.
Kneeling, she pressed her thighs apart, parting her lips with both hands.

Her hole gaped softly, the flesh pink and willing, refusing to close all the way.

She shivered, pride swelling inside her.

Her phone chimed, another message from him.

How does it feel, being so open?

She sent him a photo, spreading herself wider for the camera.

Addictive. I can’t stop looking. Can’t stop wanting more.

I have an idea for you. There’s a party tonight. Private. Everyone there loves a girl who can take it. Want to come show off?

Her heart pounded.

Yes. I want them to see how open I am.

Wear something easy to take off. Bring your biggest toy. I’ll pick you up at eight.

The party was in a penthouse, lights low, music thumping behind heavy curtains. He led her inside, arm around her waist, introducing her as “the girl who loves to gape.”

There were others, men and women, all older, all watching her with hungry, approving eyes.

He whispered in her ear, “Show them. Show everyone what you can do.”

Heat rushed to her cheeks, but she wanted it, wanted the eyes, the admiration, the lust.

She stripped out of her dress, climbed onto the center bed, spreading her legs wide. He knelt beside her, slicking her with lube, fingers working her open, encouraging her as she slid in her biggest toy.

Gasps and murmurs echoed around the room.

He pushed her further, stretching her, holding her wide for everyone to see. She watched herself in the mirrored ceiling, gaping, raw, displayed for a crowd.

Hands touched her, teasing, spreading her wider, stroking her clit.
Her orgasm hit hard, body arching, open and shameless in front of strangers.

Applause followed, hungry and approving.

After, she curled into his arms, shivering, dazed and radiant.

He kissed her forehead.

“Tonight you belonged to everyone. But this,”
His hand cupped her gaping pussy, gentle and reverent.
“, is still yours.”

And as she lay there, aching, stretched, and seen, she knew she’d never stop wanting to show the world how open she could be.


CHAPTER 15

The morning after the party, she awoke tangled in hotel sheets, thighs sticky and sore, the taste of last night’s applause still in her mouth. For a moment, she just lay there, replaying everything, the eyes on her, the hands helping her spread wider, the thrill of being so exposed.

She sat up slowly, finding her reflection in the gilded mirror across the room. Her body was marked with gentle bruises, the faint red of fingers on her hips, but what made her heart leap was lower, her pussy, still swollen and parted, her entrance refusing to close.

She climbed out of bed, padding to the mirror. She knelt and parted her lips.
The gape was there, soft, pink, willing. She could see all the way inside.
She grinned, flushed and proud, and snapped a photo.

She sent it to him.

Still open. I loved last night. I want more.

His reply made her tremble.

You made an impression. A couple from the party wants to help train you further. They specialize in double-stretching. You up for it?

She swallowed hard. Her body tingled at the thought.

Yes. I want to see how wide I can get. I want to take both.

You’re such a good girl. They’ll come by tonight. I’ll be there. Rest up, stretch if you can. They want to see just how much you can take.

All day, she prepared, warming up with toys, fingers, even trying both hands at once. The anticipation was a thrum beneath her skin, a constant ache between her thighs.

When the doorbell rang, her heart nearly leapt out of her chest.

The couple arrived, a man and woman, both older, confident. Their smiles put her at ease, but their gaze lingered on her hips, hungry and curious.

The four of them gathered in the living room. She stripped, lay back, and let them work, gentle, guiding hands, more lube than she’d ever felt, warm encouragement as she relaxed and opened.

First one hand, then two, working side by side, easing her open, stretching her far past anything she’d managed alone.

The burn was intense, but the pleasure deeper, the pride in every gasp, the satisfaction in every new inch taken.

She stared into the mirror, awestruck at the sight of herself, hole so wide she could barely believe it was her own.

Afterward, the three of them praised her, cradling her against their chests, hands stroking her skin, telling her how beautiful she looked, how rare, how open.

And as she drifted off in their arms, spent and raw and radiant, she knew she was ready for more.
Always more.


CHAPTER 16

She spent the whole next day floating on a cloud of soreness and pride.
Walking was a challenge, every step reminded her of how open she’d become, how easily she could be stretched by patient, skilled hands. Sitting, she felt her lips part, sensitive and swollen, her body refusing to close. She loved every second of it.

In the shower, she explored herself again, two, three, then four fingers slipping inside with barely any resistance. She tried both hands, just to feel that new fullness, her entrance straining, her reflection flushed and breathless.

Messages poured in all afternoon.

You were incredible last night, the couple wrote. We’d love to stretch you further.

How are you feeling today? he added.

She snapped a photo, legs wide, four fingers buried, her pussy open and glossy.

Sore and happy. I want more. I want to see just how far I can go.

There’s another event this weekend. All eyes will be on you. Ready to show them what a good girl you are?

Her heart thudded at the thought.

Yes. I want to show off. I want everyone to see how open I can be.

Start training every night. Biggest toys, longest sessions. I’ll send new plugs to help you stretch. Take pictures. Let me see everything.

That evening, she set up her mirror and phone, pouring lube over her favorite extra-thick plug. She pressed it in, stretching herself slow, savoring the delicious burn as her entrance widened around the toy.

She spent hours like that, kneeling, holding herself open, moaning softly at her own reflection, training, dreaming of the moment she’d be on display again, a gape so wide no one could look away.

Before bed, she sent him a final photo: her plug sunk deep, hole gaping, pride in her eyes.

Getting ready. Getting looser. I can’t wait for everyone to see me.

She fell asleep with her hand pressed between her thighs, her body humming with anticipation and need, already hungry for the next stretch, the next challenge, the next night she’d open herself for all the world to see.


CHAPTER 17

The training became her obsession.

Each evening, she’d lay towels across the bed, set her phone to record, and line up her growing collection of toys and plugs. She warmed herself up, two fingers, three, four, then switched to the largest plug, coaxing her body to accept its girth, holding it in for longer and longer stretches.

Some nights she managed the new double-ended toy he’d sent, thicker than anything she’d used before. The ache always lingered, but the pride in her reflection kept her pushing.

He checked in every night.

How’s my girl? Are you staying open for me?

She’d send photos: kneeling in the mirror, plugs deep, her hole stretched wide, her face flushed with effort and joy.

Looser every day. I want to show you in person.

Almost time. Just a few more days. Think you can make yourself gape on command by then?

The challenge made her clench with excitement.

By the weekend, her body responded instantly to her own touch, three, four, even five fingers slipping in easily, her entrance gaping on its own after a long session, the flesh soft, pink, and utterly willing.

The day of the event, she pampered herself, long shower, smooth skin, hair brushed and shining. Under her dress, she wore nothing. Every step reminded her of the emptiness, the readiness, the hunger to be filled.

He picked her up, squeezing her thigh in the car. “You look nervous.”

She shook her head. “I just want to make you proud.”

He smiled, voice low. “You already have. But tonight, I want everyone to see how open you are. I want them to watch as you stretch yourself, show them what you can take.”

Her breath came quick. “I’ll do anything you want.”

At the event, lights were low, the crowd buzzing with anticipation. He led her to the center of the room, eyes on her, hands gentle.

“Ready?”

She nodded.

She undressed, kneeling on a padded platform, spreading her thighs for everyone to see.

He handed her the largest plug. She pressed it to her entrance, feeling the eyes, the heat, the hunger. With slow, steady pressure, she worked herself open, her body yielding, the plug sliding in with a wet, glorious pop.

Gasps, murmurs, a ripple of applause.

He knelt beside her, whispering, “Show them. Show them how you gape for me.”

She pulled the plug free, parting herself with both hands.

Her hole gaped, wide and pink and proud, refusing to close.

A moment of stunned silence, then applause, cheers, and a rush of approval that made her body sing.

She’d done it.
She was wide open for everyone to see, just as she’d always wanted.


CHAPTER 18

The event felt like a dream, an endless, feverish loop of hands, voices, and eyes all trained on her, celebrating what she’d become. Even as she knelt in the spotlight, body stretched and trembling, she craved more.

After the applause, guests approached with reverence. Some wanted to watch her stretch again, some asked for pictures, a few simply thanked her for being so open, so fearless.

He stayed at her side, protective, his praise soft in her ear. “You’ve never looked more beautiful.”

Back at his apartment that night, she sprawled on his bed, legs wide, hungry for him alone. He took his time, fingers slick with lube, working her open again, coaxing her body to relax even further.

“You’re made for this,” he murmured, sliding four fingers, then his fist, then twisting his wrist until she moaned, her body gaping, the hole refusing to close around nothing.

She stared at herself in the mirror, utterly ruined, breathtakingly open.

“Do you see it?” he whispered. “How far you’ve come?”

Tears stung her eyes. “I want more. Please, don’t stop. I want to be so open for you, forever.”

He moved slowly, filling her again and again, holding her wide, making her watch every moment.

Her orgasms came fast, each one ripping her open a little more, shattering her resistance, leaving her panting, sobbing, desperate for the next.

By dawn, she couldn’t close around even three fingers. She was gaping, raw, gloriously empty.

He kissed her, gentle, reverent. “You belong to me now. To this feeling. You’re perfect.”

She drifted to sleep in his arms, body stretched and satisfied, her dreams filled with hands, eyes, and the endless, beautiful ache of being open.


CHAPTER 19

She awoke sore and satisfied, the sunlight bright through the blinds, body humming with remembered pleasure. Her hand drifted down, slipping between her thighs, searching for that telltale openness.

Three fingers slid in without effort. She pushed a fourth, watching her entrance part, lips soft and yielding.

She grinned at her reflection in the mirror, still wide, still hungry.

Her phone chimed.

I can’t stop thinking about you last night. You’ve never looked so perfect.

She sent him a photo: sprawled on the sheets, fingers buried, entrance gaping for the camera.

I want to go further. I want to be able to gape for you, for anyone, anytime I want.

You’re almost there. You just need a little more training. Today, I want you to wear the biggest plug all day. Then tonight, I’ll bring something new. Something you’ve never tried before.

A shiver ran through her.

She lubed the extra-wide plug, pressing it to her entrance, moaning as it forced her open, stretching her walls to their new, eager limits.

She wore it beneath her loose dress, every step a reminder of what she’d become. All day, she snapped photos for him: kneeling in the mirror, spreading herself wide, the plug gleaming between her cheeks.

By evening, she was trembling with anticipation.

He arrived with a new toy, a thick, double-ended plug, impossibly wide, designed to stretch her further.

He guided her through it, patient and gentle, coaxing her body to yield, to open, to gape wider than ever before.

Tears streaked her cheeks as she finally took it all, her hole stretched to its limit, her body shuddering with raw, overwhelming pleasure.

He praised her, holding her close, kissing her sweat-slicked forehead.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered. “You’re everything I’ve ever wanted.”

And as she gazed at her reflection, gaping, ruined, radiant, she knew she would never stop.
Not until she was as open as she could possibly be.


CHAPTER 20

Evening brought nerves and excitement that left her restless, pacing the apartment in her loose dress, the plug heavy and constant inside her. Every time she sat, the pressure made her moan softly; every time she stood, she felt herself pulse and open, hungry for more.

His knock at the door was soft, almost teasing.

She let him in, barely able to meet his eyes, so raw with need she could hardly breathe.

“Take it out,” he murmured.

She obeyed, kneeling on the living room rug, fingers trembling as she eased the plug from her body. The release left her gaping, wide, wet, fluttering, as if her hole refused to forget the fullness.

He knelt beside her, gaze hot.

“Look at you. Beautiful. So fucking open.”

She blushed, pride and shame mingling.
“I want to be wider,” she whispered.

He smiled, pulling the double-ended plug from his bag, the width making her swallow.

“Tonight we’re going to go slow. I want you to feel every inch, every stretch. Can you do that for me?”

She nodded, breath shuddering.
“Yes. I want you to watch me open. I want to see it too.”

He guided her to the mirror, positioning her on all fours. The living room lamp cast her body in gold and shadow, her gaping hole slick and eager. He poured lube into his palm, working it over the toy, then across her entrance, massaging, teasing, making her moan and arch back for more.

He pressed the thick tip to her, letting her feel the weight, the promise.
“Breathe. Let it happen.”

She relaxed her muscles, letting the toy press in, the stretch slow and merciless. Inch by inch, the widest part forced her open, pain and pleasure blurring, making her gasp and whimper.

“Good girl. That’s it. Watch yourself. See how you gape.”

She looked up into the mirror, the sight filthy and mesmerizing, her hole stretched obscenely wide, the toy slowly disappearing, her body trembling with the effort.

He moved behind her, hands on her hips, pressing her down, working the toy in and out, each thrust pushing her further, making her sob with need.

When the thickest part finally slid in, she cried out, entire body shaking, her hole stretched so wide she couldn’t believe it was real.

He pulled the toy out slowly, and she watched herself gape, entrance refusing to close, twitching and raw, shining in the lamplight.

He knelt beside her, stroking her hair, kissing her shoulder.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered. “There’s nothing you can’t take.”

She smiled through her tears, exhausted and radiant, pride swelling in her chest.

She knew, there would always be more.
More toys. More hands. More eyes.
But tonight, she was the most open she’d ever been.
And she wanted everyone to see.


CHAPTER 21

She couldn’t stop touching herself the next morning, still wide, still tingling from the night before. Her body felt altered, every nerve raw and alive. When she pressed three fingers in, then four, they slid inside with a slippery ease that made her dizzy with pride.

She filmed herself in the mirror, kneeling, spreading her lips, holding herself wide open for the camera. She sent the video to him, watched his reply pop up almost instantly.

You’re incredible. Ready for your next challenge?

Always, she typed back, her pulse skipping.

There’s a photographer I trust, someone who captures girls like you at their most open. You’ll get to watch yourself, see every angle. What do you think?

She hesitated for a heartbeat, the thought of being documented, displayed, making her shudder with both fear and a wild, desperate want.

Yes. I want to see what I look like. I want everyone to see how far I can go.

He set it up for the weekend.

The studio was all white walls and soft light. The photographer, a woman, calm and professional, greeted her with a gentle smile.

“No shame here,” she promised. “You’re beautiful. We’ll take it at your pace.”

She undressed, laying out her toys, the plugs, even the double-ended monster she’d conquered the night before. The photographer adjusted the mirror, positioned the camera, and waited.

She knelt, legs spread, hands parting her lips, showing herself off for the lens. Each click made her heart race, the flash painting her skin gold and pink.

“Hold yourself open,” the woman said softly. “Good, wider. Can you take the plug for me?”

She moaned, sliding it in, her hole stretching around the thick width, her face flushed with effort and ecstasy. The camera caught every tremble, every gasp, every glistening detail.

The photographer moved closer, whispering, “You’re gorgeous. You’re perfect. Look how open you are.”

By the end, her body ached, her hole gaped, and her pride blazed in her eyes. She watched as the first proofs appeared on the screen, raw, honest, stunning. She had never looked so beautifully, shamelessly ruined.

She sent the best shots to him that night.

You’re art, he wrote back. And you’re not done. Next time, we’ll fill you for real. You’ll see just how open you can get.

Her body shivered at the promise.

She was ready.
More than ready, she was starving for it.


CHAPTER 22

The photoshoot changed something inside her. Seeing herself spread so wide, hole gaping for the camera, stripped her of any last shyness. She stared at the pictures all morning, heat blooming under her skin each time she zoomed in on the raw, swollen pink of her most secret place.

She sent her favorite shot to him, a close-up, her entrance open around the thick plug, her fingers holding herself wide.

I can’t believe it’s me, she typed.

I can, he replied. It’s always been you. And now you’re going to go even further.

He arrived in the afternoon, bag in hand, eyes dark with hunger.

“No warmup today,” he murmured, already guiding her to the bedroom. “I want you to feel every stretch. I want you to remember how it feels to go further than you ever have.”

He undressed her, spreading her out on the bed, lifting her hips high on a pillow. He poured lube over his fist, letting it drip between her parted lips, cool and slick.

She braced herself, moaning as his four fingers slid in, then his thumb, knuckles pushing past the resistance with a sharp, hot ache.

He went slow, relentless. The burn flared, then softened, her body yielding, opening, swallowing his hand.

He held her wide, letting her watch in the mirror as her hole stretched obscenely around his wrist.

“Breathe, pretty girl. Watch yourself. See how perfect you are.”

She sobbed, hips rolling, lost to the pleasure and the pride.

When he started to move, gently twisting, stretching her deeper, she broke, cumming hard, body clenching around his fist and then relaxing, opening even wider.

He kept her there, filled and open, letting her see it, letting her feel just how far she’d come.

When he finally withdrew, her entrance stayed wide, trembling and raw, refusing to close.

He kissed her softly.
“You did it. You’re gaping for me. For everyone. And I promise you, this is just the beginning.”

She believed him.

And as she lay there, spent and ruined, she craved only one thing: more.


CHAPTER 23

Days blurred together in a haze of stretching, training, and relentless want. Each night, she worked herself open in front of the mirror, learning her body’s rhythms, testing new depths and widths, documenting her progress for him. Each morning, she woke aching and proud, her entrance softer, her hole refusing to close no matter how long she waited.

She lived in loose dresses now, no underwear, loving the constant reminder of how empty and ready she felt. At the grocery store, at the library, every step sent secret shivers through her body, her mind drifting to what she’d become, and what she still wanted.

His messages kept her hungry.

Getting closer. Are you ready for another crowd?

Yes, she replied, sending him a photo, spread wide in her chair, three fingers buried, her hole gaping, her eyes wild with need.

He told her to come to the club that night.

The club was underground, private, filled with people who knew her name now, people who’d watched her open herself again and again. She felt their eyes as she entered, pride blooming alongside her nerves.

He met her at the door, arm firm around her waist, leading her to the stage.

“Show them,” he whispered. “Show them what you are.”

She undressed, climbing onto the platform, legs spread wide. The spotlight was blinding, the silence thick with anticipation.

He guided her hands, slicked her with lube, handed her the biggest plug yet, thick, heavy, impossible, and helped her work it in, inch by aching inch. She gasped, hips bucking, the crowd murmuring their encouragement, their awe.

When the plug popped inside, she sobbed, her hole stretched wider than ever, body quivering with pride and relief.

He helped her pull it out, spreading her lips with both hands. Her entrance gaped for the room, a soft, open invitation.

Applause thundered in her ears.
Cameras flashed.
She smiled, radiant, triumphant, open for everyone to see.

Later, backstage, he kissed her softly, voice thick with pride.

“You’ve never looked more perfect. You’re the queen of the gape, and you haven’t even reached your limit.”

She shivered at the promise.

And all she could think was, soon.
Soon she’d find out just how open she could really be.


CHAPTER 24

She could still hear the applause, see the camera flashes behind her eyes as she showered the next morning. Her pussy ached, still gaping, still sensitive, a delicious soreness radiating through her body. When she glanced down, water streaming over her skin, her entrance was still parted, the memory of the club night written across her flesh.

She couldn’t help herself, she propped her foot on the edge of the tub and slid three fingers in, then four. Her body opened, eager, greedy, as if begging for more. She grabbed her phone, snapping a photo through the steam, and sent it to him.

Still open. Still hungry. Want more.

His reply came before she could towel off.

Good. You’ve got another challenge tonight. There’s a guest at the club. Someone who wants to see you stretch in person. He’s known for being the biggest, think you can take him?

Her pulse fluttered at the thought. The stories about him, monstrous, relentless, gentle when needed, but ruthless in his pursuit of a true gape.

I want to try. I want everyone to watch me take all of him.

Wear something easy to remove. Don’t stretch too much today, I want him to see you open up fresh.

She obeyed, spending the day with only her smallest plug, keeping her hunger at a simmer, nerves and anticipation winding tighter with every hour.

At the club, the air was electric, everyone whispering, waiting for the main event.

He was taller, broader, with thick hands and a cock that made her breath catch the second she saw it, thicker than her wrist, veins bulging, the head swollen and slick.

He took his time with her, guiding her onto the stage, letting the crowd press close.

He stroked her, whispered encouragement, pressed lube over her lips and down her thighs, making her squirm and beg.

When he finally pushed inside, the stretch was brutal, breathtaking. She gasped, clawing at the sheets, the pressure unlike anything she’d ever felt.

But he was patient, careful, working her open, praising every inch she took.

When she finally swallowed him to the base, the crowd erupted.
She screamed, cumming hard, body shaking as her hole gaped around his impossible width.

He pulled out slow, letting everyone see her open, ruined, radiant.

Cameras flashed. Applause roared.

She knelt there, trembling and proud, her body and her reputation stretched to new limits.
And she knew she was closer than ever to her goal, open for anyone, anytime, gaping on command.

And she wanted even more.


CHAPTER 25

She couldn’t walk straight the next morning, her body ached in the best way, her entrance raw, swollen, and stubbornly open. Every movement reminded her of the night before: the crowd’s thunderous cheers, the stretch, the heavy fullness that left her ruined and beaming with pride.

She sprawled on her bed, snapped a photo of herself still gaping, and sent it to him.

How do you feel, superstar?
Empty. Sore. Addicted. I want to go bigger.

I’ve got something planned. You ready for the next level?

Always.

That night, he arrived with a duffel bag packed with new toys, huge, heavy, daring her to stretch even further. He poured lube over her, coaxing her open with fingers, working her up from three to four, then five, the slide easy, her body hungry.

He pressed the biggest toy to her entrance, pausing only to look into her eyes. “Ready?”

She nodded, heart pounding, and pushed down to meet him.

The burn was deep, a sweet ache as the widest part slid inside, her hole forced open beyond anything she’d known. She screamed, pleasure, pride, the wild thrill of being filled so wide.

He praised her, voice dark and loving. “You’re perfect. You’re a legend.”

He left her open, ruined, trembling and proud, promising even more to come.

And as she watched herself in the mirror, her entrance soft and wide, refusing to close, she knew she’d never go back.

She was addicted, body, mind, and soul, to the beautiful, brutal, perfect art of the gape.


CHAPTER 26

She spent the day floating, body loose and humming with pleasure, pride flooding her every time she shifted and felt how easily she opened, how naturally she stayed stretched. Even sitting at her desk, her entrance tingled, parted, a secret ache echoing through her core.

She could hardly wait for nightfall.
His message arrived as dusk settled.

Tonight’s about endurance. I want you to hold yourself open as long as you can. I’ll come watch. I want to see you stay gaping for me, no matter what.

She set up her mirror, dimmed the lights, laid towels over her bed, and lined up her biggest plugs and toys. She warmed herself up, working her body until three fingers slid in, then four, then the widest plug nestled deep and held her open, the stretch steady and relentless.

He arrived quietly, watching from the doorway as she spread herself wide, fingers glistening with lube, entrance gaping for him. His eyes were hungry, proud.

“How long can you keep it?” he murmured, crossing the room.

She held the plug in, then pulled it out slowly, spreading her lips wide with both hands, her hole refusing to close, trembling, pulsing with effort.

He stroked her hair, whispered encouragement as she strained to keep herself open, five minutes, ten, longer, her muscles burning, the effort turning to euphoria.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, kneeling beside her. “You’re made for this.”

He slid fingers inside, then his fist, pushing her wider, letting her watch every second in the mirror.

When her muscles finally gave out, she collapsed in a haze of sweat and triumph, her entrance still trembling and soft, gaping from the long, brutal stretch.

He kissed her gently, pride in his eyes.

“You did it,” he said. “You’re more open than ever. And you’re not done yet.”

She smiled, exhausted and glowing, her body still parted, hungry for more.

Tomorrow, she knew, she’d stretch herself even further, holding herself open for as long as it took to make the gape permanent, a part of who she was, forever.


CHAPTER 27

She woke to a dull ache, the echo of last night’s stretch radiating through her core. She touched herself immediately, barely believing how easily her fingers slipped in, how her entrance parted without resistance, lips soft and swollen, gaping for her morning inspection.

She filmed a quick video, kneeling in the golden morning light, spreading herself open for the camera, whispering the things she’d never dared say before.

Still open. Still yours. I want more.

His reply came before she’d finished replaying the video.

Tonight’s the next step. Two men, both big, both hungry. Can you take them together? Can you hold yourself open for both at once?

She shivered with anticipation.

Yes. I want to be filled. I want to be ruined for everyone.

The rest of the day was a restless, blissful haze. She stayed bare under her dress, stretching herself with her biggest toys, training her muscles to yield, to hold her wide and ready.

That night, they met her at his apartment, two men, both thick and eager, both watching her with that mixture of awe and lust that made her pulse race.

He coached her, coaxing her onto the bed, guiding the first inside her, then the second, working them side by side, her body forced open wider than ever before.

The stretch was brutal, the fullness exquisite, her cries of pleasure blending with gasps from her audience.

She stared into the mirror, awestruck at the sight, her pussy stretched around two thick cocks, her hole impossibly wide, her body trembling on the edge of pain and ecstasy.

When they finally pulled out, her entrance gaped so wide she could see all the way inside.

She collapsed in his arms, sobbing with joy, pride and relief mingling in her bones.

He kissed her, voice thick with love.

“You’re unstoppable. There’s nothing you can’t take now.”

She believed him.
And as she drifted to sleep, still gaping, still open, she dreamed of more, of the next stretch, the next crowd, the next impossible challenge.


CHAPTER 28

She spent the next day unable to close, her body gloriously ruined, her entrance soft and open with every step. The afterglow felt endless, an ache that had become as familiar as her own breath.

She stayed home, barely dressed, walking from room to room with her phone in hand, snapping photos and short videos for him: her fingers sliding in effortlessly, her lips parting with the lightest pressure, her hole gaping for the camera, pink and perfect.

You look ready for anything, he messaged. How about a crowd tonight?

She grinned, heart hammering.

I want it. I want them all to watch. I want to show them what you’ve made me.

The club was packed, anticipation crackling in the air. She entered to cheers, her reputation preceding her, the “gape queen” they’d all come to see.

He led her to the stage, hands steady on her hips. She stripped without shame, baring her body for everyone, her entrance already glistening and open.

He guided her to the edge of the platform, kneeling with legs spread, mirrors angled so she could watch herself from every side.

He pressed the thickest toy they owned into her, working her open, the crowd watching, murmuring, snapping photos and videos as her body accepted the stretch.

He pulled the toy out slowly, holding her open for the room to see, her hole refusing to close, trembling and pink, her face radiant with pride and heat.

One by one, audience members were invited up, some stroked her, some watched from inches away, some simply whispered praise.

She loved every second.

When the applause finally died down and the club began to clear, she lay on the stage, utterly spent, her entrance still wide and willing, her skin glowing.

He knelt beside her, kissing her gently.

“You belong to the crowd now. You’re their fantasy, their legend.”

She smiled, eyes heavy, heart full.

And as he helped her dress, she knew she would never stop craving the eyes, the hands, the applause, never stop wanting to be seen, stretched, worshipped for just how beautifully, impossibly open she could be.


CHAPTER 29

She became a legend overnight. The videos from the club spread, whispered about on private forums, replayed and studied by strangers. People reached out from all over, some to praise her, some to beg for her secrets, many simply to watch her open herself again and again.

He kept her grounded, steady.
He was always the one who pushed her further.

Are you ready for your last challenge?
Her heart skipped.

I want it. Whatever it is.

He replied with a picture, a lineup of toys, plugs, and hands, all bigger than anything she’d taken before.

Tonight, we’re making it permanent. I want you to gape on command. I want you to be able to hold yourself open for as long as you want, for anyone, anywhere.

She spent the day stretching, every hour, every spare minute, working herself open, letting the ache become her new baseline, training her body to yield, to stay wide.

That evening, he gathered friends and fans, a crowd eager to witness her transformation.

On stage, bathed in warm light, she stripped, spreading herself before them. He worked her open, taking his time, fist, double-ended toys, the thickest plugs, the weight of so many eyes on her making her heart pound, her body blossom.

When she finally stayed open without help, gaping, trembling, unable to close, the room erupted.

Applause. Cheers.
Flashbulbs popped.

She smiled, radiant, letting them see everything.
Letting them see how open she truly was.

He whispered in her ear, proud and awed. “You did it. You’re the queen now. Always open, always ready.”

She wept, overwhelmed and proud, body forever changed.

This was what she’d wanted, all along, this fullness, this freedom, this beautiful, permanent gape.


CHAPTER 30

After the final show, nothing felt the same.

Everywhere she went, she carried her new openness with her, an easy stretch, a fluttering, constant pulse of pride and pleasure. She filmed herself daily, sending updates to him and her growing circle of admirers: kneeling, spreading, gaping wide on command, her body forever changed.

He took her out in public, sometimes just for coffee, sometimes to exclusive parties where she was the main event. Eyes followed her, whispers trailed after her steps. She felt the power in every glance, every flash of a camera, every compliment and invitation.

He kept her training, long sessions with toys, new techniques, sometimes letting fans watch, sometimes letting them help. She could open for hours now, her entrance soft and wide, gaping at the barest touch.

One night, he brought her to a rooftop, city lights flickering below. Friends gathered, lovers and strangers, all drawn to her legend. She stood in the center, bare beneath her dress, and let him work her open for the crowd, slow, reverent, fingers and toys and, finally, just her will.

When she gaped on command, the room fell silent.
No one looked away.
She was radiant, unstoppable.

He pulled her close afterward, whispering, “You’re everything I dreamed. You belong to this life, this legend, this openness.”

And she knew it was true.

She was the girl who could open for anyone.
The queen of the gape.

And she never wanted to close again.
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