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Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT 18K WORD NOVELLA! It's all about the STRETCH baby! A young couple realise that their sex life with never be 'normal' once they both realise they are into pushing the wife's limits… 


See the trigger warnings at the end of the book – you've been warned!

Book 14 of Lily Corbett's "Taboo Tales" series of very naughty books!


1: My Confession


I'm gonna tell you something that happened a few weeks back. Me and Dan, our flat in Bristol, the bedroom with the curtains shut on a Tuesday afternoon while normal people were at work or at Tesco or doing whatever the fuck normal people do.

No guilt. Not then, not now.

You're waiting for the apology, aren't you? The bit where I tell you I'm not usually like this, that I'm a good person really, that what happened was completely out of character and I've learned something profound about communication or boundaries or whatever. But that's boring, and also it's complete bollocks. I wanted it. I want it still. And Dan, my lovely, normal, PE-teacher boyfriend who I've lived with for two years and who makes me tea without asking and who I love, properly love, wanted it too.

So there's your warning. If you're after guilt or hand-wringing or someone learning a valuable life lesson, you've picked up the wrong thing. Put it down. I won't be offended.

Still reading? Right then.

Let me tell you about Dan. Lovely Dan. My Dan, who makes me tea without asking, who I've lived with for two years, who I love. Properly love. Just so we're clear on that before I tell you the rest.

Dan's the sort of bloke you're meant to end up with. Kind, fit in that unbothered way that comes from football twice a week and decent genes, proper job, pays his half of the rent on time, doesn't leave passive-aggressive notes on the fridge about whose turn it is to take the bins out. He's from Southend, same as me, well, near enough anyway. We make sense. His mum likes me. My mum asks when we're getting married so often I reckon she's already planned the buffet.

I can predict which crisps he'll pick at the shop without asking. I've caught him watching Love Island when he thinks I'm in the loo, then pretending he was scrolling on his phone. He looks at me in the mornings, properly looks, like he still can't quite believe I'm there, and that should be enough. It is enough. In all the ways that matter, he is enough.

Except for the one way he isn't.

I haven't come, properly come, with Dan inside me in about eighteen months. Maybe longer. I stopped counting after the first year. What's the point, right? I can do it myself. I can do it with his hand, sometimes, if I'm in the right headspace and he's patient and I can keep my head from wandering. But with him inside me? Nothing. Nice enough. Cosy. The sort of sex that keeps a relationship ticking over. And absolutely nothing that tips me over the edge.

I've been faking it. Obviously I have. I'm good at it now. The right sounds, the right moment to clench, when to arch my back, when to breathe his name in that breathy way that makes him think he's done something particularly impressive. It's not even difficult anymore. Which probably says something, doesn't it? I should feel worse about it. I know that. But mostly I just feel... practical. Like nodding along when someone's telling you a story you've already heard. You do it because the alternative is a conversation nobody wants to have, and what's the point of that?

But here's the thing.

I know what I'm missing. Not guessing, not wondering. I know. It's not something you can fake your way around or think yourself into feeling. It's physical. Specific. The kind of need that sits in your body, low and insistent, and doesn't shift no matter how much you ignore it or how many times you get yourself off in the shower thinking about something you shouldn't be thinking about.

I need to be full.

Properly full. Not full in some romantic, poetic way. I mean genuinely, physically, impossibly stretched full. That burn that's almost pain, that pressure against your cervix that makes you catch your breath and your thighs shake and every single nerve in your cunt wake up at once. The sort of full that borders on too much, hovers right there on the edge of unbearable, and then tips over into exactly right. Into the only thing in the world you want more of.

I've had it before. Years ago. A different man, a different life. And nothing, absolutely nothing since, has come close.

Marcus.

I've never said his name out loud to Dan. Not once in three years. There's a reason for that.
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What Marcus Left Behind

Marcus was twenty-six when I was twenty-three. We were together two years. He wasn't the love of my life, just so we're clear. Not even close. Average height, average build. Good-looking if you squinted and he'd just bought you a drink. The sort of bloke you'd walk straight past in Tesco and not clock once. Nice enough. Boring job in finance. Watched too much Top Gear. Nothing about him, from across a room, would make you look twice.

But in bed, Marcus was something else entirely.

I'm going to tell you something I've never told a single person. Not Priya, not my uni housemate, not Dan. Definitely not Dan.

Marcus had the thickest cock I have ever seen, felt, or honestly thought could exist on a real human man.

Not long. Average, maybe even a bit below in that department. But thick. Properly thick. Almost stupidly thick. The kind of girth that made me stop dead the first time I got his jeans off. Just stop. Stare at it. Think, fuck me, is that actually going to fit inside me?

It did fit. Eventually. With patience and more foreplay than I'd ever had in my life and lube I had to go out and panic-buy from Boots the next morning because what I'd had at home was a joke. And once it was in, once I'd stretched around him and my body had stopped fighting it, I couldn't think. Couldn't speak. Every single nerve ending in my cunt firing at once.

That stretch. That impossible, almost-painful fullness. I could feel everything. The pressure against my cervix, the way he filled me so completely there wasn't a millimetre of space left. The burn that sat right on the edge of too much, and then tipped over into the best thing I'd ever felt in my entire life.

I'd feel him for hours after. Not painful, just there. This constant, warm ache. Like my cunt was remembering something it'd forgotten, and now it wouldn't shut up about it.

Sex with Marcus was uncomfortable sometimes. Especially at the start. Especially if we'd left it a few days and I had to adjust all over again. But I never once told him to stop. Not once. Because that moment when the discomfort shifted, when my body opened for him properly and I could take all of it, that was worth everything. That was better than anything before or since.

I came every single time. Proper, filthy, can't-fake-that orgasms. The kind where I'd be shaking for five minutes after, legs useless, brain offline. I'd lie there thinking nothing would ever be that good again.

And it hasn't been.

Then he got the job in Dubai. Two-year contract, maybe longer. I wasn't going. He didn't ask. It fizzled rather than ended, just sort of dissolved over three months of increasingly shit Skype calls until we both stopped pretending. Fine. He wasn't the person I wanted to spend my life with anyway. But the thing he'd woken up in me, that specific, physical, aching need, that didn't fuck off when he did.

I thought I'd get over it. Thought the craving would fade. That I'd recalibrate, that my body would forget and settle back into something normal. It didn't. I met Dan. Lovely, fit, normal, perfectly-nice-cock Dan. I thought he'd be enough. I thought it would stop mattering.

It didn't stop mattering.

Tuesday evening, July. Dan out at the pub. Me on the sofa with my laptop balanced on my thighs and a glass of wine I'd poured and forgotten about because I couldn't stop scrolling. My knickers already damp from reading about something I didn't even know existed an hour ago.

That's when I found it.
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Down the Rabbit Hole

I didn't mean to end up there. That's what I tell myself, anyway.

YouTube first. Some recommended workout video I ignored. One click led to another, then another. I wasn't hunting for anything, just killing time the way you do when you're alone and the telly feels like too much work. Dan had texted twenty minutes back: at the henley with robbo, back by 11 xx. Three hours. The flat was warm, windows open to let in someone's music and the occasional car. Laptop balanced on my thighs, wine going lukewarm on the side table, nothing I actually wanted to do.

Still had a work file open in another tab. I closed it. Couldn't face another second of packaging mock-ups for organic fucking yoghurt.

Ended up on Reddit. Don't ask me how. One thread, another thread, something about sex someone had linked in the comments. I clicked. Different subreddit I didn't recognise. Another click. Some video hosting site I'd never heard of.

Then I stopped.

Oh.

Amateur video. Just a couple. Bedroom that could've been anyone's, nothing special about it except what they were doing. She was on her back, legs spread wide, camera close enough I could see everything. Her partner, some bloke whose face never came into frame, was working her open with his hands. Two fingers first, then three, slow and careful, talking to her the whole time even though I couldn't hear the words. Then four. Then his whole hand, knuckles and all, and she took it.

I watched her cunt stretch. Watched it swallow his hand, wider than I thought possible, pink and slick and open. Watched the way she was breathing, fast and shallow. The way her thighs shook. The way he kept his eyes on her face, checking, waiting for her nod before he pushed deeper.

Fuck.

I'd never seen anything like it. Didn't know you could.

I didn't move. Didn't scroll. Just watched, hand hovering over the trackpad, pulse hammering in my ears.

When it ended, I clicked another without thinking.

Different this time. A toy, not hands. Small and deflated at first, nothing threatening. Then her partner started pumping the bulb and it expanded inside her, growing with each squeeze. Bigger. Wider. Stretching her open, and she was counting. Her voice breathy, shaking. Seven. Eight. Oh fuck. Nine.

My cunt clenched. I pressed my thighs together, sudden slickness soaking through my knickers. That ghost-stretch, the memory of Marcus, that impossible fullness I hadn't felt in three years. It hit me all at once, sharp and low in my belly.

I clicked another. Then another. Different couples, different toys, same principle. Women on their backs, on all fours, legs spread, cunts stretched wide. Inflatable plugs, oversized dildos, fists, fucking fists. I watched them take it, watched their faces, watched the way they looked after, open and destroyed and satisfied.

My hand was inside my knickers before I'd registered the decision.

Soaked. Properly, embarrassingly wet, the kind of wet I used to get with Marcus and haven't felt in so long I'd almost forgotten what it was like. Two fingers slid in easily, no resistance. I curled them up, searching for the angle, the spot. Kept watching with my other hand on the trackpad, scrolling, clicking. Found another video, camera right up close as some bloke worked his whole fist inside his girlfriend. Knuckles, wrist, everything. Her cunt stretched obscenely wide, swallowing him.

I came in under two minutes.

Sharp. Hard. My thighs clamped around my hand, trapping the pressure, fingers still inside. A proper orgasm, the kind I have to work for when I'm alone, the kind I haven't had during sex in months. Maybe longer. I bit down on my lip to keep quiet even though the flat was empty. Old habit from when my brother's room was next door and the walls were thin. I wasn't loud, never have been, but still.

I sat there after, hand still inside my knickers, fingers slick and pruned, breathing hard. The laptop screen was still frozen on that last video. Her cunt gaping open, pink and wrecked, his fist halfway out.

I should've felt embarrassed. Should've closed the laptop, cleared the history, felt that vague shame I get when I'm faking it with Dan and catch my own reflection. But I didn't.

I felt sure. Like I'd found something I'd been looking for without knowing I was looking. My knickers were soaked through, sticking to me. I could smell myself, sharp and sweet. My thighs were shaking, still.

The flat was quiet. Just the distant music from down the street, someone's bass line, the hum of the fridge in the kitchen.

Then Dan's key in the lock.

I pulled my hand out fast, wiped it on my joggers. Closed the laptop. Grabbed the wine glass and took a sip, like I'd been sitting here the whole time doing nothing. Just a normal Tuesday. Just me and some lukewarm Pinot.

He came through the door already talking, smelling of lager and the Hen and Chicken's sticky floors, grinning. Something about Robbo's penalty miss at five-a-side. I wasn't really listening.

"Alright?" He leaned down, kissed my cheek.

"Yeah. Fine."

He didn't notice. Didn't clock the flush in my cheeks or the laptop positioned too carefully on the coffee table. Just went through to the kitchen, calling something back about Robbo being shit in goal. I heard the tap running, the fridge opening.

I was going to tell him.

The decision sat in my chest, certain and heavy. I didn't know when. Didn't know how I'd say it. But I knew I would.

I took another sip of wine, heard him laugh at something on his phone in the kitchen. Normal. Everything normal.

Except I'd just come harder than I had in years watching women get their cunts stretched open, and now I couldn't stop thinking about it.

I want you to know I waited three days.

I don't know why. Maybe I needed to be sure. Maybe I just needed to watch a few more times first, make certain I wasn't imagining how much I wanted it.

Spoiler: I wasn't imagining it.


2: Our Conversation
Kitchen Confessions


Iwaited three days. Saturday morning. Dan was making coffee, still half-asleep, moving around the kitchen in joggers and that ratty West Ham shirt he refuses to bin. The kettle rumbled to life. Outside, someone's radio, muffled through the ceiling. Saturday sounds. Ordinary.

I sat at the table with my phone face-down and my hands wrapped around an empty mug because if I didn't anchor them to something they'd start doing that thing. That slight shake.

Three days I'd sat on this. Three days of practising in my head while he was in the shower, while he was on a Zoom call, while he was asleep next to me and I was staring at the ceiling. Saturday morning felt safe. Neutral. Saturday morning felt like maybe I could do this without completely shitting myself.

"You want toast?" Dan asked, spooning coffee into the cafetière. "There's that sourdough left from yesterday."

"I'm alright."

"You sure? You've not eaten."

"I'm sure."

He glanced over his shoulder. "You alright?"

"Yeah. Fine."

Fine. The lie sat on my tongue, bitter. I'd practised this conversation maybe fifty times since Tuesday and none of those run-throughs had helped. My throat felt tight. Every version sounded mental. So, Dan, funny story, I've been watching women get fisted online and now I can't stop thinking about it and also I've been faking it with you for eighteen months, fancy a chat?

He poured water into the cafetière and left it to steep. Arms folded, leaning against the worktop, properly looking at me now.

"What's up?"

I took a breath. Just do it. Plaster off.

"There's something I wanna try. In bed. Something specific."

That landed. He straightened, forgot the coffee entirely, and pulled out the chair opposite mine. His face shifted from Saturday-morning casual into something sharper. Not worried. Just there with me, properly there. He didn't make a joke. He just waited.

My phone was still face-down on the table. I'd saved one of the videos, private browser, the one where you could see her face the whole time and hear them talking. I'd watched it three more times since Tuesday. Twice yesterday. Once this morning before Dan woke up, sitting on the bathroom floor with the door locked and two fingers working quietly between my legs, biting down on my free hand to keep from making noise.

I unlocked my phone. My hands were doing the thing. I turned the screen towards him and slid it across the table.

"Just watch."

I didn't look at the screen. I watched his face.

I know his face better than my own. Every micro-shift. Every tell. Disgust would've been immediate, a slight pull back, maybe a laugh to cover discomfort. Confusion would've been a furrowed brow, a tilt of the head. What I saw was neither.

His eyes tracked the screen. I could hear the video faintly through the phone speaker. Her voice. The wet sounds. The way she was begging for more, for harder, for his whole fist. My cunt throbbed in sympathy, in memory of the forty-odd times I'd watched this exact video in the last four days.

His face didn't register shock. What crossed it instead made my pulse kick.

Recognition.

He watched for maybe thirty seconds. Then he tapped the screen to pause it, set the phone down carefully between us, face-up. The frozen frame showed her, legs spread, his fingers buried deep. Looked at me.

"How long have you been watching this?"

Not why are you watching this. Not what the fuck, Jade. Just a straightforward question, like I'd shown him a recipe I wanted to try. Like this was normal. Like maybe it was.

"Since Tuesday."

He nodded slowly. Picked up the phone again, un-paused it, watched a bit more. His jaw was tight. I couldn't read his face now. He was thinking, working something out.

"You wanna try this." Not quite a question. More like he needed me to confirm what he already knew.

"Yeah."

He set the phone down again. Rubbed his hand over his jaw, that thing he does when he's processing. Then he looked at me, proper eye contact, no flinching, and said something that made my cunt clench, and my stomach drop in one go.

"I've been watching the same stuff." He looked right at me when he said it. "Six months. Maybe longer. I lost track."

I blinked. "What?"

"Incognito tab. Late at night when you're asleep. Started with one video, ended up down the same rabbit hole." He laughed, short and humourless. "Thought you'd think I was a pervert. Or worse."

"What's worse?"

"That you'd figure out why I was watching it."

The kitchen felt smaller suddenly. The radio upstairs had stopped. Just us and the sound of my pulse in my ears. The coffee in the cafetière was probably cold by now. I didn't care. My mug was still empty in my hands, my knuckles white around the ceramic.

"Go on," I said.

He met my eyes. "I know I don't always get you there. Haven't for a while. I've known. Just didn't know what to do about it. Didn't know how to, I don't know, didn't know how to ask if you wanted something different without making it weird."

The words hit me square in the chest. No bullshit. Just truth.

Marcus had been the last man who'd properly ruined me. Three years ago. Dan didn't know that. Didn't know I'd been chasing that ghost every time we fucked. Didn't know I'd given up on ever finding it again. Didn't know I spent half my life now just going through the motions, faking it, making the right noises so he'd finish and I could roll over and not have to pretend anymore.

"I've been faking," I said. No point softening it now. "For about eighteen months. Maybe longer."

He didn't flinch. Didn't look hurt or defensive. He just nodded, like I'd confirmed something he'd already worked out. Like he'd been waiting for me to say it.

"Right," he said.

Neither of us said anything. The silence wasn't awkward though. Something was shifting, recalibrating itself between us. Something that had been stuck for months was finally unsticking.

My pulse was hammering. We'd been orbiting the same filthy rabbit hole for months, separately, both too scared to say it out loud. All that wasted time. All those nights I'd lain there afterwards, wet but unsatisfied, wondering if this was just it now. If I'd had my share of good sex and the rest of my life was going to be competent but bland.

Then he pushed his chair back. Stood. Came round to my side and planted both hands flat on the table, bracketing me in. Leaning down so his face was level with mine.

"Right," he said again. His voice had dropped, gone rough. "Let's fix that."

I looked up at him. His pupils were blown. There was a flush creeping up his neck. He wanted this. Wanted it the same way I did. Wanted to open me up, stretch me, ruin me.

"Yeah?" My voice came out quieter than I meant it to.

"Yeah." He straightened, held out his hand. "Come on."

I took it. My legs felt shaky standing up. He pulled me close, his other hand sliding into my hair, tilting my face up.

"You should've told me," Not angry. Just stating fact.

"You should've told me you were watching the same shit."

"Fair." He smiled, just a flicker. Then his mouth was on mine, hot and demanding, his tongue pushing in, claiming. I tasted coffee on him. My cunt was already soaking through my knickers. I pressed into him, felt his cock hard against my hip through his joggers.

He pulled back just enough to speak, his lips brushing mine. "Bedroom. Now. We're starting today."
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Evidence

I'm on the bed. On my back. Knees up. Dan's between my legs with the plug in one hand and the lube in the other, and I can feel my pulse everywhere. Throat. Wrists. Cunt.

This is happening. This is actually happening.

The flat's quiet except for my breathing, which is too loud, and the click of the lube bottle opening. It's three in the afternoon. Bright daylight through the curtains we didn't close. I can see everything.

"You alright?" Dan's voice is lower than usual. Rougher.

"Yeah."

I sound steadier than I feel. My stomach's doing that dropping thing it does when I'm about to do something I can't take back. But I'm wet, properly wet, thighs slick, and I want this more than I've wanted anything in months.

He squeezes lube onto his fingers. I watch him warm it between his hands, rubbing it smooth, and something about how careful he's being makes me wetter. Methodical. Focused. Like he's done this a thousand times even though we both know he hasn't.

"Relax," he says, and his hand slides down. Between my legs. Over my cunt, slick and open, then lower.

Oh fuck.

Cold. The lube's cold. His finger circling my arsehole, slow, patient, working the slickness in. I breathe out hard through my nose and try not to clench.

"That's it." His voice is so quiet I almost don't hear it. "Just like that."

He presses in. Just the tip of one finger. The stretch is immediate, sharp, and I gasp before I can stop myself.

"Too much?"

"No." My voice cracks. "No, keep going."

He does. Slowly. So slowly I could scream. One finger, then deeper, working in and out, and the burn settles into something else. Something that makes my cunt clench around nothing.

This is mental. This is actually mental.

But I'm panting now, hips shifting without me telling them to, and Dan's watching my face like it's the only thing in the room.

"Another," I say. Don't ask. Just say it.

He doesn't hesitate. Two fingers now, more lube, more stretch, and this time the burn's sharper. I bite down on my lip, tasting blood, but I don't tell him to stop. I don't want him to stop.

"Fuck, Jade." He sounds wrecked. Properly wrecked. "You look so fucking good like this."

I can't answer. Can't do anything except lie there and take it while he works me open, scissoring his fingers, stretching, and I'm so wet I can feel it running down between my arse cheeks, soaking the duvet.

"Ready?" he asks, and I know he means the plug.

Am I?

"Yeah."

He pulls his fingers out. The sudden emptiness makes me whimper, actually whimper, and I hate how desperate I sound. He picks up the plug. It's small, we agreed on small, but it looks fucking enormous right now.

More lube. He coats it properly, thoroughly, and then the tip's pressing against me.

"Breathe," he says.

I do. Big breath in, and then he pushes.

The stretch is immediate. Overwhelming. My body tries to resist, clenching tight, but he's patient. He holds it there, steady pressure, until something gives and the tip slides in.

Oh my God.

"Fuck," I gasp. "Fuck, fuck, fuck."

"You're doing so well." His free hand's on my thigh, stroking, grounding me. "Nearly there."

Nearly where? It feels like it's already splitting me open. But he pushes again, slow and relentless, and I feel the widest part stretch me, burn me, and then, suddenly, it's in. My body closes around the narrow neck and the plug sits there, inside me, full and wrong and so fucking right I can't breathe.

"There." Dan's voice is shaking. Actually shaking. "Fuck, Jade. There."

I can't speak. Can't move. The fullness is everywhere. Not just my arse but my cunt, my stomach, my chest. I'm full. Completely full.

"How does it feel?"

"Big." My voice sounds far away. "Really fucking big."

He laughs, breathless, and leans down to kiss me. His mouth's hot, messy, and I kiss him back hard, trying to ground myself in something other than the plug buried in my arse.

When he pulls back, his eyes are dark. Pupils blown. He looks at me like he's never seen me before.

"I wanna see," he says. "Can I see?"

I know what he means. I nod, and he moves, hands on my thighs, spreading me wider. I feel obscene. Exposed. The plug's base sitting there between my cheeks, visible, proof of what we've just done.

"Fucking hell." His voice is barely a whisper. "Jade. Fuck."

"What?" I'm breathless. "What do you see?"

"You. Stretched. Full." He swallows hard. "You're so wet. Your cunt's dripping."

It is. I can feel it. And hearing him say it, crude and filthy and awed, makes me clench around the plug. The sensation shoots through me, sharp and perfect, and I moan.

"Touch me." I don't recognise my own voice. "Dan, please, touch me."

He doesn't need telling twice. His thumb finds my clit, circling, and the combination of the plug and his touch is too much. Way too much. I'm panting, hips bucking, chasing the pressure, and it builds so fast I don't have time to warn him.

I come hard. Harder than I have in months. My whole body clenches, arsehole tight around the plug, cunt spasming, and I hear myself making sounds I didn't know I could make.

When I finally stop shaking, Dan's staring at me like I've just performed a miracle.

"That was..." He trails off. Can't finish.

"Yeah." I'm still trying to catch my breath. "That was."

We stay like that for a moment. Me on my back, legs still spread, plug still in. Him kneeling between my thighs, hand on my hip, both of us breathing hard.

"I wanna take a photo," he says suddenly. "Can I? Just... you don't have to look at it. I just wanna... I wanna remember this."

I should say no. This is the kind of thing you don't document.

"Yeah," I hear myself say. "Yeah, go on."

He grabs his phone from the bedside table. I don't move. Don't cover myself. I watch him angle the camera, focusing on where I'm spread open, plug visible, cunt still wet and swollen.

The shutter clicks.

"Fuck," he breathes, looking at the screen. "Jade. You're..."

He turns it to show me. And I see myself. Properly see myself. Stretched. Open. Filthy.

That's me. That's actually me.

Something shifts in my chest. Something big.

"Send it to me," I say.

He does.
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Later, after he's pulled the plug out, slowly, carefully, after I've felt the strange emptiness left behind, we're on the sofa. I'm in his hoodie and knickers. He's in joggers. We're watching something on Netflix neither of us is paying attention to.

My phone's in my hand. I keep opening the photo. Looking at it. Closing it. Opening it again.

That's me.

Dan's arm's around me. His thumb's stroking my shoulder. He hasn't said anything in ten minutes.

"You alright?" I ask eventually.

"Yeah." He sounds dazed. "Yeah. You?"

"Yeah."

More than alright.

My cunt's still sensitive. My arse feels strange. Used. Open. But I'm smiling.

And already wondering when we can do it again.


3: The Box
Unopened


The key sticks in the lock the way it always does. I jiggle it, shove my shoulder against the door, and it gives. I'm halfway through the usual routine (bag down, shoes kicked off, coat on the hook) before I see it.

Brown box on the kitchen counter, Amazon logo facing me like a fucking announcement.

My stomach does the thing. That dropping thing, like the first plunge on a rollercoaster when your body goes weightless and you can't remember how to breathe.

Fucking hell. It's here. It's actually here.

I stand there in the hallway in my socks, staring at it through the doorway. It's not a big box. Medium-sized. The kind of thing that could be anything. Books. Kitchen stuff. New headphones.

It's not any of those things.

I walk over slowly. Like it might do something if I move too fast, which is mental, but there we are. I circle the counter once before I let myself touch it. When I do, when my palm's flat against the cardboard, I can feel how solid it is. Heavier than I thought it'd be. The box is warm from sitting in the sun by the window, and the weight shifts slightly when I press down.

Something real in there. Something that's going inside me tonight.

It's just a box. Just a box with a thing in it.

Except it's not just a thing, is it? It's the thing I've thought about every single day since we clicked "buy now." The thing I've imagined Dan pumping up inside me whilst I lie there and take it. The thing that might, finally, actually be enough.

I pull my phone out before I can talk myself out of it and text him.

It's here.

Send. Then I put the phone face down on the counter like that'll stop me staring at it, waiting. My heart's going. Proper going. I can feel it in my throat.

I fill the kettle to give myself something to do. Flick it on. Grab a mug. The phone buzzes before I've even got the teabag in.

I stare at it. Three seconds. Five. My hand's shaking slightly when I pick it up.

One word on the screen.

Tonight.

I set the phone down like it's made of glass. My cunt clenches. Just from that. Just from one word and what it means. What we're going to do. What I'm going to let him do to me.

I make the tea. Earl Grey, milk, one sugar. I do it all without thinking and when I'm holding the mug I can't actually remember doing any of it. My brain skipped the whole process.

The box sits there on the counter.

I leave it exactly where it is.

I try to work. Sit at my desk, open the yoghurt packaging file I'm meant to be finishing. Twenty minutes later I haven't moved the cursor once. Haven't done anything except stare at the screen and think about tonight.

My brain's somewhere else entirely. In the bedroom. Tonight. Dan's hands spreading me open and that toy inside me, pumped up, stretching my cunt wider than anything's ever stretched it. Wider than his fingers. Wider than the plug. Maybe even wider than...

I shift in my chair. My knickers are already damp.

I close the laptop.

Lean back in my chair and just let myself think about it properly for a minute. Really think about it. What it's going to feel like. Not fingers this time. Not the plug we used last week, the one that made me come so hard I couldn't speak for about five minutes afterwards. This. The inflatable dildo that's currently sitting deflated in brown cardboard in my kitchen and which, tonight, Dan's going to slide inside me and pump full of air whilst I lie there and take it and tell him not to stop.

I'm wet. Properly wet, the kind that's going to soak through my knickers and leave a mark on these jeans if I'm not careful.

I could sort myself out. Go to the bedroom right now, lie on the bed, and wank thinking about tonight. Three minutes tops. I know exactly what I'd think about, too. Dan's face when he first pumps it up inside me. The stretch. The fullness. The way it's going to feel when I can't take any more and he gives me one more pump anyway because I'll ask him to.

I don't, though.

I'm saving it. Tonight needs to be the first time I come thinking about this. I want it to be real when it happens. Want to be properly desperate by the time he gets home, so wound up I'm half out of my mind with it.

Pathetic. You're actually pathetic.

Maybe. But I'm smiling when I think it.
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I change at half four. Nothing special. Just out of my work jeans and into joggers, the soft grey ones I practically live in. I swap my bra for a vest top, no bra underneath, because I know he likes that and because I can't be arsed with the wire digging in when I'm already this aware of my body.

I tie my hair up in a bun. Messy. I can't be bothered to do it properly.

I wash my face in the bathroom and look at myself in the mirror. I look normal. Ordinary. Twenty-eight-year-old woman on a Friday afternoon in her flat in Bristol. Bare-faced, damp skin, hair scraped back. The little crescent moon tattoo behind my ear just visible.

You don't look like someone who's about to let her boyfriend inflate a sex toy inside her cunt until you're stretched so wide you can barely stand it.

I smile at my reflection. Then I proper smile, the kind that makes my eyes crease, because the thought makes me want to laugh and clench at the same time.

I go back to the kitchen. The box is still there, exactly where I left it. Obviously. It's not going to have moved. But part of me half-expected it to, like I'd imagined the whole thing.

I pick it up this time. Hold it. Feel the weight properly. The density of it. I could open it. Just to look. Just to see what we've actually bought, what it looks like deflated, harmless.

I manage to resist. Just.

* * *

He gets home at twenty to six.

I hear his key in the door and I'm up. Just up, off the sofa, standing in the middle of the living room when he walks through. I smooth my vest top down. Try to look casual. Normal. Like I haven't been staring at the clock for an hour with my cunt aching.

He sees me first, then his eyes go straight to the kitchen counter where the box is still sitting, brown cardboard and plain tape, and I watch his face change. Not much. Just a tightening around his jaw. A slight hitch in the way he's breathing.

"Alright?" He drops his bag by the door, pulls his lanyard over his head, doesn't bother with the hook, just tosses it onto the side table. His eyes haven't left the box.

"Yeah. Good day?"

"Year nines were animals. Usual." He walks past me into the kitchen, stops in front of the counter, hands in his pockets, and for a second he just stands there looking at it. Then he turns back to me. "Have you eaten?"

"No. Don't care."

He looks at the box again. Back at me. His eyes are darker than they were thirty seconds ago. "After?"

"Yeah. After."

He doesn't ask after what. He already knows.

He picks up the box. Doesn't open it. Just holds it, and the way he's looking at me, I can feel it in my stomach, low and tight and hot, and I'm so wet I think I might actually leave a mark on the sofa cushion when I stand up.

"Bedroom?"

"Yeah."

I follow him down the hallway, my heart doing this stupid thing in my chest, half nerves and half something darker, and I can feel the heat between my legs, slick and insistent, and I know, before we even get to the door, that this is going to ruin me.

Finally.
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The Pump

He opens the box on the bed. No ceremony, just pulls the flaps back and tips everything out onto the duvet. The toy comes out first, deflated and sad-looking, this beige silicone thing that looks fuck all like the photo on the website. Then the pump bulb, black rubber with a silver valve. Then a bottle of proper thick lube, not the watery shite we've got in the drawer.

It's real. It's here. We're actually doing this.

I'm at the foot of the bed watching him arrange everything in a neat line like he's laying out equipment for PE. The toy. The pump. The lube. His hands are steady. Mine aren't. I press them flat against my thighs so he can't see.

"Right." He looks up at me. "Come here."

I move round the side of the bed. He reaches for the hem of my vest top, and I lift my arms without thinking, let him pull it over my head. No bra underneath, haven't worn one all afternoon, and the cool air hits my tits. My nipples tighten immediately, going hard before he's even touched them. He notices. Course he does. He looks at my tits, properly looks, then back to my face.

He's already half-gone. I can see it.

"These too." He hooks his fingers into the waistband of my joggers.

I step out of them. Knickers with them. Stand there naked whilst he's still fully dressed and it should feel uneven, but it doesn't. It feels right, like this is exactly how this is meant to go. He's looking at me the way he looked at the toy on the bed, focused and planning, like I'm a problem he's about to solve.

He strips off efficiently. T-shirt over his head, joggers and boxers in one movement, and then he's there, naked, already half-hard just from undressing me. I can see it in his face, that tight look he gets. He's been thinking about this all day too.

"On the bed. On your back."

I climb onto the mattress, lie back against the pillows. He moves between my knees, pushes them wider. The lamp on the bedside table is still on from this morning, and the light is warm and direct.

He can see everything. Every bit of me.

"You're already wet." He says it like an observation, not a question.

"Been wet since three o'clock."

"When you texted me?"

"Before."

His mouth does this thing, corner lifting, and he reaches for the lube. Squeezes a generous amount onto his fingers, warms it between his hands whilst I watch, and then he's touching me. Two fingers slide straight in because I'm that ready, that slick, and the stretch is immediate and familiar and not nearly enough.

More. I need more.

"More."

He adds a third without hesitation. The stretch increases, that burn I've started craving, and I shift my hips to take him deeper. He watches my face the whole time, eyes steady, reading every flicker.

"That's good." I'm breathing harder already. "That's really good."

He scissors his fingers, opening me wider, and I moan before I can stop myself. He does it again. Slower. Watching.

"You want more already."

"Yeah."

"Not yet."

I could argue. I don't. I lie there whilst he works me with three fingers, slow and thorough, and it's almost comfortable now, almost familiar. My body's remembering last Saturday, wanting the escalation, wanting what comes next. I'm so wet I can hear it every time he moves his hand, this obscene slick sound that makes my face hot.

"Dan."

"Not yet." He curls his fingers inside me, finds that spot, and I arch off the bed. "You can wait."

"I've been waiting all afternoon."

"Then another minute won't kill you."

His voice has gone flat. Controlled. That tone he gets when he's properly in it. I don't know when that started. Two weeks ago he didn't sound like that. Now he does and it makes something low in my stomach clench hard.

He keeps his fingers inside me but stops moving them. Just holds. I can feel my cunt trying to grip him, clenching around the stretch, and the stillness is almost worse than movement. The anticipation is making me shake.

"Please."

"Soon."

He withdraws his fingers slowly and I feel the absence like a loss. My cunt feels empty, open, waiting. He reaches for the toy, holds it in one hand, and with the other he picks up the lube bottle. Squeezes a thick line along the deflated length of it, coating it thoroughly, and I watch his hands move with that same focused attention he brings to everything now.

This is it. This is actually happening.

"This is going to feel different." He looks at me. "You know that."

"Yeah."

"Tell me if it's too much."

"I will."

He positions the toy at my entrance, deflated and slippery, and it slides in easily. Almost too easily. I barely feel it go in and for a second I'm disappointed. It's just there, present but not enough, this soft shapeless thing inside me, and then he picks up the pump bulb.

He loops the tubing through his fingers, settles the bulb in his palm. Meets my eyes.

"Ready?"

"Yeah."

He squeezes once.

Oh fuck.

The toy swells inside me. Not fast. Slow, like it's being inflated millimetre by millimetre. Even pressure pressing outward in every direction at once and I wasn't ready, I thought I was ready, I've thought about this for a week and I wasn't ready for how that feels. My mouth opens. No sound comes out.

"Alright?" His voice is steady.

"Yeah. Fuck. Yeah."

It's completely different from fingers. Fingers have edges, knuckles, bone. The toy expands evenly, uniformly, and there's nowhere for the pressure to go except outward. My cunt is stretching to accommodate it, and I can feel every millimetre, every fraction of expansion.

"More?"

"Yeah."

He squeezes again.

The toy swells. My cunt stretches wider. I make a sound I don't recognise, high and breathy, and he pauses, pump bulb in hand, watching my face.

"Don't stop." My voice is higher than normal. "Don't you dare stop."

He squeezes a third time.

Oh God. Oh fuck.

The fullness is incredible. It's pressing against places I'd forgotten existed. My cervix. The front wall. Everywhere. I'm breathing hard and my thighs are shaking and I'm so turned on. My clit is throbbing. I haven't touched it and it's throbbing. I'm going to come from stretch alone.

"How's that feel?" He's watching me like I'm the only thing in the room.

"Good. Really fucking good."

"How good?"

"Better than anything in years."

His pupils dilate. I see it happen, watch them blow wide and dark. He squeezes the pump again.

"Fuck!" I arch off the bed. The stretch intensifies, sharper now, bordering on too much, and I have to breathe through it, force my body to relax and accept it. "Wait. Wait, just wait."

He stops. Doesn't deflate. Just holds. His other hand comes to rest on my inner thigh, steadying, and the touch grounds me somehow.

"Breathe."

I breathe. In through my nose, out through my mouth. After a few seconds the burn eases slightly, shifts from too much into bearable. Into good. My cunt clenches around the toy involuntarily and the pressure sends sparks through my entire pelvis.

"Okay." My voice is shaking. "Okay, I'm good."

"You sure?"

"Yeah. One more. Give me one more."

He looks at me for a long moment, reading my face, and then he squeezes the bulb again.

The toy expands and I cry out properly this time, loud and uncontrolled, because I'm stretched wider than I've ever been and it's exactly what I needed and I didn't even know. My hands fist in the duvet. My hips lift.

"That's it." His voice has dropped lower, gone rough. "Look at you. Look at what you're taking."

"Is it..." I can barely form words. "How much more?"

"Two, maybe three more pumps. You want them?"

"I don't know. Fuck. I don't know."

"How thick is it now?" He's still watching me, eyes locked on mine. "Compared to Marcus."

Fuck.

The name lands like a slap. I stare at him. He doesn't look away.

"How thick?"

My mouth's gone dry. "About the same. Maybe a bit less."

Something crosses his face. Not hurt. Something darker, hotter, more dangerous.

"And you want more?"

"Yeah."

"Tell me why."

"Because I've been fucking empty for three years." The words come out raw, honest, like they've been waiting there all along. "Because you feel good, but you don't feel like this. Because I've been lying there every time we fuck thinking about this exact feeling and finally, finally, I've got it back."

There. I said it. It's out.

He's rock hard. I can see it, his cock leaking and he hasn't touched himself once. He's looking at me like I've just said the dirtiest thing he's ever heard.

"One more."

He squeezes the pump and the toy swells and I'm wider now, stretched properly, stretched past Marcus, past anything. The pressure is enormous and perfect and I'm making noises I can't control, animal sounds that don't sound like me.

"How's that?" His voice is tight, strained.

"So good. So fucking good. I'm so full."

"You look incredible." He's staring between my legs, transfixed. "Your cunt is stretched so fucking wide around it."

I glance down. I can see it. The toy inside me, my cunt gripping the inflated shape, stretched taut and obscene around the girth of it. I look ruined. Properly ruined.

"Tell me what you see." I don't know why I ask. I just need to hear him say it.

"Your cunt is swollen. Stretched round the toy so tight I don't know how you're taking it. You're so wet it's dripping onto the bed. You look..." He stops. Swallows hard. "You look ruined."

Yes. Yes. That's exactly right.

"Good."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. That's exactly what I wanted."

He makes a noise low in his throat and shifts his weight. I can see how hard this is for him, how close he already is just from watching.

"One more," I tell him. "I can take one more."

"You sure?"

"Do it."

He squeezes the pump bulb one last time and the toy swells to maximum and I come.

Just like that. No warning. One second I'm stretched and full and the next I'm coming so hard I can't breathe. The stretch tips into something else entirely, something beyond full, and my entire pelvis locks up. I'm grinding against the toy, riding it, and the orgasm just keeps going. Wave after wave crashing through me whilst I make sounds I don't recognise. My hand goes to my clit without thinking, rubbing frantic circles, and the orgasm keeps rolling, building higher instead of cresting.

I can't stop. I can't fucking stop.

Dan's staring. He's frozen, one hand still on the pump bulb, the other finally wrapped around his cock, stroking himself slow whilst he watches me fall apart.

"Fuck." Just that. "Fuck."

I come down slowly, still clenching around the toy, still aware of every millimetre of stretch. My thighs are shaking, I'm sweating and the lamp light feels too bright. The room feels too small. I don't care about any of it.

"That was..." I can't finish the sentence. Don't have the words.

"Yeah."

He releases the valve on the pump bulb. The toy starts deflating, slowly, and I feel every stage of it. The gradual return of space inside me. The toy shrinking. My cunt still gripping it, not wanting to let go.

When it's fully deflated he withdraws it carefully. Slides it out in one smooth movement and sets it aside on the bed. Then he looks at me.

I'm open. I know I am. I can feel it, this strange hollow feeling, like there's nothing there anymore. My cunt is still stretched, still gaping slightly, and he's looking at it with an expression I've never seen on his face before.

Not disgust. Not shock, something else entirely. Something between awe and hunger and disbelief.

"Look at you." His voice is barely above a whisper. "Fucking look at you."

"What?" I'm still catching my breath.

"You're open. I can see inside you."

My face goes hot. My cunt goes hotter. I should be embarrassed. I'm not. I spread my thighs wider, let him look.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah."

He kneels over me, one hand working his cock, fast now, urgent, and his eyes don't leave my cunt. He's staring at me like I'm the most beautiful thing he's ever seen, and I lie there, spread open, wrecked, and let him look.

"I'm going to come."

"Do it."

"Where?"

"Inside. I want to feel it inside."

He groans and his hand speeds up and thirty seconds later he's coming, aimed right at my open cunt. I feel the first warm spurt land deep, deeper than it's ever reached before, hitting somewhere inside me that his cock has never touched.

He keeps going. Pulse after pulse, covering me, filling me, and I just lie there and take it. Feel the warmth spread, feel it pool inside me where there's suddenly so much space.

When he's finished he sits back on his heels, still breathing hard, and we both look at what he's done.

His cum is dripping out of me. Not fast. Slow, leaking from my still-open cunt and I can feel it, warm and thick, sliding out. I've never felt anything quite like this.

"Jesus Christ."

I don't say anything. I just bring one hand down between my legs, touch myself carefully, feel how open I still am, how slick. When I bring my fingers back they're coated in his cum, stringy and white. I look at them. Look at him looking at them.

He wants me to taste it.

I put my fingers in my mouth. Lick them clean whilst he watches.

We stay there. Don't know for how long. Could be two minutes. Could be ten. The lamp's still on. My cunt's still leaking. The room stinks of sex, sweat and lube and cunt and him. I can taste it in the back of my throat, mixed with the salt of his cum.

He gets up eventually. I watch him walk to the bathroom, naked, still half-hard. When he comes back he's got water. Hands me the glass. I drink half of it in one go, hand it back, and he sets it on the bedside table.

"You alright?"

"Yeah." I can feel myself smiling. "I'm really fucking alright."

"That was..."

"I know."

He lies down next to me, pulls me into his side. I curl into him, sticky and sated and still slightly shaking. The bedroom smells like us. My cunt feels different. Tender. Open.

Changed.

We lie there in the dark and I think: There's more. We haven't even started.


4: Gradual Training


I've got a packaging brief open on my screen. Organic yoghurt, family-friendly branding, the client wants something that conveys "wholesome but modern." I've been staring at the same mood board for forty minutes and I haven't added a single image.

Can't stop thinking about it.

The moment he deflated the toy. That slow hiss of air, the way it went from filling me completely to gradually shrinking, and my cunt trying to hold on to it even as it got smaller. Like my body didn't want to let go. And then the look on his face when he pulled it out and I was just... open. Gaping. Empty in a way I'd never been before. That expression. Like he'd discovered something he didn't know existed.

I shift in my chair and realise I'm doing it, that little squirm, trying to get pressure where I need it. Stop it, I tell myself. Doesn't work.

The yoghurt people are not getting their money's worth today.

My phone buzzes on the desk. I grab it, grateful for literally any distraction.

Dan. No message. Just a link.

I click it without thinking, which is a mistake because I'm at my desk in the middle of a working Wednesday and the site that loads is very clearly not organic yoghurt related.

Specialist Adult Toys. Discreet Delivery. Browse Our Premium Range.

Oh, for fuck's sake.

I scroll. The product he's linked to is halfway down the page. Inflatable. Larger than the one we used. Significantly larger. The description uses words like "advanced" and "experienced users" and "gradual training recommended."

My cunt clenches, hard, just from reading it.

I flip my phone face down on the desk, stare at the fucking yoghurt mood board for five seconds, then stand up before I do something stupid like text him back immediately.

I go to the bathroom. Lock the door. Sit on the closed toilet lid and open the link again.

There's a specifications section. Dimensions in centimetres and inches, both. I read the numbers twice because the first time I think I've misread them. I haven't. The starting circumference is larger than what we ended on last time. The maximum circumference, fully inflated, is in a category I don't have a reference point for. Not even Marcus was that thick. Not even close.

Jesus Christ.

There's a review section. I scroll through. Most of them are from men, which I skip, but there's one from a woman with the username StretchGoddess88 who says it took her two months to work up to full inflation, and it was worth every single second. She's used the word "ruined" three times. I read her review twice.

I'm soaked, properly wet, the kind where my knickers are stuck to me and I can feel how slippery I am just from sitting here reading product specifications on a toilet in the middle of the day. The kind of wet that means I'm not getting any more work done, not today, possibly not this week.

I text him back. One word: Fuck.

His reply comes in under thirty seconds: Tonight?

You're at football.

I'll skip it.

I stare at that message. Dan hasn't missed Tuesday football in two years. Robbo will absolutely take the piss. Dan will not care even slightly.

No. Don't skip. I'll wait.

You sure?

I think about it. The anticipation is half of this, maybe more than half. The waiting. The knowing what's coming and letting it build.

Yeah. Friday.

Ordered it. Should be here tomorrow.

I lock my phone. Splash cold water on my face. Go back to my desk and close the yoghurt file without saving and spend the rest of the afternoon achieving absolutely fuck all.
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By Wednesday evening we're both pretending we're not thinking about it.

We're on the sofa with a bottle of red, his arm round my shoulders, some cooking show on Netflix that neither of us is watching. The new toy arrived this afternoon. It's still in the box in the bedroom, still sealed, waiting. Neither of us has mentioned it.

"What was it like?" I ask.

He knows exactly what I mean. "Watching you?"

"Yeah."

He's quiet for a moment, thinking, or maybe just deciding how to say it. "Intense. I couldn't... I mean, I literally couldn't look away. You were just... fuck, I don't even know how to say it."

"Try."

"Vulnerable. But not in a shit way. Just... open. Completely there with me. And the sounds you were making." He shifts slightly, adjusts himself without being obvious about it. I notice anyway. "I've never heard you make sounds like that."

"I know."

"It was the hottest thing I've ever fucking seen."

I take a sip of wine. Put the glass down. "I didn't know I could feel like that. I knew I wanted it, but I didn't know it would be that much, you know? That intense."

"More than Marcus?"

I don't flinch when he says Marcus's name. That's new. That's progress, maybe.

"Different from Marcus. With him it was just... he was thick, and that was it. That was the whole thing. This is deliberate. You're doing it to me. That makes it different."

"Better?"

"Yeah. Better."

We sit with that for a moment. The telly's still on. Someone's making soufflé. Neither of us gives a shit.

"We could try fisting." He says it casually, like he's suggesting we could try that new burger place on North Street.

The word hits me everywhere at once. My cunt clenches hard enough I feel it in my stomach, my thighs squeeze together without asking permission, and I have to put my wine glass down because my hands have gone shaky.

"Not yet," I manage.

"No. Not yet. But eventually."

"How do you know?"

"I've been reading. Forums, mostly. Technique guides. There's a whole community of people who do this properly. Safely."

"Properly."

"Yeah. Safely. Gradually. It takes time, you have to build up to it." He looks at me properly now, his eyes dark. "I ordered the bigger toy because that's the next step. After that, there's another size up. And after that..."

"Your hand."

"My hand."

I can see it. His knuckles disappearing inside me, his wrist, his whole hand buried so deep I'd be able to feel it in my ribs. That stretch. That fullness. The kind of full that makes you forget your own name.

"I want that," I say quietly.

"I know."

"Do you want it?"

He doesn't answer immediately. When he does his voice is low, rough, the voice he gets right before he comes. "I think about it constantly. I'm in the staff room making tea and I'm thinking about it. I'm teaching year nines about cardiac output and I'm thinking about my fist inside you. My whole fucking hand."

"Jesus."

"I know. It's fucking with my head."

"In a good way?"

"In the best way. I've never wanted anything this much."

We finish the wine in silence. Not awkward silence. The other kind. The kind where you're both thinking the same filthy thing and don't need to say it out loud.

When we go to bed he kisses me, properly, tongue and teeth and his hand fisted in my hair. Then he pulls back, breathless.

"Friday," he says.

"Friday."
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I touch myself three times between Thursday and Friday. Not with the toy. Dan's made it clear that's something we do together, and I'm not about to break that rule. Just my fingers. Checking. Exploring.

I'm different. I can feel it.

When I slide two fingers in on Thursday night they go easier than they used to. There's more space. More give. My body's learned something new, taken on information it didn't have before. Like muscle memory but for my cunt.

On Friday morning I try three fingers. They fit. Not easily, but they fit. A week ago three fingers would have been uncomfortable, something I'd have to work up to, something that would've made me wince. Now my cunt opens for them, and I lie there in bed with Dan already at school and my hand between my legs and think: I'm being stretched. This is actually working.

I curl my fingers, press upward, feel the slight ache of it. Not pain. Just awareness. My body making room.

I don't come. Don't even try. I just lie there, feeling the stretch, feeling my body adjust. Learning what I can take.

Afterwards I go to the bathroom and look at myself in the mirror. Same tits, same belly, same face that needs a wash. But something underneath has shifted, rewired itself, and I want to map every inch of what's changing.

I spread my legs, lean back against the sink, reach down. I can feel how swollen I am, how sensitive. I dip two fingers back in, then three, watching my own face in the mirror. My mouth opens slightly. My pupils are huge.

This is me now.

I'm not ashamed of this. I'm not embarrassed. I'm too fascinated for either of those things.

This is my body doing something I didn't know it could do, and I want to see how far it can go.

The new toy's in the bedroom, still in its box. Tomorrow we'll open it. Tomorrow we'll see.

I wash my hands. Go back to my desk. Open the yoghurt file. Stare at it for ten minutes, add one image to the mood board just so I can say I did something, then close it again.

The client's going to sack me at this rate.

I don't care even slightly.


5: Capacity


The box sat on the bed between us, unopened. I could've reached out and torn into it right then, but neither of us moved. This was part of it. The waiting. Knowing what was inside and letting the want build.

Saturday afternoon. We'd both kept the whole day clear. No explicit discussion about it, but when Dan had mentioned five-a-side on Thursday I'd watched him text Robbie that he couldn't make it. When my cousin Priya had suggested drinks on Saturday I'd said I was busy without specifying why.

We were busy with this.

The curtains were drawn already. The bedroom had that cut-off quality I'd started to associate with what we did in here. Same furniture, same walls. Different geography.

Dan opened the box and laid everything out with the same calm he'd had last time. The deflated toy. The pump bulb. The lube. All of it arranged on the duvet like surgical instruments.

The toy was bigger. Significantly bigger.

I'd seen the specs online. I'd read the reviews, looked at the photos. None of that prepared me for seeing it in person, laid out on our bed in the warm afternoon light.

The deflated section was longer than the last toy. Thicker too, even soft like this. The silicone looked firmer, denser. Christ. This wasn't a beginner's toy. This was what you bought when you'd already stretched yourself open and decided you wanted more.

"Christ," I said aloud.

Dan looked at me. "Too much?"

"No. Just bigger than I thought."

"We don't have to use it today. We can keep going with the first one, build up more gradually."

I shook my head. "No. I want this one."

"You sure?"

I looked at the toy. Looked at him. My cunt clenched just from the sight of it, anticipation and arousal and something darker underneath, something I didn't want to name. "I'm sure."

He nodded and reached for the button of my jeans.

I was already wet. Had been since lunchtime. Since this morning, if I was being honest. Since Thursday when the shipping notification had come through and I'd known it was two days away.

He undressed me slowly, methodical. His hands steady whilst mine wanted to shake. When I was naked he stepped back, still fully clothed, and looked at me with that expression I'd come to recognise. Focused. Hungry. The PE teacher from Southend gone entirely, replaced by someone who knew exactly what he wanted and intended to have it.

"On the bed. Legs open."

I obeyed.

He knelt at the edge of the mattress and put his hands on me. Always his hands first. That was the ritual.

Two fingers slid in easily. I was soaked, my body already preparing itself for what was coming. He added a third without asking. I took it without difficulty, felt myself open around the intrusion.

Three weeks ago three fingers had been an event. Something I'd have needed to work up to, something that would've made me gasp and clench. Now it was the starting point. My body opened for them and I lay there feeling the stretch and thinking: I've changed. In three weeks I've actually fucking changed.

"More," I said.

"Not yet."

"Dan."

"Not yet. We're doing this properly."

He worked me with three fingers, slow and deliberate, curling them upward whilst I bit my lip and tried not to beg. When he finally added the fourth I felt it register. The stretch was real now, my body having to work slightly to accommodate the width of all four fingers together, the stretch at my entrance visible if I'd lifted my head to look.

Not pain. Just awareness. The kind that made me clench around him and want more.

He spread his fingers, scissored them. I felt my opening stretch wider, felt the pull at my entrance as he deliberately opened me from the inside, made space.

"Look at that," he said quietly. "You're taking all four like it's nothing."

"It's not nothing."

"No?"

"It's just not enough."

He made a sound low in his throat and kept his fingers spread inside me whilst his other hand gripped my thigh hard enough to leave marks. "No. Not anymore."

I looked down. His hand was buried between my legs, four fingers inside me, my cunt stretched visibly around them. My thighs were shaking slightly. I was making a wet mess of the duvet underneath me and I didn't care even remotely. The room smelled like sex already, like my own arousal, thick and undeniable.

"I'm ready," I said.

"Not yet."

"Dan, I'm ready."

"You're not. Not for this toy. Not yet."

He kept working me, four fingers spreading and scissoring, the stretch intensifying until I could feel it everywhere, not just at my entrance but deep inside, my body learning new shapes it could make, configurations I hadn't known were possible.

When he finally withdrew his hand I felt the absence immediately, that empty ache I'd started to crave being filled again.

He reached for the toy.

Even deflated it was bigger than the last one. I could feel that the moment he pressed it against my opening and pushed. The silicone had more presence, more substance. When he slid it inside I had to breathe through it, had to consciously relax and let my body accommodate something that was already significant before the pump had even come into play.

Not pain. But not nothing.

"Alright?" he asked.

"Yeah. Do it."

He pushed. The deflated toy slid inside me, and I felt my body stretch around it, accept it, take something that was already testing my limits.

Dan paused, his hand warm on my thigh. Watching my face.

I nodded.

He picked up the pump bulb.

The first squeeze and I knew. This toy wasn't the same. The pressure spread uniform and relentless, opening me from the inside, and my breath caught. Fuck. One pump. There were going to be more.

"That's one." His voice had dropped into that register, the one that made my cunt clench on reflex. "How's that feel?"

"Big." My voice came out breathless. "It's already... fuck, it's big already."

He squeezed again.

The second pump and the stretch intensified. Not just full anymore. Very full. I could feel the toy taking up space inside me, pushing outward, demanding room my body had to make, carving out territory.

Third pump.

I was gripping the bedsheet. My breathing had changed, shorter and shallower. Dan noticed. He always noticed.

"Two," he said quietly, watching my face. "Three."

"Fuck. Okay. Okay."

"You're doing so well. Look at you."

Fourth pump.

This was the point where it tipped. The stretch at my entrance burned now. The pressure deep inside pushed against my cervix, filled me so completely I could feel it in my ribs, in my throat. The toy seemed to take up all available space, pressing outward, remorseless and unyielding.

Fifth pump.

I gasped audibly. My hand shot out and gripped his wrist hard.

"Stop. Just hold. Stay there."

He stopped immediately, put the pump down. His hand was warm on my thigh, grounding me whilst my body tried to adjust to being this full.

"I've got you. We're holding."

I lay there with the toy fully inflated inside me, stretching me wider than I'd ever been stretched, pressing against depths I could feel in my throat. The burn and ache fused into something overwhelming and exactly right.

My thighs were shaking. I could feel sweat on my skin, between my breasts, at my temples, in the creases of my thighs where they met my body. My cunt was clenching involuntarily around the toy, trying to adjust to the intrusion, and I could feel wetness leaking out around it, soaking into the duvet beneath my arse.

Dan wasn't looking at my face. His eyes were lower, fixed between my legs.

"Jesus Christ, Jade." His voice was rough, unsteady. "Look at what you're taking."

"I can feel it." My own voice sounded strange, tight and thin. "I can feel every inch of it."

"You're stretched so wide around it. I can see..." He stopped, swallowed hard. "Fuck, I can see how much it's opening you."

I made a sound, small and desperate.

"You like that, don't you?" he said quietly. "You like hearing what it looks like."

"Yes. Yeah. Tell me."

"Your cunt is stretched around this toy, and I can see exactly how wide you are. The silicone's pressing outward and your body's just taking it. Accepting it. You're so fucking open for me."

I was breathing through my mouth, panting almost. The burn was easing slightly, my body adjusting to the invasion. The pressure settled into something that wasn't quite pleasure but wasn't quite pain either. Something in between. Something new and addictive.

"One more," I said.

"Jade."

"One more. I can take one more."

"You sure?"

I looked at him, met his eyes. "I wanna know how far I can go."

He held my gaze for a long moment. Then he picked up the pump bulb again.

"Alright. Here."

He squeezed.

The sixth pump and I cried out. Not pain. Something else entirely, something that made my back arch off the bed and my hands fist in the duvet and my entire body tense around the intrusion, resisting and accepting simultaneously.

The toy expanded that final increment and I was full. Completely, utterly, impossibly full. At my current limit, the edge of too much that tipped back into exactly right.

This was the fullest I'd ever been. Including Marcus. Including everything.

This was my new limit.

I'd found it. I was fucking proud.

We stayed there, the toy fully inflated inside me. My body clenched around it, stretched to capacity, slowly adjusting to the reality of being this full.

Dan's hand was still on my thigh, his thumb stroking small circles against my sweat-slick skin whilst I breathed through the overwhelming sensation, the impossible pressure.

"You're doing so well," he said quietly. "You're taking all of it. The whole toy, fully inflated. You're incredible."

I couldn't respond. Could barely think. My entire awareness had narrowed to the stretch, the pressure, the fullness, the way my body was holding this thing inside it and somehow not breaking.

Then I heard myself say, "Your hand."

Dan went still. "What?"

"Your hand. I want your hand too."

Silence. Then, carefully, "With the toy?"

"Yes. Both. I want both."

I watched his face, watched him process what I was asking for. Then he reached for the pump bulb and released two pumps. The pressure eased slightly, the toy deflating just enough to make space, though I was still stretched obscenely around it.

He positioned his hand, two fingers alongside the toy where it protruded from my opening.

I felt them press against my entrance and my breath stopped. This was more. This was different. This was the toy and his hand, both at once, and my body was being asked to stretch around both and I didn't know if I could, but I wanted to fucking try.

He pushed slowly, carefully.

His fingers slid in alongside the partially inflated toy.

I made a sound I didn't recognise, something between a gasp and a moan.

"Fuck." Dan's voice was shaking. "Fuck, Jade, you're taking both."

I could feel it. The toy pressing against my front wall. His fingers curling against my back wall. The fullness that was beyond anything singular, beyond anything I'd experienced before. My body stretched around both, accommodating impossible shapes, making room because I was demanding it to.

"Your cunt is stretched around my fingers and the toy," Dan said, his voice low and rough, almost clinical but shaking underneath. "I can feel the toy through your wall. I can feel how tight you are. How much you're taking."

His fingers moved slightly, scissored, and I nearly came right then just from the sensation of being stretched in two directions simultaneously.

"I can see your cunt stretched around it all," he continued, and his hand was shaking where it gripped my thigh. "You're so open. You're so fucking open for me. I can see inside you."

I reached down with my left hand and found my clit. The first touch and I was gone.

I came with the toy holding me wide and his fingers still inside and my hand working furiously at my clit, rubbing hard and fast. The orgasm built sharp and unavoidable, tearing through me.

When I tipped over the edge the stretch changed. My cunt clenched, contracted in waves, and the toy didn't give. His fingers didn't move. I was coming around something that wouldn't yield and it made the orgasm sharper, harder, endless, pleasure spiking with each pulse.

I could hear myself making sounds I didn't recognise, didn't care, couldn't stop.

"That's it," Dan said roughly. "Fuck, Jade, I can feel you coming. I can feel every clench, every contraction."

The waves kept going, my body contracting around the intrusion, the stretch intensifying with each pulse, pleasure and pressure indistinguishable, fused into one overwhelming sensation.

When I finally came down I was shaking, boneless. Dan's fingers were still inside me alongside the toy. I could feel my cunt fluttering around both, aftershocks rolling through me.

"Alright?" he asked quietly.

I couldn't speak. Nodded instead.

He withdrew his hand slowly, carefully. Then reached for the pump and began deflating the toy, each release of pressure making me gasp as my body tried to adjust to the changing fullness.

He removed it carefully, the deflated toy sliding out of me whilst I lay there unable to move, feeling every inch of the withdrawal, the way my body tried to close around empty space.

When it slid out completely I was empty. Not just empty. Open.

I didn't close, not right away. The air hit my wet insides, cool against heated flesh. I could feel how stretched I still was, the aftermath, my body holding the shape of what had filled it.

Dan was looking. Not at my face. Lower, transfixed.

"Jade." His voice was quiet, awed. "Jesus. Look at you."

"What do I look like?"

"Open. You're open. I can see inside you. I can see how wet you are, how stretched."

I should've felt vulnerable. Should've felt exposed. Instead I felt another wave of heat, arousal spiking despite having just come. He was looking at the evidence of what the toy had done to me, and I wanted him to see it, wanted him to look his fill.

His hand came back. Four fingers slid in easily now, my body offering no resistance whatsoever. Then his thumb tucked alongside, pressed against my entrance, the widest point of his hand pushing against my opening but not crossing. Not yet.

"This is what you're gonna take," Dan said quietly. "Maybe not today. But soon."

I was breathless, still trembling. "I know."

"You're nearly there. You're so close to being able to take my whole hand. My whole fucking fist inside you."

I looked down at where his hand pressed against me, the configuration I could feel but couldn't see. The promise of what was coming.

"Next time," I whispered.

"Or the time after."

I came again from the pressure and his words, from knowing what that pressure meant. This orgasm built slower, darker, from somewhere deep inside me and spreading outward in long rolling waves. I clenched around his four fingers and the pressure of his thumb and came apart slowly whilst Dan watched, his eyes locked between my legs.

When I came back to myself he was still there, hand positioned exactly the same, watching my face now.

"You came from that," he said.

"Yeah."

"From knowing what's coming."

"Yeah."

He withdrew his hand slowly. I felt the absence immediately, that empty ache again, the one I'd started to crave being filled.

I spread my legs wider, deliberately. Reached down with both hands and held myself open, pulled my lips apart so he could see everything.

"Look at me," I said. "This is what you did."

Dan made a strangled sound deep in his throat.

I could see my own body, stretched and used and visibly open. The gape that remained, the wetness coating my thighs, the evidence of what we'd done laid bare.

"This is what you did to me," I repeated. "Look."

He was looking. His hand had moved to himself, gripping his cock through his jeans. His eyes were fixed on where I held myself open, pupils blown wide.

"Stand up," I said.

He obeyed, stood at the edge of the bed. Undid his jeans with shaking hands, fumbling the zip.

When he took himself out he was already leaking, precum beading at the tip. I watched him stroke himself, fast and urgent and graceless, his eyes never leaving where I held myself open for him.

He lasted maybe thirty seconds.

When he came I felt it land inside me, warm and thick, spattering against depths I could still feel from the toy. It was reaching places his cock had never reached when he'd fucked me normally. Because I was open. Because I was gaping for him. Because this is what we did now.

He kept coming, more than usual, covering me and filling me, marking territory that had already been claimed.

When he was finished I reached down with one hand. Slid a finger inside myself easily. Pushed his cum deeper into my open cunt, felt it warm and slick against my walls.

He watched. Made a sound. Had to sit down on the floor, legs giving out.

I left my finger inside myself, felt the warmth of him, the slickness, the mix of his cum and my wetness. Looked at the ceiling whilst my body slowly began to close, returning to something closer to its usual shape but not quite there, not yet.

But not the same. Never quite the same again.


All the Way


You have to understand something before I tell you what happened that Saturday afternoon. I wasn't nervous. I'd been nervous before the first pump toy, that flutter in my stomach when Dan came home with the box. I'd been nervous before the larger toy, that edge-of-the-cliff feeling the morning we'd planned to use it.

This was different. My stomach wasn't fluttering. My hands weren't shaking. I was steady, focused, ready. I'd spent three weeks preparing for this, three weeks of stretching and opening and teaching my body what it could do. Three weeks of toys that had seemed impossible becoming routine. Three weeks of Dan's hands learning exactly how far I could go, then taking me one step further.

I was ready. My body was ready. We'd worked towards this deliberately, patiently, and now we were here.

[image: ]

Saturday morning smelled of coffee and warm summer air coming through the kitchen window. Dan was at the counter in joggers and a t-shirt, hair still messy from sleep, pouring milk into two mugs. Normal morning, entirely ordinary, except we both knew what day this was.

I watched him from the doorway. The way he moved had changed lately. More focused. More deliberate. Even doing something as mundane as making coffee he had that teacher quality now, the one I'd started noticing during sessions. That look he got when he was working through a problem, figuring out the steps, planning the approach.

He glanced up, caught me watching.

"Morning."

"Morning."

He brought my mug over, kissed my forehead. His hand settled on my hip, warm through my t-shirt. A normal Saturday gesture. Except his thumb stroked once, deliberate, and I felt that single touch between my legs.

"You eaten?" he asked.

"Not yet."

"Want toast?"

"Not really."

He nodded. Took a sip of his coffee. Neither of us mentioned what we were both thinking about. We didn't need to.
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I spent the morning trying to work. Failed spectacularly. Sat at my desk in the studio with the yoghurt brief open on my monitor and achieved absolutely fuck all except refreshing my inbox six times and staring at the wall.

My body felt different. Had felt different for days, if I was honest. Looser. More open. Like something inside me had fundamentally shifted and wouldn't shift back. I'd checked that morning in the shower, three fingers sliding in easily, my cunt accepting them without even trying. A month ago that would've been significant. Now it was just confirmation.

I'm ready. Properly ready.

Around midday I heard Dan moving in the bedroom. The particular sounds of preparation: the drawer opening, items being set out, the deliberate organisation of someone who'd thought this through. I stayed at my desk. Didn't go to watch. We had time. He'd tell me when.

My phone buzzed.

Dan: Come here when you're ready. No rush.

I stared at the message. Read it twice. Put the phone down. Took a breath.

Right, then.
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The bedroom curtains were drawn, afternoon light coming through the dark fabric in that warm, muted way that made everything soft-edged. Dan had laid everything out on the bed. The pump toy. The large one from last week. The industrial-sized bottle of good lube, the thick silicone kind that didn't dry out. A towel folded underneath where I'd be lying, slightly rumpled where he'd smoothed it down.

He'd thought of everything. Of course he had.

He was standing by the bed, still in joggers but shirtless now. When he looked up at me, the expression on his face made my stomach drop and my cunt clench simultaneously.

Want. Pure fucking want.

"Hey," he said.

"Yeah. Hey."

"You good?"

"Yeah. I'm good."

He nodded. Gestured to the bed. "Come here."

I walked over. Stood in front of him. He reached for the hem of my t-shirt, paused with his fingers curled in the fabric, checking my face. I nodded.

He undressed me slowly. Pulled my t-shirt over my head, unhooked my bra, slid my joggers and knickers down in one smooth motion. I stepped out of them. Stood naked whilst he was still half-dressed. The imbalance made me feel exposed and safe at the same time, that particular mix that only worked with him.

"Lie down," he said. "On your back. Legs bent."

I climbed onto the bed, positioned myself on the towel. The fabric was soft beneath me, warm from the afternoon heat trapped in the room. I bent my knees, let them fall open slightly. Not wide yet. Just ready.

Dan picked up the lube, the pump toy. His eyes moved over me properly.

"We're starting with this," he said, holding up the toy. "Getting you open first. Then my hand."

"Okay."

"Anything feels wrong, you tell me. Yeah? We stop."

"I know."

"I mean it, Jade."

"I know you do."

He sat on the edge of the bed between my legs. Put the toy down for a moment. Warmed the lube between his hands, that ritual he always did now, then brought his fingers to me. Two first, sliding in easily, just checking. Then three. I was already wet, had been wet since I'd read his text, and his fingers went in without resistance.

"Christ, you're soaked already." His voice had dropped.

"Yeah, well. Been thinking about this all morning."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah."

He added the fourth finger. The stretch was familiar now, almost comfortable. He worked me gently, spreading his fingers inside me, opening me bit by bit. I lay there and breathed and let my body remember what it had learned.

When he withdrew his fingers the absence was immediate, that empty ache I'd started to crave. He reached for the pump toy. It was deflated, floppy and unimpressive in his hand. He coated it with lube, then brought it to me.

"Ready?"

"Yeah."

It slid in easily. I'd taken this toy last week, taken it to my limit, and my cunt remembered. The deflated silicone filled me without resistance, settled deep. I could feel it there, waiting.

Dan picked up the pump bulb. His eyes were on my face.

"Here we go."

He squeezed once.

The toy expanded, pressing outward in all directions at once. That uniform pressure I still hadn't got used to, still found overwhelming in the best way. My breath stuttered.

"Okay?"

"Yeah. Keep going."

Second pump. The stretch intensified. My body tightened reflexively, then relaxed, letting it happen. I breathed through it.

Third pump. Fourth. Fifth.

By the sixth pump I was at my limit, stretched to the same fullness I'd reached last week. Three weeks ago this would've been the most extreme thing I'd ever done. Now it was preparation. The warm-up.

Dan held it there, watching my face. I was breathing hard, my cunt clenched around the inflated toy, stretched wide but not quite at the edge of too much.

"That's six," he said. "You're at your limit with this."

"Yeah."

"You know what comes next."

"Yeah."

He reached for the release valve. The toy deflated slowly, the pressure easing until it was just silicone inside me again. Then he withdrew it carefully, that same deliberate care he always took.

The absence hit me immediately. That gaping emptiness, air touching places that had been filled moments before. I didn't close right away. My body held the shape of the toy, open and waiting.

Dan's eyes were locked between my legs. His expression was transfixed, hungry, utterly focused.

"Look at you," he said. "Already open. We haven't even started yet and you're already gaping for me."

I clenched, tried to close, failed. Too stretched. Too ready. The emptiness ached.

"Your hand now," I said. Not a question.

"Yeah. My hand now."

He moved closer, positioned himself properly between my legs. His hands were large, broad palms and long fingers, the hands of someone who'd played sport his whole life. I'd held those hands a thousand times. Now I was going to take one inside my body.

He started with one finger. Unnecessary, really, given how open I was, but he did it anyway. Then two. Three. Four. They went in easily, my body offering nothing, no resistance whatsoever. I was slick and loose and ready.

He spread his four fingers inside me, scissoring them gently, opening me further. The stretch burned, that familiar burn that wasn't quite pain. My body knew this now. Recognised it. Welcomed it.

When he withdrew, the emptiness was sharp and immediate. He reached for the lube again, coated his entire hand. I watched him do it. Watched the lube drip between his fingers, coat his palm, cover his knuckles. He was meticulous about it, making sure every surface was slick.

Then he brought his hand back to me. Four fingers pressed inside, deeper this time. His thumb tucked alongside, pressing at my entrance. The configuration I knew from last week. The widest point of his hand, formed and ready.

"You've felt this before." His eyes were on my face, watching every micro-expression. "You know what it feels like."

"Yeah."

"This time I'm not stopping at this point. This time I'm going all the way in."

"I know."

The pressure increased. His knuckles hit the narrowest point, bone meeting resistance, and my cunt had to decide whether to let him in.

Not today. Today we're doing this.

"Breathe," he said. "Just breathe. I've got you."

I breathed. Focused on relaxing, on letting my body do what it knew how to do. The pressure was immense, unyielding. Not the smooth uniform expansion of the toy. This was bone and knuckle and the undeniable human solidity of his actual hand.

My body resisted. Natural response. The stretch was too much, the intrusion too large.

I can't, fuck I can't possibly—

"Your body knows what to do." His thumb stroked my inner thigh whilst he held steady. "It's done this before. Just not with my hand. Breathe."

I breathed. The resistance eased fractionally. The pressure remained constant, patient, not forcing but not relenting either. Dan was waiting for my cunt to accept him.

And slowly, slowly, it did.

The burn tipped into something else. Something that wasn't quite pain but wasn't quite pleasure either, that point where my body had to decide. And it decided yes.

The shift came from somewhere deep. My entrance stretched wider, the resistance giving way. His knuckles pressed deeper, millimetre by millimetre, and I was opening, actually opening around the bone of him.

"There," he said. His voice was shaking. "There, Jade. You're doing it. It's going in."

Can't speak can't breathe can only feel—

The stretch was overwhelming, impossible, exactly what I'd been craving for weeks.

His knuckles slid deeper. The widest point pressed against my entrance from both sides, stretching me to my absolute limit. I was making sounds, small desperate noises I didn't recognise. My body was shaking.

"That's it." His voice had gone low and awed and barely controlled. "That's the widest point. You're taking it. You're taking my whole hand."

The widest point passed inside.

Every millimetre of that final stretch registered, my body opening completely and then suddenly the resistance was gone and his knuckles were through and my cunt was closing slightly around his wrist, and he was in.

He's actually in. His whole fucking hand. Inside me.

"Fuck," I gasped. The word came out strangled, barely coherent. "Fuck, Dan, you're—"

"I know." His voice was shaking properly now. "I know. I'm in. I'm all the way in."

He slid deeper. Not fast, just a steady slide, his hand moving through me until his wrist was fully inside and his hand was somewhere I'd never felt anything reach before. Then he stopped.

We both stopped. Stayed there. Breathing.

I could feel every part of his hand. His knuckles. His palm. The individual bones of his fingers curled inside me. He was inside my body, and I could feel all of it, every contour, every surface, the undeniable human reality of him.

This is real. This is actually real.

"Jade," he said. "Fuck. Look at you. Look at what you're doing."

I looked down. Could barely process what I was seeing. His forearm disappearing between my legs. His wrist gripped by my entrance. His hand buried completely inside me.

That's me. That's my cunt swallowing his whole fist.

"How does it feel?" His eyes were searching my face.

I tried to find words. Failed. Tried again.

"Full," I managed finally. "So full. I've never... I didn't know it could feel like this."

"You're holding my fist inside you. My whole hand. Do you know how incredible that is?"

I made a small sound. Couldn't form words anymore.

"I can feel you clenching around my wrist." He kept his eyes locked on mine. "Your cunt is gripping me. You're not letting go."

He was right. My body was clenched around his wrist, holding him inside me, refusing to release him. The fullness was complete, absolute, undeniable. I felt utterly, perfectly filled.

"Move your hand," I whispered. "Just a little. Please."

He shifted his hand fractionally inside me. Just a small rotation of his wrist, his fingers curling slightly. The sensation was indescribable.

Fuck fuck fuck that's—

Every tiny movement magnified by how stretched I was. I could feel him everywhere.

"Like that?"

"Yeah. Fuck. Yeah, like that."

He did it again. Another small shift. My body clenched reflexively around him, trying to accommodate the movement, trying to hold him still and let him move at the same time.

The orgasm started building from somewhere deep inside me. Not from my clit. From wherever his fist was pressing, from the stretch itself, from the impossible fullness of having his entire hand inside my body.

It's starting oh God it's starting—

"Dan," I gasped. "I'm going to—"

"I know. I can feel it. Your cunt's getting tighter. You're clenching harder."

"I can't—"

"You can. Come on my fist. Come around my whole fucking hand."

The orgasm started where his fist was lodged and spread outward in pulses. Not waves. Pulses. Each one hitting the unyielding mass of his hand and rebounding through me, building higher. I was clenching around his fist, my body contracting rhythmically, and his hand was unyielding inside me and every contraction hit resistance and rebounded and built higher.

I was loud. Properly loud. Didn't care, couldn't care. Was coming around Dan's fist and nothing else existed except that sensation and the overwhelming knowledge of what my body was doing.

I'm coming around his fist I'm coming around his whole fucking hand inside me—

The orgasm went on longer than usual, pulses cresting and falling and cresting again. I was shaking, sweating, my hands fisted in the bedsheet beside me. Dan's free hand was on my thigh, holding me steady, grounding me whilst I came apart around his hand.

When it finally subsided I was gasping and trembling and utterly wrecked. Dan's fist was still inside me. Still filling me completely. My body was still clenched around his wrist.

"Fuck," I breathed. "Fuck, that was—"

"I felt it." His voice was rough. "I felt every contraction. Your cunt was gripping my wrist so tight I thought you'd break something."

I laughed, breathless, slightly hysterical. "Did I?"

"No. You're perfect. You took my whole fist and came around it and you're perfect."

We stayed like that for another minute. His hand inside me. My body holding him. Both of us breathing hard, processing what we'd just done.

Then he said, "I need to pull out now. Are you ready?"

I nodded. Didn't trust my voice.

"I'm going slow. Tell me if it's too much."

"Okay."

He began withdrawing his hand. The sensation was different from entry. Easier in some ways because my body had already stretched to accommodate him. Harder in others because my cunt didn't want to let go.

His hand slid back bit by bit. I could feel every stage. His fingers uncurling slightly. His knuckles pressing at my entrance from the inside now, the widest point approaching in reverse.

"Nearly out." His thumb stroked my thigh whilst he worked. "You're doing so well. Just a bit more."

The widest point stretched my entrance again. The burn returned, sharp and intense, my body protesting the exit as much as it had the entry. Then his knuckles were through and his hand was sliding out and then he was gone.

The emptiness was immediate and overwhelming. Air hit my insides, cool against the heat. I didn't close. My body held the shape of his fist, open and waiting for something that was no longer there.

Gaping. I'm actually gaping.

Dan sat back on his heels. Looked between my legs. Made a sound I'd never heard from him before, something between a gasp and a groan.

"Jade," he said. "Jesus Christ. Look at you."

"What do I look like?"

"Open. So fucking open. I can see inside you. Your cunt is gaping. I can see where my hand was."

I could feel it. The air inside me. My body refusing to close, holding the shape of his fist even though his fist was gone. I'd been reshaped. Actually, physically reshaped.

I reached down with both hands. Spread my lips apart deliberately. Held myself open for him, offering the evidence.

"Look at me properly," I said. "This is what you did."

Dan's eyes were locked between my legs. I watched his expression, watched the hunger and awe and barely-controlled need written across his face.

"I can see everything," he said. "I can see how deep I was. Your cunt is shaped like my fist. You're open all the way."

"Yeah."

"Fuck, Jade."

"Are you going to come?" My voice was low, deliberately crude. "Are you going to finish looking at what you've done to me?"

He didn't answer with words. Just stood up, shoved his joggers down, kicked them off. His cock was hard, leaking, had probably been hard since the moment his hand had entered me. He wrapped his hand around himself, started stroking, fast and urgent and entirely graceless.

His eyes never left where I was holding myself open.

"Stay like that," he said roughly. "Stay open. I want to see you when I come."

"I'm not going anywhere."

I watched him stroke himself. Watched his hand move, watched his expression, watched the way he was staring at my body like he'd never seen anything more perfect. I was holding myself open for him. Displaying what his hand had done to me. Offering the evidence of how thoroughly he'd wrecked me.

This is what I am now. This is what we've made me into.

He lasted maybe twenty seconds.

When he came I was too open to stop it. His cum splattered against depths his cock had never reached, landing somewhere only his fist had been. I could feel it hitting walls that shouldn't be accessible, pooling in the stretched space his fist had made. Because I was open. Because there was nothing in the way. Because this is what we'd made me into.

He kept coming. More than usual. Thick ropes of it landing inside my gaping cunt, coating walls that were still stretched and exposed. Claiming territory that had already been claimed.

When he finished he just stood there, gasping, hand still wrapped around his softening cock. I was still holding myself open. Still feeling the warmth of his cum pooling inside me, settling in places that shouldn't be reachable.

I brought one hand down. Slid a finger inside myself easily, too easily. Found his cum and pushed it deeper, working it further into my open body. He watched me do it. Made a strangled sound. Had to sit down on the floor, legs giving out.

I left my finger inside myself for a moment. The warmth. My body slowly, finally, beginning to close. Returning to something closer to its usual shape but not quite there. Not yet.

Probably not ever quite the same again.

Dan was sitting on the floor beside the bed, head back against the mattress, eyes closed, breathing hard.

"That was—" he started, then stopped. Couldn't find the words.

"Yeah," I said quietly. "It was."

We stayed like that. Him on the floor. Me on the bed, legs still spread, his cum slowly seeping out of me as my body gradually closed. The afternoon light filtered through the curtains. The flat was quiet except for our breathing.

Eventually he opened his eyes. Looked up at me.

"Are you okay?"

I considered the question properly. Checked in with my body. I ached. Felt used and stretched and fundamentally altered. My arse was sore where I'd been clenching. My thighs were trembling. I could still feel where his hand had been, an echo of fullness that wouldn't quite fade.

"Yeah," I said finally. "I'm more than okay."

He smiled. A proper smile, warm and genuine and slightly disbelieving.

"We actually did that."

"We actually did that."

"You took my whole fist."

"I did."

"Fuck." He laughed quietly, shook his head. "I still can't quite believe it."

I reached down, touched between my legs gently. My body was still tender, still slightly open. I could feel the change, that something had shifted permanently.

"Believe it," I said quietly. "Because that's what we do now."

Dan looked at me properly then. Understanding settling into his expression. This wasn't a one-time thing. This was our new normal. This was what we'd built together over three weeks and we weren't going back.

"Yeah," he said finally. "Yeah, that's what we do now."

He stood up eventually, came to the bed, lay down beside me. Pulled me against him gently, careful of my tender body. His arm wrapped around me. I nestled into his chest. Normal couple things. Except I was still sticky with lube and cum and my cunt was still slightly open between my legs and neither of us pretended we didn't know it.

"I love you," he said quietly against my hair.

"I love you too."

"Thank you."

I smiled against his chest. "For what?"

"For trusting me. For letting me do that. For being brave enough to tell me what you wanted."

I thought about that. About the Tuesday evening three weeks ago when I'd shown him the video on my phone. About how scared I'd been and how unnecessary that fear had turned out to be.

"Thank you for not thinking I was fucked up," I said quietly.

"You're not fucked up. You're perfect."

"I'm properly wrecked though."

He laughed. "Yeah. You are. And it's the hottest thing I've ever seen."

We lay there until the afternoon light shifted, until the room grew slightly cooler, until my body had mostly closed and the ache had settled into something manageable. Eventually we'd get up. Eventually we'd have dinner and watch something and go to bed like normal people.

But for now we just lay there. Held each other. Processed what we'd done.

And knew, both of us, that we were going to do it again


EPILOGUE: After the Fist


So. That's it. The whole fucking story.

I've told you everything now. The Tuesday night on the sofa when I fell down that rabbit hole. The Saturday morning confession where I said it out loud, what I'd been watching, what I wanted. The toys. The sessions. The way it went from three of his fingers to four to five to his entire fist inside me in the space of three weeks. Faster than either of us expected, if I'm honest.

I don't know why I had to tell you. Maybe because it's the truest thing that's ever happened to me and I needed to get every detail exactly right. Maybe because I needed someone, even a stranger reading this, to know that people like me exist. That I'm real. That Dan's real. That we're out here in a perfectly ordinary flat in Bristol, doing things that'd make most people proper uncomfortable, and we feel absolutely no shame about it whatsoever. Not a single fucking ounce.

Or maybe I just wanted to relive it, you know? Put it all down so I could read it back and confirm it actually happened. That I didn't imagine it.

I didn't imagine it.

It's still happening.

We're several weeks past the first fisting now. It's shaped our whole sex life, become the thing we do, the thing we both think about constantly. I think about it during client calls. When I'm food shopping. When I'm supposed to be concentrating on literally anything else. We've got a routine now, domestic as fuck if I'm honest. Friday evenings usually, sometimes Saturdays if we've both kept the afternoon clear. He prepares everything whilst I'm in the shower. I come into the bedroom afterwards, hair damp, towel round me, and it's all laid out on the bed: towels, lube, the toys we might use for warm-up. Though increasingly we don't bother with toys anymore. Takes too long. His hand is what I want. His hand is what I get.

The sessions last longer now. An hour, sometimes more. He takes his time working me open, four fingers to five, that careful rotation of his wrist as the widest point pushes through. That moment, fuck. That moment when his knuckles pop inside and my cunt just swallows his hand. I'm better at taking it now. My body knows what's coming and opens for him faster than it used to. But he still goes slow. Still watches my face. Still checks in, though he doesn't need to ask anymore. He can read me. Knows when I need more lube, when I need him to wait, when I need him to push.

And then his fist is inside me and we're both exactly where we want to be.

The feeling of it. I can't describe it and I've been trying this whole time. Full doesn't cover it. Stretched doesn't cover it. It's more than that. It's being opened, properly opened, in a way that makes every other time I've ever had sex feel like nothing. His fist moves inside me, and I can feel every finger, the shape of his knuckles, the solid presence of him filling me completely. I come from it. Hard. The kind of orgasm that leaves me shaking, gasping, halfway to crying because it's too much and exactly right at the same time.

Afterwards, when he's pulled out and I'm lying there wrecked and open, he looks at me the same way every single time. Like I'm the most beautiful, filthy, perfect thing he's ever seen. Then he wanks himself over me. Into me. His cum landing deep inside my gaped cunt where his cock could never reach, because I'm still open, still loose, and he can see inside me. He watches it drip in. I push it deeper with my fingers. He watches that too. We're both entirely, completely satisfied.

Conventional sex still happens occasionally. For closeness, for something different, because sometimes we just want to lie together in the normal way and touch and kiss and be soft with each other. But we're pragmatic about it now. I don't fake anymore. There's no point. He knows what actually gets me off and it isn't his cock inside me in the missionary position, him thrusting away whilst I make the right noises and think about whether I need to put the bins out. He's entirely fine with this. More than fine, actually. I think he prefers it this way. Prefers the specific role he's carved out for himself as the man who opens me up and fills me in ways that have nothing to do with his dick.

Last week Dan showed me a forum he'd found. We were on the sofa, his phone between us, scrolling through this thread about women who train for it. How to take more. How to take it faster. How to measure progress. Goals. There were photos, measurements, detailed accounts from women who'd been doing this for years, whose partners could fist them in under five minutes, who'd moved on to bigger insertions, doubles, things I hadn't even considered possible. Things that made my stomach flip and my cunt clench just looking at the pictures.

I read the whole thread. Every single post. Got proper wet, the kind where you can feel it, where your knickers are suddenly clinging and you're aware of every shift of your thighs. Dan knew. Course he fucking knew. His hand was on my thigh, and he could feel the tension, the change in my breathing, the way I'd gone still and focused.

He's ordered something. Showed me the product page two days ago. I'm not telling you what it is. Not yet. But I will tell you that when I saw the dimensions, the width measurement in particular, my cunt clenched involuntarily and I had to go to the bathroom to sort myself out because I couldn't sit there on the sofa with him, looking at that thing, without touching myself.

It arrives this week. Thursday, the email said.

I don't know where this ends. Or, actually, I do know. It doesn't. I'm not sure I want it to. Every time we do this, every time his hand slides inside me or I look at the photos on my phone, the private folder I've got that I look at more than anything else, or I shift in my chair on a Monday morning and feel the reminder of what we did at the weekend, I feel the same low hum of satisfaction. Rightness. The particular contentment of someone who's finally, completely getting what she needs.

Oh, and we're doing my arse now. Started with plugs. Small ones first, this little pink thing that looked innocent, wasn't. Then his fingers. He's working me open the same way he did my cunt, that same patient stretch, except it's tighter, hotter, filthier somehow. Different. The stretch makes me hold my breath, makes me focus on breathing through it, relaxing into it. But it's still him. Still that focus on his face, that total attention. And it's still me being greedy for it. Wanting more. He thinks he can get his whole hand in there eventually too. His whole fist, same as my cunt. I believe him. I want him to.

Right now I'm at my desk. Monday morning, eleven thirty-seven, grey light through the window, traffic noise from the street below. I've got three client briefs open on my screen and a mug of tea that went cold an hour ago. The yoghurt packaging is finally done, thank fuck, and I'm meant to be working on a rebrand for a local brewery. Some craft ale thing, all hops and subtle flavours and words like "artisan" that make me want to roll my eyes.

I shift in my chair. My cunt's still a bit sore from yesterday afternoon. Good sore. The kind that sits with you, a low deep ache that reminds you what you did. What you are.

I smile at the screen. Sip the cold tea. Grimace. Open the brewery brief properly.

Get back to work like a normal person.

And look. I hope you got what you came for, reading this. I hope it was filthy enough, detailed enough, honest enough. I hope you understand now what I'm talking about. What this is. What it feels like.

I know what I came for.

I got it.

And I'm not done yet.


Also by Lily Corbett


Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

"Some girls are made for nice boys and safe futures. Lacey Morgan was made for this."

Book 9 in Lily Corbett’s “DADDY ISSUES” series of hardcore age-gap and very taboo erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

Welcome to the filthiest corner of Beeston Rangers FC, where nineteen-year-old Lacey Morgan’s boredom with useless young lads is about to be spectacularly cured by seventy-two-year-old groundskeeper Malcolm Hewitt. This isn’t your typical age-gap romance – this is raw, degrading, and absolutely unapologetic about what it is: a breeding obsession story where the girl begs for exactly what society says she shouldn’t want.

Lacey’s sick of boys who can’t make her cum. She’s been watching rougher porn, craving the intensity she sees on screen, fingering herself to fantasies of older men who know what they’re doing. When Malcolm corners her with upskirt photos he’s been collecting for weeks, offering her a choice that isn’t really a choice, Lacey discovers the truth: she walked into his trap willingly. She’s been waiting for someone like Malcolm, someone who’ll treat her like the slag she’s desperate to become.

Malcolm’s no amateur. He’s got a black leather book documenting fifty years of women he’s corrupted at this club, each one catalogued with photos and explicit details. Lacey’s just the latest entry, but she might be his masterpiece. He introduces her to cucumbers from his allotment, teaches her to deep-throat on her knees in his equipment shed, marks her with his piss on the centre circle at midnight. Every degrading act makes her wetter, proves she’s made for this.

Then there’s Liam Scott – a cocky left-back who finds Lacey’s phone and sees everything. Her texts with Malcolm, the photos, the proof of what she’s become. Liam thinks he can blackmail his way into her cunt, force her to service him and his mates Connor and Elliot. He films it all, thinking he’s in control. But Malcolm’s been playing this game since before Liam was born, and he’s got leverage of his own: photos of Liam stealing club kit, evidence of hidden injuries that could end his career.

The physio room gangbang is where everything collides. Lacey on the reinforced treatment table, Malcolm and Dennis double-penetrating her cunt whilst Liam fucks her mouth, all of it captured on camera for mutual assured destruction. Ryan’s celebrating promotion in the bar directly overhead, completely oblivious that his little sister’s being filled by six men one floor below. It’s brutal, explicit, and Lacey cums harder than she ever has; because the danger, the wrongness, the risk of discovery makes it perfect.

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

When desperate relief becomes total surrender, some treatments transform you completely.

Book 3 in Lily Corbett’s “TABOO TALES” series of hardcore and very taboo erotica.  ADULTS ONLY HUCOW FILTH!  

FIND ON AMAZON

Maya Chen’s body started producing milk at nineteen – spontaneously, painfully, relentlessly. No pregnancy. No explanation. Just swollen, leaking breasts that got her fired from her retail job and made every doctor she saw dismiss her as psychiatric case. By the time she found the Hartwell Lactation Specialists online, she was desperate enough to believe anything.

Richard and Diane Hartwell run a private clinic for women with conditions like Maya’s. What starts as a legitimate-seeming medical appointment quickly reveals itself as something far darker. These aren’t licensed physicians. They’re collectors, fetishists who’ve built an entire operation around exploiting young women with lactation disorders, turning desperate patients into permanent milk-producing hucows.

The first examination crosses every professional boundary. Richard’s hands on her swollen breasts, testing her production, making her come on the table while Diane documents everything. Maya knows it’s wrong. But the relief is overwhelming, and she hasn’t felt this cared for in years. When they offer her a residential weekend to “optimize her treatment,” she accepts.

By Saturday morning, Maya’s stripped naked and restrained while they drain her together: Richard’s mouth on one breast, Diane’s on the other, both feeding from her while she writhes between them. They don’t hide their arousal anymore. They discuss her milk production like farmers evaluating livestock. They photograph and video everything, cataloging her as “Subject 23” in an archive of twenty-two previous women they’ve conditioned exactly the same way.

The breeding protocols come next. Dr. Marcus Matthews – a distinguished physician who serves as the couple’s breeder – examines Maya’s naked body while Richard and Diane watch. He tests her fertility, evaluates her hips, tastes her milk. Then he fucks her on the examination table while Richard and Diane nurse from her breasts, all three of them using her body simultaneously. Matthews fills her pussy with his come while promising to impregnate her, to swell her belly and triple her milk production.

Maya signs a permanent residency contract. Two thousand dollars monthly to live with Richard and Diane, producing milk and serving their needs. She agrees to breeding protocols: multiple pregnancies with different men for genetic variation and comparative data. She consents to complete documentation including her face and full name. She accepts restraints, pump training, network presentations where other collectors will taste her milk and evaluate her potential.

The corruption is total. Maya goes from virgin to bred hucow in three weeks. Her body transforms, breasts enlarging, production increasing from twenty-eight ounces to over sixty daily. She orgasms every time they drain her now, conditioned to associate milk extraction with sexual pleasure. She calls herself their cow without shame. She begs Matthews to breed her again immediately after the pregnancy test comes back positive.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON

Daddy's Garage Band: A Taboo Backstage Romance


FIND ON AMAZON

Her mother left, but she stayed with Mum's ex-boyfriend - now the heat between them is about to ignite a forbidden passion!

During the hottest summer on record, 21-year-old Chelsea Daniels can't stop fantasising about her mother's ex-boyfriend Jake. After her mum ran off with a younger man two years ago, Jake let Chelsea stay in his house. Now she's developed an obsession with his mediocre garage band, Steel Dogz, and with Jake himself.

When Chelsea starts attending band practice in the sweltering converted garage, the temperature isn't the only thing rising. Dressed in her most provocative outfits, she captures the attention of all four middle-aged rockers, including her reluctant guardian Jake.

As the heat wave intensifies, so does Chelsea's determination to seduce the man she calls "Daddy"—not by blood, but by choice. Jake's resistance is crumbling, and his bandmates are more than eager to welcome their curvaceous new "mascot" into their world.

What begins as innocent flirtation quickly transforms into a series of increasingly taboo encounters. Chelsea discovers power in her sexuality while exploring sensations she never imagined possible with men three times her age.

For these ageing rockers who never quite made it big, Chelsea represents a second chance at the rock-and-roll fantasy. For Chelsea, they offer experience, validation, and the forbidden thrill she's been craving.

As boundaries shatter and inhibitions melt away in the scorching heat, Chelsea must decide how far she's willing to go to become the ultimate band groupie—and whether Jake will finally accept his desire for the young woman he was supposed to protect.

The sweat-soaked rehearsal space becomes a pressure cooker of lust, pushing everyone involved toward acts they can only justify in the throes of passion. When the temperature peaks, so will their depravity.

FIND ON AMAZON

Marrakech Descent: A Naïve Young Woman's Taboo Journey

Book 1 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Her gap year adventure becomes a forbidden education when a naïve English girl falls into the skilled hands of Marrakech's most powerful men. A semi-autobiographical taboo tale of age gap and interracial lust.


Starting her gap year before university, Lily Matthews steps off the plane in Marrakech with nothing but a backpack full of sensible clothes and a carefully planned itinerary. Armed with her trusty travel blog and dreams of cultural enlightenment before university, this sheltered British young woman is woefully unprepared for what awaits her in the ancient city's labyrinthine medina.

When disaster strikes and Lily finds herself alone, phoneless, and completely lost in the twisted alleyways, panic threatens to overwhelm her. That is, until Karim, a distinguished, middle-aged fabric merchant, offers her shelter and assistance with grandfatherly concern that dispels her initial wariness.

Behind his shop's ornate façade, Karim introduces Lily to a side of Moroccan hospitality never mentioned in her guidebooks. His experienced hands and silver-tongued explanations of "cultural customs" awaken sensations the inexperienced young woman never imagined possible, leaving her confused, ashamed, and undeniably aroused.

As days pass, Lily's options narrow while her experiences expand. Introduced to Karim's circle of business associates, including the intense Fayez and the enigmatic brothers Malik and Jamal, she finds herself passed between these powerful men, each with their own desires and methods of "education."

In luxurious riads and ancient hammams, Lily receives lessons in submission and pleasure that shatter her proper English upbringing. Each boundary crossed makes the next easier to breach, each forbidden experience more intoxicating than the last.

While her family receives carefully crafted emails about Moroccan architecture and local cuisine, Lily descends into a world of sensual awakening where her pale skin and innocent blue eyes make her an object of fascination and desire among men accustomed to taking what they want.

The crimson carpets of Karim's back room, the steam-filled chambers of a private hammam, the silk-draped bedroom of a luxury riad, each setting becomes another scene in Lily's rapid transformation from naïve tourist to willing participant in her own corruption.

Most disturbing of all is Lily's growing realisation that part of her doesn't want to escape. As her body betrays her with responses she can't control, she begins to wonder if these men have simply uncovered desires that were always lurking beneath her proper façade.

When the brothers announce that Lily's "education" will continue in the isolated Sahara with their cousin Ahmed, she faces a crucial decision. Return to the safety of her planned itinerary and the future that awaits her at university, or surrender completely to the dark thrills of this new path.

"Marrakech Descent" marks the first instalment in the provocative "Lily's Descent" series, chronicling one young woman's journey from innocence to experience against the exotic backdrop of North Africa, where cultural differences provide the perfect cover for the systematic dismantling of Western inhibitions.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe

Book 2 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe is the second book of Lily Corbett’s notorious erotica series, and it takes the corruption further than ever before. If Marrakech Descent stripped away Lily’s virginity and illusions, Book Two leaves her raw, branded, and bred.

Alone in the Congo Basin, nineteen-year-old Lily is handed into the keeping of a remote tribe. She expects anthropology, note-taking, and cultural ritual. Instead, she is paraded naked, mocked by jealous wives, and forced to embody the “fertility rites” she once studied in textbooks.

This isn’t romance. This is hard, unapologetic extreme taboo erotica. A wide-eyed English girl bent, spread, shared, and turned into a vessel for an entire village. Readers will watch her transform from “guest” to Mbala—the tribe’s whore, bitch, and breeder.

The men are older, darker, bigger, and utterly unashamed. Warriors drag her into the dirt, filling her throat, her cunt, and her arse. The chief—a scarred man in his sixties—seals her fate by taking her in front of the tribe, planting his seed in her teenage body.

And it isn’t only the men. The women of the tribe—jealous, mocking, predatory—force Lily’s tongue between their thighs, ride her face, and humiliate her in acts of sapphic domination. There is no solidarity here; they despise her softness, and so make her crawl.

The old professor who brought her here does nothing to protect her. He watches. He records. He asks Lily to write down descriptions of every cock that splits her, every smear of seed across her, every word they force from her lips. Her humiliation becomes his “field notes.”

What follows are graphic gangbangs, outdoor rituals, cum-drinking ceremonies, throat training, anal initiations, whipping chants, and the final baptism of her pale English body in a tribal fertility bowl brimming with seed. This is Lily at her lowest—and her most shamelessly aroused.

By the book’s climax, Lily no longer recognises the girl who left Manchester. She is Mbala now, waisted with beads, dripping cum daily, renamed as the tribe’s fertile wife. She begs to be filled. Shame is gone. Only submission and hunger remain.

Readers who crave the extremities of interracial, age-gap, exotic breeding porn will find this book the rawest experience yet. Where Book One was her “initiation,” Book Two is her breaking-in—and the marks are permanent.

This is not for the faint-hearted. This is taboo erotica at its filthiest: gaping holes, leaking seed, power abuse, ritual filth. Lily is gone. Mbala remains. Do you dare follow her to the point of no return?


Trigger Warnings


Content Warning: This book contains:

Extremely explicit sexual content and graphic descriptions

Extreme stretching and body modification themes

Inflation toy and pump play (detailed)

Fisting (graphic and extended scenes)

Size obsession and gaping

Cum play and creampie content

First-person female perspective with crude language throughout

Established couple engaging in escalating extreme acts

No dubious consent, but intensity may be challenging for some readers

Not suitable for readers under 18
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