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1 ORIENTATION

Ivy Carter was already wet before she even stepped foot into her dorm.

It wasn’t from nerves. Not from excitement. It was from the pure, wicked idea that every single man on this campus could now be hers to fuck. She’d just turned eighteen two weeks ago. Fresh ID, freshly legal, and no curfews. No parents. No town rumors to keep her halo intact. Just her, a duffel bag, and a very specific craving that had been eating at her for years.

Big cock.

Not just big, massive. The kind that made her throat ache to imagine. The kind that left handprints on your hips and bruises on your cervix and made you limp for days. That kind. The kind she’d been watching since she first figured out how to click Incognito. The kind no boy in her small town had ever come close to. Now? She was at a Division I school. Sports scholarships. Roster full of towering men who wore compression shorts like invitations.

The campus smelled like grass, sunscreen, and sweat. Heat shimmered off the pavement. Ivy's thin tank top stuck slightly between her breasts as she crossed the quad, nipples visible in the cling. No bra. No shame. She wanted them to see. She wanted to be seen.

Her dorm was co-ed. Another blessing. Sixth floor. No elevator. She dragged her bag up the stairs with damp thighs and a grin, knowing she’d chosen this floor for one reason only: the athletic overflow housing started right down the hall.

And she could already hear them.

Loud voices. Deep laughs. The sound of bare feet slapping linoleum. Showers hissing somewhere behind those doors. She imagined towels slung low. Hands adjusting themselves casually. Big hands. Big everything.

Ivy found her room, 623, and slipped inside. Standard dorm. Twin bed. Shared closet. Desk. Mirror. It’d do. She dropped her bag, peeled off her sticky tank, and stood in just her shorts. She didn’t close the door.

A shadow passed the hall.

Then paused.

She didn’t look. Just bent over, pretending to dig in her bag, her ass high in the air, cheeky shorts riding up between her thighs. She stayed like that a moment too long. When she finally glanced up, the figure was gone. But she felt it, the ripple of attention. She was starting already.

Orientation was tomorrow.

But she had other plans for tonight.

It was hot. Too hot. The air was thick, unmoving. Ivy paced her room, still in just her shorts. Her body buzzed, craving more than her fingers could give. The thin walls echoed with low voices. She pressed her ear to the drywall.

"...dude, I swear, she had no bra on. Tits bouncing like, "

A muffled laugh.

"Bet she's already gagging for it."

She grinned.

She hadn’t even tried yet.

Just before midnight, she headed for the showers. She didn’t bring a towel. Just a robe, short, silk, black, thin enough to show the shadows of her curves beneath it. She didn’t bother tying it tight.

The floor was quiet, except the showers were running. She padded in on bare feet, heart beating fast, core soaked. Her robe fluttered open just slightly as she stepped into the bathroom. Steam hit her face, clung to her neck.

And there he was.

One of them.

Tall. Wet. Brown skin glistening. Towel slung low. Hair twisted in short damp coils. And the towel, God, the bulge. Heavy. Thick. Pointing downward with weight.

He looked up.

Paused.

So did she.

No words. Just eyes.

He didn't move. Neither did she.

Then she stepped past him, slowly, letting the robe slide just a little more open. He turned his head, blatantly staring now. His jaw shifted, like he was holding back a smirk. Or a growl.

In the mirror, she saw him adjust himself.

She turned on the sink, ran water over her wrists like she wasn’t trembling, like her thighs weren’t soaked. She could feel his gaze all over her. Then,

"New here?" he asked.

His voice was low. Lazy. Confident.

"Mmhm," she murmured. "First night."

He nodded. "Welcome."

Her eyes dropped again, flicked up. "Nice towel."

That earned her a slow smile.

"You’ll like it here," he said, letting his eyes drag down her robe.

She wanted to drop it right there. Fall to her knees. Take every inch he had until she choked. But not yet. No, she wanted this to build. She wanted them to want her as badly as she needed to be used.

So she left.

Walked back to her room barefoot, robe damp from steam, thighs slick.

She didn’t touch herself that night. Didn’t need to.

The ache between her legs was better than any orgasm. Because it was just the beginning.


2 FIRST TASTE

The second time Ivy saw him, he wasn’t wearing a towel.

He was shirtless, stretching on the quad with a group of other players, the morning sun casting hard shadows down his chest and abs. Grey athletic shorts rode low on his hips, clinging to his thighs like a second skin. She could see the outline.

Not hard, not yet, but thick. Heavy, even soft. She watched him adjust himself mid-stretch, one palm casually cupping and shifting.

She didn’t know his name.

Didn’t need to.

He was tall. Maybe six-five. Deep brown skin. Muscles carved sharp under sweat. The kind of man you feel before you even see, big, confident, slow-moving like he knew the whole world wanted to fuck him.

She sat on the grass nearby and opened a water bottle, pretending to sip, pretending not to stare.

He looked over.

Saw her.

And smiled like he already knew.

Later that afternoon, her hall was empty. Orientation was in full swing, a sea of eager freshmen herding between icebreakers and dry speeches. Ivy had slipped out early. Too many people. Too many rules. She preferred the quiet hum of possibility, the heat still clinging to the hallway walls.

She left her door open again.

Just slightly.

A few minutes passed.

Then a knock.

She turned, heart quickening.

It was him.

He leaned in the doorway, one hand braced above his head, the other still gloved in sweatband tape from practice. His chest gleamed. He hadn’t showered yet.

“You always leave your door open?” he asked.

“Only when I want someone to come in.”

A pause.

Then he stepped inside, shutting the door with a soft click.

Ivy didn’t move. Just watched him cross the room. Every step slow. Measured. He smelled like sweat and sun and something earthy underneath, like skin that had never been washed clean enough to hide its real scent.

“You been watching me,” he said, not a question.

She tilted her head. “You been putting on a show.”

His grin curved slow and sharp. “What’s your name?”

“Ivy.”

“I’m Malik.”

She already knew.

She didn’t answer. Just walked toward him until there was barely any space between them. Her chin tilted up to meet his eyes. She was 5’3. He towered over her.

Then she reached down.

No hesitation.

Her fingers brushed over the waistband of his shorts.

Paused.

Waited.

His nod was small. Subtle. But there.

So she kept going.

He was already getting hard.

Her palm cupped him through the fabric, and the weight of it made her thighs clench. Her breath hitched. Her fingers curled, teasing along the shaft, thick and rising, the outline swelling with blood and heat. Malik exhaled slowly, watching her. His hands never moved. He just stood there, letting her explore.

“You’re big,” she murmured.

“You good with that?”

She looked up at him.

Then sank to her knees.

She pulled his shorts down slowly, deliberately, revealing inch by inch of heavy, growing cock. The base was thick. The shaft darker than the rest of him, veins rising beneath the skin. His head was flushed and glistening, fat and already leaking.

Ivy’s lips parted.

He was the biggest she’d ever seen.

Her fingers wrapped around him, barely able to meet. She started to stroke slowly, savoring the weight. She leaned in and pressed a kiss to the head, just a soft, reverent touch. Then licked. Long and slow.

Malik’s breath caught. His hand finally moved, threading into her hair.

But he didn’t push.

He waited.

She opened her mouth wider and took him in.

It was a stretch.

A deep one.

Her jaw ached almost immediately. Her lips strained around him, spit spilling as she sank lower. Her throat resisted. She gagged. Pulled back. Then dove again, taking more.

He groaned.

“Fuck, Ivy…”

She moaned around him, the sound wet and messy. Her hands worked the base as her mouth struggled to take him deeper. Her eyes watered. Mascara smeared. Her nose pressed into the coarse hair at his base before she pulled back, gasping.

Saliva strung from her lips to the tip of his cock.

She was trembling.

And smiling.

She loved this.

“You like it rough?” he asked.

She nodded, breathless.

He grabbed her hair.

“Then open up.”

He took over.

Thrust deep. Hard. His cock slammed into her mouth, making her choke and sputter. But she didn’t pull away. She let it happen. Her hands gripped his thighs, nails digging in as he used her mouth like a hole.

The sounds were obscene. Gagging. Slurping. Her own moans garbled around his thickness.

He growled above her, “Fuck, you’re good at this.”

She hummed in response, tears streaming now. Her face a mess. Spit everywhere.

She felt his cock twitch.

He didn’t warn her.

He just came.

Hot.

Deep.

Thick ropes down her throat.

She swallowed instinctively, still sucking, still holding him until he finished pulsing.

When he finally pulled out, her mouth stayed open, tongue out, cum on her lips. She looked up at him with glassy, ruined eyes.

“Holy fuck,” he breathed.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and grinned.

“I want more.”


3 THE AFTERTASTE

Ivy didn’t close her door that night.

Not even after Malik left.

She sat on her knees at the end of her bed, thighs spread, robe soaked from where it clung to her skin. Her mouth still tasted like him, warm, bitter, full, and she kept swirling her tongue across her teeth like she wasn’t ready to let him go.

Her face was a wreck. Mascara smudged to hell, cheeks sticky, lips raw from stretch. But she didn’t wipe it off. She liked how she looked ruined.

There was a bruise blooming on her throat from how deep he’d gotten.

A part of her wished someone else had seen.

The morning light was cruel.

She didn’t sleep. Just dozed for twenty minutes here and there, body still pulsing from the aftershocks of submission. Her pussy throbbed with a need she hadn’t satisfied. She hadn’t even touched herself after Malik left. That had been on purpose. She wanted to stay on edge. Keep the ache alive.

By 7:00 a.m., the hallway was already stirring.

Doors opened.

Toothbrushes clicked against sinks.

Shower pipes groaned alive.

And Ivy?

She stripped.

No towel.

No bra.

Just walked naked into the shared shower room, tits bouncing with every step. Her skin flushed. Hair a mess. Her thighs still gleamed faintly where her arousal had dried.

The room fell silent when she stepped in.

Two guys were already at the sinks.

One froze mid-shave. The other turned completely, jaw slack.

Ivy didn’t flinch.

She didn’t cover herself.

She walked right past them, hips swaying, tits out, face unapologetic. She felt their stares like hands all over her. Felt the air shift behind her as one of them took a step forward before stopping himself.

She turned the water on. Stepped into the stream.

And moaned.

Loud enough to echo.

It took all of three hours before someone knocked on her door again.

She was still in nothing but a sheer tank when it happened, braless, nipples pressed against the fabric, no panties underneath. She opened the door and found a stranger.

Another athlete.

Broad. Blonde. Blue eyes too sharp to trust.

He didn’t speak right away.

Just looked her up and down like she was a dessert tray.

“You Ivy?”

She leaned against the doorframe. “Depends.”

“Malik said you’re the kind of girl who doesn’t waste time.”

She smiled. “You bring something big?”

His eyes darkened.

“Wanna find out?”

She let him in.

No names.

No questions.

Just fingers.

He pushed her against the desk before the door even closed. Her legs parted on instinct. He dragged her tank up and latched his mouth to her tits without hesitation. Teeth, tongue, hunger. She gasped.

Then his hand was between her thighs.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned. “You’re soaked.”

She was.

Still hadn’t come.

Still hadn’t been fucked.

She clawed at his shorts. Felt the bulge.

Hard already.

Bigger than Malik?

Not quite.

But thick. Long.

And she was done waiting.

“Condom?” he asked.

She reached into her drawer and tossed him one.

He didn’t hesitate.

Shorts down.

Latex on.

Then,

He bent her over the desk.

No prep. No warning. Just a hand on the small of her back and a hard, hot push.

Her pussy clenched as he breached her.

The stretch was brutal.

Perfect.

“F-fuck, ” she gasped.

“You good?”

She nodded wildly. “Don’t stop.”

He rammed into her.

Hard.

The desk squeaked beneath them. Her tank bunched up around her waist. Her tits slammed against the wood with every thrust. Her nails scraped across the surface, legs shaking, moans growing higher and more frantic.

She was drooling.

Eyes crossed.

Pussy gushing with every slam.

He grabbed her hips and drove deeper, deeper, like he wanted to reach her lungs. His balls slapped her clit, rhythm filthy, pace unrelenting. She screamed.

Came.

Hard.

Gushing around him, legs buckling, body twitching.

“Holy fuck,” he groaned. “You just squirted.”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

She was already coming again.

He fucked her through it.

Two orgasms.

Then a third.

Then he was groaning.

Pulling out.

Ripping off the condom.

He pumped once.

Twice.

Then came all over her back.

Hot streaks painting her spine.

She stayed bent.

Didn’t move.

Let it drip.

He wiped himself on her tank before tugging his shorts back up.

“Welcome to college,” he muttered.

Then left.

Door still open.

Ivy stayed there.

Naked.

Covered.

Smiling.

Still hungry.


4 LINE-UP

Word spread faster than she expected.

By the end of the week, Ivy couldn’t walk across campus without getting a look. Not just glances. Knowing ones. Some curious. Some cocky. Some reverent. One guy on the quad straight-up licked his lips when she passed, and didn’t even pretend it was about anything else.

She didn’t mind.

She wanted it.

She craved it, the attention, the whispers, the way they started standing taller around her, shifting their weight so she’d notice the bulge, rolling their sleeves up in the heat so she could see what their arms looked like holding her down.

They weren’t subtle.

Neither was she.

Friday night, her phone buzzed.

Unknown number. No name.

“You busy?”

She didn’t respond.

Five minutes later, a knock.

She already knew who it was before she opened the door.

Not Malik. Not the blonde from the desk.

A third one.

This one was quieter, leaner but tall, with dark eyes and a gym bag slung over his shoulder like he’d just come from practice. His tank was damp around the collar. His hair was still wet.

He looked her up and down. She was in her usual: nothing but an oversized shirt, no underwear.

“You’re Ivy.”

She leaned on the doorframe. “Who wants to know?”

He didn’t answer. Just stepped closer, body language easy but full of heat.

“You let Malik fuck your throat.”

“You let him brag about it?”

“Didn’t have to. He came back with his legs shaking.”

She smiled. “You here to compete?”

“No,” he said, voice low. “I’m here to see if it’s true.”

She didn’t let him in right away.

Instead, she dropped to her knees outside the door, in the hallway, and looked up at him with her mouth already open. His eyes widened. Then narrowed. Then his hand was on his waistband.

No words.

Just zipper.

She reached up and freed him.

He was thick. Maybe not as long as Malik, but the girth made her jaw drop. Literally. Her mouth opened wider, tongue out, breath already coming faster.

“You sure?” he asked, voice hoarse.

She didn’t answer with words.

Just swallowed him.

He hissed as the heat of her mouth took him in.

She worked slow at first, savoring the stretch. The hallway was dead silent except for the wet, obscene sounds of her mouth fucking his cock. Her spit dripped down her chin. She gagged, then moaned, then kept going.

The door across the hall opened.

She didn’t stop.

Footsteps froze.

She knew someone was watching.

Her thighs clenched.

She sucked harder.

The guy moaned, hand gripping her hair tighter now, guiding her head.

The other door shut quietly.

She was drenched.

She took him to the base.

Choked.

Pulled back with a gasp.

Then buried him again.

He came fast. Too fast.

But it didn’t matter, because he came hard, in thick, hot pulses across her tongue, and she let every drop coat her mouth before tilting her head back and showing him the mess.

His breath was ragged.

“You’re fucking unreal.”

She smiled, then stood, her legs shaky.

“You’re number three,” she whispered, licking her lips. “Tell your friends.”

He did.

By Saturday, her door had become a checkpoint.

They came in shifts.

Tall.

Thick.

Curious.

Some sweet. Some cocky. Some too eager.

She let most of them in.

But not all.

She made them wait. Made them earn it.

Sometimes she just watched them jerk off in front of her. Sometimes she got on her knees. Sometimes she rode them slow, one hand on their chest, one between her own legs, face locked on theirs while they begged to cum inside her.

She never let them.

Not yet.

She was saving that for something bigger.

For someone who could ruin her.

She hadn’t met him yet.

But she would.


5 TRYOUTS

By Sunday, Ivy had a system.

She kept a small whiteboard on the back of her door. Blank to anyone passing by, but if a guy knocked and she let him in, she’d quietly mark the inside, a single black slash. One per visit. Not for keeping score. For pacing herself. She liked the idea of being aware of how far gone she already was.

By the end of the week, she’d made eleven marks.

And none of them had satisfied her.

They were good. Thick. Curious. Willing to push. But she was starting to notice something.

She didn’t just want cock.

She wanted challenge.

Monday afternoon, she sat in the front row of one of the open-air gym sessions. They were “technically” public, a strength and conditioning demo for prospective athletes and student observers, but mostly it was an excuse to watch shirtless men sweat in groups.

Ivy brought a smoothie and wore the shortest shorts she owned.

She watched their squats, the way the fabric of their shorts strained over their glutes. She watched the bench press, how their pecs flexed, how their cocks bulged as they grunted through their final reps. Every now and then, one would catch her eye.

And linger.

She didn’t look away.

“You trying to distract the whole team?” a voice said from behind her.

She turned and smiled.

Malik.

He was sweat-soaked and smirking, towel slung around his neck.

“You’re welcome,” she said.

He dropped onto the bench beside her, legs spread wide, the heat of his body rolling off him. His thigh brushed hers.

“You ever try for the roster?” he asked.

She cocked a brow. “You think they’d let me?”

He looked her up and down, slow and shameless.

“They’d fucking beg.”

That night, she left her door open again, wider than before.

Within minutes, she had her first visitor.

He was massive.

Bigger than Malik. Bigger than anyone she’d seen yet. His name was Kade. He didn’t flirt. Didn’t ask. Just looked her over like she was already his.

“Room for one more?” he asked.

She backed toward the bed without answering.

He followed.

And unzipped.

When his cock came out, she gasped.

It was monstrous.

Long. Veined. Heavy. Her pussy clenched on instinct. Her throat felt tight just looking at it.

She dropped to her knees like she’d been trained to.

But this time, she hesitated.

“I don’t know if I can take that,” she whispered.

His voice was low. Patient. Dark.

“You don’t have to.”

A beat.

Then: “Unless you want to.”

She opened her mouth.

Wide.

And tried.

She got past the head.

Barely.

The stretch was brutal, her lips aching, jaw pried wide, her spit spilling freely as she took inch after inch. Her throat fought it. Her body shook.

He didn’t force.

He waited.

Watched.

Admired.

She pulled off, gasping, spit running down her chest, and stared at him with wide, desperate eyes.

“Fuck me.”

“You sure?”

She grabbed his cock with both hands. “I want to be split.”

He bent her over her bed.

Fingers first.

Thick. Patient. Two, then three.

She was soaked.

Begging.

When he finally lined up, she held her breath.

Then he pushed.

The head fought for entry, forcing her open.

Her mouth dropped in a silent cry as her pussy gave way.

The stretch was insane.

She whimpered.

He paused.

“You okay?”

She clawed at the sheets. “Keep going.”

He buried himself.

Slowly.

Carefully.

But fully.

By the time he bottomed out, she was trembling, body shaking from the sheer pressure. She felt fuller than she ever had. Every nerve lit. Every breath caught.

Then he began to move.

Slow strokes at first.

Then faster.

He held her hips and drove into her, harder with each thrust, her cunt stretched to its absolute limit. She sobbed. Moaned. Screamed.

“I can feel it in my stomach!”

His hand moved to her lower belly. Pressed.

“You can.”

She came like a scream breaking free.

Squirted all over him.

Legs gave out.

Collapsed.

He caught her.

Flipped her.

Fucked her again.

When he came, it was deep inside.

No condom.

Hot.

Heavy.

Thick.

She gasped at the feel of it flooding her.

When he pulled out, it poured down her ass in slow, leaking drips.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t wipe it.

Just laid there.

Breathing.

Smiling.

One hand on her belly.

Still full.

Still stretched.

Finally satisfied.

For now.


6 LEAKED

Ivy didn’t change her sheets.

Not right away.

She left the mess there, dried cum, sweat, the faint scent of her own slick soaked into the fabric like a trophy. She loved the reminder every time she sat down: the stretch, the heat, the fullness, the moment her cunt had given in to something too big and taken it anyway.

Her thighs were still sore.

Her jaw too.

She couldn’t stop smiling.

The next morning, she walked to the dining hall without panties.

A breeze lifted her skirt as she crossed the courtyard. She didn’t push it down.

She wanted the risk. Wanted to feel the drip of leftover cum trailing down her thigh in the middle of a line for eggs. Wanted to lock eyes with someone, daring them to say something.

By the time she made it back to her floor, there was a folded slip of paper slid under her door.

She opened it.

“I heard what you took. I don’t believe it. Let me watch.”

No name.

Just a phone number.

She grinned.

And sent back a photo.

Spread wide.

Two fingers inside her, glistening.

Caption: “Still stretched. Come see for yourself.”

She gave up on pretending to be discreet.

If someone knocked, she answered.

Sometimes naked. Sometimes mid-masturbation. Sometimes with her fingers still inside from the last guy.

They came at all hours now.

No condoms.

No questions.

They came to use her mouth, her pussy, her ass, her hands. To test her. To worship her. To lose themselves in her. Some lasted minutes. Others begged for hours.

She let them all.

But only if they knew how to treat her body like a challenge, not a given.

She didn’t want soft.

She wanted to be wrecked.

Word got out.

One night, two guys showed up at the same time.

They looked at each other. Then at her.

She raised a brow.

“You sharing or competing?”

They both stepped inside.

She made them take turns at first.

One in her mouth, the other between her legs.

Then they switched.

She gagged.

Squirted.

Came so hard she bit the first one’s cock by accident. He just moaned harder.

By the time the second one came on her tits, the first was hard again.

“Fuck,” he muttered, staring down at her face, her smeared lipstick, her drool-soaked chin. “You need more than one man to keep up, don’t you?”

She smiled.

“Maybe three.”

She got her wish by the weekend.

One night, she walked into the common room around midnight wearing only a T-shirt and thigh-high socks. No bra. No panties. Just long bare legs and nipples visible through the thin cotton.

Three of them were on the couch, guys from different teams. She’d fucked two already. The third had only watched.

Until now.

She didn’t say a word.

Just dropped to her knees between them.

And waited.

They knew what to do.

She sucked the first one, stroked the second, held her mouth open for the third. They took turns using her throat, her hands, her breasts.

When they pulled her shirt off, someone groaned.

“She lives like this?”

They didn’t even move her to a room.

They fucked her right there.

On the floor.

On the couch.

Bent over the armrest.

Pressed against the wall while another fed her cock to keep her quiet.

She came over and over, body twitching, begging for more, for deeper, for harder.

And they gave it to her.

She didn’t remember how it ended.

Only that she woke up sore, dripping, used in every hole, every inch of her marked, and a warm body beside her saying:

“Next time, we’re bringing more.”

She smiled, eyes still closed.

“I hope so.”


7 SIZE MATTERS

She started turning them away.

Not because she was tired.

Because they weren’t big enough.

Ivy had learned something new about herself, something that made her blush the first time she said it aloud:
She wasn’t just a slut for cock. She was a slut for stretch.

If a guy didn’t make her whimper going in, didn’t force her to brace herself just to take him, it wasn’t worth it. She didn’t want to ride it. She didn’t want to suck it. She didn’t want to waste the ache in her throat or the slick between her thighs on something that felt like a warm-up.

She was beyond that now.

She needed to feel ruined.

That’s when she met Beau.

She didn’t even notice him at first.

He wasn’t on a team.

He was older, a senior, maybe. Wore button-downs rolled at the sleeves, quiet smile, books always tucked under one arm. Not the kind who hung out in the gym or passed around her number.

But the way he looked at her…

Not hungry.

Not impressed.

Just amused.

Like he already knew something about her no one else had figured out.

They spoke for the first time in the library.

She was in the reference section, pretending to look at a heavy art book, thighs pressed tight under her skirt. She’d just come from a fuck and hadn’t cleaned up. Her panties were still damp with someone else’s cum.

He stepped into the aisle.

Tall. Broad shoulders. One hand still in his pocket.

“You’re Ivy.”

She didn’t confirm it.

Didn’t need to.

He already knew.

“I heard,” he said, voice low, “you like things that don’t fit.”

Her breath caught.

“And if I do?”

He smiled faintly.

Then pulled a folded note from his pocket.

No number.

Just an address.

Tonight. Midnight.

Come dripping.

She did.

It was off-campus housing. Clean, minimal. One dim lamp lit the room with a soft amber glow. No TV. No distractions. Just a single chair in the middle of the room.

He didn’t speak when she walked in.

Just pointed to the floor in front of him.

She knelt.

Hands on thighs.

Chin lifted.

Waiting.

He stood slowly.

Unbuckled his belt.

Undid his pants.

And let it fall.

She gasped.

No , she choked on nothing.

Her cunt clenched immediately.

It was absurd.
Long. Wide. Veins thick as her fingers. Heavy enough it bounced when he moved. His cock looked like it shouldn’t belong to a man. It belonged to a myth.

“I want to try,” she breathed.

“You sure?”

“Please.”

The first inch didn’t even fit.

Her lips spread wide, tongue straining to flatten beneath the head. Her jaw popped as she fought to open more. She drooled before it even hit the back of her tongue.

He held her head steady with both hands.

Didn’t push.

Didn’t speak.

Let her struggle.

She loved him for that.

She gagged. Pulled off.

Gasped for air.

Then went back down.

Each time deeper. Each time wetter. Her eyes blurred. Her tits jiggled with the force of it, shirt damp with spit and need.

When she finally hit her limit, couldn’t take another inch, he gripped her hair tight and used her.

Face-fucked her like he was taming something wild.

She took it all.

Or tried.

Choked. Moaned. Drowned.

When he came, he didn’t warn her.

Just flooded her mouth.

Hot, bitter, endless.

It spilled out of her lips, down her neck, pooling between her tits. She didn’t wipe it. Just looked up at him, ruined, gasping.

He stared down at her.

“You’re not full yet.”

She shivered.

“I want to be.”

He bent her over the chair.

Tugged her panties aside.

Spit between her cheeks.

Pressed the head to her slick, twitching hole.

And pushed.

She screamed.

Not from pain.

From pleasure so sharp it stole her breath.

The stretch was inhuman.

Her cunt gave around him, inch by inch, swallowing something too thick, too deep, too good. Her hands clawed the chair. Her eyes rolled back.

And then he began to move.

It wasn’t gentle.

It wasn’t quick.

It was a slow, deliberate destruction.

He fucked her like she was the only hole that had ever mattered. Deep. Controlled. Letting her feel every vein, every pulse, every unforgiving inch.

She gushed.

Squirted.

Screamed.

And begged.

“More, more, more, ”

He came inside her with a growl.

Held her down.

Buried deep.

Pumped her full.

And stayed there while it leaked out around his shaft.

When he finally pulled out, her pussy stayed open.
Gaping.
Dripping.

She didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

Just whimpered, shaking, breath broken.

He leaned over her.

Whispered:

“You’ll come back.”

She didn’t answer.

She didn’t have to.


8 CREAMED OPEN

She didn’t walk straight the next morning.

Her thighs trembled with every step. Her pussy felt raw , not in pain, but hollowed out, stretched beyond comfort, still slow-leaking the last of Beau’s cum with every subtle movement.

And she loved it.

She didn’t bother covering it.

She wore a short skirt. No panties. No apology.

Every stair she took reminded her of the way his cock had filled her , too deep, too much, but exactly what she’d begged for. She could still feel him inside her. She didn’t want that sensation to fade.

Not yet.

Maybe not ever.

Back in her dorm, the messages started piling up.

“Are the rumors true?”
“Heard you took Beau. Is there a signup sheet?”
“You up for round two? Or three?”

She ignored them.

Beau had shown her something else.

Size wasn’t just about being filled.

It was about being ruined.

And now she wanted to stay ruined.

That night, she stripped her bed and replaced the sheets with a towel.

A precaution.

She was soaked before anyone even touched her.

Then she texted him.

Just one word:

“More.”

He didn’t reply.

Just showed up twenty minutes later, no words, same slow smirk.

This time, she opened the door completely naked.

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t need to.

He walked straight to the bed, sat down, and waited.

She climbed into his lap, straddling him, already panting as his cock hardened between them, massive, warm, heavy, pressing up against her slit like it remembered her shape.

Her fingers reached down.

Guided him to her entrance.

He raised an eyebrow.

“You think you’re ready to ride it?”

She met his eyes.

Then sank down.

Her scream was immediate.

The stretch split her open, again, like the first time hadn’t already reshaped her insides. Her pussy fluttered around the crown of his cock, struggling to take more. Her thighs quivered.

But she didn’t stop.

Didn’t even pause.

She lowered herself, inch by shaking inch, until she was fully seated on him, buried to the hilt, stomach bulging slightly from the sheer size of what she’d taken.

Her hands pressed against her lower belly, wide-eyed.

“I can feel you here,” she whispered.

His hands gripped her hips.

“Bounce on it, Ivy.”

She did.

Slow at first.

Then faster.

The slap of her ass against his thighs echoed in the small room. Her tits bounced wildly. Her moans became cries. His cock dragged against every nerve inside her, made her dizzy with pleasure.

She came once.

Twice.

She squirted, soaking his lap.

Still, she kept riding.

His hands tightened, guiding her, forcing her down harder each time. She was shaking, begging, hair sticking to her sweaty skin, mouth slack with bliss.

He didn’t pull out.

He didn’t warn her.

He just came.

It hit her like a flood.

She felt the first pulse, hot, thick, deep. Her belly ached with how much he gave her. His cock throbbed inside her, and she moaned as the warmth filled her womb.

And still, she kept grinding.

Fucking herself through his orgasm.

Milking every drop.

By the time she collapsed forward, chest against his, cum pouring out of her with every twitch, she was breathless.

He held her there.

Didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Just let her leak.

Eventually, she whispered into his neck:

“Don’t ever let me tighten up again.”

He smiled against her skin.

“Then we better keep you open.”


9 WIDE OPEN HOURS

Ivy stopped closing her door at all.

Not just at night, ever.

She’d made herself a fixture now: legs always parted, mouth always wet, cunt always sore. Her room smelled like sweat and spit and sex. The sheets were never dry. The towel on the mattress needed replacing twice a day. No one knocked anymore.

They just came in.

One morning, she woke with her pussy still dripping.

Beau had left hours ago.

But she could still feel him inside her, the ache, the bloom of stretch, the way her hole stayed open even in sleep. She rolled to her side, felt a slow ooze trail from her cunt to her thigh.

She reached down.

Pressed two fingers in.

No resistance.

None.

She moaned.

Then laughed.

“Good girl,” she whispered to herself.

By Friday, her body was a revolving door.

She was being used by day, fingered in elevators, groped in hallways, fucked against trees behind the sports complex. By night, she was known, the girl with no gag reflex, no panties, no shame.

And she didn’t hide it.

She performed it.

One afternoon, she walked the length of the dorm hallway with a visible cumstain bleeding through her shorts. Didn’t even try to change. Just let it cling. Let it dry. Let them stare.

She sat in the laundry room straddling the dryer as it rumbled.

She bent over in the library with no underwear under her dress.

She whispered things to strangers in elevators.

“You couldn’t fill me if you tried.”

“Wanna help me stay gaped?”

“Bet your cock's not even wide enough to leave a mark.”

Sometimes they followed her back.

Sometimes they begged her to not tell anyone they couldn't fit.

She kept a mental list.

Only the biggest stayed on it.

She started filming herself.

Not for anyone else, just to see it.

She’d set up her phone and record the way her pussy stayed parted even hours after a fuck. She’d push toys in, let them fall out. Slide her fingers in wrist-deep and moan like it was normal.

She’d watch herself gag on cock until she cried.

She wanted to see how far gone she really was.

The videos didn’t lie.

She was wrecked.

And she’d never been happier.

One night, a new guy came in.

He was silent.

Didn’t speak a word.

Just held up a toy, a massive, industrial-looking black silicone thing nearly the length of her forearm, thick as a beer can.

She blinked.

Then smiled.

“Shut the door.”

He didn’t fuck her.

Just watched.

Watched as she lubed the toy, laid back, and tried.

The stretch was ungodly.

She whimpered as the head entered.

Moaned when her pussy widened around the middle.

By the time she had it halfway in, her stomach showed the outline.

He was breathing hard now.

So was she.

She came before it was all the way in.

Twice.

When she finally bottomed out, the whole thing swallowed, her pussy gaping wide around it, slick coating her thighs, she looked up at him, panting.

He was jerking off, eyes locked on her stretched cunt.

He came on her chest.

Didn’t say a word.

Just pulled out his phone, snapped a photo, and left.

She didn’t mind.

She reached down.

Rocked the toy in and out of her wrecked cunt.

“Fuck,” she whispered to herself.

“I’m a fucking open house.”

And she came again.


10 PUBLIC USE

The hallway had stopped pretending to be shocked.

By now, everyone knew.

If Ivy was walking past, chances were she’d been fucked within the hour. If she was sitting on the common room couch, she was probably still leaking. If she was in the laundry room, someone was fingering her while the spin cycle ran.

She didn’t blush.

She didn’t explain.

She just existed , wide, wet, filled or waiting to be.

Her dorm wasn’t a living space anymore.

It was a playground.

She started wearing a plug just to keep from dripping down her legs.

Beau had given it to her. Thick. Glass. Blunt. Too heavy for most girls, but perfect for her now. It kept her stretched all day, her walls aching around the unyielding fullness.

When she walked, it shifted inside her.

When she sat, she felt the pressure.

When she bent over, it peeked out like a secret invitation.

She wore it to class.

She wore it to lunch.

She wore it to church once, just to see if anyone noticed.

She came during the final hymn.

Then came the library incident.

It started with a dare.

Someone had texted her:

“How deep are you willing to go in public?”

Her reply?

A photo of her skirt hiked up, plug removed, pussy glistening and open.

“Aisle 7. Philosophy section.”

She went first.

No panties.

Thin dress.

Slick thighs and a smirk.

She bent over to reach for a book she didn’t care about. Stayed bent. Stayed parted. Her wetness trickled down her inner thigh.

Two minutes later, someone stepped behind her.

Not a word.

Just a zipper.

Then the blunt pressure of something real.

Her breath hitched.

She arched.

Let him in.

He was thick.

Not as long as Beau, but he filled her instantly, perfectly, like her hole had been shaped just for him.

He grunted softly behind her.

She stayed silent.

No one else in the aisle.

Just the creak of cheap floorboards and the quiet slap of skin on skin.

She came fast.

Too fast.

Had to bite her arm to keep from crying out.

He held her hips tighter and fucked her through it.

Someone turned the corner.

Saw.

Froze.

Ivy met their eyes.

Didn’t stop.

Didn’t pull away.

She was still being fucked.

Still being used.

Still twitching from the orgasm.

The stranger didn’t leave.

Didn’t help.

Just watched.

Hand slowly moving into their pants.

When the first guy pulled out, he didn’t speak.

He just finished across the open pages of a dusty paperback, then tucked himself away and vanished.

Ivy stayed bent.

Waiting.

The second one stepped forward.

Unzipped.

Slid in with a growl.

She lost track after the third.

They came one after another.

Some stayed silent.

Some praised her under their breath.

One slapped her ass.

Another tugged her hair.

She came so many times her legs barely held.

By the time it ended, her cunt was dripping cum onto the library carpet. Her dress was stuck to her back with sweat. Her pussy gaped open, twitching with aftershocks.

She fixed her skirt.

Didn’t bother with cleanup.

Checked the book out like nothing had happened.

And walked back across campus with her thighs slick, her smile lazy, and the echo of cock still pulsing inside her.


11 CUMWALK

It started with a dare.

“Walk across campus. No panties. Still dripping.”

Ivy didn’t respond with words.

She responded with a photo.

Pussy bare. Legs parted. A fat glob of cum sliding down her inner thigh.

“Already am.”

That morning, she didn’t clean up.

Not after the fifth guy left.

Not after the sixth followed before sunrise, knelt beside her bed, and came straight onto her tongue like it was routine. It was routine now.

She let it dry on her chin.

Didn’t wipe her mouth.

She pulled on a tiny skirt, tank top, no bra, no panties, and slipped into sneakers. Her hair was a mess. Her thighs were glossy with dried and fresh slick. The plug was nowhere in sight. She wanted everything to leak freely today.

The first step out of the building was the best.

Her thighs brushed.

And squished.

She moaned, right there on the steps.

Eyes closed, body trembling.

She was so full.

And walking made it worse.

Or better.

She couldn’t tell anymore.

The dining hall was crowded.

She walked in anyway.

Tray in hand. Nipples sharp through her top. Her slick making soft sticky sounds between her thighs. She didn’t cross her legs when she sat. Didn’t hide the trail inching down the inside of her calf.

Across the room, a guy dropped his fork.

Another one adjusted his jeans.

Ivy just ate her eggs.

By mid-morning, the cum had dried in patches.

But her pussy hadn’t.

Still open.

Still aching.

Still needy.

She ducked into a study room and straddled a plastic chair, skirt hiked up. Pressed her fingers in , easy. Too easy.

She was loose enough to take her whole hand.

So she did.

Knuckles deep.

Palm sliding inside with obscene wet sounds, her mouth open in a silent scream. She came hard, fast, messy , the chair soaked beneath her, her fingers shaking.

And when she pulled out?

She left it there.

Didn’t clean up.

Just walked out, legs sticky again.

She passed three guys on the stairs.

One sniffed the air.

Another stared at the slick glistening behind her.

The third trailed her all the way back to her floor.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t knock.

Just followed her into the room, dropped his pants, and fed her his cock like it was a scheduled appointment.

She didn’t even have to kneel.

She was already bent.

Already open.

Already dripping.

He came in under a minute.

Right onto the floor.

Didn’t even try for her mouth.

Didn’t have to.

She was already moaning from the mess, another one to mix in the heat already coating her thighs.

When he left, she closed the door.

Not all the way.

Just enough to keep the breeze out.

That evening, she walked again.

This time slower.

On purpose.

Each step milked out another drop.

Down her thighs.

Into her socks.

Across pavement.

Onto tile.

Her cumwalk.

She didn’t even need cock to feel full anymore.

Just her body.

Just the stretch.

Just the constant leak.

She was her own ritual now.

Ruined.

Glorious.

Open for good.


12 HELD OPEN

She didn’t close anymore.

Not her door.

Not her thighs.

Not her pussy.

Ivy had passed the point of being fucked and started living in a constant state of it. Her body didn’t just remember the stretch, it held it. She woke up sore and soaked even when she hadn’t been touched in hours. Her cunt no longer closed fully. Her lips stayed parted, soft and swollen, a slow leak between them marking her steps in quiet little trails.

She was ruined.

Exactly how she wanted to be.

Beau tested her every few days now.

Never told her when he was coming.

He just showed up.

Sometimes with toys.

Sometimes with someone else.

Sometimes with nothing but a hand at her throat and a quiet look that said: open up.

She always obeyed.

That afternoon, he brought something new.

A speculum.

It gleamed silver in his hand.

Cold.

Clinical.

Familiar in theory, terrifying in size.

“I want to see how far gone you are,” he said.

Her breath caught.

Then she nodded.

Climbed onto the bed.

Laid back.

Spread wide.

He used lube. A lot.

Rubbed it into her, slow and patient, even as her body was already wet enough to glisten. His fingers sank in with ease, two, then three, then his whole hand pressing gently into her, like testing the shape of something forgotten.

“You’re still open,” he murmured. “You haven’t tightened at all.”

“I won’t,” she whispered. “Don’t let me.”

The metal kissed her folds.

Cool against heat.

She twitched at the first pressure.

He looked her in the eye.

“You say stop if it’s too much.”

She nodded.

Then moaned as it slid in.

The stretch was slow, steady, controlled.

Beau turned the handle gently, watching the plates widen inside her. Ivy whimpered, fists clenched at her sides, breath short as her pussy opened for him. Wider. Wider. Wider still.

“Holy fuck,” he breathed.

She tilted her head to look.

Saw herself.

Gaping.

Pulled wide like a display.

Her inner walls glistening.

Twitching.

Still fluttering with arousal.

“God,” she whispered. “I’m beautiful.”

Beau leaned in.

Didn’t fuck her.

Didn’t finger her.

Just looked.

Like she was art.

Like she was a cathedral.

Like her stretched, used body was something sacred.

After, he didn’t close her.

Didn’t take the speculum out right away.

He just sat back in the chair.

And watched.

Watched her tremble.

Watched her leak.

Watched her whisper thank you again and again like a prayer.

He left her like that.

Open.

Still.

Glistening.

She stayed there for over an hour.

Plugged only by the air.

Thighs slick.

Body shaking.

Worshipped even in silence.


13 OPEN INVITATION

By now, her reputation wasn’t just whispered.

It was documented.

Photos.

Videos.

Screenshots of texts.

Stories shared between dorms like legends.

Ivy was no longer the girl who’d taken the biggest dick on campus , she was the girl who didn’t stop taking. The girl whose pussy never closed. The girl who could be used at any hour, and welcomed it like worship.

She wasn’t embarrassed.

She was famous.

And she wanted more.

That weekend, she threw the door open and left a note taped to the frame.

“Open hours: now. Come stretch me.”

She climbed onto the bed.

Naked.

Ass in the air, knees wide.

Wet.

Already dripping before anyone arrived.

The first visitor came within minutes.

No name.

Just a cock out, thick and veined.

She took it without a word.

He fucked her from behind, one hand gripping her hip, the other pressing between her shoulder blades. She moaned like it was prayer. He came inside her, deep, fast, hard.

She didn’t look back.

Didn’t clean up.

Just stayed in position.

The next came seconds later.

And the next.

And the next.

Each one thicker, harder, more eager to see if the rumors were true , that she was open enough now to take them back-to-back, without pause, without collapse, without complaint.

They found out the truth.

She took everything.

And begged for more.

At some point, the plug was brought back.

But not to hold anything in.

No , they used it to keep her open between cocks. Pushed it in deep while one finished. Pulled it out slick when the next entered. Over and over. Sloppy, beautiful rhythm.

By cock six, she was gushing.

By cock ten, she was crying , not from pain, but bliss.

Absolute, fucked-out euphoria.

One paused to rub her belly.

“You’re so full,” he whispered.

“I can feel them inside you.”

She moaned, delirious.

“Don’t stop. Stretch me more. I want to leak for days.”

She lost count after twelve.

One guy came on her tongue while another used her pussy. Then they swapped.

Someone else fucked her between her tits while she sucked fingers slick from her own mess.

Another sat on the chair and jerked off watching her get used, only to step in at the end and cum on the soles of her feet.

Her body was a map of stains.

Cum across her stomach.

Down her thighs.

Smeared on her face, her breasts, her lips, her hair.

She didn’t bother wiping it.

She didn’t want to.

She was a canvas.

Marked by every man smart enough to walk through that door.

By nightfall, her voice was gone.

Her pussy was gaping.

And she couldn’t close her legs without trembling.

Still, she smiled.

Still, she whispered:

“Come again tomorrow.”


14 THE WALL

The hallway carpet had a stain.

No one talked about it.

But they all knew what it was from.

It started three nights ago , sometime after Ivy’s door stopped closing, sometime after the thirteenth cock of the night slid out of her and left a trail down her thighs and across the floor. She’d stood in the hall, legs open, still dripping.

And someone came up behind her.

Pressed her face to the wall.

And fucked her there.

Now the wall was hers.

It became a ritual.

She'd press her palms flat against the paint.

Feet planted.

Back arched.

Dripping.

Waiting.

And they came.

Not all at once.

Not always the same.

But one by one, they slid in behind her , no introductions, no questions, just thick cocks and urgent hips. Ivy kept her head down. Mouth open. Body twitching.

Every thrust smeared slick across the drywall.

The impact deepened over time , the shape of her ass imprinted in scuffs and palm marks, the soft slap of skin echoing through the corridor.

Some brought condoms.

Most didn’t.

She didn’t ask.

She didn’t need to.

They came to stretch her, to see if the stories were true.

And she gave them proof.

Over and over.

Beau watched once.

Didn’t join.

Just leaned against the opposite wall, arms crossed, watching her take three different cocks in a row without flinching.

When the third man pulled out and came across her lower back, Beau stepped forward.

Ran a finger through the mess.

Slid it into her mouth.

She sucked it clean.

He kissed her forehead.

“You’re everything I hoped.”

The wall got dirtier.

She didn’t mind.

She started leaving notes.

“Use me here.”

“Fill me and walk away.”

“Don’t stop until I scream.”

And they listened.

They fucked her with fingers in her mouth, hands around her throat, bodies pressed to her back like they couldn’t get close enough. One night, she came so hard her knees buckled , and the guy held her up, kept fucking her even as she sobbed, leaking, soaked.

Another time, she stayed there for over two hours, too ruined to move, while different cocks kept her filled and twitching.

She passed out once.

Woke up with cum down both legs and a message written in marker above her head:

“Thank you.”

She didn’t erase it.

She added more.

Hearts.

Arrows.

Her name in big block letters with a blank space beside it.

IVY WAS HERE
WHO CAME IN HER? ⬇️

By the end of the weekend, it was covered in names.


15 THE ROSTER

She had a list now.

Not in her head.

Not on her phone.

A real one.

Posted beside her bed, laminated and permanent marker-ready , a clean white board titled:

WHO'S BEEN INSIDE ME
(and who’s coming back)

There were columns.

Names.

Sizes.

Ratings.

Notes.

Some said “Came too fast.”
Some said “Perfect stretch.”
Some had stars next to them, hearts, cum drops, tally marks.
A few were scratched out entirely.

It wasn’t about humiliation.

It was about standards.

Ivy had tasted the best , been filled, split, stretched, worshipped and wrecked , and she wasn’t going backwards.

The board became infamous.

Guys came just to get their name on it.

Some begged for a chance to improve their rating.

Some brought friends to watch.

Others came to watch them be judged.

It wasn’t just sex anymore.

It was tryouts.

She made them work for it.

Not just show her size ,  prove they knew how to use it.

The wrong rhythm? Downgrade.

Poor stamina? Removed.

No aftercare? Fuck off.

But the ones who understood her body, who listened to her moans, watched her belly for movement, kissed her thighs while her cunt twitched from being too full?

They got five stars.

And they got invited back.

One night, she had three on rotation.

One in her mouth.

One in her cunt.

One behind her, waiting to fuck her again the moment the second one came.

They took turns like a drill team, each trying to outperform the last, eyes flicking to the board like it was a scoreboard they had to top.

She kept moaning their names.

Encouraging.

Scoring.

Until they were panting, dripping, desperate for her approval.

She made them earn her body.

And they loved her for it.

Beau came that night, too.

He didn’t join in.

Just watched again.

Then, after they left, he slid into bed beside her, pulled her close, and pressed his hand flat over her overstretched belly.

“You’re not just a slut,” he whispered.

“You’re a legend now.”

She smiled into his chest.

“I know.”

The next morning, the board had two new columns:

HOW MANY FILLED ME YESTERDAY
HOW LONG I STAYED LEAKING

She filled them out in bright red ink.

Twelve.

Overnight.

And she was still dripping.

Still stretched.

Still starving.


16 ALWAYS OPEN

By now, it wasn’t a secret.

It was a destination.

“Ivy’s Room.”

People whispered about it like a rite of passage. Athletes. Grad students. Professors who should’ve known better. First-years who couldn’t believe the stories and came to find out if they were true.

They were.

And Ivy didn’t just welcome it , she curated it.

The room had changed.

The bed was stripped bare, permanently towel-lined.

A second mattress had been pushed against the wall, for waiting.

There was a mirror at the foot of the bed now, so they could watch themselves disappear into her , watch her pussy take inch after inch, stretch around the thickest cocks on campus and still beg for more.

She liked watching, too.

Watching the look on their faces when they realized they were inside the most-used, best-fed cunt they’d ever feel.

She had a routine.

Every morning: no panties. No bra. Plug in.

Midday: plug out. Stretch check. Lube optional.

Evening: full body clean, hair down, back arched on the bed, door cracked open.

They knew what that meant.

Use hours were live.

Sometimes they came one at a time.

Sometimes they came in waves.

Sometimes they came together , lining up along the wall, watching her take cock like it was her only job, waiting their turn like it was an honor.

She made eye contact with each of them.

Pulled them forward by the cock.

Held them in her mouth until they twitched.

Took them in her cunt until her belly bulged.

And then begged for the next.

She had a calendar on the wall now.

Each day had tallies , how many fucked her, how many filled her, how many holes were used.

Some days had stars.

Some had underlines.

Some had art drawn in the margins , crude stick figures with huge cocks and big open mouths, dripping symbols and hearts and exclamation marks.

Her favorite day was Thursday.

That was Beau’s day.

He came every Thursday at midnight.

No matter what.

Sometimes she was already being fucked.

He didn’t stop it.

Just sat on the edge of the bed, waited.

Stroked her hair.

Rubbed her clit while someone else pumped her full.

And when they left?

He took what was his.

Slow.

Deep.

Possessive.

Stretching her like it was the first time, even after dozens of cocks had opened her up beforehand.

She always came harder for him.

Always.

That Thursday, she hit a new record.

Twenty-three.

Twenty-three cocks.

Twenty-three loads.

Not all inside, but most.

She’d taken it all , every moan, every thrust, every swollen head against her throat or belly or hole.

She was raw.

Leaking.

Shaking.

Perfect.

Beau arrived just after the last one left.

She was still on her back, twitching.

Legs open.

Eyes dazed.

Cum leaking in every direction.

He looked at her.

Smiled.

And said softly:

“You’re finally ready.”

She blinked.

“Ready for what?”

He didn’t answer.

Just reached into his bag.

And pulled out the biggest toy she’d ever seen.


17 THE MONSTER

She’d thought she’d seen big before.

She’d been filled.
Stretched.
Opened wide enough that her own fingers could glide inside alongside another cock and still have room.

But this, 
This thing Beau pulled out of his bag?

It wasn’t a toy.

It was a challenge.

Two feet long.
Thicker than her wrist.
Silicone, deep black, ridged in spirals that promised to ruin her in layers.

Her cunt clenched just seeing it.

She was already soaked from the day, from the hours of use, from the steady, beautiful stream of cock after cock that had opened her up and filled her full.

But this?
This was another level.

Beau smiled, slow and calm, like he already knew she wouldn’t say no.

“You don’t have to take all of it,” he said.

Her breath trembled.

“I want to.”

He laid her back.

Her legs were already open, thighs parted in that ruined, automatic sprawl her body defaulted to now.

He leaned in, kissed her knee, and pressed the toy to her entrance.

It dwarfed her.

Even after everything.

Even after every plug, cock, and fist she’d taken.

Even after the speculum, the gape, the hours with her cunt stretched wide and leaking.

This still looked impossible.

She whimpered.

And nodded.

The first push burned.

Her pussy fought it , not out of fear, but instinct, as her hole tried to accommodate something that should never fit. Her body opened slowly, lips parting wide around the head, slick squelching as the toy began to enter her.

Her hand gripped Beau’s wrist.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered.

It slid deeper.

Half the head.

Then all of it.

Then another inch.

Then two.

Then three.

Her breath was gone.

She was panting now, twitching, legs shaking against the mattress as her body swallowed more of the monster.

She looked down.

Could see the outline in her stomach.

A bulge , obscene and perfect.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, ”

Beau held it steady.

Let her grind.

Rocked it in deeper as her body begged.

Each inch took a minute.

Each minute felt like a climax.

She came four times before the halfway point.

By the time she took two-thirds, her eyes were rolling, mouth open, arms limp.

Beau stroked her cheek.

“You’re taking it so well.”

“I want the whole thing,” she gasped.

“I want to break.”

He gave it to her.

The final inches went slow.

She arched.

Screamed.

Moaned like an animal.

And then,

Bottomed out.

All of it.

Inside her.

Her pussy spread wide around the base, twitching, pulsing, leaking, gaping around the impossible stretch.

She was shaking so hard she could barely breathe.

“I’m full,” she sobbed.

“I’m so fucking full.”

He didn’t move it.

Not yet.

He let her feel it.

Let her live in it.

Then he bent over her.

And whispered:

“Now clench around it.”

She tried.

Her walls fluttered.

And that’s all it took.

The orgasm ripped through her.

She squirted hard, cum bursting around the base of the toy, down her thighs, soaking the bed. Her body shook so violently her heels slammed into the mattress, fingers clawing at the sheets.

She was crying.

Laughing.

Cumming again.

And again.

And again.

By the end, she couldn’t speak.

The toy was still inside her.

Still filling her.

She was soaked. Red. Open.

Beau leaned over, kissed her forehead.

“You took the whole thing.”

She nodded weakly.

“Leave it in,” she whispered.

And passed out smiling.


18 LEFT IN

She woke up with the toy still inside her.

Still deep.

Still stretching her wide around its impossible shape.

The sheets were soaked. The towel beneath her had failed hours ago, now clinging damply to her skin, smelling like sweat, cum, lube, and heat.

Her body ached.
Her pussy throbbed.
Her hips felt bruised from the force of her own orgasms.

And the monster inside her?
It hadn’t moved.

It was still there, keeping her open, holding her gaped, gently pressing against every sensitive, swollen inch from her core to her stomach.

She flexed her hips.

It shifted.

Her eyes rolled back.

She didn’t pull it out.

She got up with it in.

Her walk was slow, wide-legged, unsteady. She could feel it grind with every step. Could feel the bulge still prominent in her belly. Her cunt was so stretched it didn’t even fight the pressure anymore , it invited it.

She went to the bathroom.

Peeled off what was left of her shirt.

Caught her reflection.

She looked fucked.

Destroyed.

Perfect.

She left the mirror smirking.

By noon, there were three knocks at her door.

She didn’t answer with words.

Just opened it wide.

Still naked.

Still dripping.

Still stuffed.

They all paused when they saw her.

The toy still inside.

The gape around it.

The slow pulse of her twitching walls around the impossible shape.

One of them , a guy she hadn’t seen before , dropped to his knees without hesitation.

“Can I?” he asked, staring up at her.

She reached down.

Gripped the base of the toy.

Pulled it out.

Slowly.

Her pussy groaned as it widened, then narrowed, then widened again , stretch after stretch as inch after thick inch of slick silicone slid free.

By the time it popped out, she was gasping, shaking.

And gaping.

The stranger leaned in.

Slid two fingers inside.

Then three.

Then his fist.

She moaned.

“Use me.”

He did.

She stayed like that all afternoon.

On her back.

On her knees.

Bent over her desk.

Bent over the windowsill.

Open for anyone willing to stretch her further.

They came and went like it was a gym circuit.

One tried double-fisting her.

Another brought a camera.

A third just knelt between her thighs and watched her leak while stroking himself.

Beau came later.

Of course.

He sat beside her on the edge of the bed.

One hand on her hair.

One on her clit.

He didn’t say much.

Didn’t need to.

She was already cumming again.

By sunset, she’d been fisted six times.

Stretched wider than ever before.

The toy was still on the floor beside the bed, gleaming with slick.

She reached for it again.

Body twitching.

Eyes glassy.

“Round two,” she whispered.

And pushed it back inside.


19 THE STRETCH ROOM

The school didn’t know about the room.

Not officially.

It wasn’t listed on any map, wasn’t scheduled in the system, wasn’t even locked. Just a basement storage space cleared out over summer, empty now except for a mattress, a chair, a full-length mirror, and a standing sign taped to the wall.

STRETCH ROOM:
USE WITH CARE.
AND LUBE.

Ivy hadn’t made the sign.

But she knew who had.

Beau.

He’d shown it to her on a Sunday.

The campus quiet. The halls empty.

She followed him down two flights of stairs, through a fire door, past forgotten supply shelves and old office chairs stacked like fossils. The room waited at the end , dark, still, private.

When he turned on the light, she’d gasped.

Not from fear.

From recognition.

Everything about the space felt designed for her.

No distractions.

No bedframe.

No clutter.

Just bare floor, soft padding, clean walls, and space to be ruined.

That first time, he bent her over the chair.

Didn’t speak.

Just pulled her open with both hands and looked.

Admired.

Spread her wider.

Pressed his cock inside until her body trembled, twitching from how ready she was. She was soaked already. Plugged beforehand. Open, gaping, hungry.

She came fast.

Hard.

Then again.

Then again.

He didn’t fuck her fast.

He fucked her deep.

Deliberate.

Measured.

Every thrust driving into the core of her overstretched hole like a knife through butter.

She came a fourth time when he held himself inside and whispered, “Let’s make this a regular thing.”

It became their ritual.

Stretch Room Sundays.

No distractions. No rush. Just her, the mirror, and whatever size she could take this time.

Sometimes it was him.

Sometimes toys.

Sometimes just her own fist while he watched, slow-stroking beside her, whispering praises while she moaned herself raw.

One Sunday, he brought a hook.

Metal. Curved. Weighted.

She whimpered before it even entered.

Once it was inside, he clipped a chain to it.

Attached it to the ceiling.

And let her hang there, partially suspended, fully impaled, body swaying slightly from the weight of her own stretch.

She’d never come harder in her life.

Word got out.

Carefully.

Quietly.

Selective invitations.

Trusted names.

Those who understood the difference between wrecking and ruining.

She let others join.

One by one.

Watched them test her limits.

Try new tools.

Hold her legs wide while someone else slid in another inch.

Some came just to watch.

Some came just to help her get wider.

She let it happen.

Because it was never about who came.

It was about how far she could go.

That night, Beau brought something new.

A second mirror.

Placed it beside the first, angled perfectly so she could see everything, not just her face, not just the entry, but the depth.

He sat behind her on the floor.

Toy in hand.

Huge.

He didn’t ask.

He pressed.

She gasped.

Then moaned.

Then opened.

Slowly.

Beautifully.

And watched herself disappear around the stretch all over again.


20 THE LIMIT

She didn’t think she had one anymore.

A limit.

Ivy had taken everything , cock, toys, fists, hooks, praise, filth, use. Her body wasn’t just stretched, it was trained. Her holes didn’t close like they used to. Her cunt pulsed constantly, even untouched, as if begging to stay filled.

But Beau wanted to find it anyway.

He called it the threshold night.

She came to the stretch room cleaned out, plug removed, empty and twitching.

On the floor: a row of toys, each one bigger than the last. Silicone. Glass. Metal. One shaped like a thick spiral. One ribbed. One that looked more like a sculpture than a sex object.

Next to them: a bottle of lube, a warm towel, and a list.

“Each one.
Record how long you take it.
Don’t stop until the last is in.”

Her breath hitched.

She didn’t ask who else would be watching.

She just got on her back.

Spread her legs.

And began.

The first slid in easily.

Her body welcomed it , a familiar stretch, deep and wet, with a moan that echoed off the cement walls.

The second took longer.

Thicker. Blunter. Her pussy gripped it like it was home.

Beau watched from the chair, silent.

She glanced up, mouth parted.

He nodded.

“Good. Again.”

The third made her whimper.

Too wide at the base.

She had to hold her breath and push through the burn, letting her body open, wider than was polite, wider than was human, wider than was possible.

When it popped inside, she screamed.

And came.

By toy five, she was twitching nonstop.

Her hole so slick it glistened under the lights.

The bulge in her belly pronounced.

Her hands shook.

Her thighs trembled.

Her mouth said one thing, over and over:

“More.”

Toy six had to be pushed by Beau himself.

He knelt beside her.

Held her knees wide.

And pressed.

Her eyes rolled.

Her throat let out a hoarse cry.

She came again.

And again.

And then the toy slid in.

Completely.

Her pussy didn’t pulse anymore.

It gaped.

A perfect, wide circle.

Shining.

Ruined.

Glorious.

Beau leaned in.

“Ready for the last one?”

She nodded.

Couldn’t speak.

Just moaned.

Toy seven was the size of her forearm.

Heavy. Cold. Brutal.

He lubed it slowly.

Let her watch.

Then moved between her legs.

Positioned it.

Waited.

She reached for his wrist.

Nodded.

And took it.

The scream wasn’t pain.

It was transcendence.

Her body shook violently.

Her arms gave out.

Her belly bulged so high she gasped.

Her eyes filled with tears.

Her cunt clung, stretched impossibly around the base, held wide enough that air passed in and out with every breath.

“F-fuck, I’m open,” she sobbed.

“I’m gone.”

Beau stroked her hair.

“You hit your limit?”

She laughed.

Then moaned.

Then whispered:

“No. I think I finally lost it.”


21 UNTOUCHED

They asked her, sometimes:

“Don’t you get tired?”

She never answered.

Because tired didn’t describe what Ivy felt.

She was changed.

Her body had adapted. Her threshold was gone. Her holes were conditioned , open, obedient, sensitive, greedy. Even without touch, her cunt fluttered. Even without cock, her belly remembered the stretch.

She no longer needed friction to ache.

She just needed to be.

Beau tested her again.

But this time?

No toys.

No cock.

No fingers.

Just presence.

He brought her into the stretch room late.

Lights low.

The chair pulled to the center of the space.

He helped her sit.

Then step up onto the seat.

Then squat.

Wide.

Spread.

And settle with nothing inside.

It was the first time she’d been empty in days.

No plug.

No stretch.

No cock.

No toy.

Nothing but gravity.

And her own gaping cunt.

Beau moved behind her.

Placed a mirror on the floor.

Told her not to move.

Not to touch.

Not to speak.

She watched herself.

Wide thighs.

Open pussy.

Twitching around nothing.

And slowly,

So slowly,

She started to leak.

First just a shimmer.

Then a drip.

Then a slow, glistening trail down her inner thigh.

She moaned.

Still untouched.

Still ruined from memory alone.

Beau walked a slow circle around her.

Watched her shake.

Watched her pant.

Watched her clench around emptiness and tremble from it.

He whispered:

“Cum without anything.”

She cried.

“I can’t.”

He leaned in.

“You already are.”

And she was.

Her pussy gushed.

Her thighs shook.

Her voice broke.

She came, hard, full-body, untouched , just from staying open, just from remembering every inch that had ever split her apart and left her wide.

When it was over, she collapsed to the floor.

Beau caught her.

Held her.

Whispered:

“You don’t need to be filled to be full.”

And she believed him.


22 display model

They stopped calling her a girl.

She was something else now.

A fixture.
A legend.
A thing to be seen, admired, stretched, used.

She wasn’t just fucked anymore.

She was shown.

Beau called it “exhibition night.”

He sent the invite to only six men.

No cameras.

No talking.

Just watching.

No one got to touch her.

Unless she asked.

He set up the room like a gallery.

Lights low.

Chair in the center.

Her name on a handwritten sign:

IVY CARTER, FULLY TRAINED

She stood nude in the center.

Back straight.

Neck bare.

Pussy open.

The plug came out first.

She let it slide out slowly, dramatically, the base glistening from the heat of her.

The men groaned.

Beau handed her a towel.

She didn't use it.

She walked to the mirror.

Bent.

Spread herself.

Showed them what she was now.

No fingers.

No toys.

Just gap.

Her cunt parted like lips in mid-sentence , wet, loose, twitching for attention.

She sat on the chair.

Propped one leg up.

And breathed.

The air alone made her moan.

She was that open now.

That ready.

Beau stepped forward.

Not with his cock.

But with the toy.

The one.

The monster.

She nodded before he even lifted it.

“Please.”

He pressed it in.

No resistance.

Just stretch.

Slide.

Stretch.

Her walls widened around it like a memory returning to form.

The audience watched, silent.

She came before it was halfway.

Again by three-quarters.

She screamed when it bottomed out.

Then she stood.

Still holding it inside.

And walked the length of the room.

Slow.

Dripping.

Wide.

The men watched, breathless.

She stopped in front of them.

Met each one’s eyes.

Said nothing.

Let them feel the presence of what she had taken.

Of what she was.

“Who wants to try?” she asked softly.

No one moved.

Not out of fear.

But reverence.

Beau stepped forward again.

Tugged the toy out with a slick, wet pop.

She gasped.

Fell to her knees.

Opened her mouth.

And smiled.


23 SIZE CHART

It started as a joke.

A few measurements.

A tape on the wall.

A line labeled “Malik.”

Another labeled “Beau.”

Then a higher one.

Then hers.

Now it took up half the stretch room.

A full vertical chart , painted directly on the wall beside the mirror.

Thick black markings.

Names, dates, toys.

Depths taken.

Widths endured.

A legend for what had been inside her.

Each line a victory.

Each mark earned.

At the very top?

Blank space.

Waiting.

Beau brought a clipboard now.

Measured every stretch session.

Not just length.

But time.

How long she could hold a gape.

How long before her body dripped.

How long it took to start begging again.

She loved it.

The way it felt clinical.

Documented.

Like she was a specimen of erotic endurance.

A living, dripping benchmark.

One night, he filmed it.

Just for them.

No audience.

Just Ivy.

On her back.

Legs in stirrups.

Camera mounted.

Light pointed straight at her stretched, open cunt.

He spoke softly off-screen.

“Let’s take you deeper.”

The toy that night was new.

Shaped like a cone.

Narrow at the tip, brutal at the base.

She’d only ever taken half.

Tonight, they were going for all.

She was shaking before it was halfway.

Twitching at the edges.

Her belly rising with every breath.

The burn was deep , gorgeous.

Each inch forced her to remember why she trained for this.

Why she wanted it.

To take what no one else could.

To show what a body could become when worshiped through use.

When it bottomed out, the camera caught everything.

The scream.

The tremble.

The slow, wet spread.

The convulsion of another orgasm tearing through her without warning.

She grabbed Beau’s hand.

Pressed it flat to her belly.

“Look,” she gasped. “It’s in me.”

He whispered:

“You’ve passed Beau.”

He marked the wall.

New high point.

With her name.

In red.

IVY, RECORD SETTER

She came again, just from that.


24 THE FINAL FILL

It was the last stretch.

Not for good.

But for the chart.

Beau said there had to be a limit.

A top line.

Something no one else could reach.

Something only Ivy could claim.

She agreed.

So they planned it.

The final night.

The final toy.

The final mark.

She fasted all day.

Not from food.

From cock.

No plug.

No fingers.

No friction.

Just the slow ache of staying empty and wanting.

By the time she walked into the stretch room, her thighs were trembling.

Her cunt already fluttering open just from air.

On the floor: one object.

Custom made.

Deep red.

Silicone blend.

Over two feet long.

Wider than anything she’d ever taken.

Weighted for depth.

Tapered just enough to trick the body into trying.

She straddled the chair.

Beau held her from behind.

Arms around her waist.

Toy lubed. Warmed.

Waiting at the edge of her ruined, still-beautiful hole.

He whispered:

“This is for your name. No one else’s.”

She nodded.

And lowered.

The first few inches were bliss.

The next few made her scream.

Ten inches in, her belly rose.

Twelve inches, and her toes curled.

Fifteen, and her mouth dropped open in silent shock.

At seventeen inches, her entire body shuddered.

Orgasm without touch.

Her legs gave out.

Beau held her up.

Kept her balanced.

Kept her sinking.

At twenty, she cried.

Eyes wet.

Not from pain.

From joy.

From wanting this.

From becoming this.

At twenty-three, the toy bottomed out.

Beau’s hand slid over her lower belly.

Pressed gently.

She moaned like it touched her soul.

He marked the wall.

Highest line yet.

Bright red.

Wide.

Bold.

IVY , MAX CAPACITY

She laughed.

Moaned.

Then came again.

Still full.

Still seated.

Still holding it.

Beau kissed the back of her neck.

“You’ve set the bar.”

She turned her head.

Smiling.

“Then keep me here.”

She stayed like that for hours.

Gaping.

Stuffed.

Smiling.

Finally, full.


25 OPEN FOREVER

She never pulled it out.

Not that night.

Not the next morning.

Not when she showered, when she walked, when she bent over the kitchen counter and let the plug press deeper as she came just from clenching.

The final toy, the record-breaker, had become something more.

Not a challenge.

Not a trophy.

But a part of her.

Beau didn’t question it.

He bought her a harness.

Custom fit.

To keep it in.

Support her hips.

Help her wear it under her clothes.

A slow, aching reminder of her own stretch.
Of what she’d become.
Of who she was.

She wore it to class.

Sat down carefully.

Let it press up into her deeper as she answered questions and took notes.

She came once during a lecture.

No one noticed.

She came again on the bus ride home.

Someone did notice that time.

They texted her later.

“Was that plug inside you?”

Her reply?

“No.
It’s me now.”

The chart on the wall stayed where it was.

Frozen.

Marked in red at the top.

The name no one could pass.

Visitors came just to see it.

To press a hand to the wall and imagine how deep it went.

Some asked to try.

She let them.

None made it past line four.

Her hole never closed again.

Not fully.

Didn’t need to.

She kept it trained.

Used.

Worshipped.

Sometimes plugged.

Sometimes just leaking down her thighs as she went about her day.

She didn’t hide it.

She built around it.

Eventually, they stopped calling it “The Stretch Room.”

Started calling it:

The Chapel.

Where worship was earned.

Where her body was holy.

Where stretch was a sacrament.

And Ivy?

She wasn’t just a slut anymore.

She was a goddess.

Open.

Endless.

And never going back.
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