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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Note

⚠️ Disclaimer
This novel explores themes of:
• Humiliation, spanking, and public display
• Multiple partners and group use
• Rough sex, spit-roasting, messy creampies, and cum play
• Interracial dynamics
• Female–female first experiences (pussy-licking, submission)
• Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics

All sexual activity depicted is consensual fantasy roleplay. Characters may appear reluctant at times, but they explicitly choose to participate and embrace their submission.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Chapter One: Naked in the Kitchen

The smell of garlic and onions filled the flat as Lily moved about the kitchen, completely naked. The sizzle of the pan was loud, but not loud enough to drown out the thundering beat of her own heart.

Her breasts swayed slightly with every motion, round, firm 34Cs, her nipples already peaked in the cool air. Her waist curved in perfect contrast to the flare of her hips, her skin soft, flushed. The slope of her round, heart-shaped ass flexed as she reached for a pan, the muscles tight and toned from years of gym work. Long, slender legs carried her from counter to stove, every movement a reminder that she was utterly exposed.

She had been Chloe and Darius’s plaything for days now. No clothes allowed in the flat, Chloe’s little rule, written in a note that Lily had obeyed instantly. She still trembled every time she moved from her bedroom to the kitchen, expecting at any moment for the door to open and for Darius’s dark eyes to sweep over her, smirking as if he owned her.

Her mind drifted back, replaying the chain of humiliations that had brought her here.

First, lying in her bed those first nights, listening through the thin walls, Chloe’s moans echoing while Darius used her with raw power. The jealousy had been sharp, ugly; the arousal sharper still. She had pressed her fingers to her wet slit, whispering stop even as her body betrayed her again and again.

Then the bathroom. Her towel slipping, his eyes locking on her bare body as he stood fresh from the shower, naked, gleaming with water, his cock heavy and thick, even soft. The way he had looked at her, the smirk on his lips as she fumbled to cover herself… she could still feel the burn of it.

And then that night.

Chloe pouring the wine, Chloe’s teasing questions, Chloe daring her to strip. She had obeyed, trembling as she bared herself inch by inch, Chloe’s hands roaming over her breasts, her ass, her freshly trimmed landing strip, all while Darius watched in silence.

The memory of being pushed to her knees made her thighs clench now, a whimper rising in her throat. Chloe’s hand in her hair, guiding her lips down over Darius’s thick cock, her jaw straining, her throat gagging, tears on her cheeks.

And then; the sofa.

Her flatmate filming, Darius spreading her wide, making her beg for it, pushing inch after inch into her virgin-tight pussy until she was screaming with the stretch. The heat, the shame, the way Chloe’s laughter filled the room as Lily’s body shuddered through its first real orgasm. And finally, Darius filling her to the hilt, cumming inside her until she was left gaping, leaking, wrecked; filmed from every angle by the girl she thought was her friend.

Now she stood naked at the stove, cooking dinner like a dutiful little slut, her body marked by everything they’d done to her, her mind ruined by the things she couldn’t stop replaying.

This was her life now.
This was what she had become.

Naked. Owned. Waiting for the next lesson.


Chapter Two – The Wooden Spoon

The table was set, Chloe and Darius sat comfortably in their clothes, glasses of wine at hand. Lily moved about the kitchen naked, serving them plates of steaming food. Every step, every reach, every bend, she felt their eyes on her bare body.

Her nipples prickled under their stares, her cheeks flushed as she laid the dishes down and finally sat with them, her skin buzzing with the shame of being the only one unclothed.

Chloe twirled her fork, studying her plate with a faintly disappointed look.
“We’ve eaten this three times in the past week, don’t you think we deserve better?”

Lily’s face burned. “I….I’m sorry. I’ll try harder…..”

Chloe cut her off with a sly smile. “Oh, you will. But first…..go fetch the wooden spoon.”

Lily froze. Her lips parted as she looked between them, confusion and dread colliding.

Darius arched a brow, smirking faintly into his glass of wine, saying nothing.

Heart pounding, Lily rose silently, padding across the kitchen floor. She opened the drawer, her trembling hand closing around the heavy wooden spoon, then returned to the table.

Chloe pushed her chair back, patting her lap with a grin.
“Over my lap, babe.”

Lily’s breath caught. But she obeyed.

She lowered herself awkwardly across Chloe’s thighs, her perfect round ass presented high, flushed already with anticipation. Her hands gripped the chair leg, her body tense.

Chloe let her palms wander slowly over the soft curve of flesh, stroking, squeezing, feeling the firmness beneath her touch. “Mmm,” she murmured with wicked delight. “Such a lovely ass. Round, firm, made for this.”

Only then did she raise the spoon.

The first smack landed sharp and loud, the wooden spoon cracking against her soft flesh. Lily yelped, her whole body jerking.

Another. Then another. Chloe’s hand was firm on her lower back, holding her in place as the spoon fell again and again, leaving hot red marks across her pale curves.

Tears welled in Lily’s eyes as the stinging grew unbearable, each smack echoing in the small flat. Her legs kicked helplessly, her sobs growing louder as the round perfection of her ass bloomed red, then darkened with faint purpling bruises.

Finally, Chloe slowed, stroking the heated flesh almost tenderly. Lily whimpered, tears dripping down her cheeks, humiliated and raw.

Then Chloe’s fingers slid lower, slipping between her trembling thighs.

Lily gasped, her body arching as those fingers brushed her slick folds. Despite the pain, despite the humiliation, she was dripping.

Chloe laughed softly, lifting her fingers, glistening, for Darius to see.
“Look at this, baby. She loves it.”

Darius smirked, swirling his wine, his dark eyes locked on Lily’s shamed, tear-streaked face.

Chloe patted her sore bottom and nudged her off her lap.
“Go on, babe. Sit back down. Right on that sore little ass. Finish your dinner like a good girl.”

Lily whimpered, her legs shaky, but she obeyed. She lowered herself gingerly onto the hard chair, hissing at the sting, her round cheeks burning against the wood.

They ate as if nothing had happened, Chloe chatting idly, Darius sipping his wine, both of them occasionally glancing at Lily — naked, sore, humiliated, and dripping wet, forced to eat her dinner in silence.


Chapter Three – Chloe’s Turn

After dinner they moved into the sitting room. Darius and Chloe sank comfortably onto the big sofa, glasses in hand, while Lily dropped wordlessly to her knees before them. She had learned quickly, this was her place now, kneeling naked at their feet, her body offered, her eyes downcast.

The silence stretched until Darius set his glass aside and leaned forward slightly, his voice deep and commanding.
“It’s time for you to learn something new, Lily. Tonight, I want to watch you and Chloe together.”

Lily’s head jerked up, her lips parting in shock. “M-me and……?”

Darius’s gaze was steady, brooking no hesitation. “Yes. You’ve pleased me. Now I want to see you please her. Learn how to satisfy her, just like you’ve learned to take me.”

Chloe giggled softly, reaching down to stroke Lily’s cheek. “Don’t look so surprised, babe. You didn’t think this was only about you, did you?”

Then Darius’s voice came again, firm, undeniable.
“Chloe. Strip.”

For the first time, Lily saw the shift, Chloe obeying him. The playful dominance Chloe wielded over Lily gave way instantly to Darius’s authority. She stood gracefully, her auburn hair tumbling over her shoulders as she slipped her top over her head.

Her bra came next, unhooked with a flick, revealing her breasts, full, heavy 36Ds that spilled free with a proud bounce, her nipples already tight in the cool air.

She shimmied out of her skirt, then peeled away her panties, baring her wide, feminine hips and the full, round curve of her ass.

Lily’s breath caught. Chloe was stunning, lush and womanly, her brown eyes glinting with mischief, her auburn hair gleaming under the lamp light. Beautiful in a different way than Lily herself: fuller, richer, confident.

Darius smirked, gesturing toward the sofa. “Now, Lily. Go to her. Show me what you can do.”

Lily’s heart pounded as she turned from him to Chloe, her friend, her guide, her tormentor, now naked and waiting, smiling as if she’d known this moment would come all along.

Lily swallowed hard, her voice trembling as she looked between them.
“I… I’ve never really been into women,” she whispered, shame heating her cheeks.

Darius leaned back on the sofa, his gaze steady, his tone dismissive and absolute.
“You are tonight. Go kiss Chloe.”

Her stomach flipped, her heart hammering. She hesitated, but Chloe’s hand reached out, tugging her gently closer. With no escape, Lily leaned forward, her lips brushing softly against Chloe’s.

The kiss was tentative at first, soft, tasting faintly of wine. But Chloe deepened it, her tongue sliding between Lily’s lips, coaxing her to respond. Lily’s body trembled, but she kissed back, her hand lifting almost instinctively to stroke Chloe’s bare shoulder.

Darius smirked, watching intently, his eyes dark with hunger. “That’s it,” he murmured. “Good girls.”

Their mouths fused again, hungrier now, their hands beginning to roam. Chloe cupped Lily’s breast, squeezing the firm mound, her thumb flicking across the nipple until Lily gasped into her mouth. Lily’s own fingers traced tentatively over Chloe’s curves, the swell of her hip, the soft weight of her full breast, marvelling at the lushness of another woman.

Chloe broke the kiss with a smile and a wicked gleam in her eye. She guided Lily lower, down her body, trailing kisses across her chest. Lily followed, lips pressing over the soft rise of Chloe’s breasts, then taking one heavy nipple into her mouth.

Chloe moaned, arching slightly. “Yes, babe… just like that…”

Somehow Lily knew what to do, her tongue circling, her lips sucking gently, her teeth grazing just enough to make Chloe shiver. The sounds of Chloe’s pleasure spurred her on, instinct guiding her where experience couldn’t.

Chloe’s fingers tangled in her hair, urging her lower still. Lily kissed down her stomach, lingering at the soft skin, until her face was level with the thick curve of Chloe’s thighs.

Chloe opened them, slow and deliberate, revealing the soft triangle of curls nestled at her most private place, a darker auburn than the hair on her head.

Lily’s breath caught. She pushed the thighs wider, her face flushed, her mouth inches from Chloe’s heat.

Darius’s voice rumbled low from above, thick with arousal.
“Now show me how good you can be, Lily.”

Lily’s breath came quick and shallow, her face hovering just above the soft curls between Chloe’s thighs. The heat rising from her was unmistakable, the scent heady and intimate.

Lily hesitated only a heartbeat longer, her breath hot against Chloe’s slick folds. Then she lowered her mouth and pressed her tongue to the soft heat.

The taste shocked her, salty, musky, rich, nothing like she expected and yet irresistible. Chloe’s thighs twitched, spreading wider, her voice breaking into a moan.
“Yes, babe… that’s it.”

Above them, Darius leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees, eyes locked on the sight. He said nothing at first, only watched as Lily’s tongue moved tentatively, tracing Chloe’s slit from bottom to top.

When Lily paused, uncertain, his voice came low and firm.
“Don’t stop. Lick her properly. Make her cum.”

Heat burned across Lily’s cheeks. But she obeyed, pressing her tongue deeper, dragging it slowly, sliding up the middle of Chloe’s outer labia, circling her clit, sucking it gently between her lips.

Instinct took over. Lily circled her tongue around Chloe’s clit, then sucked it gently between her lips. Chloe cried out, bucking against her mouth, grinding herself shamelessly into Lily’s face. Lily sucked the hard little nub into her mouth and ran her tongue over and over.

Chloe cried out, her hips lifting, grinding shamelessly into Lily’s mouth. Her fingers tangled tighter in Lily’s hair, holding her in place.
“God, yes, yes, babe, right there, don’t you dare stop.”

Lily whimpered into her, the taste flooding her tongue, her face slick as she licked harder, faster, desperate to please. Every flick of her tongue drew louder cries, Chloe’s body rocking against her, using her mouth.

From above, Darius’s gaze was unrelenting. He sat forward slightly, elbows on his knees, eyes fixed on the sight of his girlfriend’s pussy spread and glistening, Lily’s lips and tongue working desperately between the folds. His hand adjusted his jeans, the bulge obvious, his expression dark and hungry.

Chloe’s moans filled the room, louder now, her auburn hair falling wild around her flushed face. She rocked her hips, riding Lily’s mouth, chasing the pleasure. “Oh God, yes, babe, keep going, keep sucking.”

Lily’s face burned with shame and heat, but she obeyed, licking faster, sucking harder, letting Chloe use her. The taste coated her tongue, slick and intoxicating. The vibrations of Chloe’s moans shuddered through her, spurring her on.

Darius’s voice came again, low and satisfied.
“Good girl. Make her cum.”

With a shuddering cry, Chloe’s climax ripped through her, her hips jerking, her pussy flooding against Lily’s tongue. Lily gasped, overwhelmed, but Chloe held her firm, grinding through every wave of her orgasm, making her take it all.

At last, Chloe collapsed back onto the cushions, panting, sweat shining on her flushed skin. She stroked Lily’s damp hair with a satisfied smile, her thighs still trembling.
“Mmm… perfect. You’re soaked in me, babe.”

Darius smirked, his cock straining visibly in his jeans, his eyes never leaving the debauched sight.
“And she’s only just begun.”

Darius finally leaned back, his smirk dark and heavy.
“That’s it. That’s what I wanted to see.”

Lily wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, but her lips and chin glistened with Chloe’s release, her shame and arousal tangled beyond untangling.

Then she turned toward Darius and froze.
The phone was in his hand, pointing straight at her. In that instant, she knew he had filmed her too. Her first time with another woman, caught forever, for him.


Chapter Four – Used Together

Darius rose from the sofa, his dark eyes fixed on Lily. With calm authority, he stripped, shirt tossed aside, jeans kicked away until he stood naked before them. His cock hung heavy and thick, already swelling from the show he’d just enjoyed.

“On your knees,” he ordered.

Lily obeyed instantly, trembling as she knelt before him, her lips still glistening with Chloe’s release.

“Open.”

She parted her lips, and his cock slid into her mouth, heavy on her tongue. Darius groaned low, his hand resting on the back of her head as she worked him. She sucked eagerly, her tongue swirling, her lips stretching wide as he hardened and thickened in her mouth.

Chloe laughed softly, stroking Lily’s hair as she watched. “Mmm, that’s it, babe. Get him ready for me. Make him hard with your slutty mouth, ready to fuck me.”

Lily’s cheeks burned with shame and heat, but she obeyed, sucking and slurping until his cock was rock-hard, pulsing between her lips. When he was fully erect, Darius pulled her back, his shaft slick with her spit.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now lie down.”

Lily eased onto the floor, her heart racing. Chloe rose above her, auburn hair falling wild as she positioned herself, thighs spread. Slowly, she lowered her wet folds toward Lily’s mouth.

“Get ready, babe,” Chloe teased, her voice husky. “Time to make me cum again.”

Lily whimpered, but opened her mouth as Chloe pressed down, her pussy filling her lips, her taste flooding her tongue. Chloe moaned, rocking gently against her face, grinding her clit on Lily’s mouth.

Darius stepped behind Chloe, gripping her hips. With one thrust, he drove deep into her soaked entrance. Chloe cried out, her body jolting forward, pressing harder against Lily’s face.

The rhythm built quickly: Darius slamming into Chloe from behind, Chloe riding Lily’s mouth, Lily pinned beneath them both.

Her tongue flicked rapidly over Chloe’s clit, lapping hungrily at her folds. Then Chloe shifted, pressing lower, and Lily’s mouth stretched wide over her entrance, licking and sucking as Chloe’s juices smeared across her face.

Darius grunted, pounding Chloe harder, his balls slapping wetly against Lily’s chin. The weight of him swung heavy, brushing her lips, her tongue darting to lick and slurp at the thick orbs whenever Chloe’s grinding allowed her breath.

Pinned beneath their joined bodies, Lily was lost in sensation — Chloe’s cries above, Darius’s growls behind, their sweat dripping down onto her. Every lick, every desperate slurp drew more moans, more thrusts, until the room filled with the sound of skin, wetness, and pleasure.

“Fuck,” Darius growled, driving harder into Chloe. “So tight….”

“Oh God, yes,” Chloe cried, her fingers gripping Lily’s hair, grinding down hard. “Yes, babe, keep sucking me, ohhh yes!”

Lily’s lips and chin were soaked again, coated in Chloe’s wetness and the musky taste of Darius, her humiliation and arousal twisting together until she could no longer tell them apart.

The rhythm turned brutal. Darius’s hips crashed against Chloe’s ass with each thrust, driving her forward over Lily’s mouth. Chloe moaned wildly, her thighs clamping tight around Lily’s head, grinding her swollen clit against the tongue that licked and circled furiously.

Pinned beneath them, Lily could barely breathe, her mouth filled with Chloe’s heat, her tongue flicking desperately, her lips sucking as she tried to keep up. Whenever Chloe lifted just enough, Lily gasped in air and darted her tongue lower, slurping greedily at Darius’s heavy balls as they swung against her chin, slick with sweat.

“Oh God, yes, yes, babe, don’t stop, don’t you dare stop!” Chloe cried, riding Lily’s mouth harder, her auburn hair whipping as her body trembled on the edge.

Darius grunted, his grip bruising on Chloe’s hips as he slammed into her, each thrust deeper, harder, relentless. His jaw clenched, his eyes dark and hungry as he watched the two women locked together beneath him.
“Fuck….so tight….I’m close….”

Chloe’s back arched, her cry splitting the air as her orgasm crashed through her. She shuddered violently, grinding her pussy against Lily’s mouth, her release flooding over Lily’s lips and tongue in a hot rush.

At the same time, Darius roared, driving in to the hilt and holding, his cock pulsing as he spilled inside Chloe. His seed pumped deep, and the pressure forced it out almost instantly, their mixed juices spilling down and dripping onto Lily’s waiting mouth below.

Lily moaned, her face soaked as she licked and swallowed, Chloe’s orgasm soaking her tongue while Darius’s hot cum seeped out, the combined mess running over her lips, down her chin, dripping onto her chest.

Chloe collapsed forward with a whimper, shaking, her body still quivering as she pressed against Lily’s mouth. Darius groaned, giving a few final thrusts, then pulled back slowly, his cock sliding free, the thick flood of his release pouring down to join Chloe’s juices on Lily’s face.

When Chloe finally lifted herself, Lily lay beneath them wrecked and glistening, her cheeks flushed, her mouth open, her lips and chin smeared with their mixed cum, dripping in obscene rivulets down her throat and breasts.

Darius smirked, towering above them both. “Good girl,” he growled, his voice thick with satisfaction. “That’s exactly what I wanted to see.”

Chloe stroked Lily’s damp hair, laughing breathlessly. “Mmm, look at you, babe… you’re our messy little slut now.”

Lily’s lips and chin were soaked again, coated in Chloe’s wetness and the musky taste of Darius, her humiliation and arousal twisting together until she could no longer tell them apart.

Chloe curled up against Darius, her body still trembling from her climax, his arm wrapped lazily around her as they sat naked together on the sofa. Both of them looked down at Lily, who was still sprawled on the floor, face wet, lips swollen, her body trembling and drenched in their mess.

Chloe smirked, her auburn hair tumbling wild over her flushed shoulders.
“Babe,” she purred, “you’ve done so well for us tonight. I think it’s only fair you get your release too.”

Lily’s eyes widened, her breath catching.

Chloe stretched, then pointed lazily to the floor in front of them.
“Come here. Kneel. Spread those pretty thighs. Touch yourself for us.”

Shame and heat twisted together in Lily’s gut as she crawled closer, her skin sticky with their juices, her nipples hard, her thighs slick. She sank to her knees before them, thighs falling open, baring everything.

“Good girl,” Chloe whispered, her smile wicked. “Now spread those thighs, play with yourself. Make yourself cum for us.”

Lily’s hand slid between her trembling thighs, fingers brushing over her soaked folds. She moaned, shuddering at the raw sensitivity, the obscene wetness.

Then Darius’s low growl made her freeze.
“Keep going,” he said, lifting his phone again, no pretence anymore, the lens pointing down at her. His smirk deepened as he framed the shot. “Something to show my mates, eh?”

Lily’s cheeks flamed, her humiliation unbearable. But her fingers moved faster, rubbing her clit, dipping into her messy hole, spreading the mixture of his cum and Chloe’s juices across her folds. Naked, spread and on display, her fingers worked hard, knowing it wasn’t just for Darius and Chloe but also for anyone they chose to show the video to. She moaned, her head falling back, the obscene sound of her own wetness echoing in the room.

Chloe giggled, snuggling against Darius’s chest as she watched. “Mmm, look at her. So dirty. So desperate. She can’t help herself. Slut!”

Darius zoomed in, capturing the close-up of her glistening pussy, her slick fingers working, the mess dripping down her thighs.
“Smile for the camera, slut,” he ordered.

Lily whimpered, her lips parting in a shameful, tear-streaked smile as her body convulsed, her orgasm tearing through her. She cried out, thighs shaking, juices spilling over her fingers, her release caught on film for him, and for whoever else he chose to show.

When it was over, she slumped forward, panting, broken, knowing she had been completely claimed.


Chapter Five – The Morning After

The flat was quiet when Lily slipped from bed. Her body ached, every muscle sore, her thighs still sticky with the remnants of the night before. She padded into the kitchen, naked as she had been ordered, and set about her new morning duty. Ordered to prepare breakfast, she wasn’t allowed to shower or clean up until Darius and Chloe had used the bathroom.

The kettle whistled. The smell of toast and frying eggs filled the air. She moved quickly, careful not to spill, arranging the table just so, coffee poured, plates ready, everything in place for when they emerged.

She was already flushed when she heard the bedroom door open.

Chloe stepped out first, hair brushed, dressed effortlessly chic. Darius followed, broad-shouldered, casual but sharp, every inch in control. Both of them looked perfectly composed, as if the previous night hadn’t ended with Lily on her knees in tears and cum.

Lily stood by the table, naked, head bowed. Her nipples prickled under their gaze, her cheeks burning as they sat down to eat.

“Good girl,” Chloe said simply, sipping her coffee. “This is how it should be.”

As Darius stepped by the naked beauty, he slapped her right ass cheek very hard, eliciting a yelp from the gorgeous young woman.

They ate leisurely, chatting idly about plans for the day, as if Lily’s nudity were nothing unusual. Darius’s eyes flicked over her from time to time, but he didn’t comment, didn’t need to, the weight of his gaze alone made her shiver.

When the meal was finished, Chloe dabbed her lips with a napkin, Darius drained his mug, and together they rose. Without another word, they disappeared back into the bedroom to dress properly before leaving.

Lily cleared the plates in silence, her breasts swaying as she leaned over the table, the shame of her nakedness sharp as ever.

At last, she carried the dishes to the sink, then she had to have a very quick shower, dry and padded toward the front door.

Right there, beside the mat, neatly folded, lay her clothes. Her jeans, her blouse, her underwear, her shoes, all waiting exactly where they always were now.

She dressed quickly, tugging her panties up over thighs that still trembled with soreness, pulling her blouse into place, smoothing her hair. By the time she turned the key in the lock, she looked like any other student heading to class.

But inside, she knew the truth: the girl who walked out the door each morning wasn’t the same as the one who stripped inside.

Naked at home.
Clothed for the world.
Owned in both.


Chapter Six – Friday Night

The kitchen was warm with the smell of garlic and simmering sauce, Lily’s bare skin flushed from the heat of the stove. Naked, as always, she moved carefully, setting plates, stirring pots, her nerves taut under the unspoken command that ruled her life now.

Then she froze.

The sound of a key turning in the front door.

Her stomach twisted. Usually, it was Chloe or Darius coming home. But this time she heard voices, low, deep, male voices. More than one.

Her first instinct was to bolt for her bedroom, to hide, to throw on clothes. But her training held her rooted. Naked. Waiting. Obeying.

Too late anyway.

Darius strode into the kitchen, tall, broad, casual in his confidence. Two men followed behind him, one leaner, sharp-eyed, the other heavier set, grinning already. Both looked directly at her, their gazes sliding down over every exposed inch of her body.

Lily’s breath hitched, her arms twitching as if to cover herself, but Darius was on her in an instant. He slid an arm around her naked shoulders, pulling her against his chest. She shivered at his touch, her humiliation absolute as the strangers stared.

With a smirk, Darius looked to his friends.
“You didn’t believe me, even after the video I showed you. Thought I was talking shit, didn’t you?”

He squeezed Lily’s hip, his fingers digging possessively into her bare flesh.
“Well, here she is. Our personal slut. For our use. Boys, meet Lily.”

The leaner man let out a low groan of appreciation.
“Christ, look at that body…”

The heavier one chuckled, louder this time. “That ass is unreal.”

Darius, grinning; “Slut,” he said, his voice carrying over the laughter, “open a bottle of wine for my friends. Make yourself useful.”

Lily’s face flamed as on shaky legs, she turned to the fridge, the men’s eyes following the sway of her hips and the jiggle of her round, marked ass as she crossed to the fridge.

Lily bent over at the fridge, feeling their eyes devouring her. Her face burned as she wondered if, from their angle, her pussy might be peeking between her shapely thighs, if they could see the glisten of her arousal she was powerless to hide.

She grabbed the bottle from the fridge, her hands shaking as she tried to keep her composure. When she turned to walk back past Darius, he grinned, raising his palm.

SMACK.

His hand landed hard across her right cheek. Lily squealed, the bottle wobbling dangerously in her grip, her body jolting forward. The sting seared her skin instantly, a fiery red mark blooming across the perfect curve of her ass.

The men laughed, clapping Darius on the shoulder.

“Damn, man,” the heavier one said, grinning. “That sweet round ass.”

Lily’s face burned hotter with shame, but she kept moving, her sore ass cheek throbbing with each step. She opened the wine with trembling fingers, pouring carefully into each glass. Every time she leaned forward, her breasts swayed close to their faces; every time she stepped back, their eyes followed the jiggle of her marked ass.

The vivid handprint stood out on her pale skin, glowing red, a constant reminder of her humiliation. She served silently, lips pressed tight, the men smirking and whispering as they drank her in with their eyes.

Darius leaned back in his chair, watching her with pride, his voice cutting through the low murmur.
“See? Told you. She’s perfect.”

The men’s laughter still echoed when the front door clicked open again.

“Hey, I’m home!” Chloe’s voice sang down the hallway, light and cheerful, her heels tapping against the floor.

Lily froze mid-pour, the bottle of wine trembling in her hands.

Moments later, Chloe stepped into the kitchen, auburn hair loose around her shoulders, her uni bag still slung over one arm. She stopped dead at the sight before her, her boyfriend at the table with two of his mates, glasses in hand, and Lily naked, cheeks flushed, the bright red handprint glowing across her round ass.

For a beat, Chloe blinked, then her lips curved into a wicked smile.
“Well, well,” she said, setting her bag down. “Looks like I’m late to the party.”

The men chuckled, raising their glasses. Darius leaned back in his chair, smirking as he gestured lazily toward Lily.
“Thought it was time they met her properly. They’ve seen the videos, but I had to prove she’s real.”

The heavier friend grinned. “And fuck me, she’s even better in person.”

The leaner one tipped his glass toward Chloe. “Lucky girl, sharing a slut like this in your flat.”

Chloe laughed, walking over to slide an arm around Darius’s shoulders. She pressed a kiss to his cheek, her eyes never leaving Lily’s trembling form.
“Mmm. I can’t say I mind. Look at her, cooking naked, serving drinks, marked up and dripping for you. She was made for this.”

Lily’s stomach twisted with humiliation, her nipples stiff, her thighs pressed tight as all four pairs of eyes devoured her.

Chloe smirked wider, her voice teasing.
“So, boys… enjoying the entertainment?”



Dinner was soon ready, and Lily moved about the kitchen in silence, serving plates to the table where Darius, Chloe, and his two friends sat waiting. Four sets of eyes tracked her every movement, her bare breasts swaying as she bent forward to set down dishes, the curve of her round ass shifting as she reached across the table.

When they began to eat, Lily turned back to the counter, tidying up what she had used. The clatter of pans and the running of water filled the room, but beneath it all she could feel their eyes, heavy, hungry, following her nakedness as she moved.

Busy at the counter, one of the comments she heard from Chloe, “Who needs a dishwasher when you can have a naked slut.”

The conversation at the table flowed easily, laughter and low talk about work, sports, weekend plans. But every time she approached to refill a glass, her humiliation deepened.

A hand would slide up her bare thigh, fingers grazing dangerously high before retreating as if nothing had happened. Another reached out to cup her breast, squeezing the soft flesh until her nipple stiffened, then let go without a word. One of the men gave her ass cheek a firm squeeze, leaving the sting of his fingers behind before returning casually to his meal.

No one remarked.
No one asked.

It was as if her body were simply another part of the table, a centrepiece of flesh for them to use as they pleased between bites of food and sips of wine.

Lily kept her head bowed, her cheeks blazing as she cleaned, poured, served, her body quivering under each casual grope. The heat between her thighs betrayed her, slickness gathering even as her shame burned hotter.

To them, she wasn’t a student, a girl, a guest in their flat.

She was meat.
And their hands reminded her of it with every touch.

After dinner the group moved to the sitting room, glasses in hand and laughter carrying into the kitchen, where Lily remained, clearing plates and wiping surfaces under Chloe’s instructions. Naked, aching, still flushed from the attention at the table, she worked quickly, knowing she would be summoned the moment her chores were done.

The clatter of plates and cutlery filled the kitchen as Lily tidied up, still naked, cheeks burning with the sting of the gropes she had endured all through dinner. She was rinsing the last pan when Chloe’s voice cut sharply through the flat.

“Lily. In here.”

Her stomach dropped. She dried her hands quickly and padded barefoot into the sitting room.

Chloe and Darius were seated together on the sofa, Chloe nestled against his chest, wine glass in hand, her eyes sparkling with mischief. Opposite them, the two men lounged comfortably in armchairs, relaxed but expectant, their gazes already fixed on her naked body as she entered.

“Stand in the middle of the room,” Chloe said lightly, swirling her glass.

Lily obeyed, stepping onto the rug between them, feeling the weight of all four pairs of eyes devouring her. Her skin flushed, her nipples stiffening under the cool air and their stares.

“Kneel,” Chloe ordered, her voice firmer now.

Lily sank slowly to her knees, the carpet rough under her skin.

“Wider,” Chloe said, smirking as she waved her free hand. “Spread those thighs. Arch your back. Tits out.”

Heat burned through Lily’s chest as she obeyed, parting her legs wide, tilting her hips, thrusting her breasts forward. Her back arched, displaying herself shamelessly for the two men who leaned forward in their seats, eyes dark with hunger.

“That’s better,” Chloe purred. She took a slow sip of wine, then nodded toward Lily’s glistening slit.
“Now, babe… ready your pussy. Play with yourself. Show them how much you love being watched.”

Lily’s breath hitched. Her hands trembled as she lowered them between her thighs, her fingers brushing over the soaked folds that betrayed her shame. She whimpered, closing her eyes briefly, but Chloe’s sharp voice snapped her back.

“Eyes open. Look at them while you touch yourself.”

Lily forced her gaze up, cheeks blazing, as her fingers began to circle her clit, her wetness glistening under the lamplight. The two men shifted in their chairs, one adjusting himself openly, the other licking his lips as they watched every move of her trembling hand.

Her humiliation was unbearable, naked, kneeling, legs spread wide, masturbating under their stares, but the arousal was undeniable, pooling hot between her thighs as her fingers worked faster.

Chloe laughed softly, stroking Darius’s thigh as she watched. “Mmm, look at her. Our sweet little slut, showing off her pussy for you like a good girl.”

Lily’s stomach knotted as Chloe’s words rang in her ears. Two fingers. Hard. Her face burned hot as she slid her hand lower, pressing past her slick folds. Her body betrayed her, dripping wet, and when she pushed her fingers inside, the obscene squelch filled the silence.

Her thighs trembled, her back arched, her breasts thrust forward, jiggling as her hand worked between her legs. She looked up through tear-bright eyes at the two strangers, men she had never met before tonight, now leaning forward in their chairs, their gazes locked on her spread pussy, on the wet sound of her fingers plunging in and out.

The humiliation was unbearable. She was naked on the rug, thighs wide open, fucking herself for them as a slut put on display. Their eyes raked over every detail, the flush of her skin, the bounce of her breasts with every thrust of her hand, the mess glistening across her folds. And yet, as her fingers drove deeper, faster, slick with her own dripping arousal, heat coiled tighter inside her.

Her shame only made her wetter.

Her fingers moved faster now, the wet sound louder, echoing through the quiet sitting room. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her back arching, breasts bouncing with every desperate thrust of her hand.

The men leaned forward in their chairs, eyes dark, hungry, their focus locked on her dripping pussy as she fucked herself open before them. One of them muttered under his breath, low and crude; “Jesus Christ.”

Lily’s cheeks burned hotter. She couldn’t look away. Their stares pinned her in place, humiliating her, shaming her, and yet her body only responded more wildly. Slick heat gushed around her fingers as her hips rocked in time with every thrust.

From the sofa, Chloe’s voice came soft and coaxing. “That’s it, babe. Look at you… fucking yourself like a good little slut. Show them how much you love it. Show them how wet you are.”

Lily whimpered, tears pricking her eyes as she obeyed, driving her fingers harder, faster, her thighs quivering as she spread herself wider for their view.

Chloe leaned closer against Darius, smiling wickedly. “Cum for them, babe. Let them see what a dirty little slut you’ve become. Give them a show they won’t forget.”

The words shattered her last shred of resistance. With a broken cry, Lily’s body convulsed, her pussy clenching tight around her fingers as her climax tore through her.

Her thighs shook violently, her back arched, her mouth open in a ragged moan. Her juices spilled over her hand, dripping down onto the rug beneath her as she came, fully exposed, fully watched, her shame and pleasure one and the same.

Chloe clapped slowly, her smile sharp. “Perfect, babe. Absolutely perfect.”

The men stepped forward, cocks out, thick and hard, their grins wide with hunger. Both were eager, both ready — and yet even in her shock Lily couldn’t help but notice: neither was as big as Darius. The memory of his sheer size throbbed fresh in her mind, a shameful heat pooling low in her belly.

They loomed over her now, standing close, their shafts inches from her face. Lily’s breath came fast and shallow, her fingers curling uselessly against the rug. She could smell them, musky, heavy, feel their eyes devouring her as she knelt naked and trembling.

Then Darius’s voice cut through the charged air, sharp and commanding.
“STOP.”

Both men froze mid-step.

Darius leaned forward, his dark gaze fixed on Lily.
“Not yet,” he said firmly. “She needs to earn it.”

Her wide eyes lifted to his, shame burning across her cheeks.

“Tell them what you want, slut,” Darius ordered, his voice low and implacable. “Beg for it.”

Lily’s lips parted, her throat dry, her heart hammering so hard she thought it might break through her chest. The humiliation was unbearable, two strangers standing before her, their cocks hard, waiting for her to speak the words.

Her mouth trembled, no sound at first. But Chloe’s sly, coaxing whisper drifted across the room.
“Go on, babe. You know what you want. Say it. Beg them to use you.”

Tears pricked her eyes as the heat of need and shame twisted deep inside her. She opened her mouth again, her voice breaking, the words barely more than a gasp.
“I… I want you to use me. Please… use my mouth… my pussy. Please fuck me.”

The two men grinned wider, their cocks twitching at her plea. Darius leaned back against the sofa, his arm casually around Chloe, his smirk dark and satisfied.

“That’s better,” he murmured. “Now she’s ready.”

Lily’s plea still hung in the air, her cheeks burning, when the heavier man stepped forward first. His cock jutted inches from her lips, thick and veined, the blunt head slick already with pre-cum.

“Open up, slut,” he muttered, gripping the base.

Lily’s breath hitched, but she obeyed. Her lips parted, and he pushed himself into her mouth. The taste of him filled her tongue, salty and heavy, her jaw straining as she took more, inch by inch.

The leaner one watched eagerly, stroking himself as her head bobbed, her cheeks hollowing with each suck.
“Fuck, look at her,” he groaned. “Such a good little cocksucker.”

On the sofa, Darius sat back comfortably, his arm draped over Chloe’s shoulders. His smirk never faltered as he watched Lily’s mouth stretch wide around his friend’s shaft.

Chloe shifted subtly, her hand slipping into Darius’s open trousers. Lily couldn’t see, her eyes fixed on the cock filling her mouth, but Chloe’s fingers curled around her boyfriend’s thick meat, stroking him slowly, deliberately, as they both watched the show.

Lily gagged softly as the heavy cock nudged the back of her throat, tears welling at the corners of her eyes. She whimpered, her lips stretched around him, her humiliation raw and aching, yet the heat between her thighs only deepened.

“Enough,” the heavier man grunted, pulling free with a wet pop, strings of spit clinging between her lips and his shaft. He grinned, wiping it across her cheek before stepping back.

“Your turn,” Darius said, nodding at the leaner man.

The second wasted no time, pressing his cock against her lips. Lily opened wide again, her tongue flicking instinctively as he slid in, groaning low at the heat of her mouth.

Chloe’s grip on Darius tightened, stroking him faster now as her eyes gleamed with wicked delight. “Mmm,” she purred softly, “they’re enjoying her already.”

Darius’s low growl was thick with approval. “And she’s only just getting started.”

The leaner man groaned as Lily worked her mouth over his shaft, her lips stretched, spit running down her chin. The heavier one watched a moment longer, stroking himself, then glanced at Darius.

“Fuck her,” Darius said simply, his voice deep and commanding. “She’s ready.”

Lily’s stomach clenched. She barely had time to react before the heavier man stepped behind her, his rough hands gripping her hips. He spread her thighs wider, lowering himself, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her dripping pussy.

She whimpered around the shaft in her mouth, eyes wide, as he pushed forward.

Her slick folds parted easily, the heavy stretch filling her with a sudden cry muffled by the cock thrusting between her lips.

“Goddamn,” the man behind her growled, sinking deeper. “Tight little hole, fuck.”

Pinned on her knees, Lily gasped for breath through her nose as the leaner man grabbed her hair, thrusting into her mouth harder now, fucking her face as his friend drove into her pussy from behind. The wet sounds filled the room, her gagging, the slap of hips against her ass, the obscene squelch of her soaked cunt.

Her body jolted between them, one thick shaft sliding deep into her throat, the other pounding her pussy, every thrust shoving her forward and back in rhythm.

On the sofa, Chloe moaned softly as her hand stroked Darius’s thick cock faster now, her eyes locked on Lily’s spit-slick face and the reddened cheeks of her ass as she took both men at once.

“Look at her,” Chloe purred, her voice husky. “Our sweet little slut… spit-roasted for the first time.”

Darius smirked, his voice dark with pride. “Exactly where she belongs.”

Lily’s tears spilled down her cheeks as her throat convulsed around the cock driving in and out of her mouth. Her pussy clenched helplessly around the other shaft pounding her from behind. Humiliation and raw pleasure twisted inside her, her moans muffled, her body on fire as she was used from both ends, every inch of her claimed.

The men’s rhythm faltered, not from lack of hunger but from greed. The heavier one pulled out of her slick pussy with a wet slap, his cock glistening as he growled down at her.

“Turn her around,” he muttered, looking at his mate.

The leaner man grinned, tugging Lily’s hair to pull his cock free from her mouth. She gasped for air, spit trailing down her chin, before the two men shifted her roughly on the rug, turning her body, making her crawl into position.

“On your hands, slut,” one barked.

Lily obeyed, dropping onto all fours, her ass high, her breasts swaying. Her face burned as she realised what was coming, they weren’t finished, they were swapping.

The leaner one moved behind her, his cock thick and hard in his hand as he lined up with her dripping entrance. With one thrust, he buried himself inside, making her cry out.

Chloe’s laugh rang out, sharp and wicked. “You little slut,” she purred, circling closer to watch. “Two different cocks in your holes in one evening, you really can’t help yourself, can you?”

The heavier man stepped in front, pressing his shaft to her lips. “Open,” he ordered.

Still gasping, Lily parted her mouth, and he shoved in, filling her throat with the taste of his cock. Her eyes widened as her tongue curled around him, the slick on his shaft unmistakably her own juices, salty and sweet, coating her mouth as he drove deeper.

Now she was taken again, spit-roasted once more, but by the other pair of hands. One cock pounding her wet pussy from behind, the other filling her mouth, her throat stretching as they both used her.

“Fuck, as you said this slut is tight,” the leaner man groaned, his hips slamming against her ass, his balls slapping wetly with every thrust.

The heavier one chuckled, holding her head steady as he fucked her face. “Mmm… she sucks like a dream, too. Look at her drool all over me.”

On the sofa, Chloe moaned softly as she stroked Darius’s cock, her auburn hair brushing his chest. “God, babe… they’re ruining her. She loves it. Look how wet she is.”

Darius’s eyes were locked on Lily, his smirk dark and satisfied. “She’s ours,” he said flatly. “And they’re just getting a taste.”

Lily’s body shook between them, spit dripping from her chin, her pussy stretched and slick as she was used, turned, swapped, filled again. Humiliation burned through her, but her own wetness betrayed her, she couldn’t deny how hot it felt to be taken from both ends, by men whose names she didn’t even know.

The room pulsed with the wet, obscene rhythm of flesh. Lily’s body jolted back and forth between them, her mouth stretched wide around one cock, her pussy stuffed full by the other, her breasts swaying with every thrust. Her fingers clawed at the rug, tears streaking her cheeks, drool spilling freely down her chin.

The heavier man’s grip on her head tightened as he fucked her face faster, harder. His groans grew ragged. “Fuck….yes….gonna cum!”

His shaft throbbed, and suddenly he erupted, thick hot spurts flooding Lily’s mouth. She gagged, swallowing desperately, but the torrent was too much. Spunk spilled past her lips, dripping down her chin, coating her throat as he moaned above her.

At the same time, the leaner man slammed deep into her pussy, his groans breaking into a growl. “Ohhh….shit…tight little slut!” His cock pulsed, his release flooding into her sloppy wet cunt, spilling out around his thrusting shaft.

Pinned between them, Lily’s body betrayed her. The heat and the stretch, the taste of cum in her mouth, the flood inside her, it was too much. A cry tore from her throat, muffled around the cock spilling down her tongue, as her pussy clenched violently, her orgasm ripping through her.

Her thighs shook, juices gushing over the cock still buried inside her as she came, her body writhing, her moans choked and wet.

For a moment the room was nothing but gasps, groans, the sound of spunk spilling into her, out of her, down her face and thighs.

The heavier man pulled free with a wet pop, his cum dribbling from her lips, down her chin to spatter her breasts. Behind her, the leaner man groaned as he withdrew, his cock slick and dripping, Lily’s pussy gaping, spunk and juices leaking down the insides of her trembling thighs.

She collapsed forward on her elbows, panting, wrecked, her body dripping from her gaping little hole, her face smeared, her pussy sloppy and spent.

On the sofa, Chloe sighed in delight, stroking Darius’s thick shaft lazily. “Mmm… perfect. She came with them. Such a good little slut.”

Darius smirked darkly, his eyes locked on Lily’s ruined form. “And she’ll take more. Much more.”


Chapter Seven – Aftermath

The room was thick with the scent of sex. Lily slumped forward on the rug, her chest heaving, her mouth sticky, her pussy gaping and wet with spunk that dripped down her thighs.

“Not done yet,” Chloe’s voice purred from the sofa.

Lily flinched, lifting her head. Chloe leaned against Darius’s chest, auburn hair wild, her eyes glittering as she gestured toward the men.

“Clean them, babe. Use that filthy mouth. Make them spotless.”

Lily trembled but obeyed. She crawled first to the heavier man, his cock slick and soft now, streaked with her spit and his cum. She wrapped her lips around him, licking, sucking, swallowing down every trace until he groaned, satisfied. Then she turned to the leaner man, her tongue dragging along his shaft, lapping her own juices and his seed until he was clean too.

From the sofa, Darius lifted his phone, angling it steady. “Keep going, slut. Don’t miss a drop.”

Tears pricked Lily’s eyes as she worked, humiliation burning hotter knowing he was filming, but her mouth moved diligently until both men were spotless, their satisfied smirks fixed on her as she knelt before them.

“Good girl,” Chloe cooed, setting down her glass. “Now back into the middle of the rug.”

Lily crawled slowly, her thighs trembling, her body aching. She settled where Chloe pointed, facing them all, head bowed.

“On your knees, slut,” Chloe said firmly. “Thighs spread and open. I want to see that dripping dirty hole. Back arched, tits out.”

Shame burned her skin as she obeyed. She spread her knees wide, back arching, breasts thrust forward, her pussy still gaping and leaking down the insides of her thighs. Her face flushed crimson, she looked up at Chloe, only to see her flatmate raising her phone, recording steadily.

“Perfect,” Chloe whispered, zooming in. “Absolutely perfect.”

The two men settled back in their armchairs, wine glasses in hand, watching her like she was nothing more than a filthy performance for their entertainment.

Chloe smirked, lowering the phone only once she was satisfied with the footage.
“Go,” she said, her tone casual, dismissive. “Open another bottle. Serve us some more wine.”

Lily’s chest tightened. She nodded, rising on shaky legs, still dripping cum down her thighs, and padded toward the kitchen — naked, wrecked, and now trained to serve.



The flat had grown quiet again after the men left, the laughter and low voices fading with the sound of the front door closing. Lily remained where she belonged now, naked and on her knees at the foot of the sofa.

Darius and Chloe kissed above her, their laughter soft, their hands roaming. Lily lowered her eyes, her body still sticky, aching, but the sound of their lips and sighs pulled her gaze upward again.

Chloe straddled him, auburn hair tumbling around her flushed face, her 36Ds bouncing as Darius’s strong hands gripped her hips. Their moans filled the room as clothes were tossed aside until both were naked, lost in each other, fucking hard on the same sofa where Lily had been ruined only a week before.

Lily stayed where she was, trembling, forced to watch. Chloe’s cries rose louder, Darius’s grunts deeper, until their bodies shuddered together, climaxing in each other’s arms.

When it was over, Chloe collapsed back on the cushions, her legs spread wide, her pussy wrecked and gaping, slick with Darius’s cum. Her chest rose and fell, hair damp with sweat, her face glowing. She was sprawled open, spread and dripping, just as Lily herself had been only days earlier.

Darius leaned back, catching his breath, his thick cock softening, wet and shining with Chloe’s release. His dark eyes slid down to Lily, still obediently kneeling on the rug.

He nodded toward Chloe’s swollen folds, his voice low and commanding.
“Slut. Time to clean up. Her first… then you can clean me.”

Chloe smirked, tilting her hips, spreading her thighs wider in invitation. “Come on, babe. Lick me clean. All of it.”

Lily’s heart hammered as she crawled forward, her humiliation sharp, her arousal hotter still. The taste, the sight, the command — she knew there was no way back.

Lily’s hands trembled as she crawled closer, the musky scent of sex heavy in the air. Chloe lay sprawled on the sofa, auburn hair a wild halo, her pussy swollen and glistening, spread open and wrecked from Darius’s use.

“Closer,” Chloe murmured, her voice still breathless from orgasm. She hooked a finger under Lily’s chin, guiding her face toward her messy folds. “That’s it, babe. Time to be useful.”

Lily hesitated only a heartbeat, then lowered her mouth. The taste hit her tongue instantly, the rich mix of Chloe’s sweetness and Darius’s cum, hot and salty, seeping from her stretched pussy.

Chloe moaned softly, her head falling back, her thighs spreading wider. “Mmm, yes… lick it all up, babe. Don’t miss a drop.”

Lily’s face burned with shame as her tongue dragged slowly up Chloe’s slit, collecting the thick mess and swallowing it down. Her lips sealed over her folds, sucking gently, slurping the mixture until Chloe gasped, fingers tangling in her hair.

“That’s it,” Darius growled from above, his deep voice heavy with satisfaction. “Clean her properly.”

Lily obeyed, her mouth working hungrily, licking deep, swirling her tongue around Chloe’s sensitive clit before plunging lower to catch every drip of his spunk that spilled out.

Chloe squirmed under the attention, her moans growing softer, lazier, her body relaxing as Lily’s tongue worked dutifully. She glanced up at Darius with a wicked smile.
“Mmm… she’s getting good at this, babe. Our perfect little slut.”

Lily redoubled her efforts, tongue pressing deep, lips sucking hard, her whole focus on Chloe’s swollen clit. Chloe’s hips lifted, thighs trembling, and with a shuddering cry she came, hot, gushing pulses spilling into Lily’s eager mouth.

The taste hit her instantly, sharp and raw, mixing with the heavy slick of Darius’s cum still coating her tongue. Their combined juices ran down her chin, dripping onto her breasts, as she swallowed greedily, moaning at the filthy mixture of him and her, Chloe’s climax melting into his seed on her tongue.

When Chloe was finally satisfied, she guided Lily’s head back, strands of her hair sticking damp to her cheeks. Lily’s lips and chin were wet, her eyes glassy, the taste of their sex thick on her tongue.

Darius leaned forward then, his thick shaft heavy in his hand, still glistening with Chloe’s juices. His smirk deepened.
“Now me.”

Lily’s lips were still wet with Chloe’s taste when Darius stood before her, his thick shaft hanging heavy, still slick with their mingled juices.

“Now me,” he growled, his hand gripping the base.

Lily’s breath caught, but she leaned forward obediently, her mouth opening as she wrapped her lips around the head. The musk of Chloe’s arousal clung to him, salty and raw. She gagged slightly as he pushed deeper, but she steadied herself, her tongue lapping, her lips sliding slowly up and down the shaft, cleaning him the way Chloe had commanded earlier.

“That’s it,” Chloe whispered from the sofa, watching lazily. “Make him spotless, babe. Every inch.”

Lily obeyed, her humiliation sharp, her arousal sharper still. She slurped down the length of his cock, licking along every ridge, sucking the head until it gleamed clean, her throat working with each swallow.

When she was finished, Darius pulled her up by the hair, smirking as he looked down at her flushed face. “Good slut,” he said simply, his voice dark with pride.

Chloe slid off the sofa then, taking Lily’s hand. “Come on, babe. Bedtime.”

The three of them moved together into the bedroom. Darius stretched out in the middle, Chloe curling against one side, Lily slipping hesitantly into the other. For a moment she lay tense, her body still trembling, the weight of her shame pressing down, but the warmth of Chloe’s arm draped over her waist, and the solid heat of Darius’s chest against her back, lulled her into calm.

Exhaustion pulled at her, the ache between her thighs a constant reminder of what she had become. She was sated in a way she had never dreamt of, used, ruined, filled; and yet more satisfied than she had ever been in her life.

But beneath the glow of her pleasure lay the guilt. The realisation that she wanted it. That her new perverted desires had been woken, and there would be no turning back.

Lily drifted into sleep between them, naked, sticky, claimed. Their slut now, through and through.


Epilogue – Saturday Morning

The morning sun streamed in through the kitchen window, painting the tiled floor in soft gold. Lily stood at the stove, naked as always now, the sizzle of bacon and the smell of coffee filling the air. Her breasts swayed gently as she moved, her round ass flexing with each step, her bare skin warm in the heat of the kitchen.

Behind her, she could hear the low murmur of voices, Chloe and Darius still lazing in bed, waiting for their breakfast. She had risen first, as was expected, her role clear now: naked, obedient, serving.

Her mind drifted back to the night before, her body tingling with the memories. She had been on her knees before strangers, begging to be used. She had sucked their cocks, fucked them with her dripping pussy, swallowed their cum while Darius filmed and Chloe laughed. She had cleaned Chloe’s messy, gaping pussy with her tongue. She had cleaned Darius’s thick cock until it gleamed. And finally, she had crawled into bed between them, used and sated, falling asleep in their arms.

She swallowed hard, her thighs pressing together as the heat returned between them.

In less than a week, she had gone from a naive girl fresh at uni to a naked slut owned and shared. She had been taken by three men. She had licked another woman until she came. Twice! She had been filmed, humiliated, and used in ways she’d never even dreamed of before.

And yet here she was, still trembling at the memory, still wet at the thought of it, still obeying without hesitation.

Lily flipped the bacon, her lips curling into a small, guilty smile.

She’d had sex with three men and one woman now. And the truth, the terrifying, exhilarating truth, was that she wanted more.


Teaser for Book Three

Lily thought she had already gone too far, used by Darius, coaxed by Chloe, and shared with his friends. She had tasted another woman, taken two men at once, swallowed cum while her pussy was filled, and fallen asleep sticky and ruined between her owners.

But that was just the beginning.

Now Chloe has bigger plans for their pretty little slut. Lessons in obedience. Lessons in performance. And a test Lily can’t escape, opening herself up to more than one man at once, begging for it, loving it, while Chloe captures every filthy moment on film.

Darius is ready too. Ready to show more of his mates what it means to own a beautiful girl like Lily. Ready to line them up and see just how much their slut can take.

Naked. On her knees. On her back. Every hole dripping.

Book Three will push Lily into the ultimate test of submission, her first gangbang. And this time, there’s no pretending she doesn’t want it.
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