
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taboo Lessons: Once You’ve Had Black…
 

BOOK ONE

She listened through the walls, until she begged for her flatmate’s black boyfriend to take her.
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Chapter One – Moving In

Lily dragged her suitcase down the narrow hallway of the flat, her pulse a mix of nerves and excitement. First year at uni, first time living away from home, and this was it; her new life.

Her new roommate, Chloe, smiled as she opened the bedroom door.
“Here you go, this one’s yours. Plenty of space,” Chloe said, gesturing inside.

Lily stepped in, letting her eyes sweep across the small but bright room. A single bed, desk by the window, wardrobe in the corner. It wasn’t much, but it was hers. She dropped her bags, turned, and gave Chloe a grateful smile.

“Thanks. I’ll unpack later. I think I need a shower after that train journey.”

Chloe laughed. “Bathroom’s at the end of the hall. Make yourself at home.”

When Chloe left her alone, Lily stretched her arms above her head, feeling the stiffness in her shoulders from travelling. She unzipped her suitcase, pulled out a fluffy white towel, and set it on the bed.

One by one she peeled off her travel clothes. First her top, then her jeans, standing in just her lacy bra and panties in front of the mirror fixed to the wardrobe door.

Her reflection made her pause.

She wasn’t vain, at least, she told herself she wasn’t, but even she couldn’t help but admire what she saw.

Her breasts, full 34C, firm and high, tipped with soft pink nipples pressing faintly against the lace. They looked perfect in anything she wore, or nothing at all.

Her waist was narrow, her stomach flat and toned from years of swimming. She still pinched at it in the mirror sometimes, convinced there was a softness no one else could see.

The curve of her hips flared out beautifully, leading into the heart-shaped roundness of her ass; full, high, perfectly sculpted, the kind of ass that looked good in anything, or nothing at all. She sometimes thought it was too big, though boys and girls alike had always given her nothing but compliments. Determined to keep it tight, she’d spent hours on squats, lunges, even deadlifts at the gym; proud that she could now lift her own bodyweight.

She turned slightly, studying the side view, then the back. Her thighs were smooth, her legs long and shapely, ending in delicate ankles. Her calves flexed when she shifted her weight, and though she sometimes thought her thighs touched too much at the top, she secretly loved the way her legs drew eyes every time she wore shorts or a dress.

She ran her hands down her body, waist to hips, hips to thighs, as if to confirm this was really her.

Biting her lip, she reached behind and unclipped her bra, letting the straps fall from her shoulders until the lace dropped to the floor. Her breasts spilled free, firm and round, nipples tightening instantly in the cool air. A rush of heat hit her cheeks, but she didn’t stop. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them down her long legs, stepping out of the soft fabric until she stood completely naked in front of the mirror.

Her gaze dipped lower, between her thighs. A neat fuzz of blonde hair framed her mound, soft and trimmed, but not bare. She tilted her hips slightly, studying the way it looked. Should she shave it smooth again, or keep it tidy with just a little landing strip? Back home she’d gone both ways, never able to decide which she liked more. Smooth felt so exposed, so shameless. The strip felt sexy, deliberate, like an invitation.

Heat curled low in her belly as she imagined someone else’s eyes on her, someone judging whether she’d made the right choice.

She quickly wrapped the towel around herself, pulling it snug over her curves.

Shaking her head at her own silliness, she opened the door and padded down the hallway toward the bathroom.

That’s when she saw him.

Tall. Broad shoulders filling his black T-shirt. Dark skin, eyes that seemed to take her in with one glance.

Darius.

He was leaning casually in the kitchen doorway, phone in hand, but when Lily passed, he looked up. His gaze swept her, from the bare curve of her shoulder, down the towel stretched across her breasts, lower to where it clung around her hips and thighs.

She felt it. The way his eyes lingered. The way his mouth tugged into a slow, knowing smirk.

“Hey,” he said simply, voice deep, rich.

“Hi,” Lily stammered, clutching the towel tighter against her chest as if it would somehow hide her curves. She hurried past, heart racing, acutely aware of how awkward and exposed she felt under his gaze.

In the bathroom, door closed and back pressed to the wood, she let out a shaky breath.

Her first meeting with Chloe’s boyfriend. And the way he’d looked at her, like he’d already undressed her a second time, sent a shiver through her she couldn’t quite explain.


Chapter Two – The Introduction

The hot water washed away the train journey, but not the way Darius’s eyes had lingered on her body. Even with the towel tight around her, she had felt exposed, as though he could see straight through the cotton to every inch of her curves.

By the time she dried off and returned to her room, she still couldn’t shake the memory of his smirk. She dressed quickly, a light summer dress, soft cotton that clung to her in all the right places and tried to convince herself she was being silly. He was Chloe’s boyfriend. That look meant nothing.

When she stepped back into the hallway, the scent of cooking filled the flat. Garlic, herbs, something rich bubbling on the stove. She followed it to the kitchen.

Chloe stood at the counter, stirring a saucepan, glass of wine in hand. Darius leaned against the opposite counter, tall frame relaxed, holding his own drink. His dark eyes flicked up as Lily entered.

“There you are,” Chloe said brightly. “Feeling better?”

“Much,” Lily answered with a small smile.

Chloe set her spoon down and gestured between them. “Lily, this is my boyfriend, Darius. Darius, meet my new flatmate.”

Darius straightened slightly, lifting his glass in greeting. “We’ve already… crossed paths,” he said, that low voice curling around the words.

Heat rushed to Lily’s cheeks. Chloe laughed, oblivious. “Good. Then no need for awkward introductions.” She poured a fresh glass of wine and handed it to Lily. “Come join us while I finish this. We’re celebrating your first night here.”

Lily took the glass, her fingers trembling faintly as she met Darius’s eyes. His gaze lingered, heavy, deliberate. She looked away quickly, sipping the wine to cover the flutter in her stomach.

Chloe chattered happily about classes and schedules, the spoon clinking against the pan, but Lily hardly heard her. She sat across the small table from Darius, the heat of his stare burning hotter than the food simmering on the stove.

When Chloe laughed at her own story, Lily risked a glance at him. His mouth curved into that same slow smirk he’d given her in the hallway. Like he already knew her secret. Like he knew how easily she’d blush, how aware she was of him sitting just a few feet away.

She looked down into her wine, but the shiver running through her was impossible to ignore.


Chapter Three – The Walls Are Thin

The flat grew quiet after dinner. Chloe had insisted on opening another bottle of wine, laughing about classes and friends, while Darius mostly watched, the occasional comment rumbling from his deep voice. Lily had smiled along, but every time she glanced his way, he was already looking at her.

When she finally slipped away to her room, she lay in bed staring at the ceiling, heart still racing. She told herself it was just nerves, first-day jitters. But the image of Darius’s smirk wouldn’t leave her mind.

It was past midnight when the sounds began.

At first, just a soft creak through the wall. Then Chloe’s voice, faint, breathless. A low murmur in reply, Darius, unmistakable, that deep timbre vibrating through the plaster.

Lily froze, wide-eyed in the darkness.

The sounds grew clearer. Chloe’s moans, needy and urgent. The thud of the headboard against the wall. And over it all, Darius, commanding, rough, each growl and word sharp enough to make her thighs press together.

She squeezed her eyes shut. She should block it out, put on headphones, anything. But she couldn’t. She was a naive country girl with little experience, never really been with anyone serious, never met a man like Darius before. She tried to resist the urge, but the sounds kept penetrating through the thin walls, invading her mind until she couldn’t escape them. The images came unbidden: the strong, muscular, powerful man taking her flatmate, claiming her with raw strength. It became too much, she was too aroused, too wet to hold back.

Her hand slid beneath the covers almost without thought.

Her fingers brushed her stomach, lower, slipping beneath the waistband of her shorts. She hesitated, breath catching, cheeks burning. “Stop,” she whispered into the darkness, as if saying it would make her obey herself.

But her body didn’t listen.

Her fingers found her wet core, slick and swollen, and the shock of her own arousal stole her breath. She should pull away, should stop right now, but Chloe’s cries and Darius’s growls bled through the wall, each sound forcing her deeper, dragging her to a place she couldn’t resist.

She pressed harder, stroking in rhythm with the dull thud of the headboard, biting her lip to silence her gasp. Her thighs quivered, her hips rising against her own touch. Every time Chloe begged louder, Lily’s body clenched tighter. Every time Darius’s deep voice rumbled through the wall, her shame burned hotter.

“Stop… please, stop,” she whispered again, eyes squeezed shut, but her hips were bucking, her fingers moving faster, her body betraying her completely.

The climax broke over her in a rush. She buried her face in the pillow to smother the desperate cry that tore from her throat, her whole body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. Her legs trembled, her stomach tightened, her hand worked frantically until she collapsed back, ruined and breathless.

Tears pricked at her eyes as the aftershocks faded. She yanked her damp hand away, pressing it to her chest as if she could hide the truth from herself.

On the other side of the wall, Chloe was still moaning, Darius still using her.

Lily curled onto her side, cheeks wet, heart hammering. She had sworn to stop, sworn not to give in, and yet she’d climaxed harder than she ever had in her life, to the sound of her flatmate’s boyfriend.

Shame tightened in her chest. But beneath it, burning hotter still, was the terrifying truth.

She wanted more.


Chapter Four – The Glimpse

The morning light crept through the curtains, but Lily barely slept. Every time she closed her eyes, she heard it again, Chloe’s moans, Darius’s voice, the sound of the headboard slamming the wall. And her own betrayal, trembling under the sheets as she whispered stop while her body gave in.

She dressed quickly, trying to shake the memory, and padded down the hall with her toothbrush in hand. As she passed the bathroom, the door swung open.

Darius stepped out.

Steam rolled into the hallway with him, curling off his skin. A towel hung low around his hips, water dripping down his chest, tracing over broad shoulders and hard muscle. His abs were cut deep, ridges carved like stone, narrowing to the line of the towel clinging to his waist.

Lily froze.

Her gaze dropped before she could stop it, the thick outline pressing against the damp fabric, impossible to ignore. Heat rushed to her face.

Darius noticed. Of course he noticed.

His mouth curved into that slow, knowing smirk. His eyes lingered on her, bare legs under her nightshirt, toothbrush clutched nervously in her hand.

“Morning,” he said, voice deep and easy.

“Morning,” she whispered back, her throat suddenly dry. She forced herself to look away, cheeks burning hot, and slipped quickly into the bathroom.

She shut the door, pressing her back to the wood. Her heart thudded against her ribs.

She had stared. And he had caught her staring.

The image of his towel clinging to his hips, the sheer size beneath it, burned into her mind. No matter how hard she tried to push it away, she knew she’d see it again tonight when she closed her eyes.




Chapter Five – Small Teases

Lily tried to keep busy over the next few days, unpacking properly, getting used to the flat, walking the campus. Anything to distract her from the way Darius seemed to fill every corner of her thoughts.

But he was always there.

When she came out of her room in the evenings, he would already be lounging on the sofa, broad shoulders stretched out, phone in one hand, glass of wine in the other. He’d glance up as she passed, eyes dragging down her body, lingering just long enough to make her skin prickle.

One night she sat at the kitchen table, going over her class schedule. Darius walked in, opened the fridge, and reached for a beer. The hem of his T-shirt rode up, showing the thick cut of his abs. She looked away too fast, heart hammering.

“You settling in alright?” he asked, casual, but his voice rolled through her like thunder.

“Yes,” she managed, not lifting her eyes.

“Good.”

That was all. He smirked faintly as he cracked the bottle open, as though he’d already read every thought in her head, then wandered back to the living room.

The nights were worse.

Through the thin walls, Chloe’s moans came again, and again. Lily tried headphones. Tried burying herself in her pillow. Nothing worked. The sounds invaded her mind until her thighs pressed together, shame and need twisting inside her until she gave in. Every climax left her trembling, guilty, unable to stop imagining his weight pressing her down.

By the fourth night, she was raw with frustration, exhausted from lying awake. When she finally ventured out to the kitchen in her tiny sleep shorts for a glass of water, she almost gasped.

Darius was there, leaning against the counter.

His eyes swept her bare legs, the curve of her hips under thin cotton, the hint of her nipples pushing against her tank top. He didn’t bother to hide it.

“Can’t sleep?” he asked, voice low.

She shook her head quickly, clutching the glass as she filled it.

“Yeah,” he said, smirking as he took a slow sip from his beer, “the walls are thin.”

Her hand trembled, water spilling over the rim. She didn’t dare reply. She slipped back toward her room, heart racing, certain he could see her thighs pressing together as she hurried away.

Behind her, his soft laugh followed down the hall.


Chapter Six – Movie Night

By Friday, Chloe insisted they all have a quiet night in together.

“You’ve had such a long week, Lily. Classes, moving in, meeting everyone. You need a break.” She winked as she set a bottle of wine on the coffee table. “Movie night. My treat.”

Lily curled up at one end of the sofa, legs tucked beneath her, wearing her softest pyjama shorts and a loose tee. Comfortable, casual, but she still felt self-conscious when Darius dropped onto the other end, his long frame stretched out, his thigh brushing just close enough to remind her how little space there really was between them.

Chloe settled in the middle with the remote. “Horror or comedy?”

“Doesn’t matter,” Darius said, sipping his beer. His deep voice vibrated in Lily’s chest more than the speakers ever could.

Wine flowed freely. Chloe talked, laughed, teased, her head resting against Darius’s shoulder. Lily tried to keep her eyes on the screen, but every time she risked a glance, she caught him watching her instead.

Halfway through the second glass, Chloe jumped at a loud scene and clutched Lily’s arm with a laugh. “Sorry! I’m such a wimp with horror.” She didn’t notice Darius’s hand draping lazily across the back of the sofa, fingers resting just inches from Lily’s bare shoulder.

Her skin prickled.

The movie played on, but Lily couldn’t focus. The warmth of Chloe’s weight leaning against her, the heat of Darius’s presence filling the space beside them, the heavy scent of him mixed with the faint tang of beer, it was too much.

When Chloe got up to top up their glasses, the air shifted. Lily kept her eyes glued to the screen, but she felt Darius’s gaze slide over her bare legs. Slowly. Deliberately.

“You like scary movies?” he asked quietly, his voice pitched low, just for her.

She swallowed hard. “They… they’re okay.”

He smirked. “You look like the type who’d hide under a blanket.” His eyes dipped to her lap, to the hem of her shorts where her thighs pressed together.

She clutched the cushion tighter, pulse thundering. “Maybe.”

Chloe returned with the wine, oblivious, plopping back down between them. She passed Lily her glass, laughing, and nestled back against Darius. His arm stayed stretched across the sofa, fingers grazing the fabric just behind Lily’s neck, close enough that one careless move would feel like a touch.

Lily sipped her drink, heart hammering. She was trapped between them, her roommate’s friendly warmth on one side, and her roommate’s boyfriend’s silent, burning attention on the other.

By the end of the film, she barely remembered the story. She remembered his eyes. His smirk. And the way his fingers had inched so close she could almost imagine the weight of them pressing against her bare skin.


Chapter Seven – The Accident

The evening sun was dipping low when Lily pushed through the front door, bag slipping from her shoulder. She’d finished classes early, the flat unusually quiet. Chloe wasn’t home yet. And at this hour, Darius never was either.

Perfect.

She dropped her things in her room, stripped out of her clothes, and reached for her towel. The day’s heat clung to her skin, and all she wanted was the relief of a hot shower before anyone else got home.

Wrapping the towel loosely around herself, she padded barefoot down the hallway, humming faintly under her breath.

She turned the bathroom handle, pushed the door open……

And froze.

Darius was there.

Naked.

He stood by the sink, towel in one hand, dragging it slowly over his broad chest, water still dripping from his shoulders. His skin gleamed under the harsh bathroom light, muscles cut and hard, ridges of his abs tightening as he turned toward her.

Her eyes fell lower before she could stop them.

Between his thighs, heavy and exposed, hung his cock. Flaccid, but long, thick, dark; the kind of size she had only ever half-imagined. The kind that made her breath catch, heat flared in her cheeks, shame and arousal twisting together until her legs almost gave way.

Her breath hitched. With a squeak she yanked the door shut, cheeks blazing. But in her panic, the corner of the door snagged her towel.

It came loose.

She gasped, clutching at the fabric too late as it slid from her body and fell in a heap on the floor. She stood frozen in the hallway, utterly naked, heart thundering, hands flying to cover herself, one arm across her breasts, one hand pressed tight to her little pussy.

Should she run for her room? Or dart back to grab the towel?

Before she could move, the bathroom door opened.

Darius stepped out, his own towel slung lazily around his hips now, her towel dangling from his hand. His gaze swept her slowly, drinking her in from head to toe.

His smirk deepened. “Looks like we’re even now.”

Her throat tightened. She shifted nervously, trying to cover herself, but he was still watching, openly, shamelessly.

He held the towel out to her, forcing her to lift one hand from her body to take it. In that brief moment, she felt completely exposed under his eyes.

“Nice shape,” he murmured, voice low, eyes dropping to her curves, “wasted under a towel, really.”

Her cheeks burned hotter than ever. She snatched the towel, fumbling it around herself, and turned on her heel, practically running for her room.

Behind her, Darius had one last view, the perfect heart-shaped ass undulating with each hurried step, the towel in her hand swinging as she disappeared into her bedroom.

He chuckled to himself, tossing his own towel back into the bathroom.

And Lily, pressed against the door in her room, heart pounding out of her chest, knew she’d never be able to forget the look in his eyes.


Chapter Eight – The Memory

That night, the flat fell quiet again. Chloe’s laughter drifted down the hall, followed by the low rumble of Darius’s voice. Lily shut herself in her room early, her towel-accident still burning like fire in her chest.

She couldn’t get the image out of her mind.

His body gleaming with water. Muscles carved and hard. And between his thighs, heavy and thick, that cock; long even when soft, dark, obscene in its sheer size.

No wonder Chloe made so much noise.

The memory made Lily’s thighs clench as she curled beneath her covers, trying to block it out. But when the sounds began, there was no escape.

The headboard thudding the wall. Chloe’s high, breathless cries. Darius’s voice, low, commanding, that deep growl that seemed to vibrate through her bones.

Her face burned as her mind betrayed her, replaying the way he’d looked at her in the hallway, eyes roaming every inch of her bare skin while she’d fumbled, covering herself with shaking hands. The shame of it, the humiliation of standing naked before him, only made her hotter.

Her hand slid down almost without her permission.

She squeezed her thighs together, whispering into the darkness, “Stop… please, stop,” but her body was already betraying her. Her fingers brushed her wet core, and she gasped at how soaked she was, slick and ready as if he’d already touched her.

Through the wall Chloe moaned louder, begging for more. Darius’s voice rumbled something low and filthy, and Lily’s back arched, her hips bucking helplessly against her own hand.

She imagined it wasn’t Chloe he was inside. It was her. Her embarrassment, her shame, only making it hotter, him watching her stumble naked, then taking her, stretching her with that thick cock she couldn’t forget.

Her climax built too fast, unstoppable. She bit into the pillow, muffling her cries as the orgasm ripped through her, her legs trembling, her body clenching around fingers that couldn’t possibly compare to him.

When it was over she collapsed back, heart hammering, cheeks damp with tears of shame.

On the other side of the wall, Chloe was still moaning, Darius still pounding into her.

And Lily lay there trembling, knowing two things with terrifying clarity.

She wanted him.

And he knew it.


Chapter Nine – Curiosity

The next evening the flat was quiet. Chloe had gone out to meet friends. Darius was nowhere around. For the first time all week, Lily had the place to herself.

She sat cross-legged on her bed, laptop balanced on her knees, the glow of the screen bright in the darkened room. She told herself she was just browsing, just wasting time. But she knew exactly what she was looking for.

Her heart pounded as she typed the words into the search bar.

Dildos. Large. Realistic.

Rows of images filled the screen. Smooth silicone shafts, some slim, some thick, some monstrous. She bit her lip, scrolling slowly, each picture making her thighs press tighter together.

She clicked one. Then another.

Eight inches. Nine. Ten. Girthy, veined, shaped like the real thing. The descriptions promised “stretching fullness,” “life-like weight,” “deep satisfaction.”

Her cheeks burned. She wasn’t stupid, she’d seen porn before, she’d touched herself, but nothing compared to the memory of what she’d glimpsed in the bathroom. Darius, naked, his cock hanging heavy between his thighs even when soft.

Her hand crept under the duvet as she scrolled. She wanted to know. Needed to know. What it would be like to take something that big, to feel herself spread wide and filled until she couldn’t breathe.

Her breath came faster. She hovered over a toy labelled The Destroyer; thick, black, curved. Twelve inches long. The sight of it made her stomach flutter and her pussy throb. Could she even take something like that? Could she take him? Wouldn’t it hurt?

Her fingers dipped lower, finding herself slick already, her core aching at the thought. She gasped softly, curling into herself as her thumb circled her clit. The toys blurred on the screen, each one just a shadow compared to him.

She imagined ordering one. Waiting for the package to arrive. Locking herself in her room, sliding it slowly inside, stretching herself until she cried out. Pretending it was him.

Her climax built quickly, shameless and hot. She rocked against her hand, eyes shut, whispering his name into the pillow as the orgasm broke over her.

When it faded, she lay trembling, chest rising and falling, the laptop screen still glowing in front of her. Rows of toys, endless possibilities.

Her hand shook as she closed the lid.

What was she doing?

But even as the shame curled in her chest, she knew one truth she couldn’t escape.

She wasn’t fantasising about toys.

She was fantasising about Darius.


Chapter Ten – Teasing at the Table

The kitchen was warm with the scent of garlic and herbs, Chloe humming softly as she stirred a pan on the stove. A bottle of wine sat half-empty on the table, three glasses glinting in the light.

Lily sat there nervously, glass in hand, trying to relax. Darius leaned against the wall, arms folded, dark eyes glancing from Chloe to Lily and back again. He hadn’t said much, he didn’t need to. His presence filled the room.

“More wine?” Chloe chirped, refilling Lily’s glass before she could protest.

“Thanks,” Lily murmured, cheeks already flushed.

Dinner simmered as the three of them chatted idly; classes, Chloe’s work schedule, Darius’s weekend plans. But Lily couldn’t focus. Every time she lifted her eyes, Darius was watching her. Not openly, not enough for Chloe to notice, but enough to make her shift in her chair, thighs pressing together under the table.

Then Chloe set the spoon aside, wiped her hands on a tea towel, and came around the table behind Lily.

Without warning, her hands rested lightly on Lily’s shoulders. “You’re so tense,” Chloe said with a laugh, giving her a playful squeeze. “Relax, you’re part of the family now.”

Lily gave a nervous smile, lifting her glass to her lips.

And then Chloe said it.

“So… now you’ve both seen each other naked?”

The wine nearly went down the wrong way. Lily choked, coughing, her cheeks flaring red as she shot a wide-eyed look at Chloe.

Chloe grinned. “What? Don’t look at me like that. Darius told me. Bathroom mix-up?” Her fingers kneaded Lily’s shoulders gently, teasing, her voice lilting with amusement. “You didn’t think I wouldn’t find out, did you?”

Lily stammered, “I……it was an accident….”

Behind her, Chloe laughed, glancing at Darius. “An accident, huh? I bet it was quite the view.”

Darius’s smirk deepened, his eyes locked on Lily as he swirled the wine in his glass. “Can’t say I minded,” he said, voice low, deliberate.

Lily’s whole body went hot under Chloe’s hands. She wanted to melt into the floor, to vanish.

Chloe leaned closer, lips brushing Lily’s ear. “I think he liked what he saw.”

Lily’s stomach twisted, heat rushing through her body, not just embarrassment, but the shameful pulse of excitement she couldn’t control.

Then Chloe added, voice playful and wicked:
“And what about you, Lily? Did you like what you saw?”

Lily froze, her breath catching in her throat. Her lips parted but no words came out, only a stammering sound, cheeks burning as she stared down at her glass.

Behind her, Darius chuckled softly, the sound low and knowing.

Chloe only grinned, giving Lily’s shoulders a gentle squeeze before gliding back to the stove. “Thought so.”

The room seemed smaller after that. Hotter. Chloe hummed as if nothing had happened, but Darius’s gaze stayed on Lily, heavy, unrelenting, as though undressing her all over again.

The moment passed, Chloe humming lightly. Conversation drifted back to safer ground; classes, campus gossip, Chloe’s endless chatter filling the silence while Lily sipped her wine, desperately wishing her cheeks would cool.

They ate together, the food delicious though Lily could barely taste it. The wine loosened her tongue just enough to laugh at Chloe’s jokes, but her mind kept circling back to the teasing words: Did you like what you saw?

By the time Chloe opened another bottle, Lily’s glass was full again.

Chloe poured, topped up Darius’s too, and leaned an elbow on the table with a mischievous smile.

“So, Lily,” she said, eyes sparkling, “you’ve seen Darius now. Tell me… have you ever been with a black guy? You know what they say, once you’ve been black, you can never go back.”

Lily nearly dropped her fork. Heat rushed to her face again, but the wine made it harder to hide. She shifted in her seat, glancing between Chloe’s playful grin and Darius’s quiet smirk.

“I… no,” she stammered, staring down into her glass. “I haven’t.”

Chloe tilted her head. “Really? A girl as pretty as you, I find that hard to believe.”

The alcohol loosened Lily’s nerves just enough. She gave a nervous laugh. “Honestly… I haven’t really… done that much.”

Chloe’s brows rose, interested now. “Oh? Tell us.”

Lily hesitated, but the wine carried her forward. “I had one boyfriend. Back home. We tried… a few times. In his car.” She gave an embarrassed little laugh, cheeks glowing. “It never really worked. He, um… he never really got it all the way inside. He poked around a bit, then just… shot his load. Made a nasty mess. We gave up after three tries.”

Chloe laughed out loud, hand covering her mouth. “Oh my God. Boys.”

Lily groaned, covering her face. “I know. It was awful.”

Darius chuckled low from his side of the table, swirling his wine.

“The only other time…” Lily’s voice softened, embarrassed. “I was on a girls’ holiday in Majorca. We were out one night, I was drunk. Met this older guy, maybe forty-five? Married, on holiday with his wife and kids. It happened behind a club.” She shrugged, flushing deeper. “First time I really… did it all the way. But I was so drunk. It was crap. I don’t think I came, I was too drunk.”

Chloe grinned wickedly, eyes darting toward Darius before landing back on Lily. “So that’s it? Two lousy experiences? Poor thing.”

Lily nodded, hiding behind her glass. “I told you. Not much.”

Darius’s smirk deepened, his gaze heavy on her. “Sounds like you’ve never really been fucked,” he said simply, voice low enough to curl through her veins.

Lily’s stomach flipped, her whole body burning at the bluntness. She looked away, unable to meet his eyes, but the heat between her thighs betrayed her.

Chloe, never one to let a moment go, leaned forward on her elbows, her grin wicked.
“So tell me, Lily,” she purred, her voice lilting with mischief, “how attractive do you think Darius is? Now that you’ve seen all of him?”

Lily’s breath caught.

Her fingers tightened around the stem of her glass. The image of Darius in the bathroom, naked, wet, muscles gleaming, cock heavy and thick between his thighs, slammed into her mind with humiliating force. She shifted in her chair, trying to hide the flush climbing her throat.

“I…” she stammered, eyes fixed on the table. “I don’t…. I mean….”

Chloe giggled and squeezed her arm. “Come on, no lying. You’re blushing like crazy. Just say it. You think he’s hot, don’t you?”

Lily’s pulse thundered. The wine had loosened her tongue, and Chloe’s teasing pressure made it impossible to wriggle free. She bit her lip, cheeks blazing.

“Yes,” she whispered, almost too quietly to hear. “I… I think he’s really hot.”

Darius chuckled, low and satisfied, leaning back in his chair.

Chloe’s grin widened. “And?” she pressed. “You’ve seen his cock now. What did you think?”

Lily’s head jerked up, mortified. “Chloe!”

“What?” Chloe teased, sipping her wine, eyes sparkling with wicked delight. “We’re all adults here. You looked. I know you did.”

Lily’s whole body shook with embarrassment. She swallowed hard, her voice trembling. “It’s just… I’ve never… seen one like that before. It’s so…” She trailed off, her blush deepening as she forced the words out. “I guess I’m… curious. About what it would feel like.”

Silence fell for a heartbeat.

Darius’s smirk was darker now, heavier, his eyes fixed on her like he’d just won something.

Chloe laughed softly, clinking her glass against his. “Well. At least she’s honest.”

She leaned back in her chair, still grinning, her eyes flicking between them both. “So maybe he should show you what it’s like?” she said lightly, like it was a joke, but her tone carried something sharper.

Lily’s eyes went wide. “Chloe!”

“What?” Chloe laughed, swirling her wine. “You said you’re curious. As your friend, maybe I could help you out. Let you see what it’s like to be properly fucked.” She winked at Darius. “God knows he’s good at it.”

Lily nearly dropped her glass. “I….no….I didn’t mean….” Her face burned crimson, words tumbling out in a panicked rush.

Chloe only giggled, enjoying every second of her flatmate’s torment. She patted Lily’s hand warmly, as if it were all innocent fun, but her eyes sparkled with something more dangerous.
“I’m just saying… once you know, you’ll never settle for less again.”

Darius hadn’t spoken, but his smirk said enough. He sipped his wine slowly, eyes locked on Lily, silent and unyielding.

The tension around the table was thick, crackling like static. Lily sat frozen in her chair, breath shallow, caught between Chloe’s teasing and Darius’s stare, and the frightening, shameful truth that a part of her wanted Chloe’s joke to come true.

The room was silent for a moment too long, heavy with implication. Then Chloe tilted her head, her smile wicked as she leaned toward Lily again.

“Of course,” she said casually, as if explaining something obvious, “Darius is my boyfriend. He can’t just go sneaking around behind my back. That would be cheating.”

Lily nodded quickly, desperate to latch onto the lifeline, her face burning. “Right….of course….I didn’t mean…. I mean …. I would never.”

But Chloe’s grin only widened.

“No, no, silly. I didn’t say it was impossible. Just that if it were to happen, I’d have to be there. Watching.” She let the word linger, her voice dropping to a low, playful purr. “Maybe even helping. Guiding you. Making sure you really learn what it’s like to be properly fucked.”

Lily’s mouth fell open, her breath stuttering in her chest. Her hands trembled around the stem of her glass.

Darius chuckled, deep and low, the sound rumbling across the table. His dark eyes locked on Lily’s, steady, unblinking.

Chloe reached over and brushed Lily’s arm, her tone almost comforting now, though her eyes sparkled with wicked intent.

“Think of it as… education. You’ve had nothing but rubbish experiences so far. Why shouldn’t your best friend and her boyfriend show you how it’s meant to feel?”

Lily shook her head, stammering, “I….I don’t….” but her voice cracked, weak and unconvincing. The shame made her stomach twist, but between her thighs heat pulsed with every word.

Chloe leaned back in her chair, sipping her wine as if the conversation had been about nothing more serious than weekend plans. “It’s just an idea,” she said lightly, winking at Darius. “But you’ll never know what you’ve been missing until you try.”

Darius smirked, slow and sure, setting his glass down with deliberate calm. “She’ll come around,” he said simply, voice like a promise.

The words hit Lily harder than the wine. She sat frozen, blushing furiously, her body trembling with a mix of humiliation, terror, and a shameful, undeniable excitement.

And though Chloe had turned the conversation to lighter topics, the suggestion hung in the air like smoke, curling around Lily with every breath she took, impossible to ignore, inescapable now that it had been spoken.

Chloe topped off her glass, then stood and reached for another bottle. “One more,” she sang lightly, pulling the cork with a pop. She refilled Darius’s glass, then Lily’s, grinning as she slid it back toward her.

By the time the bottle was half gone, Lily felt her head swimming, the flush on her cheeks spreading warm and deep through her chest.

And though Chloe had turned the conversation to lighter topics, the suggestion hung in the air like smoke, curling around Lily with every breath she took, impossible to ignore, inescapable now that it had been spoken.

Tipsy and burning hot, Lily’s thoughts spun. Do they mean it? Here, now, me and Darius, with Chloe watching? The very idea made her thighs clench under the table. She’d been curious from the first night she lay awake, listening through the thin walls. And now… now the chance was right here.

Her voice trembled, barely above a whisper. “Did you mean it?”

Chloe tilted her head, feigning innocence. “What, babe?”

Lily’s breath caught. She forced the words out. “Me… and Darius.”

Chloe’s grin widened instantly. She turned to her boyfriend, her eyes glinting with triumph. “You see? I told you she wants it.”

Darius leaned back in his chair, smirk tugging at his lips, his gaze never leaving Lily.

Chloe turned back to her, her tone playful but her eyes daring. “Then show him, babe. Show him what he saw before, and I’m sure he will.”


Chapter Eleven – The Strip

Lily’s stomach lurched, her whole body aflame. “You… you want me to strip? Here? Now?”

Chloe raised her glass, clinking it gently against Lily’s, her grin wicked.
“Yes.”

The single word hung between them like a spark waiting to catch fire.

Lily’s pulse hammered in her ears. She looked at Darius — still leaning back, glass in hand, his smirk dark and steady — then back at Chloe, whose playful eyes left no escape.

Her throat was dry. Her hands trembled as she set her glass down.

Slowly, she stood.

The room felt suddenly smaller, hotter. Her fingers caught the hem of her top, hesitating, then lifting. Inch by inch, the fabric slid up her slim body, baring the curve of her waist, the swell of her breasts under the thin bra. She tugged it over her head, dropping it to the table with a shaky breath.

Neither Chloe nor Darius moved. They only watched.

Her shorts were next. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband, drawing them down over her hips, thighs, calves, until she stood in just her bra and panties. Her face burned, humiliation curling tight in her stomach, but heat throbbed low between her thighs.

She tried to calm her nerves, telling herself in her tipsy haze that he had seen it all before, back in the hallway outside the bathroom when she’d been naked on show for him, and Chloe was her friend, so it was okay.

Chloe tilted her head, smiling. “All the way, babe. Everything, just like when you were naked for him outside the bathroom.”

Lily’s hands shook as she unclipped her bra, the straps falling from her shoulders. Her breasts spilled free, full and firm, nipples hard in the cool air. She swallowed, then slipped her panties down her legs, stepping out of them until she was utterly bare.

Naked.

The humiliation was almost unbearable, standing there totally exposed while Chloe and Darius sat fully clothed, wine glasses in hand, cool and composed, as if this were nothing more than after-dinner entertainment. Heat crawled over her skin as their eyes drank her in.

Chloe clapped her hands softly, delighted. “Gorgeous. Just like I said.”

She rose from her chair and crossed the space to Lily, standing beside her. Chloe’s hand slid over her flat stomach, up to cup one perfect breast, squeezing it playfully before giving the nipple a light pinch. Lily gasped, her body arching helplessly into the touch.

The humiliation twisted tighter, Chloe’s hands on her bare flesh, while Darius’s dark eyes roamed slowly over her nudity, tracing every line, every curve, every millimetre of skin. Her chest rose and fell, trembling under the weight of their attention.

“See, Darius?” Chloe purred, turning her around slowly by the shoulders. “Now you get the full show.”

Lily’s face flamed as she was turned under Chloe’s guidance, baring every angle to Darius’s steady eyes; the soft rise of her breasts, the curve of her waist, the swell of her perfect heart-shaped ass.

Chloe smirked, her palm sliding down to squeeze that ass firmly, then giving it a sharp smack that made Lily squeak. “Mmm. Tight. Bouncy. You like that, don’t you, babe?”

Lily whimpered, unable to speak, her thighs clenching as Chloe’s fingers traced lower.

At last Chloe’s hand dipped between her legs, teasing lightly over the smooth skin above her slit, grazing the neat landing strip Lily had shaved down to just days ago. “Ohhh,” Chloe cooed, her voice wicked. “Fresh trim. You’ve been getting ready for this, haven’t you?”

Lily shook her head frantically, face crimson, but her body betrayed her, hips shifting against Chloe’s touch, wetness already glistening between her thighs.

Chloe laughed softly, kissing her cheek before stepping back, one arm still around her waist as she presented her to Darius like a prize. “There you go. Now you’ve both seen it all. What do you think?”

Darius’s smirk deepened, his eyes never leaving Lily. He swirled his wine once, slowly, before setting the glass down with deliberate calm.

“I think,” he said, his voice low, rich, and certain, “she’s ready.”


Chapter Twelve – The Command

Lily’s chest rose and fell in shallow, frantic breaths. She was naked, Chloe’s hands having just left her tingling skin, Darius’s stare heavy on every curve. The wine swam in her head, but it was nothing compared to the heat coursing through her body.

Chloe’s voice cut through the silence, soft and teasing but sharp with command.
“Kneel, babe.”

Lily’s eyes widened. “Wh-what?”

Chloe tilted her head, smiling sweetly as if she’d asked something utterly normal. “On the floor. On your knees.”

Lily’s legs trembled as she obeyed, lowering herself slowly onto the cool kitchen tiles. Her knees pressed into the hard floor, her breasts bare, her hands fidgeting uselessly at her sides. She looked up, at Chloe’s wicked grin, at Darius towering over her, broad chest filling his shirt, his dark eyes burning.

Chloe’s hand rested lightly on Lily’s hair, stroking once before tightening just enough to make her feel owned.

“There,” Chloe purred. “Doesn’t she look perfect like that?” She glanced at Darius, her smile curling. “Bring your big black cock for this hungry girl.”

Lily’s whole body jolted at the words. Her lips parted in a gasp, her thighs clenching tight, humiliation and arousal tangling until she could barely breathe.

Darius pushed off from the table, each step slow, deliberate, the air thick with tension as he closed the distance. He loomed over her, his hands moving to his belt. The sound of the buckle clinking made Lily’s stomach twist.

He undid it with calm precision, pulling the leather free, then unbuttoned his jeans. With a smooth shove, he pushed them down to his thighs.

The bulge straining against his black boxers made Lily’s mouth dry instantly. Thick. Heavy. Pressing insistently against the fabric, bigger than anything she had ever imagined.

Darius’s smirk deepened as he looked down at her trembling face. His voice came low, commanding, undeniable.

“Take it out.”


Chapter Thirteen – The Reveal

Lily’s fingers trembled, frozen in place on the waistband, her wide eyes staring up at the sheer size of him. She couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe.

Then Chloe crouched beside her, sliding an arm around Lily’s shoulders. Her hand slipped down, capturing Lily’s trembling wrist.

Chloe pressed her hand forward until her trembling fingers hooked his waistband. She pulled, his shorts back and down. Darius’s cock sprang free, massive, veined, and already hard, jutting proudly from his body as if her kneeling presence had drawn every inch of him to full strength. Lily stared, lips parting, her shame and arousal twisting together at the sight of it.

“Don’t be shy,” Chloe whispered in her ear, her tone both teasing and firm. “Let me help you.”

She guided Lily’s hand forward, wrapping her soft fingers around the thick shaft. The heat of him shocked her, heavy and alive in her grip. Lily gasped, her cheeks flaming as she felt the weight for the first time.

“See?” Chloe murmured, stroking Lily’s hair with her free hand while forcing her grip to tighten around him. “Not so scary. Just what you’ve been dreaming about. What you’ve been thinking about in your room, every night, listening to us.”

Darius let out a low groan of satisfaction, his cock twitching in her hand, swelling thicker as her fingers struggled to wrap around it. He smirked down at her, watching as Chloe slowly worked her wrist up and down, making Lily stroke him.

The humiliation was unbearable, kneeling naked on the kitchen floor, fully exposed while Chloe and Darius remained clothed, her hand guided like a child’s, stroking her flatmate’s boyfriend’s enormous cock. But the heat between her thighs burned hotter than ever, slickness already dripping down her skin.

Chloe’s voice dropped lower, her words sharp with command.
“Now open your mouth, babe. Show me how curious you really are.”

Lily shook her head, eyes wide, lips trembling. But Chloe’s hand pressed gently against the back of her head, urging her forward.

“Shhh,” Chloe soothed, though her grin was wicked. “Just the tip. Wrap those pretty lips around it. Let him feel you.”

Lily whimpered as her head was nudged closer. The swollen, bulbous head loomed before her mouth, slick with pre-cum. She hesitated one last time, shame burning hot in her chest.

Then Chloe pushed, firm but gentle, and Lily’s lips parted.

Her mouth stretched around the thick head, her tongue tasting him for the first time. The salty heat filled her senses, the size forcing her lips wide, tears already pricking at the corners of her eyes.

Darius groaned low, his hand brushing Lily’s cheek as he looked down at her, his cock wrapped by her lips, her hand still stroking the base under Chloe’s guidance.

“Good girl,” Chloe purred, stroking her hair with pride. “See, babe? I knew you’d love it.”




Chapter Fourteen – The First Taste

Lily’s lips stretched wide around the swollen head, her jaw already aching as Chloe kept a firm hand at the back of her head. The heat and weight of him filled her mouth, salty and thick on her tongue.

She tried to pull back, whimpering, but Chloe held her steady.
“Don’t be shy, babe. Suck. Show him how much you want it.”

Darius’s groan rolled through the air, deep and approving, as Lily’s lips sealed tighter. She drew in a shaky breath through her nose and began to suck, her tongue swirling tentatively around the broad crown.

He was too big. Too thick. Her mouth struggled to contain him. But Chloe pushed again, guiding her lower, forcing more of the dark shaft between her trembling lips.

Lily gagged, choking slightly as her throat spasmed. Tears welled at the corners of her eyes.

Chloe only giggled, stroking her hair like a pet.

“That’s it, babe. Take him. You can do better than that. Show me how curious you really are.”

Another push, and Lily moaned against his cock, saliva spilling down her chin as she tried to take more. She gagged again, pulling back, gasping, then diving forward once more, her humiliation raw and dizzying.

Darius’s cock glistened with her spit, his abs tightening as he growled low in approval. “Good girl,” he muttered, dark eyes never leaving her.

As Lily bobbed desperately, Chloe’s free hand slipped lower. She stroked down Lily’s bare side, over the curve of her hip, then between her trembling thighs.

Lily gasped around the thick shaft in her mouth as Chloe’s fingers found her slick folds.

“Ohhh,” Chloe cooed, laughing softly as her fingertips slid through the wetness. “Look at you. You are ready. Soaked. Dripping for him.”

Lily’s moan vibrated against Darius’s cock, her thighs clenching as Chloe teased her slit, circling her clit with practiced skill. The shame burned hotter than ever, gagging on her flatmate’s boyfriend while her flatmate fingered her wet pussy. Yet the arousal was unbearable, pulsing through every nerve.

Chloe leaned down, whispering against Lily’s ear as her fingers kept working.
“That’s it, babe. Get him nice and hard for you. Because soon… this big cock won’t just be in your mouth.”


Chapter Fifteen – The Sofa

Chloe’s hand tightened in Lily’s hair, then gave a gentle tug, pulling her head back. The thick shaft slipped from Lily’s lips with a wet pop, strings of saliva clinging to her mouth and chin.

“That’s enough for now, babe,” Chloe purred, wiping a tear from Lily’s cheek with her thumb. “You’ve done so well.”

Lily gasped, chest heaving, her jaw aching, her body trembling with confusion, shame, and heat.

Chloe slipped her fingers into Lily’s, tugging her up from the floor. “Come on,” she said softly, guiding her toward the living room. “There’s more you need to learn.”

Darius followed close behind, peeling off the rest of his clothes as he went. His shirt hit the floor, then his jeans, his boxers kicked aside until he was completely naked. His cock jutted heavy and thick from his hips, hard and slick from Lily’s mouth.

Chloe led the naive girl to the sofa, pressing her gently back onto the cushions. Lily sank down, her bare skin against the fabric, wide-eyed as Chloe spread her legs apart with a firm but playful touch.

“Lay back, babe. Open up.”

Lily whimpered, but obeyed. Her thighs parted, baring the neat landing strip and glistening folds between her legs. Humiliation twisted through her gut, lying naked and spread in front of both of them, but heat throbbed hotter, undeniable.

“Good girl,” Chloe said, her voice low, her grin wicked. “Now play with yourself. Get yourself ready for him.”

Lily’s hand trembled as she slipped it between her thighs, brushing her soaked slit. A gasp escaped her lips as her fingers circled her clit.

Chloe settled herself in the armchair opposite, crossing her legs elegantly. She leaned back, smiling like a queen surveying her prize. What Lily didn’t notice was the phone Chloe raised casually in her lap, its camera angled perfectly at the sofa.

Darius loomed between Lily’s open thighs, his cock thick and pulsing in his hand. He stroked himself once, then pressed the swollen head to her folds, sliding the heavy shaft up and down her slickness.

Lily moaned, hips twitching as the thick length rubbed against her clit, the blunt crown parting her lips with every pass but not yet entering.

Her breath hitched, her body begging for more even as her mind screamed, she wasn’t ready.

Chloe’s voice cut through, smooth and mocking.
“Look at you, babe. Playing with yourself while he gets you ready. I told you, once you try him, you’ll never go back.”

Darius growled low, dragging his cock over her folds again, slower this time, letting her feel the weight, the impossible girth about to claim her.

Darius’s thick shaft slid up and down her folds again, heavy and hot, smearing her wetness across her swollen clit. Lily whimpered, her hips twitching helplessly, her own fingers still circling feverishly under Chloe’s command.

Her body burned, trembling on the edge, but still he didn’t push inside.

Chloe’s voice cut through, low and wicked from the armchair opposite.
“Tell him, babe.”

Lily’s eyes snapped open, wide and pleading. “Wh-what?”

Chloe smiled sweetly, her phone still held casually in her lap, recording every trembling movement.
“Tell him what you want. Tell him so he knows.”

Lily’s face flamed crimson. Her lips trembled. She shook her head, covering her mouth with her hand as if she could hide from the words.

Chloe leaned forward, her voice sharper now, teasing but firm.
“Don’t be shy. You’ve been dreaming about this since the first night you heard us. Now you’re spread wide for him, wet and ready. He’s waiting, babe. Say it.”

Darius ground the thick crown of his cock against Lily’s entrance, the pressure making her gasp. Her hips bucked without her permission, her body crying out for what her lips refused to say.

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. Humiliation and raw need tangled into one unbearable knot. She looked up at him towering over her, huge, hard, smirking down as if he owned her already.

Her voice cracked, barely above a whisper.
“I… I want it.”

Chloe laughed softly. “Not good enough.”

Darius pressed harder, just enough that the blunt head stretched her entrance, threatening to split her open. Lily cried out, clutching at the sofa cushions.

“Say it properly,” Chloe ordered, her tone dripping with amusement. “Tell him what you want. Tell him you want his big black cock inside you.”

Lily’s whole body shook, her shame unbearable. But the pressure at her entrance, the heat flooding her veins, left her no choice.

Her lips parted, her voice trembling as the words finally spilled free:
“I… I want your cock inside me.”

Lily gasped as the heavy head pressed at her entrance, her body quivering, wet folds parting but not yet yielding. Her hips bucked instinctively, desperate for more, but still he didn’t push inside.

Her wide, tear-bright eyes lifted to his, confused, desperate.
“Wh-why…?” she whispered, voice trembling.

Darius’s smirk was dark, controlled, his voice low and deliberate.
“Tell me. Tell me what you want me to do to you.”

From across the room, Chloe shifted in her chair, raising her phone, framing the perfect shot of Lily’s flushed face, her spread thighs, Darius’s thick cock poised at her slit.
“Go on, babe,” she coaxed. “Say it properly. Give him no doubt.”

Lily’s chest heaved. She couldn’t hold back anymore, not with the aching emptiness inside her, not with the slick heat dripping down her thighs. She needed it, had to have it, no matter the shame.

Her voice broke, pleading, raw:
“I want you to fuck me… with your big black cock.”

The moment the words left her lips, Darius growled low and pushed forward.

The swollen head forced its way past her folds, stretching her inch by inch. Lily cried out, her back arching against the sofa as her walls clung tight around him. A sharp sting of pain shot through her, her breath catching, but beneath it, a surge of pleasure unlike anything she’d ever felt.

So full. So impossibly stretched. And he’d only given her the first two, maybe three inches.

Her fingers dug into the cushions, her eyes wide, mouth open in a desperate gasp as she tried to process the sensation.

Chloe’s delighted laugh filled the room. “Ohhh, babe. Look at you. You’re taking him already. And he’s barely even started.”

Darius’s jaw tightened as he looked down at her, her tight heat gripping him like a vice. His hands settled firm on her thighs, holding her spread for him, as if she were his already.

Lily whimpered as the thick shaft pushed deeper, another inch, then another, her body straining to take him. Every nerve screamed at the stretch, her slick walls clinging desperately as she tried to adjust.

Her fingers clawed at the cushions, her legs trembling, her chest rising and falling in frantic gasps.
“He’s… so big,” she cried out, tears welling in her eyes. “I can’t….”

“You can,” Chloe interrupted smoothly, her phone raised to catch every detail, Lily’s flushed, desperate face, the obscene sight of Darius’s cock splitting her open. “Oh, babe, look at you. You’re made for this. Just relax. Let him in.”

Darius grunted low, feeding her another inch. Lily’s head rolled back against the sofa, her mouth open in a choked moan. She’d never felt so stretched, so full, and still more of him throbbed outside her, waiting to be taken.

The humiliation seared through her: her flatmate filming, her flatmate’s boyfriend stretching her beyond anything she thought possible. Yet the heat deep inside overwhelmed it, every inch of him setting her nerve endings alight.

Finally, Darius pulled back slightly, only to push forward again, pressing deeper, firmer, until half his cock was buried in her tight pussy. Lily screamed into the cushions, her voice cracked with pain, and yet beneath it, a raw, pulsing pleasure throbbed harder with every thrust.

“Good girl,” he growled, his grip firm on her thighs as he started to work a rhythm, each stroke deeper, steadier. “Taking me so fucking tight.”

Her body betrayed her. Each time he pushed in, her hips lifted, chasing the fullness. Each time he pulled back, her walls clutched at him, desperate not to let him go.

Chloe’s voice was smug, gleeful. “Ohhh, babe. He’s fucking you now. Properly. Can you feel the difference? That’s what a real cock does.”

“Yes!” Lily sobbed, her fingers clutching at the cushions, her whole body shaking. “Yes! Oh God! Yes!”

Darius’s thrusts grew harder, deeper, stretching her inch by inch until she was nearly full of him, her body convulsing with every drive of his hips. The pain blurred into burning pleasure, her clit throbbing each time his heavy shaft slammed home.

The orgasm built fast, overwhelming, unlike anything she had ever known. Her breath broke into ragged cries, her nails digging into the fabric, her pussy clenching tight around the thick cock filling her.

And when it hit, she screamed, body shuddering violently as the climax ripped through her, wave after wave crashing while Darius fucked her through it, relentless, merciless, giving her no escape.

Her first real orgasm from a cock.

And it was Chloe’s boyfriend.

Lily’s scream tore from her throat as her climax hit, her body convulsing under him, walls clamping down tight on his thick cock. Her legs shook violently, her back arched, her nails clawing helplessly at the sofa cushions.

Chloe’s laugh filled the room, cruel and triumphant. She leaned forward in her chair, phone raised, capturing every trembling second.
“There it is, babe! Your first real orgasm from a cock. You see? That’s what it feels like to be properly fucked.”

Lily sobbed through the orgasm, her chest heaving, her voice broken with desperate moans. “Oh God. Oh God!”

But Darius didn’t stop.

As her body sagged against the cushions, trembling, trying to recover, he shifted his grip on her thighs and drove harder. Each thrust forced her wider, deeper, pushing further into places she never knew she could be touched.

Lily gasped, her eyes flying open in shock as another inch pressed inside. “He’s……Oh God…..He’s still going….”

“Yes,” Chloe cooed, her voice wickedly soft. “He hasn’t even given you all of it yet.”

Darius grunted, his pace building, his cock sliding slickly in and out of her soaked pussy. With every thrust, more of him disappeared inside, stretching her further, filling her fuller.

As he drove deeper, Lily’s thick cream coated his cock, every thrust pulling more of her slickness onto his length, the mess dripping down between her thighs.

Lily cried out, her fingers gripping the cushions so tight her knuckles whitened. The pressure was overwhelming, the pleasure unbearable. Each time he pulled back, she thought she might finally catch her breath, but then he slammed forward again, deeper, harder.

Her body shook as his hips crashed against hers, until suddenly she felt his heavy balls slap against her, the base of his cock pressed flush against her, his balls tight against her ass.

“Fuck,” he growled, sweat beading across his brow. “Balls deep.”

Lily’s scream turned into a sobbing moan, her head thrown back against the cushions as she felt him fully inside her at last, every thick inch stretching her, filling her, owning her. She felt full of him, taken by him.

Chloe’s eyes glittered as she filmed, her voice purring with delight.
“Look at you, babe. You’ve taken all of him. My big black cock, right up inside you. And now…” she smiled, “he’s going to finish what he started.”

Darius’s thrusts grew harder, faster, his jaw clenched as his body drove into hers with merciless rhythm. His growls grew louder, his grip tightening on her trembling thighs as he hammered her toward his own release.

Lily could only moan and sob, her body yielding, her pussy stretched around every thick inch as he fucked her with relentless, punishing strokes, each one building toward the inevitable.

Darius’s thrusts pounded harder, deeper, his hips slamming against her with every stroke. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room, wet and obscene, her moans broken, high-pitched, desperate.

Lily clung to the cushions, her body jerking helplessly under him, her pussy stretched wide around his cock. She could feel every vein, every ridge, every relentless inch battering into her.

“Oh God! He’s…..He’s so deep….” she gasped, her voice breaking.

Chloe’s laugh rang sharp and cruel from the armchair. “That’s right, babe. He’s balls deep inside you. And he’s not stopping until he gives you everything.”

Darius’s growls deepened, his pace rough and unyielding, each thrust faster, harder, his cock swelling as his release neared. His grip on her thighs tightened, holding her open, keeping her spread and helpless beneath him.

Lily’s body trembled violently as another wave of pleasure built, sharper, stronger than the first. Her pussy clenched tight around him, dragging him deeper, milking him.

“I can’t…..Oh God! I can’t…..” she sobbed, her climax tearing through her again, back arching, mouth open in a ragged scream.

That was it.

Darius slammed forward one final time, burying himself to the hilt, his cock throbbing inside her. He growled loud and raw as he came, thick hot spurts flooding deep into her pussy.

Lily screamed at the sensation, the searing fullness, the sudden heat pouring into her, filling her up in a way she had never imagined.

“Yes!” Chloe cried gleefully, her phone steady as she captured every second. “He’s cumming inside you, babe. Filling you with his thick cum. Do you feel it? Do you feel him owning you?”

Lily’s body shuddered violently as her orgasm crashed against the flood of his release, pleasure and humiliation mixing until she could no longer tell them apart.

Her thighs quivered, her pussy clenched desperately around him, refusing to let him go even as his cock pulsed and spilled deep inside her.

At last Darius sagged over her, panting, sweat dripping down his chest, his cock still buried to the root inside her.

Lily lay trembling beneath him, her body wrecked, her pussy dripping, her face flushed with shame, and yet she knew there was no undoing what had just happened.

Her first real orgasm from a cock.

Her first time being properly fucked.

And now she was full of him.

Darius groaned as the last pulses of his climax tore through him, his thick cock still buried to the hilt. Then, with a low growl, he dragged himself out of her stretched pussy.

Lily cried out at the sudden emptiness, her hips jerking as his length slid free.

And then it happened.

His seed spilled from her, thick and hot, pouring out of her stretched hole in a heavy stream. It trickled down between her trembling ass cheeks, over the crease, trickling across the backs of her thighs. So much. Too much. She had never imagined a man could fill her like this.

Chloe laughed gleefully, raising the phone higher, zooming in shamelessly on the mess.
“Ohhh! Babe, look at that. He’s wrecked you. Absolutely stuffed you full. And now you’re leaking everywhere.”

Lily whimpered, her face buried against the cushion, cheeks burning as the camera lingered. She could feel the obscene wetness dripping down her thighs, tickling her skin, humiliating her further.

Chloe shifted for the perfect shot, the camera close now, capturing every detail. Lily’s pussy stretched red and swollen, her little hole gaping from the thickness it had just taken, creamy white mess dribbling out in heavy streams.

“Perfect,” Chloe whispered, delighted. “Absolutely perfect.”

She zoomed in tighter, the lens capturing the trail of his cum seeping out, the way it smeared over Lily’s skin, the way her hole twitched as more spilled forth.

Lily sobbed softly, her body trembling, the humiliation unbearable. But deep inside, heat still throbbed; shame and satisfaction twisted together. She had begged for it. She had taken it. And now every inch of her betrayed what she had become.

Darius loomed above her, still smirking, sweat dripping down his chest. Chloe’s laughter, the obscene drip of his seed spilling out of her, and the heavy silence afterward pressed down like a weight Lily could never escape.

She was his now. The proof was leaking out of her for them both to see.


Chapter Sixteen – Between Them

Lily lay slumped against the sofa, her body trembling, his seed still dripping down her thighs. She thought it was over, that maybe she could crawl back to her room in shame.

But Chloe wasn’t finished.

“Come on, babe,” Chloe said sweetly, slipping her arm under Lily’s shoulders, lifting her up. “You’re not done yet.”

Darius’s strong hand grabbed her other arm, pulling her upright. Together they half-guided, half-dragged her into the bedroom. The large bed looked impossibly inviting and terrifying all at once.

Chloe pushed her gently down onto her knees at the side of it, right in front of Darius who stood towering, his cock still glistening wet with her juices and his cum.

“Clean him,” Chloe ordered with a wicked smile, raising her phone again to catch the shot. “Every drop, babe.”

Lily’s lips parted, trembling. She hesitated, but Chloe’s hand in her hair urged her forward.

She wrapped her mouth around his cock, tasting herself, tasting him, the mix of salt and musk filling her tongue. She gagged slightly, but Chloe kept her steady, whispering praise in her ear.
“That’s it, babe. Get him nice and clean. Good little slut.”

Darius groaned low, his hand resting heavy on the back of her head as she licked and sucked until he was spotless, his cock slick with her spit instead of seed.

When Chloe was satisfied, she tugged Lily up onto the bed. “Lie down,” she said. “Right here, between us.”

Lily obeyed, sinking onto the mattress, her body weak and trembling. She lay on her side, caught between Chloe’s warm, familiar presence and Darius’s looming heat.

Then Chloe slid closer to her boyfriend, kissing him deeply, her hand guiding his cock back between her own thighs.

Lily’s breath hitched as she lay inches away, watching, no longer through a wall but right here, the sheets shifting under her as Darius pushed into Chloe with the same thick cock that had just claimed her.

Chloe moaned, clutching at him, her voice loud, needy. “Yes, baby… just like that… give it to me.”

Lily’s eyes were wide, her hand creeping unconsciously between her own thighs, fascinated as Darius pounded into Chloe, the same relentless rhythm, the same brutal strength. She could see what she had only ever imagined through the thin walls; his cock stretching her flatmate open, Chloe’s cries of ecstasy, his growls of power.

She lay there spellbound, her body aching, her pussy sore but still slick, caught between her own shame and fascination as she watched every second.

At last, Chloe clung tight to Darius, her climax shaking through her as he buried himself inside her one last time, groaning loud as he came again.

Lily’s hand froze between her thighs, her breath ragged, her body trembling at the sight.

When it was over, Chloe rolled against her, flushed and smiling, pulling Lily close. Darius lay heavy on her other side, his chest rising and falling.

And so Lily drifted into sleep, wedged between them, no longer the naive girl listening through the walls, but the girl who had been taken, used, and now claimed, lying in their bed as part of them.


Epilogue – The Note

The next afternoon Lily pushed through the flat door, exhausted from a long stretch of classes. She dropped her bag onto the kitchen chair and froze.

There on the table, in Chloe’s looping handwriting, sat a single note:

Babe,
Darius doesn’t want you clothed anymore in the flat.
Be sure you’re naked whenever you’re home.
Kisses! 💋

Lily’s cheeks burned hot, her heart hammering as she read it again, just to be sure. Her stomach twisted with humiliation, and a pulse of shameful excitement she couldn’t ignore.

She carried the note with her into her room. Her fingers shook as she unbuttoned her blouse, slid her jeans down her legs, unclipped her bra, tugged her panties off. Piece by piece, she stripped herself bare until she stood naked in the quiet of her bedroom, the air cool against her flushed skin.

Her nipples hardened instantly, her thighs pressed together. She was trembling, but she couldn’t stop.

Clutching the note, she stepped back into the hallway, into the kitchen, completely nude. The tiled floor was cold under her feet as she filled the kettle, set a mug on the counter, went about the simple act of making tea, all the while her body tingled, every inch of her aware of her nakedness.

Her heart pounded louder with every second. She kept glancing toward the door, biting her lip, waiting.

At any moment, Chloe might come home and laugh, or Darius might step through and smirk, his eyes dragging over her as he reminded her exactly what she was now.

She was their slut.

And from now on, everyone in this flat would see her that way.


Teaser for Book Two

Lily thought she’d reached the limit of her shame. Naked in the flat, serving Chloe and Darius, obeying every humiliating command. But this was only the beginning.

Chloe had plans; “next lessons,” as she called them, lessons in obedience, in performance, in learning how to be their perfect plaything. Lily would be taught how to kneel, how to serve, how to please without hesitation, her body trained for their amusement.

And Darius? His dark eyes promised something even more dangerous. One night, his voice rumbling against her ear, he said simply:

“You think it’s intense with just me? Wait until my friends get a taste.”

Book Two will push Lily further than she ever imagined, from Chloe’s calculated control to Darius’s raw power, and into the hands of more men than she ever dreamed of handling.

Naked. Used. Trained. Shared.

She wanted to know what it felt like to be properly fucked.
Now, she’s going to learn what it means to be utterly owned.
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