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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

This novel explores:

	Humiliation, spanking, and public exposure 
	Interracial themes and multiple partners 
	Use of sex toys, plugs, and restraints 
	Rough sex, messy creampies, and cum play 
	Consensual BDSM-style dynamics 


All sexual activity depicted is consensual fantasy roleplay. Though characters may appear reluctant at times, they explicitly choose to participate and enjoy their submission.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Chapter One – The New Routine

The flat smelled of coffee and toast, warm in the Saturday morning air. Lily stood at the counter, naked as always, moving carefully as she buttered bread and set plates on the table. Her skin prickled under the sunlight pouring in through the kitchen window, every curve on display.

It no longer felt strange to be bare while Chloe padded around in her silk robe and Darius strode shirtless through the flat like a king. No longer strange to pour their drinks without a stitch on, to kneel when spoken to, to obey without question.

This was her life now.

She swallowed as she bent to set a plate in front of Darius, her breasts swaying, her heart hammering when his hand casually landed on her hip, warm and heavy, possessive. He didn’t even look up from his phone. He didn’t have to.

From the sofa, Chloe sipped her coffee, auburn hair messy from sleep, her eyes twinkling with mischief as she watched Lily move about the room.
“Look at you, babe. Our perfect little house slut,” she said lightly, smirking into her mug.

Lily flushed scarlet, her thighs pressing together, shame and heat curling in her belly.

After breakfast, Chloe beckoned her closer with a crook of her finger. Lily sank obediently to her knees in front of her, eyes lowered.

Chloe set her mug aside and leaned down, cupping Lily’s chin in one hand. “You’ve done so well for us, babe. But you know we’re not finished with you yet, don’t you?”

Lily’s breath caught. “N-no…”

Chloe’s smile sharpened. “Good girl. Because there’s more for you to learn. Much more.”

Her hand slid lower, cupping Lily’s breast, squeezing until Lily whimpered. Then her lips brushed Lily’s ear, whisper-soft but merciless.
“You’ve pleased Darius with that sweet little pussy. But sooner or later, babe, you’ll need to learn to take more. Every hole. Every way. Properly trained sluts don’t get to choose.”

Heat flooded Lily’s face. She wanted to protest, to cry out that she wasn’t ready, but the wetness already gathering between her thighs betrayed her. Chloe felt it, her smirk widening as her fingers slid down Lily’s stomach, grazing the dampness there.

Darius’s voice rumbled from behind his coffee. “She’ll be ready. I’ll make sure of it.”

Chloe laughed softly, tilting Lily’s face up so she had to look her in the eyes.
“Don’t worry, babe. I’ll help. We’ll stretch you nice and slow. And when the time comes…” She kissed her cheek, cruelly tender. “…you’ll beg for it.”

Lily trembled, her mind screaming denial, but her body betrayed her again — her nipples stiff, her pussy slick, her thighs trembling.

And deep inside, under the shame, a truth she couldn’t fight: she would obey.

“Set it down,” Chloe said with a mischievous smile.


Chapter Two – Training Toys

The hum of the vacuum filled the sitting room, Lily’s bare skin gleaming with a light sheen of sweat as she bent to sweep under the sofa. Her breasts swayed with every movement, her round ass flexing as she reached forward, dusting cloth in her other hand.

The front door clicked open. Voices. Chloe’s laugh, Darius’s low reply. Lily straightened instantly, heat flooding her cheeks as they entered the flat with shopping bags dangling from their hands.

“Well, look at our little housemaid,” Chloe teased, striding past and giving Lily’s ass a sharp slap. The crack echoed, and Lily squealed, jerking upright. The sting lingered, the red mark blooming across her cheek.

“Put the hoover away, babe. Make us some tea,” Chloe said breezily, dropping the bags onto the coffee table. “We’ve been out all Saturday afternoon shopping for you.”

The words sank into Lily’s stomach like a stone. Shopping for me?

She hurried into the kitchen, her legs trembling, and returned a few minutes later carrying the tray. Two mugs of steaming tea. Her heart stopped when she saw what awaited her.

Boxes. Neat little boxes stacked high on the coffee table.

“Set it down,” Chloe said with a mischievous smile.

Lily obeyed, placing the tray carefully beside the boxes. Chloe waved at the pile with a casual flick of her hand.
“Go on, babe. Open them.”

Her fingers shook as she reached for the first lid. She pulled it back, and froze.

Nestled inside was a sleek black butt plug. Next to it, a medium one. Then a larger one, intimidatingly thick. All three gleamed in the light, polished, unmistakable.

Lily’s breath caught, shame burning her face.

Chloe grinned, sipping her tea. “Training set. Small, medium, large. You’ll be working through them soon enough.”

Her throat dry, Lily reached for the next box and opened finding a dildo, opening the next two she found two more each a size up on the last. Each one different. One slim and long. One thicker, ridged along its shaft. The last heavy and wide, its head flared, brutally realistic.

Her stomach twisted, her pussy betraying her with a hot, wet throb.

The third box was smaller. She lifted the lid to reveal a pair of gleaming nipple clamps, delicate but menacing, their ends linked by a fine silver chain. Another chain with small weights lay coiled beneath, cold steel catching the light.

Lily’s hands trembled so hard she nearly dropped the lid.

“Surprised?” Chloe asked sweetly, setting down her cup. She leaned forward, auburn hair falling across her face, eyes gleaming with wicked delight. “Don’t be. You’re going to need these, babe. We’ve got so much to teach you.”

Darius leaned back in his chair, arms folded across his broad chest, watching with a dark, unreadable smirk. “It’s time she learned,” he rumbled.

Lily’s pulse thundered in her ears as she stared down at the array of toys. Her body burned with shame, but deep inside, a hot coil of desire wound tighter and tighter.

With trembling hands, she reached for the final box. Peeling it open, she found only a single item resting inside. A plain white tube, its purpose undeniable.
Lube.

Chloe’s lips curled into a slow, hungry smile. “Oh yes, pet. You’re going to need plenty of that.”

Chloe reached into the first box and plucked out the smallest plug, holding it up between two fingers. The smooth black toy caught the light, wickedly shiny.

“Come here, babe,” Chloe said, her voice soft but sharp with command. She crooked a finger, then patted the rug at her feet. “Hands and knees. Ass up. Legs spread. Let’s get you started.”

Lily’s breath stuttered. Her whole body felt like it was buzzing, skin hot, thighs trembling. But she obeyed, crawling forward on shaky hands, lowering herself to the carpet. Her hair fell across her face as she arched her back, pushing her round ass up into the air, her knees spreading wide.

Darius’s low chuckle rumbled across the room. “That’s a good girl,” he murmured, eyes dark with hunger as he watched.

Chloe uncapped the tube of lube with a snap. A cool squeeze of it coated the plug, the slick sound making Lily shiver. Chloe let a drop spill deliberately down between Lily’s cheeks, trailing her fingers to spread it over the tight ring of her untouched hole.

“Relax, babe,” Chloe whispered, kneeling behind her. Her hand rested firm on Lily’s hip. “This is just the beginning.”

Chloe worked the cool slickness of the lube between Lily’s cheeks, circling her finger slowly over that tight, forbidden star. Lily whimpered, her shoulders hunching, her face hot with shame.

“Shhh,” Chloe soothed, though her tone held that mocking edge. “Don’t clench, babe. You’ll only make it harder.”

Darius leaned forward in his chair; eyes locked on Lily’s spread ass. His voice was low, commanding. “Open up for her. Do as you’re told.”

Lily moaned, the sound muffled against her arm, but she forced herself to breathe, to try and relax. Her body betrayed her with every heartbeat, pussy throbbing, slick running down her thighs.

Shuddering, dropping her head to the floor, Lily reached back a hand to each round cheek and pulled them apart for Chloe, baring herself completely, her face burning with humiliation.

Chloe’s laugh was low and delighted. She leaned closer, her breath hot on Lily’s skin. “Good girl. That’s how you present yourself. Open. Exposed. Ready to be used.”

Chloe pressed the tip of the small plug against her, rolling it slowly, teasing her hole until Lily squirmed. “Mmm… that’s it. Feel how smooth it is? It’s going to slide in just fine.”

The pressure built, insistent, stretching her in ways she’d never felt before. Her breath came fast, shallow gasps. “Chloe….please….”

“Please what?” Chloe murmured, giving her ass a sharp slap that made Lily cry out. “Please more? Please stop? Use your words, babe.”

“I… I can’t,” Lily whimpered, shaking her head, trembling.

“You can,” Chloe corrected firmly. “And you will.” With a steady push, the tip began to breach her. Lily’s whole body shuddered, a desperate, shocked moan tearing from her lips.

“There it is,” Chloe crooned, smirking as the plug slipped past that first tight resistance. She paused, letting Lily pant, then eased it deeper with a slow twist of her wrist.

“Oh….God…..” Lily cried, face burning, tears pricking her eyes at the overwhelming fullness.

Darius’s deep chuckle filled the room. “Look at her. Already writhing, and it’s only the smallest.”

Chloe laughed softly, her fingers pressing the base home until the plug nestled snugly inside. She patted Lily’s trembling ass cheek, watching her muscles flutter helplessly around the toy.

“There we go,” she whispered wickedly. “Lesson one, complete.”



Dinner passed in a blur for Lily. She barely tasted a thing, too focused on keeping her breathing even, on not squirming under the constant awareness of the plug inside her. Chloe and Darius ate leisurely, sipping their wine, trading quiet comments that made her cheeks flame hotter each time their eyes lingered on her.

When the plates were cleared and the wine glasses drained, Chloe set her napkin aside and fixed Lily with a sly smile. “Babe… you did well. But dinner’s over. Now it’s time for something sweeter.”

Darius rose from his chair with a predatory grace, towering over Lily. His big hand caught her chin, tilting her face up to meet his hungry stare. “On the rug. On your knees.”

Her legs shook as she obeyed, lowering herself down, the plug shifting with every movement and making her whimper. Chloe joined them, carrying one of the dildos from the earlier box, the smallest, sleek and innocuous compared to the others, but still enough to make Lily’s stomach flip.

Darius stripped with unhurried ease, his cock thick and heavy, already hard for her. He moved behind Lily, guiding her onto her hands and knees. “Spread wider,” he growled. She obeyed instantly, thighs trembling, ass in the air, pussy glistening in the lamplight.

Darius stretched out on his back, his broad chest rising with a slow, steady breath, his thick cock standing up hard and proud. The sheer size of it made Lily’s stomach twist and her thighs clench, every ounce of her desire and shame dragging her eyes back to it.

Chloe caught the flicker in her gaze and smirked. She ran a finger along Darius’s shaft, making him grunt low in his throat, before turning her attention back to Lily. “Don’t make him wait, babe,” she purred. “Mount him.”

Lily’s breath hitched, her pulse thundering in her ears. Her whole body shook as she crawled forward, straddling his hips. Darius’s big hands gripped her waist, guiding her down. Slowly, trembling, she sank onto him.

Her cry split the air, shocked, desperate, overwhelmed. Her tight little pussy stretched impossibly wide around his huge cock, inch by inch filling her until he was buried deep inside. The plug in her ass only heightened the sensation, pressing deep, making her feel stuffed, stretched, owned.

“Oh God!” she gasped, her nails digging into his chest.

Chloe’s laughter was low and delighted. She knelt behind Lily, her hand caressing over the plug nestled snug in her ass. “Mmm, too full already, babe?” she teased, before gripping the base and tugging it free with a slick pop. Lily shuddered violently, moaning as the emptiness and fullness collided inside her.

“Don’t worry,” Chloe whispered wickedly, slicking the smallest dildo with lube. “I’ll take care of that.”

She pressed the toy to Lily’s tight, glistening hole, pushing slowly, steadily. Lily whimpered, body jerking as the dildo slid inside her rear passage just as Darius pumped his hips upward, driving his heavy cock deeper into her dripping dripping little pussy.

Pinned between them, Lily sobbed with pleasure, her body rocking helplessly. Darius’s thick cock pounded into her hot, wet pussy while Chloe thrust the dildo in and out of her ass, both of them using her together.

Chloe leaned in close, one hand on Lily’s back as she fucked the toy into her. “Look at you, babe. Riding his cock, moaning for me, taking it in both holes. Our perfect little anal slut.”

Darius growled, his grip bruising on Lily’s hips as he rammed her down harder onto him, his cock stretching her to the limit. Lily’s cries rose higher, caught between pain and unbearable pleasure, her body surrendering completely to them both.

Darius’s cock slammed up into her, thick and relentless, every thrust stretching her little pussy to its limit. Beneath her, his broad chest rose and fell, his dark eyes locked on her face as he drove her down onto him with punishing strength.

Behind her, Chloe fucked the slick dildo into her ass in perfect rhythm, each push stretching her tight rear passage, each twist sending shudders through her trembling frame.

Lily was caught between them, utterly impaled, her body never so full, so helpless, so alive.

Her moans turned frantic, desperate. “I…oh God….I can’t….”

“Yes, you can,” Chloe hissed in her ear, grinding the toy deeper. “Take it, babe. Take every inch. This is what you were made for.”

Darius grunted, slamming his cock up harder, his thick length pounding her wet pussy so deep she saw stars. “Fuck, she’s gripping me so tight,” he growled. His fingers dug bruisingly into her hips, pulling her down onto him again and again.

Lily’s body was on fire, pleasure crashing through her in unbearable waves. The stretch, the fullness, the shame of being stuffed in both holes at once, it all fused into something raw and uncontrollable.

Her climax hit like an explosion.

She screamed, her whole body convulsing, her pussy clenching and gushing around Darius’s cock, her ass tightening on the dildo as Chloe thrust it deep. The intensity tore through her, white-hot and endless, her thighs shaking violently as her orgasm ripped her apart.

“Good girl,” Chloe moaned, still driving the toy into her ass as Lily writhed helplessly between them. “Come for us. Come as our perfect little anal slut.”

Darius’s roar echoed hers as he pounded up into her, thick cock jerking inside her as he spilled his load deep, hot and heavy, filling her soaked cunt.

Pinned between them, stuffed in both holes, Lily sobbed through the aftershocks of her climax, her body twitching, her mind reeling. She had never felt anything so massive, so intense, so utterly overwhelming.

Her first double-penetration orgasm. A milestone she would never come back from.

Lily collapsed forward onto Darius’s chest, shaking, her pussy still quivering around his cock. For a moment she thought she might faint, her body spent, her mind blank.

But Chloe’s sharp voice cut through her haze. “Off. Now.”

With a groan, Lily dragged herself upright, Darius’s thick cock sliding free of her sloppy little pussy with a wet, lewd sound. She swayed on her knees, her thighs trembling, the sudden emptiness almost as shocking as being filled.

Darius sat up slightly, his cock glistening with her juices, heavy and proud. Chloe smirked and crooked a finger at Lily. “Clean it off him, slut.”

Face burning, Lily bent forward and took him into her mouth. She gagged slightly on the sheer size, her lips stretched wide, her tongue lapping up the taste of herself. Darius groaned, fisting her hair, holding her head down as she worked, swallowing her shame along with every drop.

When Chloe finally pulled her back by the hair, Lily was gasping, spit and her own pussy juice smeared across her lips. Chloe tilted her chin up, eyes glinting. “Good girl. Now, on the sofa. Spread those legs, lift your ass.”

Lily stumbled over, climbing onto the cushions. She lay back, flushed and trembling, then obeyed, knees wide, ass tilted up, her holes glistening under the lamplight.

Chloe pressed the slender dildo into her hand, the same one she’d just worked into Lily’s ass. “You know what to do, babe.”

Lily hesitated, then pressed the toy back against her tight, aching hole. She whimpered as she eased it inside, her body still sore and stretched, yet maddeningly needy. Slowly, she began to move it in and out, her eyes fluttering shut in shameful ecstasy.

Behind her, Darius grabbed Chloe by the hips, yanking her onto all fours on the rug. He shoved into her hard from behind, his thick cock disappearing into her dripping pussy with one brutal stroke. Chloe cried out, hair tumbling forward, her voice sharp with pleasure.

“Mm, fuck! Darius,” Chloe moaned, rocking back against him, her eyes fixed on the sight before her. “Look at our little slut, using her ass for us.”

Pinned between Darius’s savage thrusts, Chloe still grinned wickedly at Lily. “That’s it, babe. Show us how much you love it. Stretch that tight little hole for us.”

Lily whimpered, her fingers working the dildo faster, her ass clenching around it as she obeyed, putting her most private submission on display while they fucked and watched her.

Darius’s growls grew harsher, his thrusts into Chloe turning savage. Each time his heavy cock slammed deep, Chloe cried out, clawing at the rug, her body bucking against him.

On the sofa, Lily’s pace with the dildo quickened, her breath coming in frantic gasps. Her ass clenched around the toy, her pussy dripping, her eyes locked on the couple before her.

Chloe’s moans rose, sharp and needy. “Yes….fuck….harder!” she panted, glancing at Lily even as Darius pounded into her. “Watch, babe… watch what he does to me.”

Darius roared, his big hands gripping Chloe’s waist, holding her tight as his cock drove one final, brutal thrust deep. His whole body tensed, his growl breaking as he spilled inside her, hot and heavy.

Chloe’s scream split the air, her body convulsing as her orgasm ripped through her, her walls milking him as she collapsed forward, shaking with bliss.

The sight of them; Chloe writhing in ecstasy, Darius buried in her, both lost in their climax, shattered Lily’s control. She sobbed out loud, the dildo plunging into her ass as her own orgasm tore through her.

Her body seized, her thighs trembling violently, her ass clenching hard around the toy. Pleasure ripped through her, massive and unstoppable, her voice breaking as she came alongside them, tears streaking her face.

The room echoed with their cries and gasps; three bodies bound in the same crashing wave of release.

Spent and trembling, Lily collapsed back against the cushions, the toy still lodged in her ass, her whole body twitching with aftershocks. Chloe slumped beneath Darius, his weight pinning her, both of them panting, their satisfied eyes drifting toward the girl on the sofa.

Their little anal slut, pushed past every limit, yet still hungry for more.

The room was thick with the smell of sex, the air heavy and warm. Darius lay back on the rug, spent, his cock still glistening with Chloe’s release. Chloe collapsed against his chest, flushed and glowing, her breath ragged.

Lily, panting on the sofa, tried to steady herself, until Chloe lifted her head, her eyes gleaming with wicked authority.

“Clean us up, babe.”

Lily slid off the sofa on shaky legs. She crawled first to Darius, wrapping her lips around his softening cock, licking and sucking him clean of her own juices, Chloe’s juices and his cum. He groaned low in his chest, one heavy hand resting on her hair, guiding her movements until he was spotless.

Then Chloe shifted onto her back, legs parted, her thighs streaked with their mingled spend. “Now me.”

Face burning, Lily bent down, burying her mouth between Chloe’s slick folds, licking, tasting, swallowing every drop. Chloe moaned, fingers tangling in Lily’s hair as she held her there, grinding against her tongue until she was satisfied.

When at last Chloe released her, Lily slumped back on her heels, lips and chin wet, her body trembling with exhaustion.

“Good girl,” Chloe murmured, stroking her cheek with mock tenderness. Then she reached for the small plug on the table, already glistening with lube. “But you don’t get to sleep without this.”

Lily whimpered softly, her sore ass clenching at the sight, but Chloe was merciless. She pressed the plug back against her abused hole and worked it in with slow, firm pressure until it slid home once more.

“There,” Chloe whispered with a smile. “Perfect. Plugged and ready for bed.”

Together they rose, Darius leading the way to the couple’s bedroom. Chloe guided Lily between them, the girl stumbling on shaky legs, her body used, filled, and claimed.

When they finally crawled under the covers, Chloe pulled Lily close between them. Darius’s arm curled heavy around both women, his chest broad and warm at Lily’s back. The plug sat deep inside her, a constant reminder of her new role.

As her eyes fluttered closed, aching and exhausted, Lily knew the truth: she belonged to them now.



The morning sun spilled pale light through the curtains. Lily stirred first, as always, her body sore in every place they had used her, her ass aching around the little plug still lodged deep. Careful not to wake them, she slipped from between the warm sheets, padding naked into the kitchen.

The quiet hum of the kettle filled the silence as she began preparing breakfast. Eggs cracked into the pan, bread into the toaster, the table laid neatly with cutlery and mugs. Every movement made her hyperaware of the plug nestled snug in her ass, shifting with each step, a constant reminder of her submission.

By the time Chloe and Darius emerged, dressed casually, hair tousled from sleep, the smell of toast and coffee hung in the air. Lily stood waiting beside the table, hands clasped behind her back, eyes lowered.

“Morning, babe,” Chloe said breezily, sliding into her chair. Darius grunted his approval at the spread, already pouring himself coffee.

But before Lily could retreat back to the kitchen, Chloe reached out, catching her wrist. Her eyes glittered with playful cruelty as she turned Lily to the side, then ran her hand over the girl’s perfect round ass.

Chloe’s palm lingered, caressing slowly, before her fingers dipped between Lily’s cheeks. She tugged lightly at the base of the plug, twisting it just enough to make Lily gasp and stumble forward.

“Mmm,” Chloe purred, satisfied. “Still in place. Good girl.” She gave Lily a sharp little pat, dismissing her. “Now sit. We’ll eat together.”

Lily blushed hotly, her thighs trembling, but obeyed, sliding gingerly into her chair, the plug shifting inside her as she sat.

Darius smirked around the rim of his mug, eyes glinting. “She’s learning.”

Chloe smiled, sipping her coffee. “Oh, she’s more than learning. She’s thriving.”

Lily sat across from them, the food untouched before her, her body burning under their gazes. Breakfast looked ordinary, but nothing felt ordinary anymore.



A few days later, over breakfast, Chloe glanced at Lily with that knowing smile. “Babe,” she said lightly, stirring her coffee, “you’re ready to move up to the next plug. Slip that one out after you’ve cleared the table, and let’s get the bigger one.” The casualness of her tone made Lily’s cheeks burn hotter than any direct order could have.

Lily’s breath hitched, but she straight after finishing her breakfast, padded barefoot back to the bedroom. She opened the box with trembling fingers, staring at the medium plug. It gleamed in the light, thicker, more intimidating than the one she’d worn all weekend. Her stomach twisted as heat coiled low in her belly.

When she returned to the table, the toy in her hand, Chloe and Darius were already watching her like predators at ease, sipping their coffee as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

“Up on the chair, babe,” Chloe instructed casually, gesturing to the empty seat beside her. “Knees apart. Show us.”

Blushing furiously, Lily climbed onto the chair, balancing with her knees spread wide, her ass lifted slightly off the seat. Every nerve screamed with humiliation, but her body throbbed with a shameful ache of excitement.

“Now,” Chloe murmured, leaning back with her cup. “Work it in. Nice and slow. I want to see you open yourself.”

Lily whimpered, coating the plug with lube from the table, her hands shaking. Then, with a trembling breath, she reached between her cheeks and pressed the thick tip against her tight little hole.

Her eyes fluttered shut as she pushed down gently. The stretch was intense, burning, overwhelming. She gasped, her back arching, her thighs trembling as the plug began to breach her.

Chloe’s smile widened as she glanced at Darius, who watched silently, his eyes dark with lust. “Look at her,” Chloe purred. “What a good little anal slut she’s becoming.”

Darius grunted in approval, his gaze never leaving the sight of Lily lowering herself slowly, inch by inch, until with a muffled cry the plug slid home, stretching her ass wide and filling her completely.

Lily sagged forward, panting, her face red with shame, her body alive with heat.

Chloe stroked her thigh, her voice soft but firm. “Good girl. You’ll keep that one in today. Time you learned what your ass is really for.”

Chloe’s hand lingered possessively on Lily’s thigh, her nails scratching lightly at her skin as if to remind her who she belonged to. “Good girl,” she said, giving the base of the plug one final twist that made Lily whimper. “You’ll wear that one all day. Don’t disappoint me.”

Darius smirked, buttering his toast as though nothing unusual had just happened. “She won’t. Our little anal slut’s learning fast.”

Lily sat frozen, her ass stretched wide around the bigger plug, shame burning her face, her pussy wetting the chair beneath her. She knew she’d carry that humiliation with her the whole day.

And Chloe knew it too.


Chapter Three – In Class

Lily sat rigid in her chair, her notebook open in front of her, the pen clutched so tightly in her hand her fingers ached. The lecturer’s voice blurred into meaningless noise. She couldn’t catch more than a word at a time, her whole world had narrowed to the heavy, stretching presence filling her ass.

The medium plug felt enormous, relentless. Every shift of her hips, every breath that made her body move, sent it pressing, twisting, making her clench around it. And each time she clenched, her pussy pulsed hotter, wetter, needier, until she was certain her soaked panties were a shameful mess beneath her skirt.

She tried to keep her face neutral, to look as though she were concentrating. But her pen scrawled nothing but shaky lines, half-formed letters that made no sense. Her thighs pressed together under the desk, as if she could hide the throbbing ache between them, as if squeezing tight might stop the needy heat from spilling over.

She risked a glance around. Everyone else was focused on their notes, or their laptops, or the lecturer at the board. Nobody knew. Nobody could possibly know. But the fear of being caught, the humiliation of imagining someone discovering her like this, burned hot in her chest.

Her stomach fluttered, her lip caught between her teeth as she shifted in her seat. The plug twisted, and a whimper nearly escaped her throat. She smothered it quickly with a cough, cheeks blazing red.

Time dragged. Minutes stretched like hours. Sweat gathered between her shoulder blades, her pulse loud in her ears.

When the lecturer finally dismissed them, Lily nearly leapt out of her chair. The sudden movement made the plug shift deep inside her, and she gasped, biting her lip so hard it hurt. She fumbled to gather her books, keeping her head down as she rushed for the door.

Two students glanced her way, puzzled at her flustered state, but she kept moving, forcing her legs to carry her out into the corridor.

Only once the classroom door clicked shut behind her did she sag back against the wall, trembling. Her panties clung wetly to her, her ass ached from the stretch, her whole body still alive with that unbearable, gnawing need.

She had survived class. Barely.

And it was still only Monday.



After dinner, the three of them moved into the living room. Darius settled back on the sofa, his arm draped possessively around Chloe’s shoulders. She leaned into him, legs curled beneath her, wine glass in hand, her eyes glinting with wicked amusement.

Opposite them, Lily perched nervously in the armchair, naked as always, her thighs pressed tight together. The medium plug still sat snug in her ass, her whole body hot with the knowledge that it had been there through every moment of the day.

Chloe sipped her wine, then set the glass down. Her smile spread slowly, knowingly. “Babe,” she said sweetly, “take the plug out for us.”

Lily’s cheeks flamed. Her hands trembled as she reached back, tugging at the base. The toy slid out with a wet pop, and she whimpered, her body clenching at the sudden emptiness. She placed it on the side table as Chloe directed, her eyes cast down in shame.

“Good girl,” Chloe murmured. Then she reached beside the sofa and pulled out a new toy, the next dildo from the set, thicker, longer, its flared head gleaming under the light. She tossed it to Lily, who fumbled to catch it.

“On your back,” Chloe commanded, her voice smooth and merciless. “Spread your legs. Lift your ass. Show us how you can fuck yourself with that.”

Lily’s breath hitched, but she obeyed, sliding down in the chair, spreading her legs wide, her ass tilted up, the toy in her shaking hand. Slowly, she pressed it against her tight rear hole, already sore from the plug.

The stretch was brutal. She whimpered as the head began to push inside, her body straining around it. Inch by inch she worked it deeper, her thighs trembling, tears pricking her eyes at the overwhelming fullness.

Darius and Chloe watched intently, both of them loving the lewd sight of the bulbous head forcing its way past her tight little rear hole, stretching her open in a way that left no doubt how well-trained she was becoming.

Darius groaned softly, his hand sliding over Chloe’s hip as he watched. “Look at her,” he muttered, his cock already hardening in his trousers.

Chloe’s laugh was low and delighted. She had her phone in her hand now, camera raised, filming openly. “Oh, our friends are going to love this,” she purred, zooming in on Lily’s ass swallowing the thick dildo. “Their little anal slut, fucking herself for us.”

Lily moaned helplessly, thrusting the toy in and out of her ass, her pussy dripping down her thighs. The shame of being filmed, of being displayed like this, only pushed her higher.

Her climax built fast, desperate and uncontrollable. With a broken cry, she came, her whole body convulsing, her ass clenching hard around the dildo as waves of pleasure ripped through her.

Chloe caught it all on film, her laughter wicked. “Perfect,” she whispered. “Absolutely perfect.”


Chapter Four – Wednesday Morning

By now, the ritual had become routine. Lily rose early, naked, padding into the kitchen to make breakfast while the medium plug stretched her ass with every step. She laid out the table, careful and obedient, her body buzzing with shameful heat all the while.

When Chloe and Darius came in, they sat as if nothing were unusual. Chloe sipped her coffee, then turned her sharp gaze on Lily. A smirk touched her lips.

“Well, babe,” she said lightly, setting her cup down. “It’s Wednesday. Time to graduate again.”

Lily froze, her pulse hammering. She knew what that meant.

Chloe flicked her fingers toward the bedroom. “Go fetch the biggest plug.”

Lily’s stomach dropped, but she obeyed at once, scurrying barefoot across the flat. She opened the velvet-lined box, her breath catching at the sight of the largest plug, heavy, wide, gleaming black. It looked impossibly big. Her hole still ached from the medium one. How could she ever…?

But Chloe was waiting.

Back at the table, Chloe gestured to the empty chair. “Up, knees apart, ass forward. Show us.”

Darius leaned back, arms folded, his dark eyes locked on Lily as she climbed into position. She knelt on the chair, thighs spread wide, presenting herself, her whole body trembling.

“Out with the old,” Chloe murmured, tugging the medium plug free with a slick pop. Lily gasped, her ass clenching, emptiness shocking her. Chloe held it up, glistening in the morning light, then set it casually on the table beside the butter dish.

“Now,” Chloe continued, handing Lily the biggest plug. “Lube it well. Then work it in. Slowly.”

Lily’s hands shook as she coated the massive toy, slicking it until her fingers slipped. With a whimper, she pressed the blunt tip to her stretched hole.

The burn was immediate, sharp and overwhelming. She cried out softly, her body straining as she tried to ease it in.

“Breathe, babe,” Chloe cooed, stroking her thigh. “Push back for it. Open yourself for us.”

Gritting her teeth, tears stinging her eyes, Lily obeyed. Inch by inch, the widest part stretched her further than she’d ever imagined, her whole body trembling with the effort. Finally, with a deep, wet pop, the plug seated itself snugly inside her.

Lily sagged forward, panting, her ass stretched full, the base heavy and obscene between her cheeks.

Chloe clapped her hands once, delighted. “Perfect. Our little anal slut’s wearing the biggest already. What a good girl.”

Darius’s low chuckle rumbled from across the table. “She’s ready for anything now.”

Lily sat trembling on the chair, unable to meet their eyes, her ass stretched wide, her pussy throbbing, as breakfast carried on around her.



Lily sat at her desk, trying to look normal, but every second was torture. The biggest plug stretched her ass unbearably, her body clenching around it helplessly. It felt so heavy, so wide, filling her more completely than she thought possible.

Every tiny movement made her wince. Crossing her legs, shifting in her seat, even bending forward to write, the plug ground deeper, sending shocks of sensation racing through her.

She could barely focus on the lecture. Her notes were a mess, shaky scribbles that made no sense. She bit her lip so hard it hurt, trying not to whimper each time the toy shifted inside her.

The shame was unbearable. Sitting there in the crowded classroom, her ass stretched wide, her pussy dripping into her panties, and no one around her had any idea. Or did they? A boy two rows up glanced back, frowning as she squirmed in her chair. Lily dropped her gaze instantly, face burning.

Her heart raced. If anyone knew… if Chloe’s friends ever saw this video… she’d never recover.

But the thought only made her wetter.

By the end of class, she could hardly walk straight. Her thighs were slick, her panties soaked through, her stomach tight with the desperate need to come. She gathered her things quickly, avoiding eye contact, shuffling out into the corridor with her head down.

Every step home was a reminder of Chloe’s control. The thick plug sat deep inside her, stretching her mercilessly, forcing her to think of nothing else. She could already imagine Chloe’s smirk, Darius’s dark chuckle, when they asked her to report on her day.

And she knew she’d have to confess the truth: she hadn’t learned a single thing. She couldn’t concentrate on anything but the massive toy filling her ass and the shameful, dripping need between her thighs.

It was only Wednesday.


Chapter Five – Afternoon Confession

Lily’s key rattled in the lock as she stepped into the flat, her heart pounding. The walk home had been agony, every step with the biggest plug stretching her hole, every passerby a reminder that if they only knew, her shame would be complete.

She shut the door quietly, then obeyed the ritual without hesitation. Clothes off. Always by the door. Skirt, blouse, bra, soaked panties, each piece slipped from her trembling hands into the neat little pile on the chair.

Naked, stretched, and flushed from the long walk, she smoothed her hair nervously and padded barefoot into the sitting room.

Her breath caught.

Darius was there, lounging back on the sofa, a mug of tea in his hand. Beside him sat Chloe, her auburn hair shining in the late light, her eyes glittering as she watched Lily enter. And next to Chloe, a third figure. Broad, dark-skinned, sharply dressed. One of Darius’s friends.

Lily froze in the doorway, her face blazing red, every inch of her naked body exposed. The heavy plug sat snug between her cheeks, humiliatingly obvious if any of them cared to look.

“Well,” Chloe said lightly, setting her cup down, “there’s our girl.” She gestured lazily with a flick of her wrist. “Come in, babe. Don’t be rude.”

Darius’s smirk was dark, unreadable. “She’s got something to tell us.”

Lily’s knees shook as she stepped forward, her head lowered, her body prickling with the weight of three sets of eyes on her. She reached the centre of the room, clasping her hands in front of her to cover herself, but Chloe gave a sharp shake of her head.

“Hands behind your back,” Chloe ordered sweetly. “Stand tall. Let’s hear it.”

Lily obeyed, her whole body trembling as the plug shifted deep inside her. She could barely breathe under the humiliation, but Chloe’s smile made clear there would be no escape.

“Well, babe?” Chloe prompted, her tone amused, knowing. “Tell us. How was class with your pretty little ass stretched wide?”

Lily’s throat was dry, her voice barely more than a whisper. “I… I couldn’t… concentrate.”

Chloe tilted her head, smiling like a cat with a cornered mouse. “Couldn’t concentrate?” she echoed, her tone mockingly gentle. “Why not, babe?”

Lily’s cheeks burned hotter, her gaze fixed on the carpet. “The plug… it was… too much. I… I couldn’t focus on the lecture. I could barely even write.”

Darius’s friend chuckled softly, sipping his tea, eyes glinting as they lingered on her naked body.

Chloe leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees, her voice a wicked purr. “Mmm. And was that all, babe? Just a little distracted? Or was there something else?”

Lily’s hands tightened behind her back. She shook her head quickly. “N-no… I—”

“Don’t lie,” Chloe cut in, sharp now. “Look at me.”

Lily lifted her eyes, trembling, caught in Chloe’s piercing gaze.

Chloe’s smile widened. “Tell us how wet you were.”

Lily swallowed hard, her lip quivering. “I… I couldn’t stop it. I was… dripping. In class. Everyone around me, and I just… I couldn’t help it.”

Chloe laughed softly, her eyes sparkling with triumph. She glanced at Darius, then at his friend. “See? Our little anal slut’s so desperate she soaks her panties in the middle of class.”

Lily whimpered, her thighs pressing together instinctively, her whole body burning with humiliation.

Darius’s friend raised his mug in a mock toast. “Sounds like she’s coming along nicely.”

Chloe leaned back against Darius, satisfied, her hand sliding lazily over his thigh. “Oh, she is. And she’s only just beginning.”

Chloe’s eyes glinted wickedly as she leaned forward. “Words are sweet, babe, but I don’t think our guest quite believes you.”

Lily froze, her heart hammering. “Ch-Chloe…”

“On your knees,” Chloe interrupted, her voice sharp, leaving no room for protest. “Right here, in front of us. Now.”

Her legs trembled as she sank to the carpet, kneeling before the sofa. She kept her head bowed, burning with shame.

“Spread your thighs,” Chloe commanded.

Slowly, Lily shuffled her knees apart, her skin prickling with heat as her most private places were revealed under the bright light of the sitting room.

“Good girl,” Chloe murmured, her tone almost affectionate. Then, with a smirk, she added, “Now show him. Use your fingers. Hold yourself open so he can see how wet you got at school.”

Lily whimpered, her whole body shaking. But Chloe’s gaze pinned her in place, leaving her no choice. With trembling hands, she reached down and pressed her fingers to her slick folds, parting them wide.

A gasp escaped her lips as the cool air touched her swollen, soaked pussy. Her nectar glistened under the light, her arousal undeniable.

Darius’s friend leaned forward slightly, his eyes dark with interest, a slow grin spreading across his face.

“Well,” he said softly, savouring the view. “She wasn’t lying.”

Chloe laughed, reaching down to stroke Lily’s hair as though she were a pet on display. “Of course she wasn’t. Our little anal slut can’t keep dry anymore. Even in class. Even surrounded by people.”

Lily’s tears pricked her eyes, her cheeks blazing, her thighs trembling as she held herself open before them. Shame and desire warred inside her, but her body’s response was undeniable—she was soaked, throbbing, desperate, exposed.

“Well, little slut?” Chloe purred. “Who’s going to spank you for not concentrating in class?”

Chloe let her fingers trail lazily through Lily’s hair before tilting her chin up, making the girl meet her eyes. “You’ve been a good girl,” she said softly, her tone almost gentle. “But you still need to learn a lesson.”

Lily swallowed hard, her naked body trembling, her face hot with shame as she knelt before them.

“You couldn’t concentrate in class,” Chloe went on, her smile sharpening. “That won’t do. You have to learn to focus, no matter how stretched your ass is, no matter how wet your little cunt gets. So, you’re going to be spanked.”

She lifted the heavy wooden spoon from the table and tapped it against her palm. “But… you get a choice, babe. I do it with the wooden spoon. Darius can do it, with his hand, twenty hard smacks on each cheek. Or…” her eyes slid wickedly to the guest sitting forward with a hungry grin, “…our friend. Since he’s a stranger, you’ll only get half. Ten, with his hand, hard smacks on each cheek.”

Lily’s stomach flipped. The thought of Chloe’s cruel spoon, or Darius’s heavy hand, already made her thighs clench, but the idea of bending over for a man she barely knew, exposing herself to him, made her burn with humiliation.

Darius chuckled, stretching his broad shoulders, his gaze fixed on her. “Either way, she’s going to cry.”

Their friend leaned back casually, smirking as he set his mug down. “I’d enjoy giving her a taste.”

Chloe stroked Lily’s cheek, her voice soft and coaxing. “So… what’s it going to be, babe? My spoon? Darius’s hand? Or ten from a stranger?”

Lily’s lips parted, trembling, her eyes darting between them. Chloe, spoon in hand, smiling so sweetly. Their guest, smirking, waiting for her shame. And Darius, silent but solid, his dark eyes never leaving hers.

Her breath shuddered. “D-Darius,” she whispered at last.

A slow grin spread across Chloe’s face. “Mmm. Brave girl. Over his knee, then.”

Darius set his mug down with deliberate calm, then crooked a finger at her. “Come here.”

Lily shuffled forward on her knees, heart pounding, her ass clenching tight around the plug still lodged deep inside her. Darius reached out, gripped her by the waist, and pulled her easily across his lap until she was draped over his thick thighs, her ass raised high, her round cheeks spread and vulnerable.

“Count,” he said simply, his voice deep and uncompromising.

“Yes, Sir,” Lily whispered, her voice breaking.

The first smack landed heavy, the sound echoing sharp in the quiet room. Fire bloomed across her cheek and she cried out, “O-one!”

Darius’s hand came down again, harder this time. “Two!”

Each strike was merciless, his broad palm covering her whole cheek, the impact jarring her body. The plug inside her only heightened the sensation, every jolt forced it deeper, making her gasp and clench helplessly around it.

Darius’s friend and Chloe loved the sight of Lily’s round cheeks rippling delightfully with each hard smack, watching as the full curves slowly deepened to a rosy red under his relentless hand.

By the tenth smack, tears pricked her eyes, her voice hoarse as she counted. Chloe leaned forward, smiling, running her fingers idly through Lily’s hair. “That’s it, babe. Good girl. Take every one for us.”

Darius’s rhythm never faltered, each blow deliberate, punishing, his voice rumbling, “Don’t lose count.”

Lily’s cries filled the room, her round ass reddening under his hand, the plug sitting firmly in place as she endured her punishment. By the twentieth, she was sobbing openly, gasping out the final number, her body trembling over his lap.

Darius rested his hand on her burning cheek, rubbing slowly, soothing only after the lesson was complete. “That’s done,” he rumbled. “She’ll remember this one.”

Chloe’s satisfied smile widened as she stroked Lily’s flushed cheek. “Oh, she will. She’s learning beautifully.”

Lily lay back on the rug, her skin still flushed from the spanking, her ass burning, the biggest plug still seated deep in her stretched arse. Chloe crouched beside her with a wicked smile.

“Out with that plug,” Chloe murmured, tugging it free with a wet pop. Lily whimpered at the sudden emptiness, her hole twitching and clenching, sore and stretched.

“Now,” Chloe said sweetly, handing her the slimmer toy, “in your pussy. Show him how wet you are.”

Lily’s hands shook as she took it, her face flaming. She spread her thighs wide, the heat between them undeniable, her folds glistening. Slowly, she pressed the toy against her entrance, gasping as it slid in easily, her soaked pussy swallowing it inch by inch.

Darius’s friend leaned forward in his seat, his eyes dark, drinking in every detail. “Fuck… look at her.”

Chloe’s laugh was low and delighted. “Oh, you haven’t seen anything yet.” She reached for the thicker dildo and held it over Lily’s stomach, tauntingly close. “Ready, babe? Open up.”

Lily whimpered, her thighs trembling, but nodded. Chloe pressed the wide, blunt head to her rear hole, circling it slowly, smearing lube before pressing down.

The burn was instant, the stretch overwhelming. Lily cried out, her head tossing back against the rug. “Please!”

“Take it,” Chloe snapped, pushing harder. “You want to show off for our guest, don’t you? You want him to see what a little anal slut you are.”

With a sob, Lily bore down, her body straining, until the thick toy breached her ass. Inch by inch, Chloe worked it deeper, her hand firm and merciless, until Lily lay there gasping, stuffed in both holes, her pussy and ass completely filled.

“Now fuck yourself,” Chloe ordered.

Tears blurred Lily’s eyes as she obeyed, pumping the slimmer dildo in and out of her dripping pussy while Chloe thrust the thicker one into her ass. The twin sensations overwhelmed her, stretching, filling, burning; until her cries filled the room.

Chloe smirked, holding the thicker toy steady as Lily writhed, impaled on both. “Look at her, boys. Two holes full, squirming for us. Our little slut loves it.”

Darius grunted low, his cock already straining in his trousers as he watched. His friend leaned forward, his grin wide and hungry. “Christ, she’s perfect.”

Lily’s moans built higher, desperate, shame and pleasure tangled together until she shattered, climax tearing through her. She screamed, her body convulsing, her pussy clenching around the slim toy, her ass gripping the thick one as she came harder than she ever thought possible.

Chloe caught every second on her phone, her laughter wicked. “Oh yes,” she purred, zooming in as Lily writhed helplessly. “Our friends are going to love this.”

Lily lay panting on the rug, her body twitching, her holes still stuffed with the toys. Chloe leaned forward, filming the aftermath with a wicked smile.

Then her voice cut through the silence, sharp and mocking. “Lily, you little slut… look at you. You’ve got our guest all worked up. Are you going to help him out?”

Lily’s eyes flicked up, shame and arousal warring in her expression. Slowly, obediently, she pulled herself onto her knees. Her thighs trembled as she began to crawl forward on all fours, the rug rough beneath her palms.

Chloe and Darius watched closely, eyes gleaming with hunger.

Each shuffle forward made the toys shift inside her. First the slimmer dildo slid free with a slick pop, wetness spilling from her pussy as it plopped obscenely onto the floor. She gasped, humiliated, but kept moving.

Another crawl forward and the thicker dildo slipped from her ass with a wet squelch, dropping heavily to the rug. Her gaping rear hole pulsed open, stretched and raw, lewdly displayed for them all.

“Beautiful,” Chloe purred, capturing it all on her phone. “Look at those holes, Darius. Gaping and empty, begging to be filled again.”

Lily’s cheeks burned, her chest tight with shame; the humiliation of being spread open and recorded like this left her trembling, knowing the evidence of her disgrace was now theirs to keep, or share.

Their guest leaned back on the sofa, smirking, his cock already out and thick in his hand. He stroked himself slowly, waiting.

Lily reached him, her cheeks flushed crimson, her breath shaking. Without a word she bent forward, wrapped her lips around the head of his cock, and began to suck.

“Good girl,” Chloe cooed, her voice a mix of mockery and approval. “Suck him properly. Show him what that hot little mouth is good for.”

Darius chuckled darkly, his hand possessive on Chloe’s hip as he watched. “She’s learning fast.”

His gaze dropped back to Lily, her lips stretched wide around their friend’s cock. “Tell me, slut,” he rumbled, voice low but carrying, “how much do you love having a cock in your mouth?”

Lily tried to answer, but the thick length muffled her words into wet, garbled sounds — a desperate, breathless “yeth, Mithtrreth… yesh…” around the shaft she was sucking so eagerly.

The men laughed, Chloe’s smile sharpening as she stroked Darius’s thigh. “Good girl. Even with your mouth full, you manage to obey.”

The guest groaned, sinking deeper into Lily’s throat as she worked him with desperate obedience, spit glistening on her lips, her holes still open and dripping on the rug below.

Lily’s whole world narrowed to the thick shaft sliding between her lips. She focused on the man’s cock filling her mouth, the weight of it pressing deeper with every guided thrust. Her throat convulsed around him as she tried to take more, her gag muffled, spit running from the corners of her mouth.

So intent was she on servicing him that she didn’t hear Darius moving behind her until she felt it.

The blunt, bulbous head of his cock pressed against her gaping, abused rear hole. Her body jolted, a muffled cry vibrating around the cock in her throat. She tried to turn her head, but the guest’s fist was tight in her hair, holding her down.

“Stay,” he growled, forcing her lips further down his shaft.

Lily moaned helplessly around his cock, her body trembling, every nerve alive with shame and need.

Chloe’s voice rang out, sharp with glee. “Yes, babe. You can take it. You’re ready for this. Open up your pretty little ass for him.”

Lily instinctively now reached her hands back and pulled her round cheeks further apart, baring herself completely, making it easier for Darius to push deeper, an unspoken acknowledgment that she was there to please him, Chloe, and whoever they chose.

Darius pushed harder, his thick head breaching her stretched rim. The sensation made Lily sob, her throat stuffed, her ass filled anew.

He groaned low, his hands clamping tight on her hips. Her sphincter pulsed frantically around him, squeezing and resisting even as he drove deeper, and to Darius it felt incredible; that tight, quivering grip milking his cock as he buried himself in her.

With a deep growl, Darius drove himself deeper, his fat cock sliding into her ass inch by relentless inch. The tight ring of her sphincter spasmed around him, clenching desperately as if to repel the invader, but his sheer size left her no escape.

“Fuck…” Darius groaned, his hands gripping her hips, holding her still. “She’s gripping me like a vice. Her ass is perfect.”

Pinned between them, Lily could only moan, her throat stretched around one cock, her rear hole spread wide by another, her body shuddering with the unbearable fullness.

Chloe leaned closer, filming every second, her smile triumphant. “Look at you, babe,” she crooned. “Cock in your mouth, cock in your ass. Our perfect little slut.”

Once Darius had sunk fully into her ass, the two men began to move. At first their thrusts were measured, but quickly a rhythm built, one driving into her mouth, the other into her rear, her body caught helplessly between them.

Lily moaned around the cock filling her throat, the sound muffled and wet. Every time Darius slammed forward, his fat shaft spread her ass wider, her tight ring clenching desperately around him. Every time their guest pulled her head down, she gagged around his cock, spit dripping from her lips.

Back and forth, they used her together, spit roasting the beautiful girl, fucking her holes in perfect rhythm while Chloe filmed from the sofa, her laughter sharp and delighted.

“Look at you, babe,” Chloe cooed, zooming in on Lily’s stretched holes. “A cock in your throat, a cock in your ass… and you’re loving every second.”

And she was. Shame and pleasure tangled until she was trembling on all fours, her body begging for release. The relentless rhythm drove her higher, each brutal thrust into her ass sparking against the pulsing ache of her clit, each choke around the cock in her mouth sending shivers through her.

Her climax tore through her suddenly, unstoppable. Lily cried out, her voice breaking around the thick shaft in her throat, her whole body convulsing as her orgasm ripped through her.

The friend groaned, gripping her hair tight, holding her head down as he erupted. Hot, salty spurts filled her throat, forcing her to swallow desperately as some spilled from the corners of her mouth, dribbling down her chin.

A heartbeat later, Darius roared, his grip bruising on her hips as he buried himself deep in her ass. His cock throbbed, erupting, flooding her bowels with thick heat, heavy spurts. Lily whimpered, her body shuddering as she felt the molten spill deep inside her, her rear hole clenching helplessly around him.

Pinned between them, gaping and used, her body shook with the aftershocks of orgasm and the shameful, undeniable truth: she had never felt so degraded, or so desperately alive.

The two men pulled back, leaving Lily slumped on the rug, trembling on all fours. Her hair clung damp to her face, spit and cum smeared across her lips and chin, her ass gaping obscenely, leaking Darius’s hot seed down her thighs.

Chloe leaned forward, setting her phone down after catching every second. She cupped Lily’s flushed cheek, tilting her head up so their eyes met.

“Good girl,” she murmured with a wicked smile. “You took him in your mouth and Darius in your ass like the perfect little slut you are.”

Lily whimpered, her body shuddering, still caught in the haze of her orgasm.

Chloe’s smile widened, her tone playful but edged with promise. “But next time, babe… we want all your holes filled. Mouth, pussy, ass — every inch of you broken; taken.”

Darius grunted his agreement, still catching his breath. Their guest chuckled darkly, zipping his trousers, his eyes lingering hungrily on Lily’s wrecked body.

Pinned by Chloe’s gaze, Lily’s stomach fluttered with dread and heat all at once. She knew Chloe meant it. Next time, there would be no part of her left untouched.


Epilogue

The morning sun slanted through the blinds, warming the little kitchen. Lily moved quietly about the flat, naked as always, the cool tile floor under her bare feet. The thickest of the butt-plugs sat heavy and snug inside her, stretching her sore rear hole with every step. The weight of it had become a constant reminder, of who she was now, of what she had become.

She set the coffee brewing, laid slices of bread into the toaster, gathered dishes and glasses left over from the night before. Each movement made the plug shift, sending a little shiver through her exhausted body.

Her mind drifted back. Back to that very first night, when she’d pressed her ear to the thin wall, blushing at the sounds of Chloe and Darius together. She’d been so innocent then, curious, nervous, untouched.

Now she was their slut.

They had used her mouth, stretching her lips around cock and cunt alike. They had shared her with their friends, putting her body on display for others’ pleasure. They had spanked her, reddened her ass for failing them. And last night, Darius had finally taken what no one else had; her anal virginity.

Her cheeks burned at the memory, her thighs trembling, her pussy clenching as she leaned over the counter. She should have felt ruined. Instead, the thought only made her wetter.

From the bedroom, she heard Chloe’s soft laugh, Darius’s deep murmur. Soon they’d be out here, sipping their coffee, deciding what new ways to use her.

Lily’s lips curved into a shy, trembling smile. She knew one thing for certain.

She would obey.

She was theirs. Entirely.


Book 4 Teaser

Lily thought she’d given them everything. Her mouth, her pussy, her ass, every part of her body had been claimed, stretched, used. She had taken Darius in her rear for the first time, sucked off their friend while Chloe filmed, and learned to present herself as the perfect anal slut.

But Chloe hadn’t forgotten her promise.

“All your holes, babe,” Chloe whispered one night, stroking Lily’s hair as Darius loomed behind her. “Mouth, pussy, ass. Filled at the same time. We won’t stop until you’re airtight.”

Now Lily finds herself on the edge of her most terrifying, thrilling milestone yet. With Darius, Chloe, and their chosen friends eager to push her limits further, she will be spread wider, used harder, and filled deeper than she ever dreamed possible.

Her body is ready. But is her mind?

In Book 4, Lily learns what it truly means to surrender everything.
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