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Prologue

Steam curled from the tiny en-suite as Natalie stepped barefoot into her dorm room. A towel clung to her skin, damp from the shower, her long brunette hair falling loose around her shoulders. She paused in front of the full-length mirror, the only indulgence in her plain student room, and let the towel slip.

The girl in the glass was nineteen, but no longer the hesitant, unsure version of herself she once knew. Her body gleamed under the dim light, high, firm breasts that rose with each breath, a soft curve to her belly that she used to call a flaw, hips rounding into a heart-shaped ass she’d always thought too big. Now she turned slightly, watching the line of her thighs, the shape of her back, the proud tilt of her chin. Tre had made her see it differently. He had made her believe.

Her fingers rose to cup a breast, brushing her nipple until it hardened under her touch. Heat curled through her as memories rushed back — his hands pinning her wrists, his mouth forcing hers open, his cock stretching her until she thought she would break. The sound of his voice still echoed in her head, sharp and commanding: good girl… slut… mine.

Her fingers rose to cup a breast, brushing her nipple until it hardened under her touch. Heat curled through her as memories rushed back — his hands pinning her wrists, his mouth forcing hers open, his cock stretching her until she thought she would break. The sound of his voice still echoed in her head, sharp and commanding: good girl… slut… mine.

Her hand drifted lower, over her belly and between her thighs, where she was bare now, shaved smooth just as he had ordered. She remembered the first time he made her strip for him, trembling with shame, and how quickly that shame had turned into something else. Something darker, hotter.

She closed her eyes, her lips parting as she thought of every way he had used her. The rough thrusts that left her gasping. The humiliating orders that made her obey against her better judgment. The way he praised her when she obeyed, his words searing hotter than any touch.

And then the memory that made her cheeks burn deepest: kneeling on Tre’s bed, his friend standing in front of her, thick and pale, ordering her to open her mouth. Tre had watched from his chair, calm, approving, as she obeyed. She remembered the taste, the weight, the way she gagged and swallowed, humiliated but unable to deny the rush of heat flooding her body. She had been shared, displayed, and Tre had made her admit she liked it.

Her hand drifted lower, over her belly and between her thighs, where she was bare now, shaved smooth just as he had instructed. She remembered the first time he made her strip for him, trembling with shame, and how quickly that shame had turned into something else. Something darker, hotter.

She closed her eyes, her lips parting as she thought of every way he had used her. The rough thrusts that left her gasping. The humiliating orders that made her obey against her better judgment. The way he praised her when she obeyed, his words searing hotter than any touch.

Natalie opened her eyes again, meeting her reflection. Her chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths.

She was still the same girl, nineteen, uncertain, with books stacked high on her desk. And yet she wasn’t. Tre had changed her. He had taken her apart and begun to rebuild her in his image.

And now she knew, deep down, that he wasn’t finished.




Chapter One – The Return

Natalie sat cross-legged on her narrow dorm bed, her hair damp from a shower, her books spread out around her but untouched. The words on the page refused to hold still. All she could see — all she could feel — was him.

Tre.

The way his voice had wrapped around her like a command. The way his body had caged her in. The way he had made her obey, strip, kneel, open. Her cheeks burned at the memory, and she hugged her knees tighter, as if she could squeeze the images out of her mind.

She had sworn she wouldn’t go back. She had told herself it was too much, too humiliating, too dangerous. But her body betrayed her with every pulse between her thighs. She could still feel him there, stretching her, filling her, marking her.

Her phone buzzed against the duvet. She jumped, heart lurching, and snatched it up.

Tre: What are you doing?

Her fingers hovered over the screen, torn between lying and telling the truth.

Natalie: Studying.

The reply came instantly.

Tre: Put the books away.

She stared at the words, a lump rising in her throat. Slowly, almost mechanically, she closed her notebook and pushed her textbooks aside. Her heart pounded harder.

Another message lit the screen.

Tre: Come to me.

Natalie swallowed. Her mouth was dry, her hands trembling. She typed back before she could think.

Natalie: Now?

The three dots appeared, then vanished.

Tre: Now. Skirt. No bra. No underwear.

Heat flooded her face. Her thighs pressed together automatically, the shame sparking sharp and hot in her chest. But beneath it — deeper, more undeniable — was the throb of arousal.

She stood, her reflection catching in the mirror across the room. Big almond eyes, lips parted, chest heaving. She looked like someone else. Someone reckless. Someone owned.

Her hands moved without her permission, pulling a skirt from the wardrobe, tugging a tight sweater over her bare breasts. The air was cool against her nipples, already hard.

Her phone buzzed one last time.

Tre: Good girl. Don’t keep me waiting.

Natalie grabbed her bag and fled the room, her pulse racing, the echo of his words following her out into the night.


Chapter One – The Return

Natalie sat on the edge of her narrow bed, staring at the message glowing on her phone.

Tre: Now. Skirt. No bra. No underwear.

Her heart pounded so hard she could hear it in her ears. She told herself she should ignore him, that she should stay in and study, that she should cut him off before he dragged her further into his world. But her body was already moving.

She rose and went to the wardrobe, tugging hangers aside with shaking hands. Most of her clothes suddenly felt wrong, too modest, too covered, or too flimsy. At last, she pulled out a short skirt, mid-thigh, simple but clingy enough to hug her hips. She stepped into it, the fabric whispering up her bare legs until it settled against her skin. No panties underneath. Just the shocking brush of cotton against her heat, reminding her of every step she was about to take.

Next came the top: a fitted sweater, thin enough that the absence of a bra was obvious. She slipped it over her head, tugging it down as it clung to her breasts. Her nipples pressed hard against the fabric, already betraying her. She covered herself with her arms, then dropped them again, knowing there was no hiding.

She caught sight of herself in the mirror: nineteen years old, long brunette hair tumbling loose, big almond eyes too wide, lips parted as though waiting for a kiss. The sight made her flush scarlet. Tre wanted her like this. Tre wanted her visible. Tre wanted her ashamed. Tre wanted her eager!

And she was, she wanted to please him.

She pulled on ankle socks and trainers, the most ordinary part of her outfit, then snatched up her bag. One last glance at the mirror, one last tremble of nerves, and then she was out the door, pulling it closed behind her before she could lose her nerve.

The night air hit her skin like a shock. Every step across campus reminded her she was bare beneath her clothes, that anyone she passed could see the shape of her breasts through the thin knit, could guess what she wasn’t wearing under her skirt. She hugged her bag to her chest, her thighs pressed tightly together as she walked faster, trying to look normal while shame and excitement churned hot in her stomach.

Tre’s house loomed at the end of the street, bigger and noisier than her dorm block, lights glowing from the kitchen at the back. Voices drifted faintly into the night, laughter and bass from a speaker. Her pulse quickened. She knew his housemates were in.

She mounted the steps, her breath quick and shallow, and lifted her hand to knock.

Natalie knocked quickly, her knuckles barely grazing the wood. For a moment she prayed Tre would answer, that she wouldn’t have to face anyone else.

The door swung open, and her stomach dropped.

It wasn’t Tre.

It was him. The broad-shouldered, shaggy blond housemate. The same one who had seen her splayed out on Tre’s bed, naked, legs spread, her body, her gaping pussy, leaking Tre’s cum, and the same one she had been forced to kneel for, to take in her mouth while Tre watched with calm approval.

Recognition lit his grin the moment his eyes landed on her. He leaned lazily against the frame, arms crossed over his chest, filling the doorway as though he’d been expecting her.

“Well, well,” he drawled, his voice thick with amusement. His eyes swept her outfit in a single deliberate glance, the short skirt, the tight sweater with no bra, her nipples pressed hard against the fabric. His grin widened. “Tre keeping you busy tonight?”

Natalie flushed crimson, her fingers tightening on the strap of her bag. She dropped her gaze, too ashamed to speak, knowing he could see everything Tre had made her wear, or not wear.

Natalie’s cheeks burned as his gaze lingered. She could see it in his eyes, the memory flickering there, vivid and smug. He’s seen me completely naked and on show, she thought desperately, shame tightening her chest. Every glance from him felt like he was stripping her bare again, recalling the way she’d been displayed on Tre’s bed, ruined and used.

The housemate chuckled low in his throat, the sound curling around her. “Yeah. Thought so.”

He stepped aside, holding the door open, but didn’t move far enough to give her an easy path. She had to brush past him, her shoulder grazing his chest. The memory of his cock in her mouth flared hot in her mind, and she felt her knees weaken.

“Upstairs,” he said casually, jerking his chin toward the landing. “He’s waiting.”

Natalie shifted, clutching the strap of her bag tighter.

The blond housemate’s grin widened. “Appreciate it if you keep the noise down this time,” he added with a low chuckle.

Her face flamed, shame burning through her. She couldn’t meet his eyes. The memory of her cries, loud and desperate, filled her ears all over again. He’d heard. They’d all heard.

She hurried past him, her legs trembling as she climbed the stairs, his laughter echoing behind her. As she climbed the stairs, she felt his eyes on her the whole way up, on the sway of her hips, the bare skin of her thighs, the invisible secret Tre had made her carry.

She didn’t look back. She couldn’t. Her cheeks burned, her heart hammering, and the shame curled tight inside her. But underneath it, deeper, hotter, she felt the unmistakable throb of arousal.

She reached Tre’s door and raised her hand to knock, her whole body trembling.




Chapter Two – Inspection

Natalie raised her hand to knock, but before her knuckles touched the wood, his voice came from inside. Deep. Certain. Already in control.

“Come in.”

Her pulse leapt. She turned the handle and slipped inside, closing the door quickly behind her.

Tre sat at his desk, bare-chested, jeans slung low on his hips. His laptop was open in front of him, but his attention was fixed entirely on her. The faintest curve of a smile touched his lips.

He looked every inch the man she couldn’t resist tall and broad, his dark skin smooth and gleaming under the low light, shoulders carved from hours in the gym, chest thick with muscle, veins running down his powerful forearms. His jaw was sharp, his lips full, his black eyes calm but unyielding, the eyes of someone who expected to be obeyed. Even sitting down, he radiated strength and control, the kind that made her knees weaken just to be in the same room.

The faintest curve of a smile touched his lips.

“Lock it.”

She obeyed, her fingers fumbling over the bolt, every sound in the room suddenly too loud. When she turned back, he was still watching her, his gaze sweeping slowly down her body, the short skirt, the cling of the sweater against her breasts, the stiff peaks of her nipples showing through.

“You followed my instructions?” he asked, his tone steady, unhurried.

Natalie nodded quickly, eyes dropping to the floor. “Yes.”

“Show me.”

Her breath caught. Shame rushed hot into her face. She clutched the strap of her bag tighter, as though it could shield her.

Tre leaned back in his chair, broad shoulders relaxed, but his eyes sharp. “Now, Natalie.”

Her hands trembled as she set the bag aside and reached for the hem of her sweater.

“Slowly,” Tre said, his voice calm but edged with steel.

Natalie swallowed hard, then obeyed. Inch by inch, she peeled the sweater upward, the thin fabric dragging over her breasts. Her nipples stood stiff, pressing through the knit, and when the sweater lifted free of her body she felt the cool air tighten them further. She dropped it onto the chair beside her, crossing her arms over herself instinctively.

“Hands down,” Tre ordered.

Her arms fell to her sides. Her cheeks burned as his gaze lingered openly on her bare chest.

“Skirt next. Slow.”

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband, tugging carefully, the fabric sliding down over her hips, past the swell of her thighs, and pooling around her ankles. She stepped out of it, trembling, her whole body flushing hot as she stood naked before him.

Tre leaned back in his chair, eyes sweeping leisurely over her, her breasts rising and falling with every shaky breath, the soft curve of her belly, the heart-shaped swell of her hips and ass. He let the silence stretch until her skin prickled with heat.

“Turn around,” he said at last.

Natalie hesitated, then obeyed, turning slowly until her back faced him.

“Show me your round ass.”

Her heart thudded in her chest as she bent ever so slightly at the waist, letting him see the full shape of her behind, bare and exposed under the harsh light of his gaze.

“Good girl,” Tre murmured, satisfaction thick in his voice. “Perfect.”

Tre rose from his chair in one smooth movement. Natalie’s breath caught as he crossed the room, his presence filling the space. He guided her with a light but unyielding hand, steering her toward the bed.

He sat down on the edge, his jeans still hanging low on his hips, and pulled her forward. She stumbled, then found herself perched on his lap, her bare skin pressing against the heat of his chest.

“Look at you,” he murmured, his hand sliding up her spine, firm and steady. “Exactly where you belong.”

Before she could answer, his other hand cupped the back of her head and drew her down. His mouth claimed hers, hot and insistent, his tongue parting her lips until she melted against him. Her almond eyes fluttered closed, her body surrendering to the kiss as if she had no choice.

His hands roamed freely over her naked form, down her back, across the swell of her hips, up to her breasts. His thumb brushed her hardened nipple, and she gasped into his mouth.

Tre broke the kiss, his lips grazing hers as he spoke. “You’re mine to touch. Mine to use. Remember that.”

Natalie nodded faintly, her voice lost, her body trembling with equal parts shame and want.

Tre’s hand slid from the back of her head to her shoulder, pressing gently but firmly until she slipped from his lap. She knelt at his feet, her hair falling forward, her naked body trembling.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Stay there.”

He leaned back slightly, his dark eyes fixed on hers. “Take my jeans off.”

Natalie’s breath caught. Her fingers hesitated at his waistband, then obeyed. She unbuckled his belt, the metal clinking in the quiet room, and tugged down the zip. The denim slid down his hips, revealing the hard lines of his thighs, and nothing else beneath.

Her gasp was sharp, unthinking. He hadn’t been wearing anything under his jeans. His cock sprang free, already heavy and swelling, thick and long, resting against his muscled thigh. The sight made her pulse stutter, heat rushing to her face.

Her eyes stayed fixed on him, wide and dark with awe.

“Good,” he said, leaning back slightly, spreading his thighs to give her space. “Now worship me.”

She leaned forward instinctively, pressing a kiss to the flushed head. It was broad, a heavy mushroom crown that seemed almost too large for her lips, the taste of salt sharp on her tongue. Another kiss followed, then her tongue flicked out, tracing the ridge where the thick, rubbery flesh of the head met the shaft.

Her breath came uneven as she explored him, her lips brushing down the length of his cock. The shaft was hot and solid in her hands, ridged with thick veins that pulsed faintly under her fingertips. She kissed along one, then opened her mouth wider, letting her tongue drag a long line up the veiny thickness until she returned to the head, glossy with spit.

This time, she lingered. Tilting her head, she flicked her tongue around the sensitive glands just beneath the bulbous mushroom crown, teasing the underside in slow circles. The taste of him filled her mouth, musky and overwhelming, while his cock twitched heavily against her lips.

Tre’s hand tightened in her hair, a low sound rumbling from his chest. “That’s it,” he said, voice thick with approval. “Worship me properly.”

Tre’s hand settled into her hair, steady and sure. His eyes never left her.

“Good girl,” he murmured, watching her cheeks hollow as she began to take more of him into her mouth, the weight of him stretching her jaw.

Tre’s hand curled into her hair, guiding her as he watched her, satisfaction darkening his gaze. “That’s it,” he said, his voice low and sure. “Show me how good you are.”

Her eyes stayed locked on his as she slid her lips lower, her throat working desperately to take him deeper. Each time she swallowed, the thick veins pulsed against her tongue, and the heavy crown dragged across the back of her mouth.

Tre’s hand clenched in her hair, guiding her rhythm, faster now, harder, his hips lifting slightly to meet her mouth. “That’s it… good girl… don’t stop.”

Her jaw ached, spit running down her chin, but she refused to pull back. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, her tongue flicking against the underside of the swollen head each time she rose. His breath grew ragged, his muscles tightening beneath her hands.

“Fuck….” Tre’s voice broke as his cock pulsed deep in her mouth. Hot, salty spurts filled her throat in sudden, forceful bursts. He held her down firmly, making her swallow every drop.

Natalie gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but she obeyed, swallowing again and again until the last pulse faded and the heavy shaft softened slightly on her tongue.

Tre finally eased his grip, his breathing rough. He tilted her head back so he could see her tear-streaked cheeks, her wet lips, the faint sheen of his release still glistening at the corner of her mouth.

“Good little slut,” he murmured, satisfaction thick in his tone. “You’re mine. Don’t forget it.”

Shame and pride collided inside her, hot and dizzying. She nodded faintly, her chest rising and falling as she licked her lips, the taste of him still heavy on her tongue.

Tre released her hair and leaned forward, his hand gripping her arm to pull her up from the floor. She stumbled slightly, dazed and trembling, but he guided her onto the bed, pressing her back against the sheets.

“Open those thighs for me,” he ordered, his voice low and certain.

Her body obeyed before her mind caught up, her legs falling wide. Cool air kissed her bare folds, already wet and swollen with need. Tre’s broad shoulders settled between her thighs, his dark eyes locked on hers as he lowered his mouth.

The first stroke of his tongue made her cry out, sharp and breathless. He licked slowly up through her folds, tasting every slick inch of her. When he reached her clit, he closed his lips around it, sucking firmly until her hips jerked off the bed.

Natalie clutched at the sheets, her head falling back. “Oh….” The sound broke as his tongue left her clit and slid down again, pressing deep into her wet little hole, curling and stroking inside before gliding back up.

Over and over, he repeated the rhythm: long, wet licks up her slit, suction on her throbbing clit, then plunging deep into her, claiming her with his mouth. Every cycle pushed her higher, her thighs trembling, her body arching helplessly toward him.

When her orgasm finally broke, it hit hard, wrenching a cry from her throat. She shook under him, her pussy clenching wildly against his tongue, pleasure crashing through her in waves that left her gasping for air.

Tre didn’t stop until she was limp against the sheets, her chest heaving, her skin flushed with sweat. Then he sat back, lips glistening, and smirked down at her.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “That’s how my slut comes, only for me.”

Before Natalie could catch her breath, Tre’s hands seized her waist. He rolled her easily onto her stomach, pressing her down flat against the sheets. Her heart lurched, her body still quivering from the climax he’d forced from her.

“Up,” he ordered, nudging her hips. She lifted them shakily, her round ass raised in the air, legs spread just enough.

Tre’s palm cracked down hard across one cheek, then the other. The sharp sting made her gasp into the bedding, heat blooming across her skin.

“That’s better,” he growled, his hands gripping her ass, spreading her slightly apart.

Then, without warning, he drove into her.

Natalie cried out, her body jolting forward as his thick cock plunged deep into her soaked pussy in one hard thrust. The sheets muffled her voice, her fingers clawing into the fabric as he filled her again and again.

Pinned flat, her breasts pressed into the bed, her ass raised and held open by his hands, she could only take him. His hips slapped against her round cheeks with every brutal stroke, the sting of his earlier smacks mixing with the relentless stretch of his cock inside her.

Her cries turned breathless, broken, as the rhythm drove all thought away. Each thrust sent sparks racing up her spine, her body trembling, her pussy gripping him tighter the closer she came.

“Good slut,” Tre growled above her, his chest slick against her back, his breath hot in her ear. “Take it. Take all of me.”

She shattered beneath him, her climax crashing through her again, wetter, harder, more overwhelming than the last. Her pussy clenched frantically around him, milking him as he groaned deep in his chest.

Tre’s thrusts grew ragged, harder, until he slammed into her one final time. His body tensed, and with a guttural curse he spilled inside her, hot and thick, his cock pulsing as he ground himself deep into her trembling cunt.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, her body trembling beneath his, his weight heavy and unrelenting, both of them gasping against the sheets.

Tre’s grip stayed firm on her ass, his thumbs spreading her wide. She whimpered into the sheets as he pulled out slowly, her cunt clenching at the sudden emptiness. Warmth spilled from her immediately, his spunk oozing down over her swollen folds, dripping onto the sheets below.

Natalie shivered, humiliated and aching, every nerve alive with the mess he’d left inside her.

Tre slapped her ass once more, a sharp, final sting, then stood. He tugged his jeans back on, leaving his chest bare, and turned back to the desk. His laptop blinked awake as though nothing had happened.

“Good fuck, slut,” he said, his voice casual, satisfied, as he sat back down. “You take my cock, sweet.”

Natalie stayed where she was, face pressed to the mattress, her legs still trembling, his release cooling as it leaked from her body.


Chapter Three – Sloppy Seconds

The room was quiet now, save for the faint hum of Tre’s laptop keys. Natalie lay sprawled on her stomach across the sheets, her skin damp with sweat, her pussy still wet and leaking from the brutal fuck he had just given her. Her body ached, her thighs trembling, but the deeper ache inside was worse, the gnawing mix of shame and need.

A sharp knock sounded at the door.

Natalie’s head jerked up. Her heart hammered as she scrambled for the crumpled sweater at the edge of the bed, instinct driving her to cover herself.

“No.”

Tre’s voice cut through the room, calm, certain.

Her hand froze.

“I want him to see you,” Tre said, his eyes never leaving his screen. “Stay just like that, slut.”

The blood roared in her ears as the knock came again, firmer this time. Natalie pulled the sheet up a fraction anyway, trembling, her face flaming.

Tre didn’t look at her. He raised his voice, smooth and unhurried. “Come in.”

The door opened.

It was the blond housemate. His eyes swept the room once, Tre at the desk, unbothered, and Natalie sitting on the bed. She faced the door, legs snapped shut in a futile attempt at modesty, but otherwise she was fully exposed, her flushed breasts bare, her skin still damp, the glistening mess between her thighs betraying exactly what had just been done to her.

A slow grin spread across his face.

“So,” he said easily, leaning against the doorframe, “figured I’d come back. Thought I’d see if that offer still stands.”

Natalie’s stomach twisted, shame flooding her as Tre finally looked up.

“She’s ready,” he said simply, his gaze flicking over her bare body before returning to his friend. “If you want her.”

The blond housemate leaned against the doorframe, his grin widening as his eyes lingered on Natalie.

Tre finally closed his laptop, turning in his chair to face her. His dark gaze locked on her trembling body, then flicked briefly toward his friend.

“Go on,” he said softly, his voice carrying all the weight of command. “Invite him over.”

Natalie’s breath caught. Her cheeks burned so hot she thought she might faint. “I… I can’t,” she whispered.

“Yes, you can.” Tre’s tone sharpened. “Offer yourself, Natalie. Let him hear it.”

Her stomach knotted. She glanced at the blond housemate, who was watching with open amusement, his eyes hungry. The shame nearly crushed her, but so did the certainty that Tre expected her to obey.

Her voice trembled. “Do you… do you want me?”

The grin on his face widened, his eyes glittering. “Oh, I want you.”

Tre leaned forward, his tone low and firm. “Now open your thighs. Let him see how messy you are.”

Her legs shook as she forced them apart, the wet heat between her thighs glistening in the low light. Her pussy was still flushed, swollen, leaking Tre’s cum.

The housemate’s smirk deepened as his gaze drank her in, slow and deliberate.

The blond housemate pushed off the doorframe and stepped into the room, his eyes fixed on her open thighs.

“Fuck,” he muttered with a low laugh. “Look at you. Proper used. Dripping. He’s already wrecked you.” His gaze flicked up to her face, catching her shame. “Bet you’re still hungry, though, aren’t you?”

Natalie’s throat worked, but no sound came.

He didn’t wait for an answer. His hands went to his belt, unbuckling with a sharp metallic snap. He shoved his trousers down to his thighs, his boxers with them, and pulled himself free.

Natalie’s eyes widened despite herself. He was bigger than anyone she’d ever known before Tre, thick, pale, heavy in his hand, but not as huge, not as overwhelming as Tre’s monstrous size. Still, her stomach twisted with nerves, heat flushing through her at the sight of another cock, hard and ready, inches from her.

The blond housemate stroked himself lazily, standing over her with that same crooked grin. Natalie’s breath came shallow, shame burning hotter by the second.

“On your knees,” Tre ordered, his voice calm but absolute. “Show him what you’re good for.”

Her heart lurched. She hesitated, trembling, until Tre’s dark eyes caught hers. There was no escape. She slid from the bed, knees pressing to the carpet, her hair falling forward around her flushed face.

The housemate’s cock loomed inches from her lips, thick and pale, already slick at the tip. Tre leaned back in his chair, watching with cool satisfaction.

“Open,” he said simply.

Natalie parted her lips, and the housemate guided himself in, groaning as her warm mouth enveloped him. She gagged softly, the weight of him stretching her jaw, her cheeks hollowing as she obeyed.

“Fuck, that’s good,” the blond muttered, his hand gripping the back of her head. “Tight little mouth, just like you said.”

Tre’s voice was steady. “Deeper, Natalie. Worship him.”

Tears stung her eyes as she worked her mouth over him, the taste bitter and new, the humiliation sharper for knowing Tre was watching, approving, orchestrating.

“Beautiful,” Tre murmured from his chair, his tone rich with satisfaction. “I like seeing my slut work with her mouth. Nothing better than watching you serve just because I tell you to.”

Natalie whimpered around the thickness filling her throat, her shame burning deeper even as her body betrayed her with a low, helpless ache between her legs.

After a few relentless strokes, the blond pulled free with a wet pop, his cock glistening with her spit. He grabbed her arm and hauled her back onto the bed, pushing her flat on her back.

Her legs splayed instinctively, breasts heaving, nipples hard.

“God, you’re ready,” he muttered, climbing onto the bed and positioning himself between her thighs. With one sharp thrust, he pushed into her, stretching her all over again.

Natalie cried out, her back arching, her nails clawing at the sheets.

The blond housemate groaned, leaning over her, his eyes raking her body. “Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” he panted. “So damn sexy, even after he’s used you up. Can’t believe he’s been keeping you here like this.”

Natalie’s face burned, shame and confusion tangling inside her. She was beautiful, even now, ruined, spread, another man driving into her while Tre sat watching.

Natalie’s chest heaved, her face burning with humiliation and a strange, dizzy pride.

Tre’s voice cut through the air, steady and sharp. “She’s mine,” he said flatly. “My slut. Don’t forget that.”

The words sank into her like fire. Owned. Branded. She clenched around the cock inside her, her body betraying her as a cry tore from her throat.

“Yeah?” the blond laughed breathlessly, thrusting harder, faster. “Then your slut feels fucking amazing.”

His hips slammed against hers, his rhythm ragged, driving her higher despite herself. Her back arched, her breasts bouncing with each thrust, the coil in her belly tightening until she shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, soaking the sheets beneath her as she cried out helplessly.

The housemate groaned loudly above her, his body tensing. He buried himself deep with one final thrust, pulsing inside her, filling her until she gasped at the heat.

They collapsed together for a moment, both trembling, both panting. Then he pulled out with a wet sound, glancing toward Tre with a crooked grin.

“Good slut you’ve got there, mate,” he said, zipping up casually as if she weren’t still spread out, dripping on the bed.

Tre’s dark gaze lingered on Natalie’s ruined body. “She knows.”

The blond housemate zipped up, still smirking, as if nothing unusual had happened. Natalie lay sprawled on the bed, her thighs trembling, his release and Tre’s both leaking from her.

Tre’s voice was calm, deliberate. “Say thank you.”

Her head jerked toward him, eyes wide. “W-what?”

“Thank him,” Tre repeated, his gaze like steel. “For fucking you. For making you come. Be polite, slut.”

Natalie’s face flamed, her throat working. The housemate leaned against the doorframe, amused, waiting.

“Th-thank you,” she whispered, barely audible.

Tre’s tone sharpened. “Louder.”

Her stomach twisted, shame burning in her chest. She forced herself to meet the blond’s eyes. “Thank you,” she said again, voice shaking but clear this time.

The housemate chuckled, his grin widening. “Anytime, sweetheart.”

Tre leaned back in his chair, smirking. “Anytime I’ve used her, you’re welcome to sloppy seconds.”

Natalie’s breath hitched, shame flooding hot through her veins.

The blond gave a low laugh, nodding as he adjusted his belt. “Good to know.” With that, he left the room, closing the door behind him.

The silence that followed was deafening. Natalie sank back into the sheets, humiliated, ruined, trembling.

Tre turned his gaze back to her, dark and satisfied. “Good girl,” he murmured. “You’re learning.”


Chapter Four – Never Done

Tre stood suddenly, the chair scraping softly against the floor. Natalie blinked up at him, still trembling, expecting him to return to his laptop as he always did.

Instead, his hands went to his waistband. He shoved his jeans down in one smooth motion, kicking them aside. To her shock, his cock swung free again, long, thick, already swelling toward full erection. The heavy shaft bobbed with each step as he moved closer, veins ridged, the broad, dark head glistening faintly in the low light.

Natalie’s lips parted in disbelief, her body clenching reflexively at the sight. He’d only just finished using her. He’d made her watch his friend use her. She was still messy, leaking, sore, and he was ready again.

Tre smirked, his voice low, certain. “I need to use you again. But I don’t take sloppy seconds… or thirds.”

Her breath caught, shame and confusion flickering across her face.

He stepped closer, his cock heavy and rigid now, looming above her trembling body. His hand slid down her back, pressing firmly until she flattened against the sheets.

“On your stomach,” he ordered. “Time to stretch out your arse.”

Natalie froze, her heart hammering, heat and terror twisting together inside her. She obeyed anyway, turning slowly and pressing her cheek to the mattress, her hips rising as her round ass lifted into the air, vulnerable under his dark, hungry gaze.

Natalie lay flat on her stomach, trembling, her cheek pressed to the sheets. She felt his weight shift the mattress as Tre knelt behind her. His hands spread her cheeks wide, exposing her most vulnerable places to his gaze.

“God what a mess!” he said with quiet amusement, watching the slow ooze of his own cum mixed with his housemate’s spilling from her swollen pussy. “Perfect.”

Her face burned with shame. She wanted to hide, to close her legs, but his grip on her ass was iron.

Tre slid one thick finger into her soaked cunt, coating it generously in the slick mess leaking from her. Then he drew it up, smearing the wetness over the tight ring of her untouched hole. She gasped at the first press, her body tensing hard.

“Relax,” he growled. “I’m using my girl’s mess as lube. Waste not, slut.”

His finger pressed again, firmer this time, stretching her inch by inch until the tight ring gave way. Natalie buried her face in the sheets, moaning helplessly as his finger slid inside, slick and invasive, circling deliberately.

The burn made her whimper, her body clenching around him, but the shock of it only sharpened the sensation. It felt wrong, illicit, forbidden, and yet her belly tightened with a rush of heat. The pressure of him pushing somewhere so taboo made her thighs tremble. Each stretch sent a jolt through her, half pain, half pleasure, until she couldn’t tell them apart.

Shame seared her, but so did the dark thrill: she was being opened, claimed, in the one place she had never imagined being touched.

Tre smirked at her muffled cries. “Feels good, doesn’t it, slut? Your ass was made to be stretched.”

He pulled out, scooped more of the wet heat from her cunt, and pushed two fingers against her ass, forcing her to stretch further. The pressure burned, shocking, humiliating, but his low praise kept her from fighting it.

“That’s it,” Tre murmured, his voice rough with hunger. “Good little slut. Take my fingers. Get that tight ass ready for my cock.”

Tre’s finger worked slowly inside her, circling, pressing deeper. Natalie whimpered into the sheets, the burn still sharp but melting now into something hotter, needier.

He withdrew, slick with the mess of her cunt, then slid back in again, curling just enough to make her hips twitch. Her body betrayed her, grinding faintly against the mattress as his rhythm steadied, the taboo stretch starting to throb with dangerous pleasure.

“Good girl,” Tre murmured, his voice low, thick with control. “You’re starting to like it.”

Natalie shook her head into the bedding, shame flooding her face. “N-no… it’s wrong….”

“Your pussy’s dripping onto the sheets, slut,” he cut in smoothly. “Don’t lie to me.”

Her denial broke on a moan as he slid in deeper, brushing the hidden spot that made her whole body jolt. He added another finger, stretching her further, pushing her tight ass wider as her thighs shook uncontrollably. Three fingers now!

The burn blended into an overwhelming fullness, her breath coming in sharp pants, her belly tightening as the sensation grew unbearable. Her clit throbbed against the sheets with every small grind of her hips. She was spiralling, trembling, right at the edge.

Tre leaned over her, his lips at her ear, his fingers still pumping relentlessly. “You’re close, aren’t you? About to come just from me finger-fucking your ass.”

Natalie whimpered, her whole body quivering, her orgasm coiled tight, desperate to break.

And then he stopped.

His fingers slipped free, leaving her hole aching, stretched, slightly gaping, empty. She cried out, the sound muffled in the sheets, humiliation and frustration crashing through her.

Tre smirked, stroking her ass. “Good. That’s where I want you; desperate. Craving my cock.”

Natalie’s thighs shook as she pressed her face harder into the sheets, trying to stifle the needy whimper that escaped her. Her body still pulsed from where his fingers had been, the emptiness unbearable, her hole aching, stretched and slick.

The position made her shame burn hotter. Her ass was lifted high, her thighs spread wide, both her holes fully on display for him,` open, vulnerable, utterly exposed. She knew exactly what he was seeing, and the thought made her shiver.

Tre’s hand smoothed over her round cheeks, his thumb brushing deliberately across the sensitive ring he’d just opened. She jolted at the touch, a shiver racing down her spine.

“You want more, don’t you?” he asked, his voice calm, almost casual.

She shook her head weakly, shame burning her face. “I… I don’t….”

His hand came down hard on her ass, the sharp crack making her yelp.

“Don’t lie to me.” His tone sharpened, his cock heavy and hard against the curve of her ass as he leaned closer. “Beg for it, Natalie. Tell me what you want.”

Her stomach twisted, heat pooling between her thighs. The words caught in her throat, but the pressure inside her, the unbearable emptiness, forced them free.

“P-please,” she whispered, broken. “Please, Tre…”

“Please what?”

She squeezed her eyes shut, her voice trembling. “Please… stretch me. Please fuck my ass.”

Tre groaned low, his hand gripping her hip. “That’s my good slut.”

He pressed the swollen head of his cock against her tight, glistening hole, holding her open with his thumbs as he pushed forward slowly, deliberately, forcing her body to take him.

Tre’s grip tightened on her hips, his cock heavy and rigid against her bare skin. He nudged the swollen head against her tight ring, smearing it with the slick mix of cum and spit, then pressed forward with unrelenting patience.

Natalie gasped into the sheets, her fingers clawing at the fabric as the blunt crown began to force her open. The burn was instant, sharp, searing, but beneath it, a pulse of forbidden heat throbbed low in her belly.

“Breathe,” Tre growled, his voice steady, commanding. “Take it slow. Stretch for me.”

She whimpered as the mushroom head pushed deeper, stretching her inch by inch, her body trembling under the pressure. Every nerve screamed, every muscle clenched, but the steady advance left her no escape.

“Oh god,” she choked, her face buried in the sheets. “It’s too much….”

“No,” Tre cut in, his voice low and firm. “It’s perfect. Your ass was made to take me.”

He held her cheeks apart as he sank further, feeding her more of his thick cock until the widest part of the crown slid past the tight ring. Her body shuddered violently at the intrusion, but the unbearable stretch melted slowly into a fullness that made her moan.

Tre groaned low in his chest. He could feel her tight sphincter pulsing around the head of his heavy cock, clenching as if to repel him. The resistance only heightened the sensation, the raw tightness gripping him in waves. It felt incredible, like her body was fighting him even as it surrendered inch by inch.

“Fuck,” he muttered, his voice rough with pleasure. “Your ass is perfect, slut. So tight. Trying to push me out… feels amazing.”

His grip tightened on her hips, his cock still throbbing just inside her. “Slut,” he ordered, his tone sharp. “Reach back. Pull your ass cheeks apart. Help me stretch your slutty hole.”

Natalie whimpered into the sheets, shame burning through her, but she obeyed. Her trembling hands slid behind her, fingers digging into her own flesh as she spread herself wider for him. The motion made her feel more exposed than ever, every part of her bared, offered, obscene.

Tre groaned approvingly, pushing a fraction deeper as her body yielded. “That’s it. Good girl. Hold yourself open for me. Show me how much you want your arse to be fucked.”

Her shame deepened with every inch. She was being opened, inch by inch, by the man who had already claimed every other part of her.

“Good slut,” Tre muttered, his voice strained with control. “Feel that? That’s me inside your ass. Stretching you. Owning you.”

Natalie’s arms shook as she held herself spread, her own fingers digging into her flesh, the burn of his thick cock inside her unbearable and intoxicating all at once. Every nerve in her body screamed with the effort.

Tre let her squirm like that a moment longer, savouring her humiliation, before his hand clamped around her wrists.

“Enough,” he growled. He wrenched her arms forward, pinning them flat to the mattress above her head. With her body stretched out and helpless, he leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, his cock buried deep in her ass.

Then he began to move.

Slow at first, each thrust dragging her tight ring wider, making her moan into the sheets. But as her body yielded, as her whimpers turned to ragged cries, his pace quickened. His hips slapped against her round cheeks, the obscene sound filling the room.

Natalie’s nails clawed at the bedding, her face hot with shame, her body quaking under the relentless stretch. It was too much, too deep, too taboo, and yet a raw pleasure pulsed through her with every brutal drive.

Tre’s voice was rough, broken with lust. “Good slut. Taking me in your ass like you were made for it.”

Pinned, helpless, trembling, Natalie could do nothing but obey and burn with the shock of how much she wanted it.

Tre’s thrusts grew harder, deeper, his cock driving relentlessly into her tight, stretched ass. Natalie sobbed into the sheets, her body convulsing around him. The burn had melted into something unbearable and overwhelming, a raw pleasure she couldn’t control.

Her pussy clenched desperately against nothing, her clit grinding against the bedding, until the impossible broke inside her. A strangled cry tore from her throat as her orgasm ripped through her, her whole body shaking, her ass gripping Tre’s cock in frantic, pulsing waves.

“Fuck….” Tre groaned above her, his thrusts breaking into ragged strokes. He slammed into her one final time and held deep; his cock throbbing as hot, heavy spurts filled her bowels. Natalie moaned at the sudden flood, the shame and heat consuming her as his cum spilled into the place no one had ever touched before.

When his breathing steadied, Tre’s hands gripped her round ass firmly, pulling the cheeks wide apart. He looked down, satisfied, as he slowly dragged his softening cock from her hole. She whimpered at the loss, her body clenching, but there was no hiding what he left behind: her ass stretched open, gaping, his spend seeping out and dribbling down over her pussy to mix with the other mess already there.

“God, such a slut,” he muttered, his palm cracking hard against one cheek in a final slap.

Natalie buried her face in the mattress, trembling with exhaustion and humiliation, but the heat inside her refused to die.

Tre stood, pulling his jeans back on, his chest still bare, his tone cool and dismissive. “Slut, you better go before one of my other housemates comes up and wants to use your ass after me.”

He turned back to his laptop as though nothing had happened.

Natalie pushed herself shakily off the bed, her thighs still trembling, her body leaking and ruined, the shame clinging to her even as a dark, undeniable hunger coiled low in her belly.


Chapter Five – Walk of Shame

Natalie slipped out of Tre’s room on unsteady legs, her skirt clinging crookedly to her hips. The hallway was quiet, but her heart pounded like an alarm. She hurried down the stairs, praying none of the other housemates would appear.

With no underwear to protect her, every step was a reminder. The slick wet warmth of cum, Tre’s and his friend’s, coated her thighs, trickling as she moved. She tugged at the hem of her skirt, trying to cover more of herself, but the shame burned hot in her chest. Anyone who looked closely would see.

Outside, the night air cooled her flushed skin, but it did nothing to ease the messy heat between her legs. Her trainers scuffed the pavement as she hurried across campus, keeping her head down, her arms wrapped tight around herself. She swore every passerby could smell her, could see exactly what had been done to her.

By the time she reached her dorm, her cheeks ached from holding in the tears. She shut the door behind her and sagged against it, her whole body trembling.

She stripped quickly, her sweater and skirt falling to the floor, until she was naked in the harsh light of her small room. Then, slowly, she turned toward the mirror.

Her reflection made her gasp. Her breasts were flushed, her nipples swollen, faint bruises blooming along her hips where Tre had gripped her. Her thighs gleamed with streaks of slick mess, sticky trails running down to her knees. She lifted a shaking hand to touch herself, shivering at the wet heat still seeping from between her legs.

She turned, cheeks burning as she looked over her shoulder. Her round ass was red from his slaps, her hole still gaping slightly, raw and obscene, leaking the thick mix of his spunk.

Her stomach twisted, horror and humiliation knotted tight with something darker, hotter. The image of herself like this, ruined and used, should have disgusted her. Instead, her pulse quickened.

Natalie pressed her forehead to the mirror, eyes wide, chest heaving. She couldn’t deny it anymore. She wanted him. She wanted more.

Her stomach twisted, horror and humiliation knotted tight with something darker, hotter. The image of herself like this, ruined and used, should have disgusted her.

Her hand slid down before she could stop it, fingers skimming the soft curve of her belly, lower, over the slick mess smeared across her thighs. A whimper escaped her as she pressed against her clit, so swollen and tender it made her knees buckle.

Shame burned hotter with every stroke. She spread her legs wider, staring at her reflection, at the obscene sight of her gaping ass and her messy pussy dripping Tre’s cum.

Her fingers slid lower, scooping up the slick mess that leaked down her thighs. The hot, sticky mix of Tre and his housemate coated her hand, and a moan ripped from her throat as she smeared it over her clit, circling harder, faster. The humiliation only made her wetter, the obscene act pushing her further out of control.

Her body shook, torn between disgust and need, as she rubbed their cum into herself, using it to drive her toward the edge. Her thighs trembled, her breath coming in sharp, desperate gasps.

“Oh god…” she cried, her reflection staring back at her, wild-eyed and ruined. “I’m a slut… I’m his slut…”

The words broke her just as her climax tore free, violent and overwhelming. She convulsed against the mirror, her hand frantic, the sticky mess smearing across her skin as her orgasm ripped through her.

When it finally ebbed, she slumped to the floor, dripping, trembling, the shame of what she’d just done tangled hopelessly with the raw hunger still burning in her belly.

“Oh god…” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I’m a slut… I’m his slut…”

The words tore from her throat just as her climax hit. Her body shook violently, her back arching, her hand working frantically as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She came undone against the mirror, her own reflection watching her fall apart.

When the tremors finally eased, she slid down to the floor, breathless, sticky, ruined. Tears pricked her eyes, though she wasn’t sure if they were from shame, release, or the terrifying certainty that she would go back to him again.

Back to him… and let him give her to whoever he wanted. His housemates. His friends. Anybody.

The thought should have horrified her. Instead, it sent a dark thrill straight through her belly. If that was what it meant to be his slut, she knew she would obey.


Final Chapter – His Slut

Natalie found herself back in Tre’s room again before the week was out. She didn’t even remember how she justified it to herself, the excuses, the rationalisations, only that the second she saw his dark eyes fixed on her, her knees weakened, her body burned, and she obeyed.

This time, he didn’t waste time with games. He bent her over the bed and drove into her hard, his cock claiming her with brutal certainty. Every thrust left her moaning louder, until her voice was ragged, until she was shamed and soaring, until her body was reduced to nothing but the wet, hot rhythm of his use.

The rough stretch, the relentless pounding, the sound of his hips slapping against her ass, it was too much. Natalie’s fingers clawed at the sheets as her body clenched wildly around him, and with a broken cry she came, shuddering and wet, her orgasm tearing through her before she could stop it.

Tre groaned at the way her cunt tightened frantically around his cock, gripping him in pulsing waves. He didn’t slow, didn’t relent, but fucked her harder, using her climax to drive himself closer to his own.

Tre finished with a growl, his cock jerking deep inside her. She collapsed onto the sheets, trembling, but he wasn’t done.

Tre groaned as his climax subsided, then pulled free with a wet sound. Cum oozed from her pussy immediately, dripping down her thighs.

“Strip,” he ordered.

Natalie froze, still trembling, then hurried to obey. She peeled off her sweater, then tugged her skirt over her hips and let it fall. Naked, flushed, her skin marked with his use, she stood waiting, breathless.

“On your knees,” Tre said.

She sank down in front of him, the carpet rough against her knees, her legs spreading instinctively, lewdly, the mess between them on full display. Sticky trails still clung to her thighs, his release seeping from her with every tiny movement.

Tre leaned back, watching with lazy satisfaction. “That’s better. Now touch yourself, slut. Show me how much you love being ruined.”

Her cheeks burned, but her fingers slid down, circling her clit, smearing his cum across her skin. Her breath caught as the pleasure spiked, the humiliation of doing it in front of him only driving her higher.

Tre leaned back in his chair, jeans undone, watching her with lazy satisfaction. “Look at you,” he murmured. “Cum dripping out of you, rubbing yourself raw because I told you to. My perfect slut.”

Natalie whimpered, her eyes closing, the coil in her belly winding tight.

“Tell me something,” he went on, his tone mocking, taunting. “Think I can get you to fuck all my housemates? Let them pass you around, one after the other?”

Natalie whimpered, her fingers already moving faster against her clit. The image seared through her mind, young men she barely knew, watching, using her, one after another. Her stomach twisted with shame, yet the pulse between her thighs grew wilder. She couldn’t stop rubbing herself, even though every circle of her fingers screamed her humiliation.

Tre’s voice cut through her ragged breaths. “Think I could stretch you for two cocks at once?”

Her hand faltered, then pressed harder, her hips jerking as she gasped. The thought terrified her, wrong, filthy, impossible, and yet her body betrayed her, soaking her hand with slick wetness. She moaned, muffling the sound against her arm, as the shame and arousal tangled in her belly.

Tre leaned forward, his gaze dark and hungry. “Maybe DP you. Fill both your holes at the same time.”

Natalie cried out, her thighs shaking as her fingers worked desperately, her humiliation spilling into moans she couldn’t control. The words branded her, and she could feel it, her pussy clenching at the thought, her ass still aching from the stretch he had already forced on her. Both holes filled, both claimed. It was unthinkable… and yet it drove her closer, hotter, until she was grinding shamelessly against her own hand.

Tears pricked her eyes as the pleasure spiralled higher. She hated it. She craved it. The taunts cut her down, but each one made her wetter, needier, closer to breaking.

Natalie sobbed, her fingers moving faster still, humiliation and ecstasy colliding until she hovered right at the edge.

Tre watched her writhe, his eyes dark, his voice a low growl. “I could drag you downstairs right now,” he murmured, almost idly. “Naked, dripping, used… make you kneel in the lounge for all my housemates to see exactly what you are.”

Her breath caught, her hand faltering for a heartbeat, then circling harder. The image seared into her mind, herself on the stairs, naked and messy, eyes staring, hands reaching. The shame burned so hot it felt like a fever. And yet her hips rolled helplessly, her body answering the fantasy even as her mind screamed.

Tre’s smirk deepened, satisfied. “See? You love it. Just the thought of being shared, split open, used by all of us… and you can’t stop touching yourself. You’re my perfect slut.”

Natalie whimpered, her orgasm breaking free, her body shuddering violently as she came under his words, tears streaking her cheeks.

Natalie sobbed, her fingers moving faster still, humiliation and ecstasy colliding until she shattered, her orgasm tearing her apart under his words.

Her hand faltered, shame scorching her, but the gush of heat between her thighs gave her away.

Tre smirked. “You’d do it, wouldn’t you? Because I told you to.”

Natalie’s moan broke into a sob as her orgasm tore through her, messy and loud, her body convulsing as his words filled her head.

Tre pushed back from his chair, his shadow falling over her. She looked up, dazed, her hand still trembling between her thighs. His cock was already swelling again, thick and dark, rising heavy in front of her face.

“Open,” he ordered.

Her lips parted without thought, and he slid inside, filling her mouth once more. The taste of him flooded her tongue, thick and musky, and she gagged faintly as he pressed deeper, holding her head steady while he used her.

“Good slut,” Tre groaned, his hips thrusting with growing urgency. “Kneel there, take it. Show me that mouth was made for me.”

Natalie’s eyes watered as she sucked, her cheeks hollowing, her jaw aching. Her humiliation deepened with every thrust, knowing how she must look, messy, trembling, already ruined, now worshipping his cock again because he demanded it.

His groans grew harsher, his rhythm faltering. At the last second, Tre yanked free, his cock jerking in his hand.

Hot, thick ropes spurted across her face, streaking her cheek, her lips, tangling in her hair. More splattered down over her breasts, warm and sticky, sliding over her flushed skin. She gasped, shocked, but he only smirked, stroking the last drops onto her chin.

He stepped back, satisfied, watching her kneel coated in his cum. “Look at you,” he said softly. “Perfect. My messy, used little slut.”

Natalie trembled under his gaze, shame burning through her even as heat coiled low in her belly again.


Epilogue

Tre zipped his jeans and sat back at his desk, already pulling his laptop toward him. He didn’t even glance at her as he spoke.

“I’ve got work that needs to be done. Thanks for the fuck, slut. Now go.”

Natalie blinked at him, stunned. Her chest heaved, her skin sticky with his cum, her hair tangled with it. Shame prickled all over her body as she stumbled to her feet.

She grabbed her sweater, tugging it awkwardly over her head. The fabric clung where it caught globs of cum in her hair, smearing her already-stained face. Her breasts were still slick and shining as she pulled her skirt up over trembling thighs, the waistband crooked, her hands shaking.

When she reached the door, Tre hadn’t even turned around. He was already typing, already gone, as though she were nothing more than a distraction he’d finished with.

The hallway felt endless. Each creak of the stairs made her heart pound harder. She knew she might meet one of his housemates, still with cum streaked across her face, her hair stiff with it, her thighs sticky with the mess that leaked down between them. Every step made her flush hotter.

The night air cooled her skin as she hurried back across campus, but it didn’t wash away the filth. She could feel it drying on her cheeks, crusting in her hair, sliding slowly down her inner thighs. Every passerby’s glance felt like exposure. Every shadow felt like judgment.

By the time she reached her dorm, her body burned with humiliation. And yet beneath it, coiled tight in her belly, was something darker. Heat. Hunger. A desperate anticipation.

Because she couldn’t stop thinking about what he might do to her next.


Teaser – Book Three: Broken In by Them

Natalie thought she knew what it meant to belong to Tre. She was wrong.

Her body is his, but now he’s ready to prove it in the cruellest, most intoxicating way yet. No longer content to use her alone, Tre intends to share her; with every one of his housemates, and more.

The nights ahead will be filled with humiliation and heat:

	Her first time spread for more than one man. 

	Her first double penetration, stretched and filled in both holes at once. 

	Her first true gangbang, passed between men, used until she’s wrecked. 



For Natalie, shame and desire blur until they’re inseparable. And when Tre commands her to open, she’ll obey, no matter how many men are waiting to use her.

Book Three will push Natalie further than she ever dreamed she could go. The question is no longer whether she’ll resist, but how much she’ll endure to please him.
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