
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taboo: Natalie’s Surrender!

BOOK ONE

A Dark Interracial BDSM Romance of Obedience, Humiliation, and a Young Woman’s First Taste of Submission

Written & published by Emma Sluttily


Copyright © 2025 All rights reserved

No part of this publication can be copied, reproduced in any format, by any means, electronic or otherwise, without prior consent from the owner and the publisher of this book.


Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. This story is intended for entertainment purposes only. The author does not endorse or encourage any of the behaviours depicted beyond the boundaries of consensual adult fantasy.

Content Warning

Broken In by Him (Natalie’s Surrender Book 1) is an explicit dark romance intended for adult readers only (18+). It contains graphic depictions of:

	BDSM dynamics 

	Interracial dominance/submission 

	Humiliation and degradation play 

	Rough sexual content 

	Power imbalance themes 



Reader discretion is strongly advised. If you are uncomfortable with explicit sexual content, themes of control and surrender, or non-traditional relationships, this book may not be suitable for you.
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Chapter One – The Café

The student café hummed with chatter, laptops glowing, cups clinking. Natalie sat by the window with her books spread wide, pretending to study but mostly daydreaming.

She pushed her long brunette hair back, full lips pursed as she scribbled notes. The oversized jumper she wore slipped a little at the shoulder, exposing smooth skin. She didn’t notice the way a pair of boys at the next table kept stealing glances at her legs folded neatly beneath the chair. Natalie never did.

She knew she was pretty, but she didn’t quite believe it. Her breasts felt too heavy for her frame, her tummy not flat enough, her hips and ass too big. What she never realised was that every man in the room was noticing her curves, and half of them were wondering what it would feel like to grab her from behind.

Tre noticed.

From across the café, he saw her instantly. Tall, broad, built from hours in the gym and the boxing ring, Tre had a presence that turned heads the moment he walked in. But his sharp dark eyes weren’t scanning the crowd. They locked on her.

She had the look of a tease who didn’t know she was teasing, the way she licked her lip while reading, the tilt of her hips, the unconscious sway of her ass when she got up for coffee. Perfect, he thought.

Tre was twenty-five, in the middle of his PhD in psychology. He lived for reading people, watching their tells, finding the weak point in their armour. And this girl… this one was going to be fun.

He moved across the café, smooth and deliberate, his tall frame cutting through the tables until he stood at hers. Natalie blinked up, startled at the sheer size of him.

“Mind if I sit?” His voice was low, deep, commanding. Not really a question.

Natalie hesitated, caught in his stare. His shoulders filled out his black T-shirt, his jawline sharp, his lips curled in the faintest smirk. She swallowed. “Uh… sure.”

Tre slid into the seat opposite, his eyes never leaving hers. “Good girl.”

The words were casual, but the effect was immediate. Heat rushed to Natalie’s cheeks. She looked down at her notes, flustered.

He leaned forward, resting one strong forearm on the table. “You study here often?”

“Sometimes,” she mumbled, tucking hair behind her ear. “It’s quieter than the library.”

He smiled knowingly. “Quieter maybe, but not private. You like being watched, don’t you?”

Natalie’s head snapped up, eyes wide. “What? No! I….”

Tre chuckled, slow and dark. “Relax, I’m not judging. Just an observation.” He let the silence stretch, then added softly, “You blush when people look at you. Like you want them to.”

Her chest tightened, her thighs pressed unconsciously together. She couldn’t think of a reply.

Tre sat back, satisfied. Already, he could see the cracks. She was intrigued. Unsettled. Curious. Perfect.

“Name’s Tre,” he said finally, holding out his hand.

“Natalie,” she whispered, slipping her small hand into his. His grip was warm, firm, possessive.

And just like that, she was caught.


Chapter Two – The Second Encounter

Natalie told herself she wouldn’t think about him again. One strange conversation in the café didn’t mean anything. He was older, too intense, the kind of man her friends would warn her about.

But the truth was she couldn’t shake him. The way his eyes seemed to see straight through her. The way her stomach had flipped when he’d called her good girl. The heat that had lingered long after he left.

So, when she saw him again outside the psychology building two days later, her breath caught.

“Hey,” Tre said smoothly, as if he’d been expecting her. “Natalie, right?”

She nodded, clutching her books tighter to her chest. “Yeah. Hi.”

“You in a rush?”

“I….no, not really.”

“Good.” He fell into step beside her, tall and broad, his presence impossible to ignore. “Come on, I’ll walk with you.”

They crossed the courtyard together, students spilling past them. Natalie tried to focus on anything but the warmth spreading through her belly.

“So,” Tre said casually, “tell me. Do you always get that much attention in the café, or was it just the other day?”

Her head whipped toward him. “What do you mean?”

He smirked. “The way those boys couldn’t take their eyes off you. The way you kept licking your lips, stretching like you didn’t even know how good you look. You’ve got a talent for winding people up.”

Natalie’s cheeks burned. “I wasn’t…. I don’t do that on purpose.”

“Sure, you don’t,” Tre said softly, his eyes glinting. “But you do. You’re a tease, Natalie. You just haven’t owned it yet.”

Her steps faltered. “I am not….”

“Not what?” He stopped too, turning to face her. “Not beautiful? Not the kind of girl men think about later when they’re alone in bed?”

Her throat went dry. She wanted to protest, to walk away, but the words stuck.

Tre leaned closer, his voice dropping low. “I’m not saying it’s a bad thing. Teasing is power. Most girls waste it. You? You could ruin a man just by smiling at him.”

Natalie swallowed hard, heat rushing between her thighs. His eyes held her, dark and knowing, daring her to deny it.

Finally, she shook her head, flustered. “You’re impossible.”

He chuckled, stepping back, giving her space but leaving her reeling. “Maybe. But I’m right.”

And with that, he strode off toward the gym, leaving Natalie standing in the courtyard, her heart pounding, her body betraying her with the unmistakable throb of arousal.

She told herself to turn away, to head for her lecture. Instead, her eyes followed him. The way his broad shoulders filled his T-shirt, the muscles shifting under the fabric with every step. His back tapered to a narrow waist, his jeans hugging the powerful curve of his ass.

Natalie bit her lip, heat flooding her cheeks. God, he moved like he owned the ground beneath his feet, every stride smooth and certain, like a man who knew exactly what women saw, and knew exactly how to use it.

She tore her gaze away at last, pulse hammering, shame and excitement tangling in her stomach.

For the rest of the day, she couldn’t concentrate. His words echoed in her head. You’re a tease. You could ruin a man just by smiling at him.

And now she couldn’t shake the image of his body, either, strong, confident, utterly out of her league.

She hated that part of her wanted him anyway.


Chapter Three – Reflections

Natalie slammed her books down on the desk and dropped onto the bed, her heart still thudding from the encounter in the courtyard. His words spun through her mind on a loop. You’re a tease. You could ruin a man just by smiling at him.

She groaned, burying her face in the pillow. Who did he think he was? Some cocky postgraduate who thought he could read her like one of his textbooks. And yet…

Her stomach tightened as the image of him walking away replayed again, the broad back, the narrow waist, the heavy, powerful curve of his ass filling his jeans. Heat flushed through her, shame prickling her skin. She shouldn’t be thinking about him. Not like that.

Shoving the thought aside, she stripped off and padded into the shower, hoping the hot water would rinse him from her head. It didn’t. When she stepped back into her room, wrapped in a towel, the heat inside her had only shifted lower.

She let the towel fall, standing naked in front of the mirror. Her long brunette hair was damp, sticking to her shoulders. She stared at herself, really stared, as if trying to see what he saw.

Her hands rose automatically, cupping her breasts, full, firm 34Cs. Too big, she thought, biting her lip. They made her feel conspicuous, heavy. Men stared, but not the way she wanted. Did they?

She slid her palm down over her stomach. The faintest softness curved there from late nights and cheap takeaway. Fat.

Turning to the side, she caught the reflection of her hips and ass. Round, high, heart-shaped, the muscles from years of dance and Pilates holding it firm. She grimaced. Too big. Every man she passed seemed to stare, and she never knew if it was admiration or mockery.

Finally, she looked down the length of her legs. Long, toned, shapely from hours of classes. But her thighs touched slightly at the top. Fat thighs, she told herself bitterly.

And yet, even as she criticised, a traitorous thought whispered in her mind. Is he right? Do I look good?

Her nipples tightened under her fingers, her pulse quickened. She dragged her eyes from the mirror, cheeks blazing, heart hammering as if she’d been caught.

Because in the dark, dangerous corner of her mind, she wanted him to be right.




Chapter Four – The First Test

Natalie told herself she wouldn’t see him again. That if Tre happened to show up, she’d keep her distance. No more staring, no more letting him get under her skin.

So, when she spotted him at the café again the next afternoon, lounging at a table with his laptop and a coffee, her heart lurched. He looked up as though he’d felt her walk in, those sharp dark eyes locking on hers. The smirk that touched his lips made her pulse quicken.

She could have turned. She should have. But her feet carried her to the counter, and by the time she’d ordered, Tre was at her side.

“Coffee again?” he said smoothly. “What a coincidence.”

“Yeah,” she muttered, clutching the cup as if it might anchor her.

“Sit with me.” It wasn’t a question.

She followed him back to his table, sinking into the chair opposite. He leaned forward, broad shoulders dwarfing the space, his gaze steady.

They chatted about classes, assignments, trivial things. Tre was easy, confident, his voice low and magnetic. Slowly, she relaxed, until she felt it.

His leg brushed against hers under the table.

Natalie froze. It could have been an accident. She shifted slightly, but the contact remained, warm, firm, deliberate.

Her pulse pounded in her ears. Should she move away? Say something? But she didn’t. She stayed still, her thigh pressed against his, every nerve alive.

Tre kept talking as if nothing had changed, but his eyes glittered, watching her struggle.

“You get nervous easy,” he said finally, voice dropping low. “I like that.”

“I’m not nervous,” she whispered, her cheeks flaming.

He let his knee press a fraction harder into hers, testing. “You’re blushing.”

Natalie looked down, biting her lip, the heat in her belly betraying her.

Tre leaned closer, his voice almost a whisper. “You know what that tells me? That you like it when I touch you. Even when you pretend you don’t.”

Her breath caught. She wanted to deny it, but her body gave her away, thighs pressing together, chest rising faster.

Tre smiled slowly, satisfied, then eased back in his chair, as though nothing had happened.

But Natalie sat trembling, her mind spinning, knowing she’d just failed his first test.

And hating how much she wanted the next one.


Chapter Five – The Kiss

Natalie didn’t plan to see him again. After what happened in the café, the way his thigh pressed against hers, the way her body betrayed her, she’d spent a sleepless night tossing in her narrow dorm bed, heat coiling low in her belly. Every time she closed her eyes, she felt the weight of him beside her, the strength of his presence, the smug glint in his eyes when she failed to pull away.

But the next day, she found herself outside the psychology building again. And there he was, as if he’d been waiting.

“Hey, tease,” Tre called, his grin slow, predatory. “Going my way?”

Her stomach flipped. She should have told him off, walked away. Instead, she fell into step beside him.

They talked about nothing as they crossed the courtyard, lectures, professors, weekend plans. But Tre’s hand brushed her arm once, then lingered a moment longer than necessary. Natalie’s heart raced.

When they reached the quiet side of the building, Tre stopped suddenly, turning to face her.

“You know what I’ve been thinking about?” His voice was low, almost a growl.

“What?” she whispered, throat dry.

“How you looked yesterday. Flushed. Trying so hard not to admit you liked me touching you.” He stepped closer, towering over her. “You do like it, don’t you?”

Natalie’s breath caught. “I….”

Tre didn’t wait for the answer. His hand slid into her hair, firm, controlling, and he crushed his mouth to hers.

Natalie gasped, then melted. His lips were hot, demanding, his tongue sliding against hers, stealing her breath. He kissed her like he owned her, like there was no choice but to surrender.

Her knees weakened, hands clutching at his chest for balance. She moaned softly into his mouth, shocked at the raw surge of heat between her thighs.

Tre pulled back just enough to murmur against her lips, “Good girl.”

She stared up at him, dazed, lips swollen, heart hammering.

Then he leaned down again, kissing her slower this time, deeper, making her whimper for more. When he finally broke away, his eyes burned with triumph.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” he said, voice low and sure. “And you’ll beg me for it again.”

Natalie could only stare, her body trembling with need, her mind screaming at her to run, even as her lips parted helplessly, already craving the next kiss.


Chapter Six – Losing Control

Natalie closed her dorm door behind her and leaned back against it, her heart still pounding. She touched her lips, swollen and tender, as if the memory of his kiss still burned there.

Tre had kissed her like no boy ever had. Not tentative, not soft, not asking. He had taken. His hand in her hair, his mouth crushing hers, his tongue claiming her. And she had let him.

Worse; she had loved it.

She dropped her bag on the bed and paced the small room, chewing her lip. Every time she closed her eyes she saw him, towering over her, the heat in his dark eyes when he pulled back just long enough to whisper good girl.

Her thighs clenched together involuntarily. She hated herself for it, hated how her body hummed with need at the memory.

With a groan, she stripped off her clothes, tossing them carelessly to the floor. She stepped into the shower, letting the hot spray run over her, but it did nothing to rinse away the ache between her legs.

Back in her room, wrapped in a towel, she sat on the edge of the bed, her head in her hands. She thought about Daniel, the boy from her tutorials who had been trying to ask her out. He was nice. Normal. He wouldn’t take what he wanted like Tre. He would ask, smile shyly, wait for permission.

So why did that thought leave her cold?

Why did she only feel alive when she thought of Tre pressing her against the wall, his hand gripping her hair, his mouth devouring hers until she couldn’t breathe?

Natalie swallowed hard, heart racing. She was losing control. She knew it.

And yet, deep down, she wanted to be lost.

Natalie sat on the edge of the bed; her chest rose and fell in shallow breaths. She tried to shake it off, tried to think of her work, her lectures, anything but him.

But her body betrayed her. The ache between her thighs only grew sharper, hotter, until she couldn’t ignore it.

She lay back against the pillows, legs parting slowly, shame prickling as she let her fingers drift lower.

Her mind replayed the kiss, over and over. Tre’s mouth crushing hers. The roughness of his hand in her hair. The deep rumble of his voice when he murmured good girl.

Her fingers slid through the wetness gathering at her folds, circling her clit. A gasp tore from her lips.

She tried to slow down, tried to fight it, but she couldn’t. The fantasy consumed her, his weight pressing her down, his thigh pinning hers, his cock hard against her stomach as he growled in her ear.

Her hips bucked, her breath coming in short, desperate pants. “Oh God…”

When the orgasm hit, it was sharp and overwhelming, crashing through her in hot waves. She cried out, back arching, thighs quivering as she rubbed furiously, chasing every last flicker of pleasure until she collapsed, limp and trembling.

For a long moment she lay still, chest heaving, the taste of guilt thick in her mouth.

She had just made herself come harder than she ever had, and it was because of him.

Tre.

Natalie dragged the blanket over her naked body, curling into herself, shame and desire burning in equal measure.

She knew she should stay away. She knew he was dangerous.

And yet, deep down, she couldn’t wait to see him again.


Chapter Seven – First Submission

The message came late that afternoon.

Tre: Need a hand with stats? I’m around. Come by mine. Easier than the library.

Natalie stared at her phone, her pulse quickening. She knew she should say no. Knew she should stay far, far away from his flat, his presence, his eyes.

But her thumbs typed before her brain could catch up.

Natalie: Okay. What time?



His place was a short walk from campus, a big, terraced house on the edge of town split into student rooms. Bikes leaned against the hallway wall, shoes kicked off by the door, the faint smell of coffee and aftershave hanging in the air.

As Natalie stepped inside, she heard movement from the back. One of Tre’s housemates leaned out from the kitchen.

“Alright, mate,” he called, giving Natalie a curious glance before disappearing again.

Tre rested a hand lightly at the small of her back, guiding her up the stairs. “Come on. It’ll be quieter in my room.”

Her pulse jumped at the casual touch, her skin tingling beneath his hand.

Upstairs, Tre pushed open his door. His room was tidy but unmistakably male, weights stacked neatly in one corner, a pair of boxing gloves hanging on the wardrobe door, shelves crowded with psychology texts and notebooks. The bed dominated the space, its grey duvet pulled tight, a clean orderliness that surprised her.

Natalie hovered in the doorway, clutching her bag.

“Sit,” Tre said, nodding to the bed.

She perched nervously on the edge, the mattress firm beneath her, the air carrying the faint scent of his aftershave.

Tre closed the door behind them with a soft click and turned, his dark eyes fixed on her.

Natalie perched on the edge of the bed, clutching her bag to her lap. Tre leaned against his desk, arms folded, watching her with a calm, unreadable expression.

“So,” he said casually, “how’s second year treating you?”

She blinked at the normalcy of the question. “Busy. Stressful sometimes.”

He nodded, still watching. “And dance? You still doing all those classes?”

Her cheeks warmed. “Yeah. It keeps me sane.”

“I can tell,” Tre said, his eyes flicking deliberately down her body and back up again. “All that work shows.”

Natalie shifted uncomfortably, hugging the bag tighter. “You always this direct?”

A faint smile curved his lips. “Only when I see something worth being direct about.”

Her stomach flipped, a rush of heat pooling low.

Tre pushed off the desk, crossing the short space until he stood in front of her. His presence filled the room, towering, magnetic.

“Thing is,” he said softly, “you hide yourself. Big jumpers, loose clothes. Like you don’t want people to notice.”

“That’s not….” she started, but her voice faltered.

He reached down and gently tugged at the hem of her sweater. “Take this off.”

Her breath caught. “What?”

“The sweater,” he repeated, his tone steady, commanding. “Take it off.”

Her hands trembled, but she obeyed, pulling the fabric over her head. She sat there in her thin camisole, skin prickling under his gaze.

Tre stepped back half a pace, eyes raking over her, deliberate and unhurried. “Better. Much better.”

Her breath came shallow. Her nipples tightened against the thin fabric, betraying her arousal.

He leaned closer, his lips brushing her ear. “That’s what I like. Obedience.”

Natalie shivered, thighs pressing together, heat flooding between her legs.

Tre stepped back half a pace, eyes raking over her bare shoulders in the thin camisole. “Better,” he murmured, satisfied.

Natalie shifted uneasily, her sweater bunched in her lap, her chest rising and falling too fast.

“Relax,” Tre said, his tone casual again. “We’ll do what you came here for.”

He sat down on the bed beside her, his presence overwhelming even in the small movement. His thigh brushed hers, his shoulder broad against her own. Natalie tried to focus on her notes, flipping pages, stumbling through explanations. But all she could feel was the heat radiating off him, the effortless strength in the way he sat, the way his arm shifted when he leaned forward.

She caught herself staring at the veins along his forearm, the way the muscles flexed when he turned a page in her notebook. Her cheeks burned.

Tre looked at her, dark eyes steady. “You’re distracted.”

“I’m not,” she whispered, though her voice betrayed her.

His hand slid into her hair, tilting her face up. Natalie’s breath hitched. Then his mouth was on hers, hot and firm, claiming her.

She gasped, melting instantly, her notes forgotten as her hands pressed against his solid chest. His tongue slid against hers, slow and deliberate, stealing her breath until she whimpered softly.

Then he pulled back, his expression unreadable. He stood, stretching casually, as if the kiss had meant nothing.

“That’s enough for today,” he said, already reaching for his laptop. “I’ve got other things to do.”

Natalie sat frozen, lips tingling, her heart still racing.

“You can go when you’re ready,” Tre added without looking at her. “Close the door behind you.”

The dismissal was sharp, final.

She gathered her things in silence, sweater pulled back over her flushed skin, her notes trembling in her hands. When she slipped out into the hall, her whole body ached with frustration.

He had kissed her. He had made her feel wanted, consumed, and then thrown her aside like it was nothing.

It should have made her furious.

Instead, it made her crave him more.


Chapter Eight – On Her Knees

Natalie almost didn’t go back. Her skin still tingled from the kiss, her mouth hot with the memory of his tongue, and the sting of his dismissal sat like a bruise behind her ribs. But the ache that had settled low in her belly, the one that made her restless and raw, won out. She wanted him. She needed him. She wanted to prove she would give herself to him when he asked.

So, she texted him. I’ll be there in twenty.

Tre’s reply was a single word. Good.

Natalie knocked on the front door of the big, shared house, her fingers oddly steady despite the storm in her stomach.

It wasn’t Tre who answered. A tall, scruffy-haired guy with a half-smile pulled it open, a beer can in his hand.

“Uh….hi. Is Tre in?” she asked, her voice a touch too small.

The housemate’s smirk widened as he leaned lazily against the frame. “Upstairs. First door on the left.” His eyes flicked over her once, curious, amused. Then he chuckled. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

Heat rushed to her cheeks. She muttered a quick thanks and stepped inside, her heart hammering as she shut the door behind her.

The words replayed in her head with every step up the narrow staircase. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.

By the time she reached Tre’s door, her palms were damp, her thighs pressed tight together, and she knew there was no turning back.

She knocked on his door, fingers oddly steady, and he opened it with a look that made the breath leave her lungs: dark, pleased, already in control. He didn’t bother with jackets or small talk. He stepped aside and let her in.

“Sit,” he said, nodding toward the bed. His voice filled the room like velvet and command.

She obeyed, sliding down until she sat at the edge, books forgotten. Tre came around and crouched in front of her, so their knees almost touched. He looked at her like a man who’d been waiting for this exact moment, like he’d measured it out and decided the time was right.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and the words folded around her, warm and dangerous.

Tre sat back, eyes steady on her. “Take your sweater off.”

Natalie’s pulse spiked. She hesitated, fingers clenching in the fabric bunched at her lap.

“I said take it off,” Tre repeated, voice firmer this time, his tone leaving no space for excuses.

Her hands moved on their own, tugging the jumper up over her head. She laid it on the bed beside her, left in just a thin camisole, the straps sliding on her shoulders. Her skin prickled under his gaze.

Tre’s eyes darkened with satisfaction. He leaned in, closing the gap, his presence overwhelming.

“Better,” he murmured, and his hand rose, fingers catching in the delicate strap of her camisole. He eased it down over one shoulder, then the other, until the fabric slumped at her waist. The cool air kissed her bare skin.

Tre’s hands braced on her thighs, steadying, assessing. Everything about him was deliberate. Nothing was accidental.

Natalie’s skin tingled under the weight of his gaze. The camisole bunched low at her waist, leaving her breasts bare to him for the first time. Heat flared through her chest, a rush of shame and arousal colliding as she realised, she was sitting exposed before this man, her nipples tight, her breathing shallow.

She fought the instinct to cover herself with her hands, fingers twitching against the bedspread. But his grip on her thighs anchored her, held her still. He wanted her like this, open, vulnerable, unable to hide.

And she hated the way her body responded, a hot coil of need tightening low in her belly.

“Take your jeans off,” he said.

Natalie’s hands were a little clumsy as she unbuttoned, slid the denim down her legs. She kicked them away and sat there in nothing but her little panties and the cami round her waist, the familiar flush returning to her cheeks. Her pulse hammered in her throat. He watched her like a scientist cataloguing a discovery.

Tre’s hand found the waistband of her panties. He hooked a finger and tugged them down slowly, giving her time to feel the exposure, to register what he was asking. When they pooled around her ankles, he let them fall, then pushed the hair at the back of her neck aside with one large, warm hand. Next he took a firm hold of the camisole and pulled it down to join the panties.

“Stand up,” he ordered softly.

She rose, legs trembling, and he guided her with a firm hand at the small of her back until she was directly in front of him. Up close she could smell him, sweat, aftershave, something animal and clean, and it made every nerve sing.

“Look at me,” he said.

His dark eyes held hers; there was no cruelty there, only a hard, clear hunger. Natalie swallowed and bent forward on instinct until her mouth was level with the bulge in his jeans. Heat pooled in her throat.

“Down,” Tre said. His hand moved to the zip, and she felt the warmth of him long before the fabric gave way. The head of him was heavy and slick with pre-cum, pressing insistently against the denim. He stepped back a fraction, guiding her by the shoulders until she was on her knees, like she had been taught without words.

Her hands trembled as she reached for him, fingers sliding under the waistband. When she wrapped her palm around his cock for the first time properly, the girth stole her breath. He was thick and hot, heavy in her hand. She had only imagined this, and the reality shocked her again, how big, how demanding.

Tre’s hand curled at the base of her skull, tilting her face up. “Use your mouth,” he said, gentle as an order.

Natalie obeyed. She kissed the tip, tasted him salty and musky, and then took him into her lips. The stretch of him filled her jaw until it ached. Tears pricked the corners of her eyes from the force of the stretch and the raw newness of it, but she kept going, swallowing inch after inch until she was breathing around him, eyes locked on his face.

“You’re fucking perfect,” he breathed, voice ragged. “Look at you. Taking me. Good girl.”

Tre looked down, and the sight made his chest tighten. Her huge almond eyes gazed up at him, wide and shimmering, locked on his face as if begging for approval. Her full lips were stretched around the thickness of his cock, glistening, her cheeks hollowed with every deep pull as she sucked him harder.

“Beautiful,” he muttered, almost to himself, his hand tightening in her hair as a surge of heat shot through him.

Those words, praise wrapped in command, sent shards of heat through her. She bobbed, lips and tongue working, trying to match whatever he wanted. She licked the ridge, sucked the slit, flanged her tongue against the underside. His hand played in her hair, guiding, holding, not rough but absolute.

He groaned, hips jerking, and she took more of him, jaw aching but thrilled by the ache. The room narrowed until there was only him and the slickness of him in her mouth, the way he tasted and the way his breath hitched when she hit the right spot. He was so big; every inch demanded her attention, and she answered him.

Tre pulled her up with a firm grip, her lips wet, cheeks flushed, her chest heaving. He tossed her lightly back onto the bed, his eyes dark and hungry.

Before she could catch her breath, he hooked his arms under her thighs and lifted them high, spreading her wide open. Natalie gasped, her hands flying to the sheets as her body was stretched and displayed for him.

“God, look at you,” Tre growled, lowering his mouth between her legs.

The first sweep of his tongue made her cry out, her hips jerking helplessly. He licked her slowly, deliberately, teasing up and down her folds until she was trembling, then circled her clit with maddening precision.

“Oh….oh God….Tre….” Her voice broke, her hands clutching the sheets as his mouth devoured her. He groaned against her, lips sucking, tongue plunging inside her wet heat before gliding back up to her clit.

Natalie’s thighs quivered in his grip, her body arching, every nerve aflame. The sound of him eating her, the wet, hungry slurps, the growls of approval, only pushed her higher.

Her climax crashed down hard, tearing through her in hot, uncontrollable waves. She cried out, her back arching as he held her thighs wide, forcing her to take every ounce of pleasure he gave.

Only when she collapsed back onto the bed, trembling and gasping, did Tre lift his mouth, his lips glistening. He smirked down at her, her body still quivering from the orgasm.

Then his voice came, low and commanding:

“Turn over,” Tre said.

Natalie obeyed, rolling onto her stomach, her chest still rising and falling from the orgasm that had left her weak and trembling. The sheets were cool against her skin, her damp hair spilling over her shoulders.

“Good girl,” he murmured, climbing onto the bed behind her. He pressed his weight down, his chest broad and hot against her back, his hips grinding firmly against her round ass.

She gasped as she felt him there, thick and hard, sliding between her thighs, his cock riding along her slick folds. Each slow thrust dragged the swollen head against her clit, making her whimper into the pillow.

“Feel that?” Tre growled in her ear, his breath hot. “That’s what you’ve been craving.”

She moaned helplessly, her legs squeezing tighter together, the friction making her wetter with every stroke.

Then he shifted his hips, angling lower, and the blunt head found her soaked entrance. In one slow, relentless push, he speared into her tight little hole, burying himself deep.

Natalie cried out, her fists clutching the sheets as the sheer fullness overwhelmed her. His weight pinned her down completely, she couldn’t move, couldn’t resist, could only take him as his hips pressed hard against her ass, his cock stretching her from the inside.

“God, you’re tight like this,” Tre groaned, his thrusts shallow at first, grinding deep with every stroke. “Made for me.”

Her breath came in ragged gasps, her body alive with sensation. Each time he drove into her, the mattress shook beneath them, her body pressed flat under his, owned, used, utterly his.

And with every thrust, Natalie felt herself surrendering further, not just her body but something deeper, craving the way he took her, needing him to never stop.

Tre’s thrusts grew harder, heavier, each one driving her deeper into the mattress. His cock filled her completely, every stroke pressing her round ass up against his hips. The sound of their bodies meeting was sharp and raw in the quiet room.

Natalie’s need coiled hotter and tighter inside her. She whimpered into the pillow, her fists twisting in the sheets. Instinct took over, she lifted her hips slightly, grinding back against him, offering herself up, desperate for him to go even deeper.

“Fuck,” Tre growled, his hand clamping on her waist, holding her right there as he drove harder. “That’s it. Grind that ass on me. Good girl.”

Her cry broke, her body quivering, every nerve alight. The friction of her clit pressed against the sheets, the relentless pounding from behind, the weight of him pinning her down, it was too much.

She knew she couldn’t hold back. The orgasm was surging up, unstoppable.

But as the first scream tore from her throat, another thought hit, his housemates. They’d hear. They’d hear her being fucked, hear the raw, desperate sounds spilling from her mouth. Shame scorched her cheeks even as the pleasure ripped through her body.

“Tre….oh God…..” Her voice rose, ragged and helpless. She bit into the pillow, muffling her cries, but the bed still shook, the sounds still escaped, sharp and humiliating, as his cock drove deep inside her.

Tre’s growl in her ear made it worse. “Let them hear, Natalie. Let them know how good I’m fucking you.”

Her climax tore through her anyway, violent, consuming, her pussy spasming around him as she screamed into the sheets, her body betraying every ounce of shame with how hard she came for him.

Tre groaned, his thrusts growing sharper, deeper, until he finally spilled inside her with a low, guttural curse. His weight bore her down completely, pinning her flat as he pulsed deep within her, grinding his hips against her ass with every shudder.

Pinned, trembling, utterly spent, Natalie could only gasp into the sheets as the aftershocks left her shaking.

Tre kissed the back of her neck once, a rough, claiming press of his lips. “That’s my girl,” he murmured.

And lying there, filled and owned, Natalie knew she would do anything to feel this way again.

Her climax left her shuddering, the last waves still rolling through her as Tre ground into her one last time. Then, without warning, he pulled free. She gasped at the sudden emptiness, and a hot trail of his spill dribbled across the curve of her round ass.

“Good girl,” Tre muttered, low and satisfied.

He lingered for a moment, standing over her. His eyes roved slowly down her naked body sprawled across the bed, the delicate line of her slender shoulders and back, the perfect roundness of her ass glistening messy with his spill, the long shapely legs stretched out beneath her.

Satisfied, he turned away, sat at his desk, and flipped open his laptop.

“I’ve got work to do,” he said flatly. “Get dressed. I’ll text you.”

Natalie’s chest tightened at the dismissal. She dragged her camisole over her flushed skin, then tugged her panties up, biting her lip as she felt his spill still leaking out, soaking into the fabric. She scrambled into her jeans and sweater, cheeks burning.

At the door she looked back once. His broad back was to her, shoulders hunched as he typed, as if she were already forgotten.

She slipped out quietly, pulling the door shut.

At the bottom of the stairs, she nearly collided with the same housemate who’d let her in. He gave her a smirk, eyes flicking knowingly over her flushed face and messy hair.

“Alright?” he asked, his grin widening.

Natalie ducked her head, mortified. She knew exactly how she looked, freshly fucked, and shamed by it.


Chapter Nine – Desperate

Natalie lay in the dark of her dorm room, the glow from the streetlamp outside slipping pale stripes across her ceiling. She should have been asleep hours ago, but her mind refused to settle.

Every time she closed her eyes, she saw him. The way Tre had pressed her flat into the mattress. The weight of him crushing her down. The brutal stretch of his cock as he pinned her, fucked her, made her cry out so loud she knew his housemates had heard.

She rolled onto her side, hugging the pillow, shame burning through her. She should hate him for how he dismissed her, for how he’d turned his back on her the moment it was over. But her body ached with need, throbbing with the memory of his voice growling Good girl as he spilled across her ass.

Natalie groaned softly, pressing her thighs together. It was no use. The ache wouldn’t fade. Her hand drifted down, pushing her pyjama shorts low over her hips. She spread her legs, baring herself to the cool air, her fingers sliding into the slick heat waiting there.

“Oh… God…” she whispered, her body already shuddering at the first touch.

She closed her eyes and gave herself over to the memory. Tre’s hand in her hair. His mouth on her clit, devouring her until she broke. His cock driving into her, relentless, making her scream into the pillow while shame and pleasure tangled into something she couldn’t resist.

Her hips lifted off the bed, grinding against her hand as she rubbed harder, chasing the sharp edge that built so fast it scared her. She moaned into the dark, thighs trembling, toes curling.

When the orgasm hit, it was violent, overwhelming. She gasped and cried out, her body arching as the waves crashed over her, one after another, until she collapsed back, boneless and trembling, sweat damp on her skin.

For a long moment she lay panting, her fingers sticky, her body still twitching with aftershocks.

She hated herself for it. For needing him like this. For touching herself to the memory of being used, dismissed, shamed.

But even as the thought burned, another voice whispered louder, undeniable.

She was desperate for more.


Chapter Ten – The Day After

The morning dragged. Natalie sat in her lecture hall, notebook open, pen in hand, but the words on the projector blurred and ran together. Every time she tried to concentrate, her mind betrayed her.

Tre.

The heat of his weight pressing her flat. The sound of his voice telling her to come for him. The humiliation of being left messy, his release soaking into her panties as she hurried from his room.

Her thighs clenched under the desk. She shifted in her seat, biting her lip, praying no one noticed the flush in her cheeks.

She tried to talk to her flatmate over lunch, but she was distracted, nodding at the wrong moments, her mind elsewhere. In the library that afternoon, she opened her textbook but stared at the same page for an hour.

Everywhere she turned, she felt the ghost of him. The smell of aftershave on a boy walking past. The laugh of someone with the same deep rumble. Even the silence of her dorm made her ache, because all she could hear in her head was his voice saying Good girl.

By evening she was strung tight, restless, chewing the end of her pen as she sat cross-legged on her bed. Her phone lay on the pillow beside her. She tried not to look at it. Tried not to need it.

But when the vibration buzzed against the sheets, her stomach dropped.

Tre: What are you doing now?

Natalie’s heart pounded. Her fingers hovered over the screen, every nerve alive. She wanted to tell him nothing. She wanted to tell him waiting for you. She wanted to tell him she was already wet just reading his words.

Instead she typed, hesitant, ashamed of how quickly she was giving herself away.

Natalie: Just… in my room.

The reply came almost instantly.

Tre: How quickly can you get here? I’m hard thinking about you.

Natalie’s breath caught, her whole body tightening at the bluntness of it. She stared at the screen, her heart hammering, her thighs pressing together under the thin fabric of her pyjama shorts.

Her fingers trembled as she typed back, the words almost shameful in their speed.

Natalie: Ten minutes.

The three dots blinked once, then disappeared.

Tre: Good girl. Don’t keep me waiting. And no underwear.

Natalie’s cheeks burned, heat rushing straight to her core. She set the phone down, staring at it as her heart raced.

He wasn’t just asking her to come. He was making her come exposed.

And even as shame curled tight in her chest, she felt herself getting wetter at the thought of obeying.


Chapter Eleven – No Underwear

Natalie stood in front of her wardrobe, heart pounding, Tre’s last message still glowing on her phone.

Don’t keep me waiting. And no underwear.

Her hands shook as she shoved hangers aside. Everything suddenly looked wrong, too tight, too covered, too revealing. She needed something quick, something she could leave the dorm in without raising suspicion, but that obeyed his command.

Her fingers settled on a mid-thigh skirt, soft jersey cotton, the kind she normally wore with tights. She slid it up over her bare hips, shivering at how exposed she felt without panties. The fabric clung to her curves, every movement making her acutely aware of her nakedness underneath.

A loose sweater followed, no bra, no camisole, the soft knit brushing against her bare breasts, her nipples already stiff and obvious. She tugged the hem low, as though it might hide the evidence.

On her feet, she pulled on a pair of pop socks and her trainers. Casual. Normal. No one on the street would look twice.

But she knew. Every step would remind her that she was braless, pantyless, vulnerable. Exactly as he wanted her.

Natalie grabbed her bag, checked her reflection once in the mirror, flushed cheeks, hair mussed, eyes too wide, and fled the room before she could lose her nerve.

All the way down the stairs and out into the cool night, his words repeated in her head like a drumbeat.

No underwear. No underwear. No underwear.

Natalie’s heart was hammering by the time she reached Tre’s street, the big student house looming against the night sky. She smoothed her skirt with clammy palms, every step a reminder of her bare skin beneath, the soft brush of fabric against her pussy making her wetter than she wanted to admit.

She knocked quickly, hoping Tre would answer.

But it wasn’t Tre.

The same housemate from before opened the door, a beer in his hand. He leaned lazily against the frame, eyes flicking over her, from the trainers and socks, up the bare line of her thighs, lingering on the way her sweater stretched over her chest without a bra.

Natalie flushed scarlet.

“Looking for Tre again?” he drawled, amusement curling his lips.

“Yes,” she whispered.

He didn’t move right away. He just stood there, blocking the doorway, letting his gaze travel over her again. His smirk widened, like he already knew.

Finally, he stepped aside, slow and deliberate. “Go on up. He’s waiting.”

As she slipped past, her shoulder brushing his, she caught the low chuckle that followed her into the hall.

Natalie’s cheeks burned hotter. She knew exactly how she looked, exactly what she wasn’t wearing, and the housemate knew it too.

Her shame clung to her with every step up the stairs. By the time she reached Tre’s door, her thighs were trembling, not just from nerves but from need.

Natalie paused at Tre’s door, her knuckles rapping softly once, then twice. For a moment there was only silence, and she thought she might faint from the tension.

Then his voice came, deep and steady from inside. “Come in.”

She pushed the door open and slipped inside, closing it quickly behind her. Tre sat at his desk, one arm draped over the chair, watching her like he had been expecting this exact moment.

His eyes swept her outfit once, and she felt naked under the weight of his gaze.

“Did you follow my instructions?” he asked.

Natalie swallowed, staring at the floor, heat flooding her cheeks. Her voice was barely more than a whisper. “Yes.”

“Look at me.” His tone sharpened, brooking no argument.

Her eyes lifted reluctantly to his.

“Show me,” Tre said simply.

Natalie’s breath hitched. Her hands hovered uncertainly at the hem of her skirt. The command rang in her head; no underwear. To obey meant stripping herself bare before him. To disobey meant… she didn’t even want to think about it.

Natalie’s hands shook as she pinched the hem of her skirt, starting to lift it.

“NO,” Tre cut in sharply, his voice like a whip. “Not like that. Take it off. And the sweater too.”

Her stomach lurched. “What….”

“You heard me,” he said, his eyes dark, unblinking. “Strip. Now.”

Her breath hitched as she fumbled with the waistband, dragging the skirt down over her thighs and stepping out of it, bare and trembling. Her hands went to the hem of her sweater, hesitating only a moment before pulling it up and over her head.

The air was cool against her flushed skin. She stood before him completely naked, her nipples tight, her body trembling, heat and shame flooding her cheeks.

Tre leaned back in his chair, eyes raking slowly over her bare form, satisfied. “Better. Much better.”

Tre’s gaze lingered on her trembling, naked body, drinking in every curve, every flushed inch of her shame. Then, without a word, he rose from the chair.

Natalie’s breath caught as his hands went to the hem of his T-shirt. He pulled it over his head in one smooth motion, revealing a chest thick with muscle, abs hard and cut deep, the physique of a man who lived in the gym and the boxing ring. His shoulders were broad, arms powerful, veins running thick down his forearms.

Her eyes widened, unable to look away.

Then he unbuckled his belt, slow and deliberate, the clink of metal loud in the quiet room. He pushed his jeans down over his hips, stepping free of them. His boxers strained with the sheer size of him, the heavy outline of his cock already rigid against the fabric.

Natalie’s heart hammered. She knew he was big. She’d felt it inside her. But nothing had prepared her for seeing it with her own eyes.

Tre hooked his thumbs into the waistband and dragged his boxers down, letting them fall. His cock sprang free, long, thick, heavy, veins ridging the dark length. His balls hung full and round beneath, swinging with his movement.

To her surprise, he was completely shaved, his pubic area bare and smooth, which only made his manhood seem even bigger, more obscene, as it jutted forward hard and proud.

Natalie’s lips parted, her breath shuddering. Her whole body flushed hotter at the sight, her thighs pressing together instinctively as her pussy throbbed.

Tre smirked at her reaction, stepping closer, the sheer size of him hanging heavy between them. “Now you really see what you’ve been begging for,” he murmured.

Tre stood tall and proud, his cock jutting heavy between them, his shaved skin making every inch of him look bigger, harder, more intimidating.

“On your knees,” he ordered, his tone low but absolute.

Natalie’s legs trembled as she lowered herself onto the carpet, the cool floor biting against her bare skin. She knelt fully naked before him, her eyes level with the thick shaft she’d only glimpsed before. Up close, it was overwhelming, long and veined, the blunt head flushed dark, his heavy balls swaying just below.

Her lips parted on a shaky breath.

“Look at you,” Tre said, his hand sliding into her hair, guiding her face closer. “Bare. Obedient. Ready to worship what you’ve been craving.”

Natalie’s almond eyes lifted to his, wide and shining with a mix of fear and need. Then, slowly, she leaned forward and pressed her lips to the swollen head.

Tre groaned softly, his hand tightening in her hair. “That’s it. Kiss it. Show me some respect.”

She obeyed, kissing again, her full lips trailing down the thick length, her tongue flicking across the ridge. The musky taste filled her mouth, her jaw already straining as she opened wider to take him deeper.

Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her almond eyes never leaving his, pleading for approval. Tre watched her, breathing ragged, his cock vanishing inch by inch between her lips as she slurped and gagged around his size.

“Beautiful,” he muttered, voice strained. “On your knees, bare and sucking me like you were made for it.”

Her hands cupped his heavy balls, feeling their weight as she tried to please him, her mouth sliding faster, saliva dripping down her chin. She moaned around his cock, the vibrations making him groan, his hips starting to thrust shallowly into her mouth.

Tears pricked her eyes from the stretch, but she didn’t stop. She wanted to give him everything, wanted to prove she was his good girl.

Tre growled, looking down at the sight of her, naked, bare, worshipping him with desperate devotion.

“You’re mine now,” he said darkly. “Say it.”

Natalie pulled back just enough to gasp, spit glistening on her chin. “I’m yours.”

Tre’s hand tightened in her hair, his hips moving more insistently, each thrust pushing his thick cock deeper into her throat. Natalie gagged, tears streaking her cheeks, spit dripping from her lips, but she didn’t pull away. She let him use her, desperate to please, desperate to prove herself.

“That’s it,” he growled, eyes dark as he looked down at her. “Take it all. You’re going to swallow every drop.”

Her throat worked frantically, her almond eyes wide and wet as she gazed up at him, her lips stretched around his length. She moaned helplessly, the vibrations sending him over the edge.

“Fuck….” His groan ripped through the room as his cock throbbed in her mouth. Hot jets spilled across her tongue, filling her throat, and Tre held her tight, forcing her to drink it down. She gagged, coughed, but swallowed every drop, choking on his release until her eyes streamed.

When he finally let her go, she pulled back with a gasp, spit and cum glistening on her lips, her chest heaving.

Tre smirked, satisfaction blazing in his gaze. “Good girl. Mine.”

Before she could recover, he bent and lifted her easily, tossing her onto the bed. She landed on her back with a gasp, legs falling open instinctively. Tre climbed over her, his hands spreading her thighs wide until she was displayed, open, trembling.

Natalie whimpered as he lowered his mouth, his tongue sliding hot and eager over her soaked folds.

“Tre….”

He groaned against her pussy, devouring her, his tongue circling her clit, plunging into her wet hole, then back to her clit again with ruthless precision. His hands pinned her thighs open, his lips sucking, his tongue relentless.

Her hips bucked wildly, her voice breaking into desperate cries. The shame of being used, the raw edge of swallowing his cum, all of it melted into the pure heat of his mouth working her body like she was his to feast on.

“God….oh God….I can’t….” she sobbed, her fingers clutching the sheets.

Her orgasm hit hard, sharp and overwhelming, her back arching as her pussy spasmed under his tongue. She screamed, the sound ragged and helpless, every nerve lighting up as he kept licking, sucking, milking every last wave until she collapsed, twitching and ruined beneath him.

Tre finally lifted his head, his lips glistening, his smirk feral. “Sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted,” he murmured, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

Natalie lay trembling, still spread wide, her chest heaving. She had never come so hard in her life, and she knew she’d never escape him now.

Natalie lay sprawled across the bed, thighs still quivering, breath ragged. Her body was slick with sweat, her pussy twitching from the brutal orgasm his mouth had wrung out of her.

Tre didn’t give her a chance to recover. He climbed over her, spreading her wider with his weight, his cock hard again, heavy and pressing hot against her swollen folds.

Her eyes fluttered open, dazed. “Tre….I… I can’t….”

“Yes, you can,” he growled, his lips brushing her ear. “You’re mine. You take what I give you.”

He drove into her in one deep, merciless thrust. Natalie screamed, her nails clawing at the sheets as the stretch ripped through her sensitive pussy. Every nerve was still lit from her climax, and the sudden fullness pushed her over the edge of sanity.

“God….you’re so tight, so wet,” Tre grunted, pounding into her, his hips slamming against her ass. “Made for me. Only me.”

Pinned beneath his broad chest, her legs forced wide, Natalie sobbed, every thrust shaking her to the core. Her body was overwhelmed, torn between pain and pleasure, shame and raw need. Her cries filled the room, high and broken, her thighs trembling as he fucked her harder, deeper, relentless.

Her pussy clenched tight around him, her body betraying her, dragging her into another climax. She screamed his name, shaking violently as her orgasm ripped through her again, uncontrollable and humiliating.

Tre snarled, gripping her wrists to pin them above her head as he drove faster, rougher, his cock pounding her soaked cunt until he exploded inside her. He groaned low, grinding deep, spilling hot and heavy, filling her to the brim.

When it was over, he collapsed against her for a moment, their bodies slick with sweat, her chest heaving under his weight.

Natalie lay stunned, ruined, trembling with exhaustion and pleasure, knowing one truth burned brighter than the shame:

She would never be free of him.

Tre pulled out of her slowly, with a loud, wet squelch. Natalie gasped as she felt the hot spill run out of her, dribbling down between the cheeks of her round ass, soaking into the sheets beneath her.

He stood, reaching for his jeans, tugging them on without hurry, leaving his chest bare, his muscles still gleaming with sweat.

“That was good, slut,” he said, smirking down at her spread and trembling form. “I needed that. Now I can concentrate.”

Natalie’s breath caught at the word, slut, shame burning through her even as her pussy twitched at the sound of it.

He dropped back into his chair, flipping open his laptop, his focus already shifting to the screen as though nothing had happened. “You can stay if you want.”

And that was it. No tenderness. No affection. Just permission to exist in his room.

Natalie lay naked across the bed, thighs still parted, his cum leaking slowly from her sore, used pussy. The sheets were damp beneath her, her hair stuck to her forehead, her chest heaving.

She turned her head just enough to see him, broad shoulders hunched, typing steadily, the glow of the laptop lighting his sharp profile.

Used. Forgotten. Yet still aching for him.

Her shame cut deep, but deeper still was the truth that terrified her most:

She wanted more.


Chapter Twelve – On Display

Natalie lay sprawled naked across Tre’s bed, her thighs sticky, her body still trembling from the brutal way he’d used her. His cum was cooling against her skin, trickling between the cheeks of her ass and soaking into the sheets. She stared at the ceiling, her chest rising and falling, every breath still ragged.

Tre was at his desk, jeans slung low on his hips, bare chest lit by the glow of his laptop. His fingers tapped steadily on the keys, utterly indifferent to the wreck of a girl lying ruined just a few feet away.

The knock at the door made Natalie’s stomach flip.

“Yeah?” Tre called, without looking up.

She jolted upright, panic surging. She grabbed at the covers, dragging them frantically over herself. But she only managed to cover her breasts and pussy, her shoulders bare, her thighs still glistening.

“Come in,” Tre said casually.

“Tre!” she hissed, horrified, but it was too late.

The door creaked open and one of his housemates poked his head in. “Hey, man, have you got that info for Professor Langley about the seminar…..”

He stopped mid-sentence. His eyes widened as they landed on Natalie.

She froze, clutching the duvet tight to her chest, heat flooding her face. She knew what he could see, the pale slope of her bare shoulders, the flush staining her skin, the outline of her thighs peeking beneath the thin fabric. The duvet did little to hide the obvious truth: she was naked, messy, freshly fucked.

The door swung wide and in stepped a broad-shouldered bloke with shaggy blond hair, about Tre’s age and built like he lived half his life in the gym. He carried himself with the easy confidence of someone used to having space, a heavy chest, thick arms, the kind of body that made you stand aside automatically.

“Mate,” he began, but he paused with his eyes on Natalie. He took her in slowly: the damp hair, the flushed cheeks, the duvet clutched uselessly at her breasts, the slick shine at the curve of her thigh. The grin that spread across his face was equal parts amusement and appetite.

Tre didn’t even look surprised. He glanced at the folder stacked by his laptop and, with a lazy flick of his hand, indicated it. “Yeah,” he said, calm and clipped, “you can take that, I’ve got all I need.” He didn’t hurry to stand; he let the housemate come forward.

The guy hesitated a beat, brow furrowing as he took in the whole tableau. For a second Tre watched both of them, the housemate’s uncertainty and Natalie, utterly exposed and mortified on the bed.

Tre’s voice dropped, smooth and controlled. “Don’t worry about her.” He didn’t bother to sound concerned. Then, louder so Natalie could hear, he added, almost amused: “You’re not bothered, are you, slut?”

The words landed like a slap. Natalie’s face burned fire-hot. The housemate’s grin turned predator bright as he let his gaze roam, then he shrugged and reached for the folder. “Alright then,” he said, eyes flicking back to Tre with a half-mocking, half-respectful nod. “I’ll grab it.”

Tre leaned back in his chair, utterly unhurried, fingers resting on the keys. The housemate hesitated in the doorway, his eyes still roaming over Natalie’s flushed, half-covered body.

Tre smirked. “You’re welcome, mate,” he said coolly. “If you don’t mind sloppy seconds.”

Natalie’s breath caught like she’d been struck. Her cheeks flamed scarlet, her hands clutching the duvet tighter to her chest. The words sank into her skin, raw and humiliating, branding her.

The blond housemate hesitated in the doorway, his grin faltering into something sharper, hungrier. His eyes stayed locked on Natalie, as if waiting to see what would happen next.

Tre leaned back in his chair, utterly calm. “Go on,” he said, his voice smooth and cold. “Show him.”

Natalie froze, her pulse roaring in her ears.

“Tre….” she whispered, her voice breaking.

His eyes flicked to hers, hard and expectant. “Don’t make me ask again, slut.”

The housemate shifted, smirk curling back into place as he leaned on the doorframe, waiting. Natalie’s fingers trembled against the duvet, shame burning through her as the reality sank in: Tre meant it. He wanted her to obey. To expose herself. To be seen.

Her body shook with the conflict, shame pressing down heavy, arousal thrumming hot and undeniable beneath it.

Natalie’s breath came in shallow gasps, her hands clutching the duvet so tightly her knuckles ached. Tre’s gaze pinned her, unrelenting.

Slowly, with trembling fingers, she loosened her grip. The fabric slipped lower, baring the swell of her breasts. Her nipples were hard, her chest flushed. The housemate’s grin widened as his eyes locked on her, hungry and amused all at once.

Tears pricked the corners of her eyes as she lowered the duvet further, exposing her stomach, her hips… until it slid past her thighs and pooled uselessly around her knees. She sat there naked, spread across Tre’s bed, her skin hot with shame.

Tre leaned back in his chair, utterly satisfied. “Good girl,” he drawled. Then his voice sharpened. “Now spread your thighs.”

Natalie whimpered, shaking her head faintly, but his eyes were hard, his command absolute.

“Do it. I want him to see how messy I made you.”

Her whole body burned as she shifted, forcing her thighs apart. Slickness glistened between her legs, Tre’s cum still leaking from her swollen pussy, shining in the light.

The blond housemate let out a low whistle. “Fuck me…” he muttered, eyes glued to the sight. His grin turned feral.

Natalie’s stomach twisted with shame so sharp it hurt, but at the same time, her clit throbbed, her pussy clenching at the exposure. She was humiliated, displayed like Tre’s trophy. And yet her body betrayed her: she was wet, aching, aroused.

Tre smirked, lounging back in his chair as his housemate’s eyes roved over Natalie’s bare, spread body.

“She’s a hot little thing, isn’t she?” Tre said casually, his voice dripping with pride. “Nice, tight little pussy… and she likes to be displayed.”

Natalie’s stomach lurched, her face burning. She wanted to shrink into the mattress, to vanish under the duvet she’d already surrendered, but Tre’s words held her in place, his command wrapping around her like chains.

His eyes locked on hers, sharp and unrelenting. “Don’t you, slut?”

Her lips trembled, a tear slipping hot down her cheek. She wanted to deny it, to scream no, but her pussy clenched at the word, slickness seeping fresh between her thighs. The shame was unbearable.

“Say it,” Tre ordered, his tone a whipcrack.

Natalie’s voice came out hoarse, broken. “Y… yes.”

Tre’s smirk widened. “Louder.”

Her eyes flicked to the blond housemate still standing in the doorway, smirking openly at her humiliation. Heat and dread twisted inside her. She forced the word out again, louder this time, though her voice cracked:

“Yes… I like it.”

The housemate chuckled low in his throat, shaking his head in disbelief as his eyes swept her naked body once more.

Tre leaned forward in his chair, satisfaction burning in his gaze. “Good girl.”

Natalie’s thighs quivered where she held them spread, her body betraying her shame with the unmistakable throb of arousal.

The blond housemate gave a low chuckle, dragging his eyes off Natalie long enough to glance at Tre. “She’s a looker, mate. No denying that. But…” His grin turned lopsided. “Don’t fancy sloppy seconds. No offence.”

Tre barked a laugh, unbothered. “None taken.” He leaned back in his chair, folding his arms, his smirk widening. “You’d be welcome to a blowjob though. She sucks good.”

Natalie’s heart lurched. Her stomach twisted tight with shame. The words crashed over her, not if, but when. As if she were an object to be passed around, her mouth offered up like nothing more than a party favour.

Her cheeks flamed, tears threatening again. She clutched at the sheets uselessly, her thighs still spread, slickness gleaming between them.

The housemate gave her another long look, his grin widening at her naked, humiliated state.

The blond housemate’s grin spread slow and wolfish. Yeah, I’ll go for that,” he said lightly, his voice mocking but edged with hunger. Then, to Natalie’s horror, he stepped fully into the room and pushed the door shut behind him.

His hand went to his belt, unbuckling it with an easy confidence. “Come here, then,” he said, smirking as he tugged down his zip. “Wrap your pretty lips around this.”

He pulled himself free, pale and thick, half-hard but swelling quickly in his grip. Not as long or as heavy as Tre, but still bigger than anything Natalie had ever known before Tre had broken her open.

Her heart hammered. She looked toward Tre, desperate for some signal, some reprieve.

But Tre only leaned back in his chair, calm and unreadable, his dark eyes fixed on her. His silence was louder than words. This was what he wanted. For her to understand she was his slut, to feel the heat of shame and the sharp edge of obedience.

The realisation sent a wave of humiliation crashing over her… and with it, a pulse of raw arousal that made her thighs clench.

Slowly, she shifted, moving onto all fours to the end of Tre’s bed, crawling to the edge where the blond housemate waited. She bent her head, her hair spilling forward, and pressed a tentative kiss to the blunt head of his cock.

The housemate groaned low, his hand finding her hair. “That’s it, sweetheart. Be a good girl for me.”

Natalie parted her lips, sliding him into her mouth, the salty taste spreading across her tongue as she began to suck. Her cheeks hollowed, her almond eyes flicking up, not to him, but to Tre.

He watched her steadily, his smirk faint, his approval silent but unmistakable.

And as the thick cock pushed deeper into her throat, Natalie realised her shame was feeding the ache between her thighs. She was being used, passed around, displayed, and every humiliating second only made her wetter.

Tre watched with an unreadable expression as the blond man drove himself over the edge, his groan ragged in the quiet room. Natalie gagged around him as he emptied himself, hot, salty ropes hitting the back of her throat and then spilling down her trembling chin. She choked, swallowed, hands scrabbling for purchase on the duvet as the housemate panted, fingers tangled in her hair.

When he pulled free, he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and his cock across her cheek, zipped up without a glance at her face, and zipped his jeans with a careless motion. He gave Tre a single look, something like triumph mixed with relief and grunted, “Thanks, mate.” Then he shouldered the folder from the desk, cast one last hungry glance at Natalie, and left, the door closing behind him.

Tre didn’t move at first. He sat very still, eyes on her, as if cataloguing every fleck of cum on her skin. Then he pushed himself up, crossed to the bed, and reached down to lift her chin with two fingers. His thumb brushed the wetness at the corner of her mouth, collecting a smear of the housemate’s spill on his skin. There was no pity in his face, only cold satisfaction.

“You did well,” he said softly, almost pleased. “Good little slut.” His voice carried in the small room like promise and verdict at once.

Before she could answer, he unbuckled his jeans again, the movement practised, and freed himself. He hadn’t softened; he still stood there, heavy and hard and utterly in control. He angled the head of himself toward her lips.

“Again,” Tre said, low and steady. “Show me.”

Natalie, still shaking, still tasting other men in her mouth, still raw from shame and the aftershocks of what she’d been made to do, obeyed. She leaned forward and took him, this cock now, the one that belonged to the man who’d set all this in motion. Her mouth closed around him; her cheeks hollowed as she worked, swallowing the taste of Tre and the housemate, the room full of the sounds of her surrender.

Tre’s hand curled in her hair, guiding, steadying, not rough so much as absolute. As she sucked, he bent and pressed his mouth to her temple, his breath hot.

“You’re my good girl,” he murmured. “I’m proud of you. My good slut. We’re going to have a lot of fun.”

She swallowed around him, nodding once, words lost in the wet rhythm and the pounding in her veins. He watched her, satisfied, already mapping the ways he would push and claim and train her. The promise, and the threat, in his last sentence hung heavy in the air as she continued, head bowed, doing exactly what he wanted.


Epilogue

Natalie stood in her dorm room, fresh from the shower, droplets sliding down her skin. She let the towel fall and faced her reflection. For once, she didn’t wince. The girl who had once picked herself apart was gone. Tre had taught her to see something else, something stronger, bolder, beautiful.

Her hands lingered as though rediscovering herself. The swell of her breasts, her thumb brushing across a hardened nipple. The soft curve of her belly, the flare of her hips. Then lower, where Tre had made his will clear. She was bare there now, shaved smooth as he had instructed, and the knowledge that she had obeyed him sent a shiver racing up her spine. Her fingers traced lightly across her skin, the intimacy of the touch stirring heat inside her.

She turned in the mirror, not critical this time, but aware of how alive she felt looking back.

On the bed lay the red thong he had left for her. The fabric was delicate, almost insubstantial, designed to be noticed. She slid it into place, the waistband high, deliberately visible. Then came her skin-tight jeans, the strip of scarlet peeking above, the vest top clinging to her without the shield of a bra.

The outfit was bold. Daring. Exactly what he wanted.

His words from the night before echoed in her ears, steady and commanding: I want everyone to know how hot my slut is;  the one I get to fuck whenever I want.

Her lips curved into a half-smile at the memory. Shame and pride knotted together in her chest, impossible to untangle. She grabbed her bag, gave her reflection one last glance, and lifted her chin.

No one outside would know the full truth. But she did. And so did he.




Book Two Teaser

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

Her surrender has only whetted his appetite. Now he intends to share her, not only with his housemates, but with his wider circle of friends. The rules have changed: she is no longer just his girl, she is the plaything he offers, the prize he displays, the slut he controls.

And this time, Tre won’t stop at ordinary pleasure. He will push her further than she has ever gone, her first anal, her first time used by two men at once, her first DP, her first night learning exactly what it means to be completely filled and utterly owned.

The shame will scorch her, the hunger will undo her, and the choice will vanish, because when Tre commands, Natalie obeys: stripped, displayed and used.
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