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Disclaimer & Content Warning

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only (18+). All characters depicted are over the age of 18.

This book contains explicit sexual content including:

	BDSM themes (dominance, submission, spanking, restraints) 

	Humiliation, degradation, and rough sex 

	Anal play and anal sex 

	Dubious-consent scenarios within a consensual fantasy context 



If you are under 18, or if any of the above themes may offend you, please do not purchase or read this book.

This is an erotic fantasy. It does not depict real-life practices, and it should not be taken as an example of safe or healthy sexual relationships. Always practice safe, sane, and consensual sex in reality.
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Chapter One

The air in the gym was thick with the scent of effort and disinfectant. Amber Lewis, 21, gripped the cold, knurled steel of the barbell, her palms already chalky. Sixty kilograms. It felt heavier today, an anchor tied to the simmering restlessness in her core. In the long mirror, she watched herself: the defined lines of her arms, the way her grey Gymshark leggings hugged the powerful curve of her glutes, the faint sheen of sweat on her exposed midriff. She took a breath, braced her core, and pulled.

The weight rose unevenly, her lower back pinching in protest. Her grip, usually iron from years of kickboxing and karate, felt like it was melting. The plates clanged loudly against the floor, a jarring sound that cut through the low thump of the gym’s music. Heat flushed her cheeks. Failure. A tiny crack in her perfect control.

“Careful. You’ll strain your back pulling like that.”

The voice was a low, calm rumble from behind her. She looked up into the mirror. Jamal Brooks, one of the gym’s senior trainers, stood a few feet away. He was tall, built with a solid, functional strength that spoke of real discipline, not just show. His focus, usually reserved for his clients, was now entirely on her.


Jamal’s presence was commanding, his physique a testament to years of disciplined training. His black skin glistened under the gym’s harsh fluorescent lights, every muscle defined with a raw, functional power that spoke of real-world strength rather than mere aesthetics. His broad shoulders tapered into a narrow waist, his back rippling with layers of muscle that flexed subtly as he moved. His arms were thick and corded, veins tracing the surface like a roadmap of his exertion. He had the kind of body that didn’t just lift weights, it conquered them. 

His face was striking, features sharp and symmetrical, framed by closely cropped hair that emphasized the strong line of his jaw. His eyes, deep brown and intense, seemed to see everything, to know everything, with an unnerving clarity. There was a quiet confidence in the way he carried himself, an ease in his movements that suggested he was utterly in control, not just of his body, but of the space around him.

When he knelt beside her, the sheer size of him was overwhelming. His thighs, sculpted and powerful, strained against the fabric of his shorts as he settled into position. The heat of his body seemed to radiate outward, enveloping her in a warmth that was both comforting and electrifying. His hands were large and strong, calloused from years of gripping barbells and kettlebells, yet they moved with a precision and gentleness that belied their strength.

There was something almost primal about him, a magnetism that went beyond his physicality. It was in the way he looked at her, his gaze piercing and unapologetic, like he could strip away every layer of her defences with a single glance. It was in the low timbre of his voice, smooth and rich, carrying a weight that settled deep in her chest.

“Mind if I show you something?” he asked, his tone neutral, professional.

He didn’t wait for a verbal answer, simply moved in. He crouched beside the bar, his proximity sending a sudden, unexpected jolt through her. Too close. He demonstrated the hip hinge, his own movement fluid and powerful. “It’s all in the setup. Chest open. Drive from the legs. You’re strong enough, you just need to trust it.”

Amber nodded, her throat suddenly dry. She mimicked his posture, her body hyper-aware of his presence just inches away. This time, when she pulled, the bar sailed up, smooth and controlled.

“Better. You’ve got strength, just need to trust the mechanics.”

“Thanks,” she said, trying not to sound flustered. “I’ve been stuck at this weight for ages.”

He rested his hands on his hips, studying the plates. “You train hard. I’ve seen you here most mornings. Maybe switch to five-rep sets for a bit, work on form. Power will come.”

She tried to return to her sets, but her focus was shattered. Every rep was a lie, a pantomime of exercise while her mind replayed the deep timbre of his voice, the effortless way he commanded the space around him. She caught his reflection in the mirror sometimes, across the gym, and each time a fresh wave of that unwanted, thrilling heat washed over her.

Finally, she gave up, moving to the stretching area, a quieter corner lined with mats. She lay on her back, one leg extended, the other pulled toward her chest, trying to stretch out the strange, aching tension in her hips. She closed her eyes, breathing deeply, trying to find that control again.

“Your hip flexors are tight. You’re not getting a full stretch like that.”

Her eyes flew open. Jamal stood over her, his arms crossed, his expression unreadable.

“I’m fine,” she said, her voice coming out tighter than she intended.

“You’re not,” he stated, simple, factual. He knelt beside her mat. “May I?”

It wasn’t really a question. It was a challenge. A test. Her heart thundered. This is a bad idea. But her body was already answering, a silent, pulsing yes. She gave a slight, jerky nod.

His hands were warm and impossibly sure as they found her knee and ankle. He applied gentle pressure, deepening the stretch. A gasp escaped her lips. It was intense, almost too much, a sharp pull of muscle that bordered on pain. But beneath that was something else—a shocking, electric current of sensation that spread from his touch, radiating deep into her core.

“Breathe through it,” he instructed, his voice a low command.

She obeyed, a shaky exhale. His thumbs began to move in small, firm circles on the inside of her bent leg, massaging the tense muscle. Oh god. Every rational thought dissolved into pure, physical sensation. The rough texture of his fingertips against her slick skin, the dull, sweet ache of the stretch, the overwhelming sense of being completely in his hands.

His gaze was locked on where he was touching her, his focus absolute. He shifted his position, his other hand coming to rest high on her thigh, just barely brushing the seam of her leggings. The thin fabric felt like nothing. She could feel the heat of his palm branding her.

“You hold a lot of tension here,” he murmured, his voice thick with something that was no longer professional.

“I…..I like control,” she breathed, the admission torn from her.

His hands were warm and impossibly sure as they found her hip and knee. He applied gentle pressure, deepening the stretch. A gasp escaped her lips. It was intense, almost too much, a sharp pull of muscle that bordered on pain. But beneath that was something else, a shocking, electric current of sensation that spread from his touch, radiating deep into her core.

“Breathe through it,” he instructed, his voice a low command.

She obeyed, a shaky exhale. His thumbs began to move in small, firm circles on the inside of her bent leg, massaging the tense muscle. Oh god. Every rational thought dissolved into pure, physical sensation. The rough texture of his fingertips against her slick skin, the dull, sweet ache of the stretch, the overwhelming sense of being completely in his hands.

His gaze was locked on where he was touching her, his focus absolute. He shifted his position, his other hand coming to rest high on her thigh, just barely brushing the seam of her leggings. The thin fabric felt like nothing. She could feel the heat of his palm branding her.

“You hold a lot of tension here,” he murmured, his voice thick with something that was no longer professional.

Her breath hitched. “Yeah,” she managed, her voice trembling.

His fingers inched higher, pressing into the incredibly sensitive flesh of her inner thigh. A full-body shudder wracked her. She was molten, every nerve ending screaming. He held her gaze, a silent question in his eyes. For a moment, she thought he might go further, might cross the line she hadn’t even realized they were teetering on.

But then he stopped. Abruptly. His hands withdrew, leaving her aching and exposed. He stood in one fluid motion, his expression unreadable once more.

“You’re good for now,” he said, his tone casual, as if he hadn’t just left her panting and desperate on the mat. He nodded toward the reception desk. “Client’s waiting.”

And just like that, he was walking away, his broad shoulders cutting through the gym’s empty space like a blade. Amber lay there, her body thrumming with frustrated need, watching him leave. Again.


Chapter Two

The days that followed were a blur of stolen glances and charged silences. Amber returned to the gym religiously, her routine unchanged on the surface but now punctuated by an unspoken anticipation. Jamal was there, of course, always professional, always focused, but his eyes would linger on her a fraction too long, his words carrying a weight that sent shivers down her spine.

By Thursday evening, the gym was empty save for the soft hum of fluorescent lights and the occasional clang of equipment being put away. Amber had stayed late, pushing herself through a punishing kickboxing session. Her muscles screamed in protest as she moved to the stretching area, her body slick with sweat. She knew he’d be here soon, he always was.

She lay back on the mat, one leg extended, the other pulled toward her chest. The quiet was oppressive, the air thick with something unspoken. Her breath hitched when she heard his footsteps approach, steady and deliberate.

Her eyes flew open. Jamal stood over her, his arms crossed, his expression unreadable.

“I’m fine,” she said, her voice coming out tighter than she intended.

“You’re not,” he stated, simple, factual. He knelt beside her mat. “May I?”

It wasn’t really a question. It was a challenge. A test. Her heart thundered. This is a bad idea. But her body was already answering, a silent, pulsing yes. She gave a slight, jerky nod.

His hands were firm and confident as they settled on her knee and ankle, the warmth of his touch seeping through her skin. With deliberate precision, he pressed down, extending the stretch further than she could reach on her own. Amber’s breath caught in her throat, a soft sound escaping her lips. The sensation was intense, almost overwhelming, a sharp tug of muscle that danced on the edge of pain. But beneath it, something more insistent bloomed, a crackling current that seemed to ignite where his fingers met her skin, spreading like wildfire through her body.

His touch wasn’t just physical; it was different. It carried a weight that made her pulse quicken, a sensation that sank deeper than muscle, settling somewhere low and unnameable. She exhaled shakily, her chest rising and falling as if the air around her had grown thicker, heavier. Every nerve in her body seemed hyper-aware of him, the roughness of his calloused palms, the way his fingers pressed just enough to make her ache without breaking her.

And then, for a breathless moment, it felt as though the room had narrowed to just this: his hands on her, the heat between them, and the quiet intensity of his focus. He didn’t speak, but his silence was louder than words, a promise of something she couldn’t yet grasp. But she wanted to.

“Breathe through it,” he instructed, his voice a low command.

She obeyed, a shaky exhale. His thumbs began to move in small, firm circles on the inside of her bent leg, massaging the tense muscle. Oh god. Every rational thought dissolved into pure, physical sensation. The rough texture of his fingertips against her slick skin, the dull, sweet ache of the stretch, the overwhelming sense of being completely in his hands.

His gaze was locked on where he was touching her, his focus absolute. He shifted his position, his other hand coming to rest high on her thigh, just barely brushing the seam of her leggings. The thin fabric felt like nothing. She could feel the heat of his palm branding her.

“You hold a lot of tension here,” he murmured, his voice thick with something that was no longer professional.

“I….I like control,” she breathed, the admission torn from her.

“I know,” he said, his eyes finally lifting to meet hers. They were dark, intense, seeing right through her tough exterior to the writhing need beneath. “But what if you gave it up? Just for a minute.”

His hand slid higher, his fingers pressing into the incredibly sensitive flesh of her inner thigh. A full-body shudder wracked her. She was molten, every nerve ending screaming. He held her gaze, a silent question in his eyes. Another shaky, desperate nod from her was all the permission he needed.

His fingers hooked into the waistband of her leggings and the thin cotton of her underwear beneath. In one smooth, deliberate motion, he peeled them down, just enough. The cool air of the gym hit her damp skin, followed instantly by the devastating heat of his mouth.

Oh. God.

His tongue, wet and hot and impossibly skilled, laved a slow, torturous stripe right through her core. Amber’s head fell back against the mat, a broken moan tearing from her throat that she didn’t even try to suppress. Her hands, which had been fisted at her sides, flew up to grip his shoulders, her fingers digging into the hard muscle there.

He didn’t rush. He explored her with a devastating patience, each flick and circle of his tongue a lesson in exquisite torture. He found a rhythm, a relentless, sucking pressure that had her hips rising off the mat, seeking more, begging silently. The world narrowed to this corner, to the scent of her own arousal, to the wet, filthy sound of his mouth on her.

She was unravelling, the control she prized so highly scattering into a million pieces under the assault of his tongue. A tension, entirely different from the one in her hips, was coiling tight and desperate in her belly. She was panting, mewling, a creature of pure need.

He slid one finger, then two, inside her, and the stretch was perfection. He curled them, finding a spot that made her vision whiten at the edges. His mouth never stopped its work, his tongue circling her clit with a precision that felt criminal.

“Jamal…” His name was a prayer, a sob.

He increased the pressure, his fingers pumping in a steady rhythm that matched the maddening circles of his tongue. The coil snapped. Pleasure, raw and seismic, erupted from her core, shaking her apart. Her back arched violently, a silent scream on her lips as waves of sensation crashed over her, again and again, until she was boneless, shattered, breathing in ragged gasps against the rubber mat.

Slowly, gently, he withdrew his fingers. He leaned over her, his own breathing harsh. He looked down at her, his lips glistening, his eyes dark with a hunger that mirrored her own satiated devastation. He brought his fingers to his mouth, never breaking eye contact, and slowly sucked them clean.

“See?” he said, his voice gravelly and raw.

His eyes held hers, dark and unwavering, as he slowly lowered his hand from his mouth. The taste of her was still on his lips, a truth he wore without shame. Amber’s entire body hummed, a live wire of aftershocks, her limbs liquid and heavy against the cool rubber mat. The air in the small stretch room was thick with the smell of their sweat, of her release, of raw, undeniable want.

Jamal’s gaze was a physical weight, pinning her in place more effectively than his hands ever could. She was utterly exposed, not just her body, but the carefully constructed control she wore like a second skin had been stripped away, leaving only a trembling, wanting core. She had never felt more powerful in her weakness.

With a slow, deliberate movement that spoke of absolute confidence, he unfastened the button of his training shorts. The sound of the zipper descending was obscenely loud in the quiet room. A whisper of intention. He didn’t look away from her as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and the compression liner beneath, pushing them down just enough.

Amber’s breath hitched. Her eyes, wide and dazed, dropped from his.

There it was. Thick. Long. And so impossibly, beautifully black, standing proud and rigid against the solid plane of his lower abdomen. A single, glistening bead of pre-cum welled at the tip, catching the dim light. It was a testament to his own restrained need, a promise of the pressure building inside him.

Amber’s gaze lingered on the full, unapologetic display of his arousal. His cock was a masterpiece of masculine power, thick and long, its deep, ebony hue contrasting starkly against his toned abdomen. The purpled mushroom head glistened with a bead of pre-cum, swollen and sensitive, the ridge beneath it pronounced and inviting. Behind it, a thick ring of flesh, a subtle demarcation that seemed to beg for attention, added to the already overwhelming visual.

Her eyes traced the length of his shaft, the skin taut and smooth yet marbled with prominent veins that pulsed faintly, evidence of the blood coursing through him. It looked almost alive, a testament to his need, his body’s unrelenting demand. The base was just as commanding, where his shaft met the heavy swell of his large balls, hanging low and full beneath him. They were a testament to his virility, their weight a promise of what they carried, aching and ready.

Her breath stumbled in her chest as her gaze flicked back to the tip, where another glistening droplet emerged, teasing her with its salty allure. The sheer size of him was intimidating, but it was also mesmerizing, a challenge she felt compelled to meet. Her mouth watered at the thought of taking him fully, of feeling that thick rod stretch her lips, of hearing him groan as she worshiped every inch.

The heat radiating from him was intoxicating, a primal pull that made her ache in ways she couldn’t ignore. She knew, in that moment, that this wasn’t just about his pleasure, it was about hers too. The power, the surrender, the raw, unfiltered connection between them. Her fingers twitched with the urge to touch, to explore, but she held back, letting her gaze do the work for now.

Jamal’s low chuckle broke through her trance, pulling her eyes up to meet his. “You gonna stare all night,” he teased, his voice rough but laced with humour. His confidence was unshakable, his body a temple of strength and control that she was desperate to unravel.

Her mind, usually so sharp and directive, went blank. All that existed was the sight of him, the scent of him, the memory of his mouth on her. A deep, primal urge, one she’d spent a lifetime subduing with discipline and routine, surged forward, eclipsing everything. She needed to taste that control she’d just surrendered to. She needed to worship the source of her undoing.

Moving on trembling arms, she pushed herself up to her knees. The world tilted for a second, her muscles protesting, but the drive was stronger. She settled on the mat before him, her face now level with his hips, with the hot, heavy reality of his cock.

The air between them sizzled. She could feel the heat radiating from his skin. Her own heart was a frantic drum against her ribs.

Hesitantly, she leaned forward, her ponytail brushing her damp neck. She heard his sharp intake of breath, saw the muscles in his powerful thighs twitch in anticipation. Closing her eyes, she let instinct take over.

She pressed her lips to the very tip in a soft, closed-mouth kiss. It was a reverence. A submission. The skin was like satin over steel.

Then, her tongue darted out, a quick, shy flick. Salty. Musky. Uniquely, intoxicatingly him. She licked the drop of moisture away, and the taste exploded on her tongue, a dark and potent elixir that made her moan softly. Her own hunger, a moment ago sated, roared back to life with a vengeance.

She did it again, this time a longer, more confident stroke from base to tip, her tongue flattening to savour the length of him. His low groan was the most satisfying sound she had ever heard. It was a reward. A permission slip.

Emboldened, she opened her mouth wider, taking just the swollen crown inside. Her lips stretched around his girth, a sweet, impossibly tight pressure. She swirled her tongue around the head, exploring the sensitive ridge beneath, tasting more of his essence as it began to weep steadily for her.

His hands came up, not to force her, but to cradle her head. His fingers threaded through the loose hairs at her temples, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. The tenderness of the gesture, juxtaposed with the raw carnality of the act, sent a fresh wave of wetness pooling between her own legs.

“That’s it, Amber,” he murmured, his voice a deep, gravelly vibration she could feel in her own bones. “Just like that. Take what you want.”

His words unlocked something deep within her. This wasn’t just about his pleasure; it was about her claiming her own. Her desire to please him, to unravel him as he had her, was a power all its own.

She sank down further, taking more of him into the wet heat of her mouth. She relaxed her jaw, letting her body lead, learning the rhythm of him. Inhaling his scent, feeling the veins that throbbed against her tongue, hearing the ragged pull of his breath. She moved slowly at first, up and down, establishing a pace. Each time she descended, she took a little more, challenging her own limits, driven by a need to consume all of him.

One of his hands left her face and wrapped around the base of his cock, holding himself steady for her, guiding her. The other remained tangled in her hair, a light, possessive anchor.

“Fuck, your mouth,” he growled, his hips giving a tiny, involuntary thrust.

The movement pushed him deeper, and she gagged lightly, her eyes watering. Instead of pulling back, she moaned around him, the vibration drawing a shattered curse from his lips. She loved it. She loved the slight struggle, the feeling of being filled, of being used for his pleasure. It was the ultimate surrender, and it was making her dizzy with want.

She picked up the pace, her head bobbing faster now, her saliva slicking his length. The sounds were filthy, wet, and utterly consuming. She was adrift in a sea of sensation, focused only on the weight on her tongue, the taste in her throat, the feel of his control beginning to fray.

His breathing was coming in ragged pants now. The fingers in her hair tightened almost imperceptibly, a silent warning. “Amber… I’m getting close.”

She doubled her efforts, humming her encouragement, wanting to push him over the edge. She wanted to feel him lose the impeccable control he’d wielded so masterfully over her.

With a guttural groan that seemed ripped from his soul, his body went rigid. His hold on her head became firmer, not forcing, but holding her right where he needed her as his hips stuttered forward. The first hot, salty burst hit the back of her throat. She swallowed instinctively, then again, and again, taking everything, he gave her, drinking him down as his climax shook through him.

When the last tremor subsided, she gently released him, her lips swollen and slick. She stayed on her knees, looking up at him through her lashes. His eyes were closed, his face a mask of spent pleasure, his chest heaving.

He stands and pulls his shorts back up, “I have to close gym, and he turns and walks off to finish is duties at closing time, almost as if nothing happened between them leaving Amber, half nude on thew mats.


Chapter Three

The humid city air felt thick and heavy after the sterile chill of the gym, each step towards her apartment building a clumsy echo of the powerful, controlled movements she’d just executed. Amber’s skin was still buzzing, a live wire of adrenaline and something else, something deeper and more primal that Jamal had unlocked. The ten-minute walk was a blur of sensation, the rough texture of her gym bag strap on her shoulder, the cool evening breeze doing little to cool the heat radiating from her core.

Her small one-bedroom flat was a sanctuary of her own making, a space of order and control that now felt suffocatingly quiet. She dropped her bag by the door, the thud too loud in the silence. The only sound was the faint hum of the refrigerator and the frantic drumming of her own heart.

She went straight to the bathroom, peeling off her damp leggings and crop top, the fabric sticking to her sweat-slicked skin. The shower hissed to life, and she stepped under the near-scalding spray, closing her eyes as it sluiced over her. She could still smell him, the clean, musky scent of his skin, the faint tang of his sweat. It was embedded in her nostrils, a phantom presence that made her breath catch. She soaped herself rigorously, but the memory wasn’t on her skin; it was in her.

She could still taste him, the bitter tang of his seed lingering on her tongue, a reminder of how completely she had surrendered to him earlier. The memory of swallowing every drop, the way his grip had tightened in her hair, his low groan of pleasure, it all flooded back with vivid clarity. Her body shivered in response, a fresh pulse of arousal throbbing between her thighs. She had never imagined she’d give that much of herself to anyone, let alone someone like Jamal. But there was something about him, something raw and commanding, that had drawn her in, made her crave his approval, his touch.

Her hand instinctively moved to her mouth, her fingers brushing lightly over her lips as if tracing the ghost of his kiss. She could feel the phantom pressure of his thighs around her head, the way he’d held her there until she’d taken everything he had to give. It had been intoxicating, humbling, his. She had never felt so owned, so completely claimed in her life.

The thought sent a fresh wave of heat spiralling through her core. Her nipples hardened again, aching for the rough scrape of his tongue, the pinch of his fingers. Her breath hitched as she imagined his voice, low and gravelly, praising her for how well she’d taken him, for how good she’d been. She craved that validation, that sense of purpose he’d given her.

Her legs shifted restlessly, the dampness between them growing once more. She knew she should get up, towel off, crawl into bed. But the memory of him was too strong, too consuming. Her body buzzed with the aftershocks of her release and the promise of more. She closed her eyes, letting the fantasy take her again, the taste of him still lingering like a brand she never wanted to wash away.

Wrapping herself in a soft, white towel, she padded into her bedroom. The air was cool against her damp legs. She stopped before the full-length mirror leaned against the wall, a tool for checking her squat form that was about to serve a very different purpose.

With a slow, deliberate pull, she undid the towel and let it fall in a heap at her feet.

The woman in the mirror was a stranger, vibrating with a new kind of energy. Her skin was flushed pink from the shower. She let her eyes travel downwards, a critical, then appreciative gaze. Her shoulders, strong from countless hours of bag work. Her arms toned and defined. Her breasts, full 34C’s, were high and firm, their pink tips hardening instantly in the cool air, pebbling into tight, sensitive buds. Her gaze dropped lower, over the taught plane of her stomach, the subtle definition of a six-pack hinted at beneath smooth skin, a testament to her discipline. Her hips curved gently, a feminine sweep that led to powerfully built thighs, still humming with the ghost of the deadlifts Jamal had guided her through.

His hands. The thought was a lightning strike. She saw them in her mind’s eye, large and capable, correcting her form. Then later, in the stretch room, his fingers digging into her hips, his palm pressed firmly against her stomach, holding her in place.

A deep, aching throb started low in her belly.

Her own hands came up, slender fingers tracing the paths his had taken. She cupped her breasts, her thumbs brushing over her nipples, and a sharp, delicious jolt of pleasure made her gasp. Just like that, he’d murmured, his voice a low rumble in her ear. You take instruction so well.

Her control, her prized, hard-won control, was nowhere to be found. It had evaporated the moment he’d looked at her with that dark, possessive awe. She’d surrendered it to him, and the freedom of that surrender was an intoxicating, terrifying drug.

One hand slid down her stomach, over the gentle curve, fingers brushing against the smooth, bare skin where her bald, clean-shaven slit glistened with arousal. She was already wet, her desire a slick, warm reality that surprised her with its intensity. She parted her folds, her middle finger finding her clit, swollen and throbbing with sensitivity. The touch sent a sharp jolt of pleasure through her, her breath hitching as she traced the delicate lines of her own body. The absence of any barrier made every sensation more acute, every movement more deliberate, as if her skin were finely tuned to the faintest whisper of touch.

She let her head fall back, her eyes closing as she focused on the sensation, on the memory.

It wasn’t her own touch she felt. It was his.

She remembered the feeling of his mouth there, his tongue, hot and relentless, licking into her. The image was so vivid she could almost feel the scrape of his stubble on her inner thighs. Her fingers began to move in slow, lazy circles, mimicking the rhythm he’d used. A soft, broken moan escaped her lips.

Her other hand pinched and rolled a nipple, the sharp pleasure there radiating straight to her core, intensifying the building pressure. Her hips began a subtle, involuntary rocking motion against her hand. She was falling into it, surrendering to the fantasy, to the raw, unfiltered memory of his dominance, of her willing submission.

In the mirror, she was a vision of desperate pleasure. Her skin was sheened with a fresh layer of sweat; her brow furrowed in concentration. Her breaths came in ragged pants, misting the glass. She watched her own hand work between her legs, saw the muscles in her stomach flutter with tension.

“Jamal,” she whispered, the name a prayer, a curse.

The memory shifted. It was his thumb circling her clit now, his fingers poised at her entrance. She could feel the ghost of that incredible fullness, the stretch. Two of her own fingers slid inside herself, and she cried out at the sensation, at the perfect, aching fit. She pumped them slowly, then faster, her heels digging into the plush rug for leverage.

The coil inside her wound tighter, impossibly tight. Her movements became more frantic, less controlled. This was it. This was the precipice he’d shown her. She was going to fall, and she was going to fall alone, chasing his shadow.

Her eyes flew open, locking with her own reflection’s wild, glassy gaze. She saw the want, the raw need, the complete and total abdication of control.

“Please,” she begged the empty room, begging him, begging herself.

With a final, twisting curl of her fingers and a hard, pinpoint pressure on her clit, the coil snapped.

Her climax ripped through her, a silent, seismic wave that stole the air from her lungs. Her body bowed, every muscle locking in a taut arc of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. Pleasure, white-hot and blinding, radiated out from her core, washing over her in relentless, shivering waves. She rode it out, her fingers still working, drawing out every last shuddering spasm until her legs could no longer hold her.

She sank to the floor, a boneless heap of trembling limbs and spent desire, the cool wood a stark contrast to her fiery skin. She lay there, breathing heavily, the echo of her pleasure slowly fading into a deep, humming satisfaction.

The silence of the apartment was different now. It wasn't empty. It was filled with the ghost of his touch, the memory of his taste, and the terrifying, thrilling realization that she was already wondering when she would see him again. A slow, languid smile touched her lips as she thought, He’s gotten under my skin.


Chapter Four

The air in the gym was heavy and still, the quiet hum of the ventilation system the only sound breaking the post-workout silence. Amber’s skin was slick with a fine sheen of sweat, every muscle in her legs humming with a pleasant, deep fatigue. She’d timed it perfectly, the clock on the wall reading just minutes before closing. Her entire being was a live wire of anticipation, every nerve ending attuned to the space around her, waiting for him.

The door to the main office clicked open, and Jamal stepped onto the floor. His presence seemed to alter the atmosphere, charging it with a potent, unspoken energy. He moved with a confident, unhurried grace, his eyes finding hers immediately in the vast, echoing space.

“Still putting in the work, I see,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through her.

“Trying to,” she replied, her own voice sounding breathier than she intended.

He gestured to the squat rack. “Let’s see your form on those last few. Deep stretch.”

She positioned herself under the bar, the cool metal a familiar weight on her shoulders. As she sank into the squat, his hands were there, guiding her hips, his palms a searing heat through the thin fabric of her leggings. Down, down, down, she went, her thighs parallel to the floor.

“Good. Now drive up through your heels,” he instructed, his voice close to her ear.

She pushed up, and as she rose, his right hand slid from her hip, down the dramatic curve of her back, and settled firmly on the full, rounded swell of her buttock. It wasn’t an accidental brush; it was a deliberate, claiming hold. Her breath hitched. On the next rep, he did it again, his fingers pressing into the firm muscle, and on the final squat, as she reached the apex of her movement, he gave her a firm, almost possessive squeeze that made her knees feel dangerously weak.

The bar clanged back into the rack. The sound echoed in the empty gym. Her skin was on fire where he’d touched her, the imprint of his hand branding her. She turned to face him, her chest rising and falling with ragged breaths that had nothing to do with the squats.

His dark eyes held hers, intense and unblinking. He didn’t smile. He simply reached out and took her hand, his fingers closing around her wrist. The contact was electric, final.

“Come with me.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a command, and a shiver of pure, undiluted desire shot down her spine. She obeyed without a word, letting him lead her across the dimming gym floor, through a nondescript door marked ‘Staff Only’ that she’d never dared to approach.

The room beyond was a utilitarian space, a stark locker room with grey metal lockers, a long wooden bench, and the faint, clean scent of industrial soap. The door clicked shut behind them, the sound echoing with a profound finality, locking them in this new, private world.

Jamal turned to her, his gaze sweeping over her from head to toe, taking in her flushed skin, her parted lips, the rapid pulse beating at the base of her throat. In one fluid, powerful motion, he placed his hands on her shoulders and guided her down, pressing her to her knees on the cool, tiled floor. The submission was instant, total. Her disciplined control, so prized on the mats and with the weights, evaporated under the weight of his dominance. This was the surrender she’d been secretly craving, and it was terrifying and exhilarating in equal measure.

His hands moved to the waistband of his shorts, fingers finding the tie that held them in place. The soft rustle of fabric was barely audible in the quiet room, yet it seemed to amplify the tension hanging thick in the air. He didn’t rush, pulling the tie loose with deliberate slowness, his eyes never leaving hers, watching, studying, commanding. Her breath hitched as he pushed his shorts and briefs down just enough, the anticipation curling low in her stomach like a spark ready to ignite.

And there he was. Thick, long, and already fully, impressively hard. The sight of him, his dark skin contrasting with the starkness of the room, sent a fresh wave of heat pooling low in her belly. A primal part of her brain, the part that had nothing to do with control and everything to do with need, was deeply, utterly impressed.

Her mouth watered. She leaned forward, her eyes fluttering closed as she took the broad head of his cock between her lips. She tasted the clean, salty pre-cum beading there, a taste that was uniquely, intoxicatingly him. She swirled her tongue around the crown, savouring the silken feel of him, the way he twitched against her tongue.

She took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth, the faint groan that escaped him fuelling her own hunger. She began to move, establishing a rhythm, one hand wrapping around his base to stroke what she couldn’t yet take.

His hand came to rest on the back of her head, not pushing, just holding, his fingers tangling in her sweat-damp hair. His voice, when he spoke, was rougher now, layered with a gravelly need that made her core clench.

“Show me your tits.”

The command was direct, filthy, and it ignited something wild in her. Without breaking her rhythm, her sucking becoming almost frantic, she reached down with her free hand and tugged the hem of her crop top up, over her sports bra, exposing her breasts to the cool air. They were full, her nipples already pebbled into hard, tight points.

He let out a sharp, approving hiss. “Yeah. Just like that. Play with them.”

Her own moan was muffled around his length as she obeyed, her fingers finding a nipple, pinching and rolling it. The dual sensations were overwhelming, the fullness of her mouth, the sharp jolts of pleasure from her own touch, the weight of his possessive gaze on her. She was completely on display for him, her athletic discipline stripped away to reveal nothing but raw, eager submission.

She looked up at him then, meeting his dark, burning eyes as she took him as deep as she could, her throat relaxing to accept him. The visual, the raw intimacy of it, was his undoing. His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust.

“Fuck, Amber…” he growled, his grip in her hair tightening just enough to make her whimper. “That mouth. I’m not gonna last if you keep looking at me like that.”

His warning was a low growl, a vibration that travelled through her skull and straight to her core. She didn’t stop. She didn’t slow down. She locked her eyes with his, a silent, defiant challenge, and took him deeper, her throat working around him, her moan a muffled promise of her own satisfaction. The sight of her, on her knees, breasts exposed and glistening with a fine sweat, her mouth stretched around his cock, her own fingers torturing her nipple; it was too much.

A guttural sound ripped from his chest, primal and raw. His control, usually so absolute, shattered. His fingers tightened fully in her hair, holding her firmly in place as his hips stuttered forward, surrendering to the peak she’d driven him to. The first hot, salty burst hit the back of her throat. She swallowed instinctively, her eyes watering slightly, but she held his gaze, drinking him down as his climax shook through him, pulse after pulse of his essence.

When the last tremor subsided, she gently released him, her lips swollen and slick. She stayed on her knees, breathing heavily, watching him. He was still for a moment, his chest heaving, his eyes closed. Then, his dark gaze dropped to her, filled with a feral, possessive heat that made her shiver.

He didn’t speak. In one swift, powerful motion, he hauled her up from the cold tile. Her legs were unsteady, but he held her firmly, his hands sliding down to her waist. He turned her, pressing her back against the cool metal of the lockers. The shock of the cold on her heated skin made her gasp.

His mouth found hers in a fierce, claiming kiss. It was nothing like before. It was hard and desperate, all tongue and teeth and the shared, musky taste of herself and him. It was a reclaiming of dominance, a physical statement. Her hands came up, tangling in the short, soft curls of his hair, holding on as he devoured her.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. His hands went to the waistband of her leggings, hooking his thumbs into the fabric and the tiny panties beneath. “These,” he growled against her lips, “are in my way.”

He didn’t peel them down. He shoved them down, in one rough, impatient motion, forcing her to step out of them. They pooled around her ankles, a discarded barrier. He kicked them aside, his eyes raking over her now-naked lower body. Her shaved slit was exposed, glistening with the evidence of her own desperate arousal.

He sank to his knees before her.

The sight of him, this powerful, dominant man on his knees for her, was so incongruous it stole the air from her lungs. But his expression wasn’t one of submission. It was one of ravenous hunger. He was a predator about to feast.

He hooked his strong hands behind her knees and lifted. She yelped in surprise as he effortlessly picked her up, her back still against the lockers for support. He carried her the few steps to the long wooden bench in the centre of the room and sat, settling her squarely in his lap, her legs spread wide on either side of his powerful thighs.

She was completely open to him, her most intimate parts displayed and vulnerable. A flush of heat spread across her chest and cheeks. This is it. This is the surrender.

He didn’t give her time to think, to second-guess, to reclaim any shred of her famed control. His large hands gripped her hips, holding her firmly in place as his mouth descended to her core.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. A slow, deliberate, flat stroke from the very bottom of her slit all the way up to her throbbing clit. Her head fell back, a broken cry echoing in the tiled room. Her hands scrabbled for purchase, finally gripping the hard edge of the bench on either side of his legs.

He groaned against her, the sound a dark vibration that made her jolt. “So fucking wet for me.”

He did it again. And again. Each long, languid lick was an exploration, a worship, a torture. He was mapping her, learning every fold, every sensitive spot, with an agonizing patience that felt like its own form of exquisite cruelty. His tongue was relentless, hot, and impossibly soft. He licked up her arousal, savouring it, drinking her in.

Then his focus narrowed. His lips found her clit, sucking the swollen bud into the hot, wet cavern of his mouth. Amber cried out, her hips bucking involuntarily against his face. His grip on her hips tightened, pinning her down, refusing to let her control the rhythm. He was in charge here.

He sucked, gently at first, then with increasing pressure, his tongue flicking rapidly over the sensitive peak. The sensations were overwhelming, a dizzying spiral of pleasure that coiled tight in her belly. She was panting, mewling, her knuckles white where she gripped the bench.

Just when she thought she couldn’t take any more, he changed tactics. He released her clit with a soft pop and drove his tongue deep into her entrance. The invasion was sudden, shocking, perfect. He fucked her with his tongue, plunging in and out, the wet, filthy sounds amplifying her embarrassment and her ecstasy. She could feel the rough texture of his stubble against her tender inner thighs, a delicious abrasion.

He alternated between the two, a master conducting her body’s responses. A few deep, penetrating thrusts of his tongue that made her see stars, then back to her clit, sucking and laving until she was writhing, begging.

“Jamal… please… I can’t…”

He ignored her pleas, intensifying his efforts. He slid two fingers into her dripping wetness, crooking them to find that spot deep inside that made her entire body clench. The dual assault was devastating. His mouth worked her clit with a ruthless precision while his fingers pressed and stroked that hidden, magical place.

The coil inside her, which had been winding tighter and tighter with every lick, every suck, every thrust, snapped.

Her orgasm exploded through her with a violence that stole her vision. A raw, guttural scream was torn from her throat, echoing off the lockers. Her body bowed, every muscle seizing in a rigid arc of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. Waves of pleasure, white-hot and seismic, radiated out from her core, washing over her again and again, shaking her apart. She felt him through it all, his mouth never stopping, his fingers working her, drawing out every last, shuddering spasm until she was a boneless, trembling wreck in his lap.

Slowly, gently, he withdrew his fingers. He held her as she trembled, her breaths coming in ragged, sobbing gasps. He looked up at her, his lips and chin glistening wetly in the stark light. His dark eyes were blazing with a fierce, possessive pride.

He brought his slick fingers to his mouth, never breaking eye contact, and slowly, deliberately, sucked them clean.

His voice was a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated through her spent body. “That’s what happens when you let go.”

He shifted beneath her, his own arousal, hard again and pressing insistently against her thigh. He leaned forward, his lips brushing the shell of her ear.

“Now,” he whispered, the command laced with a dark promise.

His command hung in the air, a single word loaded with intent. Now. It wasn’t a request; it was the next step in a dance she had willingly joined. Her body, still pulsing and oversensitive from the violent climax he’d wrung from her, thrummed with a fresh, anticipatory fear. A shiver wracked her frame, but she didn’t hesitate. She knew what he wanted.

With trembling limbs, she shifted in his lap, the coarse hair on his thighs brushing her sensitized skin. She rose up on her knees, balancing over him, her hands coming to rest on his broad, solid shoulders for support. His eyes, dark and unwavering, watched her every move, missing nothing. The air between them crackled, thick with the scent of her release and his musk.

She reached between them, her fingers wrapping around the hard, thick length of him. He was already slick from her arousal, and the feel of him, like heated velvet over unyielding steel, made her breath catch. She guided him to her entrance, the broad head pressing against her slick, swollen folds.

She looked down, watching. This was her choice, her final act of submission. She took a shaky breath and lowered herself.

The initial pressure was immense, a stretching, burning fullness that made her gasp. He was so much larger than her fingers, than her fantasies. She sank down an inch, her inner muscles clenching instinctively, trying to adjust.

He didn’t help her. He just watched, his hands resting on her hips, his thumbs making slow, possessive circles on her skin. His silence was more commanding than any words. This is your surrender. You do the work.

She lowered herself further, a low moan escaping her lips as he filled her, stretching her in a way that was almost too much. It was a deep, aching possession that went beyond physical sensation. It felt like he was reaching into the very core of her, the part of her that craved discipline and order, and was methodically dismantling it.

When she was fully seated, when he was buried to the hilt inside her, she went still. She was impaled on him, her body stretched to its limit, achingly full. She could feel every inch of him, a perfect, torturous fit. Her head dropped forward, her forehead resting against his, her breathing ragged.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice a rough whisper.

Her eyes, dazed and glassy, fluttered open to meet his. The intensity there stole what little breath she had left.

Then he moved.

It was a slow, deliberate roll of his hips upward, a deep, grinding thrust that made her cry out. He wasn’t pulling out and pushing in; he was claiming the space inside her, reminding her who was in control. The friction was exquisite, a hot, building pressure that started to eclipse the initial sting.

“All that control,” he murmured, his voice thick with a dark satisfaction as he watched her face. “That perfect form. Where is it now, Amber?”

He thrust up again, and her answering moan was his answer. It was gone. Shattered. All that remained was sensation.

He began to set a rhythm, a slow, deep, relentless pace. Each thrust was a masterclass in dominance, in precision. He’d pull back almost to the tip, making her feel the agonizing loss, before driving back into her with a force that stole her thoughts. Her nails dug into the hard muscle of his shoulders as she tried to hold on, her body rocking with his movements.

The sound of their joining was obscene in the quiet room: the wet, slick slide of their bodies, her sharp, gasping breaths, his low, guttural grunts of effort. He shifted his angle slightly, and on the next deep plunge, he hit a spot inside her that made her see stars.

A choked sob of pleasure escaped her. “There…”

A dark smile touched his lips. “I know,” he growled, and he aimed for that same spot again. And again.

The slow burn that had been simmering between them for weeks ignited into an inferno. His pace began to quicken, the slow, claiming thrusts becoming harder, more urgent. His control was still there, but it was the control of a man holding a powerful animal on a very short, very taut leash.

One of his hands left her hip and slid between their sweat-slicked bodies. His thumb found her clit, swollen and hypersensitive from his mouth. The contact was electric, a direct jolt to her overwhelmed system. He began to circle the bundle of nerves in time with his thrusts, the dual assault quickly pushing her toward another dizzying peak.

She was babbling, meaningless words and pleas falling from her lips. “Jamal… please… don’t stop… oh god…”

Her orgasm built quickly, a tight, coiling tension that was different from the first. This one was deeper, born from this incredible fullness, from the sheer physicality of being taken by him. It wasn’t just her clit; it was her entire being, every nerve ending screaming for release.

He felt her inner muscles begin to flutter around him, tightening their possessive grip. His own breathing became more ragged, his thrusts losing their precise rhythm, becoming more animalistic, more desperate.

“Come for me,” he gritted out, his voice strained. “Let go. Now.”

It was the final command she needed. The coil snapped. Her second climax crashed over her, even more powerful than the first. It was a deep, internal detonation that ripped a scream from her throat. Her body convulsed around him, milking his length in uncontrollable waves as she shook apart in his arms.

Feeling her tight, pulsing release was his undoing. With a final, brutal thrust that buried him as deep as possible, he held her hips still and groaned her name into the damp skin of her neck. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his own climax deep inside her, a final, claiming warmth that seemed to seal their connection.

They stayed like that for long moments, locked together, both breathing in shattered gasps. The only sounds were their ragged breaths and the drip of sweat from their bodies onto the wooden bench.

Slowly, gently, he withdrew from her. The loss of him felt immense, leaving her feeling empty and profoundly used in the most exquisite way. She collapsed forward against his chest, her strength utterly spent. His arms came around her, holding her to him, his own heart hammering against her ear.

He pressed a kiss to her sweat-damp hair. His voice, when he finally spoke, was a low, satisfied rumble she felt more than heard.

“That’s how you take your weight.”

A deep, satiated silence settled over them, broken only by the ragged symphony of their breathing. Amber felt boneless, her head resting against the solid wall of Jamal’s chest, the rapid, thundering beat of his heart a comforting rhythm against her ear. The air in the small staff room was thick and humid, saturated with the musky, intimate scent of their joining.

She could feel him, still semi-hard, resting against her thigh. And she could feel a different, warmer sensation, a slow, inevitable trickle escaping her well-used core. His seed, hot and claiming, began to seep out of her, a tiny rivulet tracing a path down her inner thigh. The feeling was primal, a visceral mark of his possession that sent a final, weak shiver through her spent body.

Jamal’s arms, which had been holding her in a loose embrace, tightened momentarily. He shifted beneath her, and the movement caused another small, warm leak. His voice, when it came, was a low, commanding rumble that vibrated through her entire frame, devoid of the tenderness of moments before.

“Look.”

Her eyes, heavy-lidded and dazed, fluttered open. She followed the line of his gaze down her body, to the glistening evidence of his release on her skin. A fresh wave of heat, this one purely psychological, washed over her. He’s marking his territory.

“Up,” he commanded, his hands on her waist guiding her off his lap. Her legs, weak and trembling, barely held her. She stood before him, exposed and glistening, feeling the cool air of the room kiss the dampness between her legs. He remained seated on the bench, his powerful body relaxed, his dark eyes observing her with an unnerving, analytical focus.

He gestured with a slight nod toward the floor between his spread legs. “Kneel. And clean it up.”

The command was absolute, leaving no room for question or hesitation. It was a test, a reinforcement of the dynamic they had just so violently established. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic beat of submission and a dark, thrilling arousal that she knew should have been impossible so soon after such a powerful climax. Yet it was there, coiling deep inside her, awakened by his dominance.

She lowered herself to her knees on the cool tile, the position feeling as natural as breathing. The scent of him, of them, was stronger here, an intoxicating aroma that made her head spin. She leaned forward, her hands resting on his muscular thighs for balance.

He was still magnificent, slick with her and him, his length softening but no less impressive. She didn’t wait for another order. Closing her eyes, she pressed her mouth to the base of his shaft first, her tongue flattening in a long, slow, cleansing lick from root to tip. The taste was potent and complex, her own sweetness layered with the bitter, salty essence of him. It was the taste of their coupling, and she worshiped it.

She took him into her mouth, not to pleasure him this time, but to clean him. Her movements were slow, methodical, her tongue swirling around the head to gather every last drop, her lips sealing to suck him clean. She worked her way down, her mouth and tongue tenderly lapping at his skin, paying homage to the heavy weight of his balls, ensuring no part of him was left with any trace of their encounter. She was thorough, reverent, lost in the act of service itself.

When she finally pulled back, he was pristine. And he was watching her, his expression unreadable but for the dark, satisfied gleam in his eyes. He gave a single, curt nod of approval. It felt like winning a medal.

“Good girl.”

The two words sent a jolt straight to her core. She stayed on her knees, looking up at him, waiting for her next instruction.

“Now dress,” he said, his tone all business. He stood up in one fluid motion, turning away from her to pull up his own shorts and fasten them, his back a formidable landscape of muscle and sweat-dampened skin.

The spell was broken, the transition jarring. Amber pushed herself up, her body aching in the most delicious ways. She found her discarded leggings and panties tangled together on the floor. She stepped into them, the fabric feeling strange and restrictive against her sensitive, well-used flesh. She pulled her crop top back down, covering her breasts, the act feeling like putting on a costume after baring her true self.

He was already dressed, leaning against the lockers, simply watching her. His gaze was intense, predatory, cataloguing every movement as she reassembled her public persona. He watched the way the grey fabric of her leggings stretched over her round, firm buttocks as she bent over. He watched the sliver of toned stomach appear as she adjusted her top. He said nothing, but his attention was a physical weight, a reminder that the clothes were just a thin veil.

When she was finally dressed, feeling both protected and exposed, he pushed off the lockers and walked to the door. He opened it, holding it for her. She walked past him, her skin tingling where his gaze landed, and stepped back out into the empty, quiet gym. The fluorescent lights were too bright, the silence too loud after the muffled intensity of the staff room.

He followed her out, locking the door behind them. They walked through the cavernous space, their footsteps echoing. At the main entrance, he turned to her. For a moment, he just looked at her, his eyes tracing the lines of her face, her lips still slightly swollen from his kisses and her work on him.

He cupped her chin, his thumb brushing her bottom lip in a gesture that was almost tender, if not for the sheer dominance rolling off him. He leaned in and kissed her, hard and possessive, a brand of ownership that left her breathless.

Then he pulled back. His hand slid down her back, over the curve of her ass, and he gave her right cheek a sharp, stinging smack that echoed in the empty lobby. The sound was loud, the impact a shock of sensation that made her jump and gasp, a fresh, thrilling jolt of heat sparking between her legs.

He smirked, a dark, promising look in his eyes.


Epilogue

The cool metal of her apartment door handle was a stark contrast to the feverish heat of her skin. Amber pushed inside, the familiar click of the lock echoing with a new, profound finality. She leaned back against the solid wood, her gym bag dropping from her numb fingers with a soft thud. The silence of her apartment wasn’t empty anymore; it was filled with the ghost of his touch, the echo of his commands, the visceral memory of his possession.

Her body hummed, a live wire of oversensitive nerves and deep, satisfying aches. Every movement was a reminder. The slight sting on her ass cheek from his parting smack. The dull throb between her legs, where he had stretched and filled her so completely. The phantom pressure of his large hands on her hips, her breasts, the base of her throat.

She needed to see.

With trembling fingers, she peeled off her clothes, letting the sweaty leggings and crop top fall into a neglected pile on the floor. The air, cool against her naked skin, raised goosebumps, but a deeper heat radiated from within. She walked to the full-length mirror, her reflection still misty from the steam of her pre-gym shower.

And there she was. His canvas.

Her eyes, dark and pupils still blown wide, traced the evidence. On the pale skin of her breasts, the faint, dusky blossoms of fingerprints stood out. He’d held her there, his grip firm and unyielding, when he’d taken her in the locker room. She touched one, pressing gently, and an echo of the sensation reverberated through her, a sharp pull of pleasure-pain that made her nipple tighten instantly.

Her gaze drifted lower. More marks. On the slender curve of her hips, his grip had been brutal, anchoring her to him as he drove into her. Deeper, purpling impressions that she knew would be vivid bruises by morning. She ran her palms over them, a slow, worshipful circle. Mine, he’d growled. And they were.

She turned slightly, looking over her shoulder at her reflection. Her ass, still flushed from the impact of his hand, bore the faint, promising outline of his palm. But it was the sight of her inner thighs that made her breath catch. A glistening trail, milky-white and stark against her skin, traced a path from her core down toward her knee. His seed. Leaking out of her, a slow, relentless reminder of his final, deepest claim.

A fresh, urgent throb pulsed between her legs. She was still wet, a slick heat that had nothing to do with her own arousal and everything to do with him. He was still there, inside her, a part of her.

Her hand, seemingly of its own volition, drifted down her stomach. Her fingers, slender and delicate compared to his, dipped into the mess he’d left on her thigh. She gathered it, the warmth of it a shocking intimacy. She brought her fingers to her nose, inhaling the musky, primal scent of him, of them, and a low moan escaped her lips.

She turned back to face the mirror, her eyes locking with her own desperate gaze. With her clean hand, she spread her legs wider, baring herself completely. Her other hand, coated in him, went to her core.

The first touch was electric. Slick and warm, she used his own essence to glide through her wet folds. The sensation was perverse, intoxicating. She wasn’t just touching herself; she was touching the memory of him, the physical proof of their union. She painted herself with him, swirling his release around her swollen, hyper-sensitive clit.

A sharp, gasping cry tore from her throat. The pleasure was immediate and intense, a direct line from her nerves to the shattered remains of her control. She watched herself in the mirror, the strong, disciplined athlete brought to her knees by sensation, her body glistening with sweat and his claim, her face a mask of unabashed ecstasy.

Her fingers worked faster, circling her clit with a frantic rhythm fuelled by the vivid memory of his thrusts, his groans, the way his body had shuddered against hers when he came. She could still feel the ghost of his fullness, the aching stretch. She plunged two fingers of her clean hand inside herself, a poor imitation of his magnificent thickness, but the feeling of being filled, of being stretched over her own fingers while his essence coated her most sensitive spot, was overwhelming.

“You take it so well,” his voice echoed in her mind, gravelly and approving.

Her hips began to piston against her hand, a frantic, needy rhythm. The sounds were obscene, the wet slide of her fingers, her ragged pants, the slick, sticky sound of her other hand working his cum into her clit. She was fucking herself with his memory, using the very proof of his dominance to push herself over the edge.

The coil, which had been simmering since she first saw the marks on her skin, wound impossibly tight. Images flashed behind her eyelids: Jamal’s intense gaze, the flex of his powerful shoulders above her, the feeling of complete and utter submission.

“Jamal…” she sobbed, her voice breaking. “Please…”

Her body bowed, her back arching away from the mirror as the orgasm detonated. It was a silent, seismic event that ripped through her, shaking her apart. Waves of pure, blinding pleasure radiated from her core, each one more intense than the last, making her legs buckle. She cried out, a raw, guttural sound she didn’t recognize as her own, as the sensations wracked her, milking her own fingers as she imagined they had milked him.

She slumped forward, bracing her hands on her knees, her head hanging down as she rode out the devastating aftershocks. Her body trembled violently, spent and utterly conquered for the second time that night.

Slowly, she straightened up, her breathing still coming in ragged gulps. She looked at herself in the mirror again. Her face was flushed, her lips swollen, her eyes glazed and unfocused. The marks on her skin seemed to stand out even more vividly now, a map of her surrender. And between her legs, his seed was now mingled with her own release, a slick, combined testament to what they had done.

She brought her glistening fingers to her mouth, never breaking eye contact with her reflection, and slowly, deliberately, she sucked them clean.

The taste was a complex, salty-sweet cocktail of power and submission.

A slow, languid smile touched her bruised lips. He was under her skin. In her veins. A permanent part of her now. And she knew, with a certainty that felt as deep as the marks on her hips, that this was only the beginning. Her body was his to command, her pleasure his to give. And the thought didn’t terrify her anymore. It thrilled her.

Her voice was a husky whisper to the woman in the glass.

“What’s next?”


Book Two Teaser

In Book Two Amber’s need for Jamal is insatiable, she comes back for more, timing her gym visits when he can easily take her. Even in the gym itself or in the staff room. In the second book he takes her anal virginity, a real shock to Amber. And her need for his big black cock just continues to grow.

And it’s not just his cock; it’s his power and his control. Having always been in control of every part of her life, now she gives this up to Jamal.
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