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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Note

This novel explores:

	Humiliation, spanking, and group use 

	Multiple partners, including airtight (triple penetration) 

	Rough sex, messy creampies, and cum play 

	Interracial themes 

	Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics 



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

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Chapter One: The Anniversary Gift

The white gift bag sat on the sofa, tissue paper spilling out the top like a plume. Sophie Carter tilted her head, blonde hair slipping over one shoulder as she pulled it open.

Inside was a bundle of satin and lace, deep red, with delicate straps and sheer panels. Lingerie.

Her blue eyes flicked up to Callum, who was watching her with that smug little smile he wore when he thought he was being clever. He sat slouched in the armchair, belly pressing against his t-shirt, hands folded over it.

“Go on then,” he said. “Try it on for me.”

Sophie hesitated, the heat rising in her cheeks. “Now?”

“Aye. That’s what it’s for, isn’t it? Let’s see it.” His tone left little room for argument.

She sighed but rose to her feet, carrying the bundle into the bedroom. The door stayed open. Callum liked it that way, liked to know she was doing what he told her.

The full-length mirror leaned against the far wall, catching her reflection as she undressed. Blouse first, then the pencil skirt, sliding it down over her hips. Her pale skin glowed in the soft lamplight.

Sophie paused, studying herself. Twenty-five, blonde, blue-eyed. Breasts high and perfect, a 34C that filled her cupped hands. Flat stomach leading down to the swell of rounder hips. Her ass, heart-shaped, full, firm, jutted out invitingly. Legs long and toned, not willowy-slim like the models Callum scrolled past online, but strong, shapely, the thighs thicker than many women might wish for. Sophie thought they made her look powerful.

She smoothed her palms down her body, admiring herself just for a moment, before lifting the lingerie from the bag. Satin brushed against her fingertips, soft and sinful.

Piece by piece, she dressed. The bra cupped her breasts in sheer lace, the thin straps pulling snug against her shoulders. The thong sat low on her hips, the narrow strip of fabric vanishing between the cheeks of her ass. Suspender straps dangled down against her thighs.

Her pulse quickened as she looked at her reflection. She was gorgeous. She knew it.

From the living room came Callum’s voice. “You ready yet, babe? Don’t keep me waiting.”

With another sigh, Sophie stepped into the hall, heart beating faster as she walked out into the small living room of their one-bedroom flat, her body on full display, her boyfriend’s hungry eyes locked on her.

Callum leaned back in the armchair, lips curling into a grin as Sophie stepped into the living room.

“Christ, look at you,” he said, eyes roving down her body, slow and possessive. “Turn round. Let me see the back.”

Sophie pivoted on her heels, spine straight, arms at her sides. The lace thong rode high over her hips, disappearing between the firm cheeks of her ass.

“Walk past me,” Callum ordered.

She did, heels clicking on the worn laminate floor. Back and forth, past his chair, like she was on some private runway. His breathing grew heavier.

“Aye, that’s it,” he muttered, fishing his phone from his hoodie pocket. The camera light blinked. “Bend a bit. Stick that arse out for me.”

Sophie flushed, but obeyed, arching her back, hands on her thighs, ass thrusting back toward him. The shutter clicked. Once. Twice. Again.

“Fucking perfect,” Callum said under his breath. “My girl. Look at you.”

Then he was on his feet, grabbing her wrist, pulling her toward him. His mouth crashed against hers, his kiss rough, almost clumsy. His hand slid down, squeezing her ass hard enough to sting.

Sophie gasped against his lips. For a moment, she thrilled at his cocky roughness. Taking what he wants. That’s how a man should be, she thought. She liked strength, dominance, it made her shiver.

But Callum’s grip was greedy rather than commanding, his kiss more push than passion. He pawed at her breasts through the lace, fumbling, impatient.

“God, you’re mine,” he growled, shoving her back against the sofa. “All mine.”

Sophie’s body responded, her nipples tight against the lace, a flicker of heat between her thighs, but deep inside, she felt the hollowness. Callum wanted her body, yes. But he didn’t really see her. Didn’t worship her curves, didn’t command her soul.

He was playing at being a real man. And Sophie couldn’t help wondering what it would feel like to be taken by one who truly was.



Sophie sat up slowly, Callum already rolling onto his back, arm flopped across his belly, a grin still tugging at his mouth.

“I’ll grab a drink,” she murmured, slipping off the sofa.

The bathroom light was harsh, unforgiving. She braced herself against the sink, thighs sticky, her reflection flushed and messy in the mirror. The proud beauty she’d admired earlier, the flat stomach, the firm ass, the toned legs, looked different now. Dishevelled. Used. Her hair tangled, the lace digging into red marks on her skin, mascara smudged faintly beneath her eyes.

She peeled the lingerie off piece by piece, the straps hanging limp in her hands. For a moment she stared at the set, so expensive, so pretty, and felt a hollow ache. What was the point of all this?

Back in the bedroom, she tugged on an oversized T-shirt and a pair of loose sweatpants, wrapping herself in fabric like armour. No more seduction. No more show.

When she padded back into the living room, Callum was sprawled across the sofa, phone in one hand, the television blasting the tinny laughter of some late-night panel show.

“Sit down, babe,” he said without looking at her.

Sophie sank onto the cushion beside him. He didn’t touch her. Didn’t even glance her way. The red lace lay forgotten in a crumpled heap on the bedroom floor.

She pulled her knees up, hugging them loosely, eyes on the glowing screen. Resigned. Silent. Watching crap television with a man who had already lost interest.

Inside her, the ache lingered, part need, part shame, part unspoken hunger for something more. Something she hadn’t yet felt.


Chapter Two: Sunday at the Pub

The Dog & Crown was loud with football on the big screen and the clink of pint glasses. Callum and Sophie slid into their usual corner booth, joining Mark and Jade, another couple they saw most weekends.

Mark raised his glass. “To keeping our country ours.”

Callum clinked pints, nodding fiercely. “Hear, hear. They’re pouring in every week. Hotels full of them, free meals, free everything. While hard-working folk like us….” he slapped his hand on the table for emphasis, “we’re the ones paying.”

Sophie forced a smile, wrapping her fingers around her cider glass. She knew the rhythm of this talk by heart.

Jade leaned forward, nails tapping against her gin glass. “I saw three blokes at the bus stop yesterday, dark-skinned, big bags. Must’ve been straight off the boat. No jobs, no English. Straight into benefits, you watch.”

“Exactly!” Callum said, puffing his chest a little. “They’ve never worked a day here, and yet they get housed while my mate from work, born here, waited two years on a council list. Two years!”

Mark snorted. “Meanwhile they’re all driving around in new BMWs. Where’s that money come from, eh?”

“Dodgy businesses,” Callum said confidently. “Cash-in-hand, scamming the system. I’ve read all the reports. Data doesn’t lie.”

Sophie took a sip of cider, eyes flicking to the TV. The match highlights were rolling: one of the star strikers, black, African player for their team both she and Callum supported, young, handsome, smiling as he lifted his shirt to the roar of the crowd. The entire pub cheered, pints raised.

Jade clapped. “What a goal! Didn’t he just save our arses last season?”

Callum laughed along, spilling foam from his pint. “Aye, fair play, he’s a legend. But don’t get me started on the rest of them.”

Sophie’s lips curved faintly. So, it’s fine when they score the goals for Manchester United, but not when they stand at the bus stop. She didn’t say it aloud. Not here. Not with Callum’s eyes shining like this, caught up in his own conviction.

Mark launched into another rant, Jade nodding, Callum interrupting to add his points. Sophie sat quiet, cider in hand, the buzz of the pub around her.

Their words swirled like noise, loud, certain, repetitive. Yet underneath, all Sophie felt was the emptiness she’d known on the sofa the night before.

Mark was in the middle of another story about a job gone wrong when Callum leaned across the table.

“Hey, mate, our kitchen units are knackered. Hinges all loose, doors falling off. You should come up sometime, give them a proper once-over, make ’em look good as new.”

Mark grinned. “Easy enough. I’ll bring my tools round next weekend.”

Callum nudged him with his elbow, lowering his voice with a wink. “And give me a good deal, eh? We’ll keep it cash. Off the books.”

Mark chuckled, raising his pint. “You got it, pal.”

Sophie hid her smile behind her glass. So much for playing by the rules.


Chapter Three: Monday Morning at the Gazette

The newsroom smelled of stale coffee and ink. Sophie perched on the edge of her editor’s desk, notebook in hand, blonde hair pulled back neatly for the start of the week.

“I was thinking,” she began, “I could do a follow-up on the migrants at the hotel. People are furious about it, there’s more to uncover.”

Her editor, a greying man in shirtsleeves, pinched the bridge of his nose. “Sophie, we’ve had three front pages on that in the past week. Our readers need something else.” He tapped a folder on his desk. “What they’re asking for is balance.”

“Balance?” Sophie frowned.

“Yes.” He slid the folder toward her. Inside were police reports and press clippings.

“Mandella Road Mosque. Couple of attacks lately, windows smashed, graffiti, harassment. I want you to go down there, talk to some of the locals, get a sense of how the community’s feeling.”

Sophie’s jaw tightened. “So instead of covering what’s really affecting people, you want me running sympathy pieces?”

Her editor gave her a sharp look. “What I want is coverage. And what I don’t want is another hotel piece. Go to Mandella Road, Sophie. Do the interviews. That’s final.”

She bit back the retort on her tongue, snapped her notebook shut, and stalked out into the open office.

At the secretary’s desk, her friend Mia looked up from her keyboard. “You look like thunder. What’s up?”

Sophie dropped into the spare chair with a sigh. “He’s sending me to the mosque. Wants me to do some touchy-feely human-interest rubbish. When I’ve got real stories sitting on my doorstep, the bloody migrants in that hotel. That’s what people actually care about.”

Mia raised an eyebrow. “Maybe he thinks people might want a change from you banging on about the hotel all the time.”

Sophie scowled, drumming her fingers on the arm of the chair. “It’s just, every time I get close to something important, he pulls me off it. And now I’ve got to go play nice with people who probably hate us anyway.”

Mia smirked. “Or maybe you’ll learn something. Shocking, I know.”

Sophie rolled her eyes. “Yeah, right.” She pushed herself up, grabbing her bag. “Better get it over with.”


Chapter Four: The Interview

The meeting room was small, plain: whitewashed walls, a battered table, mismatched chairs. A faint scent of spice and incense lingered in the air. Sophie shifted uneasily in her seat, notebook balanced on her lap, pen poised.

Two men sat opposite her. One, in his sixties, with a short grey beard and kind, steady eyes; the Imam. The other younger, maybe mid-thirties, tall and broad-shouldered, his suit jacket stretched tight across a muscular chest.

Sophie crossed her legs, tugging her skirt down a little. She wasn’t used to this, being alone in a room with two black men. It made her stomach tight, her palms clammy. Just get the quotes. In and out. Professional.

The Imam spoke first, his voice calm. “Thank you for coming, Miss Carter. We don’t often get fair coverage.”

Sophie forced a polite smile. “I just want to hear your side of things.” Her pen hovered. “Could you tell me about what happened last week?”

The younger man leaned forward, forearms braced on the table. “It wasn’t just the mosque. Three houses on the street had paint sprayed across their doors. Racist words. My aunt’s home was one of them.”

The Imam nodded gravely. “And the glass. Twice this month, the windows here have been smashed. It is not safe for our congregation. Some are afraid to come at all.”

Sophie scribbled, trying to keep her focus on the words. But her eyes betrayed her, sliding up. The younger man’s hands were large, dark and strong against the pale wood of the table. His biceps pressed against the fabric of his shirt every time he shifted.

She forced herself back to her notes, cheeks heating. Stop staring.

The Imam’s gaze met hers. Not appraising, not sliding down to her chest or her legs the way she was used to with men. His eyes were steady, respectful, seeing her as a professional, a journalist, not just blonde hair, a pair of firm tits and a round ass.

The younger man was the same. He spoke directly, measured, his eyes never dipping.

Something in Sophie faltered. She realised, with a jolt, that she had expected something else, that “men like them” would leer, objectify, prove her prejudices right. But they didn’t. They looked at her as if she was simply a woman doing her job.

It unsettled her. And, impossibly, it stirred something else too.

Respect. Admiration. Even attraction.

Her pen scratched across the page, but her thoughts strayed: the width of their shoulders, the easy confidence in their bearing, the quiet dignity in their voices. So different from Callum and his friends, who cloaked their insecurities in loud jokes and crude comments.

She swallowed, clicking her pen closed. “Thank you, both. I think I have what I need.”

The Imam smiled gently. “Thank you, Miss Carter. Perhaps when you write, your readers will see us more clearly too.”

Sophie nodded, gathering her things, her chest tight. She left the mosque with her notebook full, but her mind more unsettled than ever.

She had come expecting to find only hostility. Instead, she had found dignity. Strength. And, to her surprise, an attraction she would have once sworn was impossible.

The younger man walked with her down the narrow corridor toward the front doors, his broad frame filling the space beside her. Sophie’s heels clicked lightly on the tiled floor. She kept her notebook clutched to her chest, determined not to show the odd swirl of feelings the interview had left her with.

As they stepped into the porch, her heel caught the edge of a worn mat. Sophie gasped as her balance tipped, but before she could fall, his hand shot out.

Strong fingers closed around her upper arm, steadying her effortlessly.

For a breathless second, she felt it all, the sheer size of his hand enveloping her arm, the iron strength behind his grip. She was nothing in his hold, like a feather anchored by stone.

“Forgive me,” he said quickly, his deep voice low, almost hesitant. “I didn’t mean to hold you so firmly.”

Sophie turned, startled. He’s apologising? He’d just saved her from sprawling across the steps.

Her eyes lifted, really lifted, to meet his. And for the first time she saw him not as an interviewee, not as “one of them,” but as a man. His gaze locked with hers, steady, searching, and something jolted in her chest.

“You saved me,” she whispered, breath uneven. “Thank you.”

His hand lingered a moment longer before easing away. She almost missed the weight of it.

Sophie drew herself up, tugged her bag higher on her shoulder. “And thank you for the interview,” she added, words tumbling fast to cover the heat in her face. Then, before she could think better of it, the next words spilled out:

“I should give you my number. If this happens again, any more attacks, any more trouble, you can contact me directly. I’ll make sure I come out and do another story. Let’s make sure people know what these animals are doing.”

Her own voice startled her. Animals. She heard the word echo back at her and thought, with a sick twist, I bet some of these animals are probably friends of Callum.

The man accepted her number quietly, tucking it into his phone with a nod. Their eyes met once more, that strange current thrumming between them.

Then Sophie turned, heels clicking down the steps toward her car, her pulse racing, her body humming with something she didn’t want to name.


Chapter Five: The Drive Back

The car hummed along the bypass, streetlights flicking across Sophie’s face as she gripped the wheel tighter than usual.

She hated violence. Always had. She could tell herself, when bricks flew at police vans during protests, that it was about defending her country, protecting her way of life. But standing outside that mosque, looking at shattered glass, graffiti scrawled across the walls, hearing old men talk about being afraid to walk there at night…

It was different. It was wrong.

The mosque had stood on Mandella Road for fifty years. Whole generations had prayed there, raised their families there, lived their lives there. They weren’t strangers parachuted in overnight. They were part of Essex. Part of the town.

And someone had gone after them anyway.

Sophie’s stomach burned with anger, but not the kind Callum would understand. He’d just shrug, mutter something about “provocation” and “it’s their own fault.” He wouldn’t listen. He never did.

Her phone buzzed in the cupholder. Without thinking, she hit speaker. “Mia?”

Her friend’s bright voice filled the car. “Hey, Soph. Done sulking yet?”

Sophie let out a tired laugh. “Not exactly. Listen, you free for a drink after work? I really need to talk.”

There was a pause. “Oh, babes, I can’t tonight. Mum’s got Lily, and I promised I’d relieve her. She’s knackered.”

Sophie’s face fell. “Right. Yeah. No worries.”

“But,” Mia added quickly, “swing me home instead of heading back to the office. I’ll make you a cuppa while Lily watches her cartoons. You can unload on me then.”

Sophie’s grip on the wheel loosened, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Yeah? You don’t mind?”

“Course not. What are friends for?”

The hum in Sophie’s chest softened. She had someone. Someone who’d listen. Someone she didn’t have to put on an act for.

And maybe, just maybe, someone who could help her untangle the knot of anger, guilt, and dissatisfaction that had been tightening inside her all weekend.



Mia’s kitchen smelled of toast and washing powder, the radiator ticking quietly. Sophie sat at the table; hands wrapped around a chipped mug of tea.

At first, she just vented, about the mosque, about how sick it made her to see the broken glass and the graffiti. But somewhere in the middle, the words shifted.

“It’s not just that,” Sophie murmured, staring into the steam. “It’s Callum. We don’t… talk anymore. Not really. We just exist in the same flat. And when we have sex…” She gave a hollow laugh. “It’s like he just needs a human flashlight. He grabs me, pumps into me, finishes, then either falls asleep or puts the telly on. Like I’m not even there. Like I’m not pretty anymore.”

Mia’s expression softened. She reached across the table, gave Sophie’s hand a squeeze. “Soph, you’re gorgeous. Anyone with eyes can see that. If he can’t, that’s on him.”

Sophie blinked fast, the sting behind her eyes unexpected.

Just then, the back door rattled. A tall figure filled the frosted glass pane before it opened. Sophie turned, and froze.

He stepped inside with easy confidence. Ebony skin gleamed under his black hoodie, muscles stretching the fabric. His jawline was sharp, his smile white and warm.

“Hey, babe,” he said, leaning down to kiss Mia on the lips. His big hand slid over her hip as though it belonged there. Then he noticed Sophie at the table and flashed her a grin. “Didn’t mean to interrupt. Girl talk?”

Mia laughed, a little breathless. “Yeah. This is Sophie, my workmate. Sophie, this is David.”

“No problem, gorgeous,” David said smoothly, already moving toward the living room. “I’ll keep Lily company, watch some cartoons.”

When the door clicked shut behind him, Sophie leaned across the table, eyes wide. “Oh my God. Where did you find that gorgeous man?”

Mia tried to underplay it, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, but her smile betrayed her. “He’s… something, isn’t he? And so good with Lily. Not like the useless waste of space her father was.”

Sophie sat back, heart fluttering oddly. She’d never really looked twice at a black man before. But with David, the attraction hit her like a physical shock. The warmth in his voice, the easy way he carried himself, that body…

Her pulse quickened, and for the first time in weeks she felt something stir deep inside her, something Callum hadn’t touched in a long time.


Chapter Six: Saturday Night

Sophie stood by the mirror in their cramped bedroom, fastening the straps of the deep red lingerie Callum had given her last week. The lace hugged her curves, her breasts lifted high, the thong cutting snug over her hips. For a moment she admired herself, then reached for the short black dress laid out on the bed, tight, skimming her figure, showing off her long toned legs.

Behind her, Callum leaned in the doorway, arms crossed over his chest. “You’re making an effort tonight,” he said, tone halfway between a compliment and suspicion.

Sophie smoothed her dress down over her hips, caught his reflection in the mirror. Best tell him now, she thought. If he walked into Mia’s kitchen and saw David without warning, he’d burst a blood vessel.

She turned, tugging at her sleeve. “Mia’s new boyfriend will be there. I thought I’d give you a heads-up.”

Callum’s face darkened. “Her new fella? Don’t tell me it’s that bloke you mentioned the other day. The black one?”

Sophie hesitated, then nodded.

“Fuck that.” He pushed off the doorframe, voice sharp. “We’re not going. I’m not sitting down to dinner with some fucking immigrant, even if it’s Mia’s boyfriend.”

Sophie’s jaw tightened. “He’s not an immigrant. He was born here. Right here in Essex. I don’t know for sure, but I’d bet his parents were born here too.”

Callum snorted. “You getting all woke on me now, babe?”

Her spine stiffened. “I’m not letting Mia down. I’m going, whether you do or not.”

“Fine by me.” He grabbed the remote from the dresser, already turning toward the living room. “I’ll order an Indian, stick on a good film, enjoy some proper food. You go have your little dinner party with Mia and some black fella!”

Sophie’s lips pressed into a thin line. She picked up her clutch bag, slipping her phone inside. His words clanged in her head: immigrant… woke… proper food.

For the first time, she felt more embarrassed by him than by the thought of showing up alone.


Chapter Seven: Dinner at Mia’s

The porch light glowed warm as Sophie pulled up outside Mia’s semi. Her pulse beat faster as she checked herself in the rear-view mirror: blonde hair in soft waves, smoky liner around her blue eyes, lips glossed pale pink. The black dress clung to her curves like it was painted on, the hem skimming high over her thighs. Beneath, sheer stockings hugged her legs, the lace tops hidden, just, unless she sat down.

She slipped out of the car, heels clicking on the path, clutch bag tucked tight under her arm.

The door opened before she could knock. David filled the frame, tall and broad, ebony skin gleaming in the warm light, a fitted shirt stretched across his chest.

“Evening,” he said with an easy smile. His eyes swept over her quickly, appreciatively, before returning to her face. “Good evening, Sophie.”

Heat curled in her stomach at the way he said her name.

“Hi. Yes.” She smiled back, aware of how breathless she sounded. “Sorry, Callum couldn’t make it. He’s… busy.”

“His loss,” David said smoothly, stepping aside. “Come in.”

The kitchen smelled of roast chicken and herbs. Mia was at the counter, brunette hair tumbling over her shoulders, slim dress hugging her own curves. She turned with a grin.

“Soph! You look gorgeous.”

Sophie set her bag down, smoothing the hem of her dress as she slid onto a chair at the table. The fabric rode up with the motion, and the tops of her stockings flashed briefly, a teasing line of lace.

David’s gaze flicked down, just for a second, but Sophie caught it. The weight of it made her skin prickle. She shifted, trying to tug the skirt lower, but it was hopeless; the dress was simply too short.

Mia noticed too, Sophie saw it in the flicker of her smile, but there was no jealousy in it. If anything, a kind of amused pride. She knew she was just as hot: brunette where Sophie was blonde, curves that matched in all the right places.

David poured wine into Sophie’s glass, his knuckles brushing hers lightly as he set it down. “So, Sophie,” he said, voice low and warm. “Tell me about yourself. I’ve heard a lot from Mia, but I’d rather hear it from you.”

Sophie’s cheeks warmed. For the first time in weeks, she felt truly seen.

The table was warm with the glow of candles, plates scattered with roast chicken, buttery potatoes, and Mia’s famous gravy. Conversation drifted easily at first, Lily’s school stories, Mia’s new job, Sophie’s latest articles.

But the wine kept flowing. David was generous with the bottle, refilling Sophie’s glass before she’d quite finished it. She drank quickly, the warmth loosening her shoulders, the stress of the week beginning to spill out.

By her third glass, Sophie laughed a little too loudly at something Mia said, then shook her head. “Sorry. God, I don’t usually drink this fast.”

David’s smile was calm, steady. “You’ve had a week, sounds like.”

That opened the door. Sophie leaned back in her chair, swirling the last of her wine, words tumbling free.

“It’s just… everything feels wrong lately. Work, Callum, all of it. He doesn’t even see me anymore. We don’t talk. We don’t laugh. And sex….” she stopped, flushed, but the wine gave her courage. “Sex is just him… taking what he wants, pumping into me, finishing, and rolling off. No thought about me. None.”

Mia’s brows lifted, her mouth a sympathetic “oh.” She reached out, laying her hand over Sophie’s. “Oh, Soph…”

Sophie laughed bitterly, eyes hot. “It’s like I’m just a warm body. A… a human flashlight. That’s what it feels like. He doesn’t even look at me half the time. Not really. Not like….”

She stopped herself, heart skipping. Not like David does, she thought, but bit her tongue before it slipped out.

David’s gaze was steady across the table, not pitying, not dismissive. Just… watching her. Listening. His dark eyes seemed to strip her down more surely than the lingerie had last weekend.

Mia gave Sophie’s hand a squeeze. “You deserve better than that, hun. So much better.”

Sophie nodded, swallowing hard, finishing the last of her wine. The silence stretched just a second too long, charged, before David reached for the bottle again, his deep voice smooth.

“Another glass?”

Her heart thumped. She slid her glass toward him with a small, nervous smile. “Yeah… why not?”

Mia reached across the table, resting her hand on David’s. The contrast was startling, her pale, delicate fingers dwarfed by his dark, broad hand. Sophie blinked, her tipsy brain catching on the sheer scale of it: how easily those hands could hold, control, cover.

Mia looked up at David, and something unspoken passed between them, a flicker in their eyes, a secret only they shared. Sophie felt like she was intruding on something intimate, something powerful.

“I don’t want to embarrass him,” Mia said, biting her lip, “but, OMG… he’s so good in bed.”

Sophie’s breath caught. The way Mia’s voice dropped, the glow in her face, the hand still resting lightly on David’s… it was obvious. Mia wasn’t just boasting. She was worshipping.

A twist of jealousy curled in Sophie’s gut. She wanted that look. That glow. That certainty.

And before she could stop herself, the wine and the weight of the week took over. She laughed, too loudly, too raw, and blurted, “Yes, I could really do with a good long fuck!”

The words hung in the air like a slap. Sophie’s eyes widened. Her hand flew to her mouth.

“Oh my God, I didn’t….I mean, I’m so sorry…. I shouldn’t have…..”

But the reaction wasn’t what she expected.

Mia didn’t gasp, didn’t scold. Instead, she glanced at David, that same knowing spark in her eyes, before turning back to Sophie with a sly smile.

“You know David thinks you’re hot, right? He said so when he saw you Monday.”

Sophie froze. Her heart thudded against her ribs.

David didn’t deny it. He just met her gaze across the table, steady, calm, his dark eyes holding hers as heat flushed her cheeks.

The silence stretched, heavy and electric. Sophie’s cheeks burned, her pulse hammering in her ears.

Mia’s smile didn’t fade. She leaned back in her chair, still holding David’s hand. “You heard me. He thinks you’re gorgeous. Don’t you, babe?”

David’s lips curved slowly. His deep voice was unhurried, certain. “I do.”

Sophie swallowed, her mouth dry. She didn’t know where to look, at Mia’s amused, glowing eyes, or at David’s broad shoulders and the heat in his gaze.

“Mia, I… I didn’t mean….” she stammered, but her friend cut her off gently.

“You did,” Mia said softly. “And it’s fine. You’ve had a crap week, a selfish man who doesn’t know what he’s got, and now you’re sitting here with wine and people who actually see you.” She tilted her head. “Why shouldn’t you say what you want?”

Sophie’s breath trembled. She wanted to sink into the floor, but she also couldn’t look away.

Mia’s hand slipped from David’s and reached for Sophie’s instead, fingers threading through hers across the table. “You deserve to feel it, Soph. To be wanted. To be taken care of.”

Sophie blinked rapidly, her chest tight. “Mia, I….this is your….”

“My man,” Mia finished, glancing at David with a wicked smile. “And I don’t mind sharing. Not if it’s you.”

The air thickened. David hadn’t moved, hadn’t spoken, but his presence filled the kitchen, his gaze never leaving Sophie’s face. She couldn’t miss the way his big hands flexed slightly on the table, as if he was already imagining them on her body.

Sophie’s thighs pressed together under her tiny dress. Heat coiled low in her belly.

“Mia…” she whispered, the word half protest, half plea.

Her friend squeezed her hand. “Trust me, Soph. I’ll guide you. You need this.”

Mia’s fingers still laced with Sophie’s, her smile playful now. “Tell me something honest, Soph.”

Sophie’s throat tightened. “What?”

Mia tipped her chin toward David, who sat broad-shouldered and calm, his dark eyes watching every flicker across Sophie’s face. “Do you think he’s attractive?”

Sophie’s breath hitched. Heat bloomed across her cheeks. She darted a glance at David, then back at Mia. “Mia, I….”

“Don’t overthink it,” Mia coaxed, squeezing her hand. “Just say it. Do you find him attractive?”

The words hovered on Sophie’s tongue, impossible to deny. She swallowed hard, nodding once. “Yes.”

Mia’s smile widened, triumphant but gentle. “See? Nothing wrong with that. He’s gorgeous. I knew you thought so Monday the second you laid eyes on him.”

David’s lips curved, just a small smile, but the weight of it made Sophie’s pulse quicken.

Mia leaned closer, voice dropping into a conspiratorial whisper. “You know what they say, Soph… once you go black, you won’t go back.” Her grin turned wicked. “And, babe, it’s so true.”

Sophie’s stomach fluttered, a rush of heat flooding her chest and thighs. She managed a nervous laugh, though her voice trembled. “Mia…”

“It’s alright,” Mia murmured, brushing her thumb over Sophie’s knuckles. “I’m not jealous. If anything, I want you to know what I know. To feel it. To see what it’s like being wanted by a man who’s strong, generous, and doesn’t just use you like some bloody toy.”

Sophie’s gaze flicked helplessly to David again. His big hands rested on the table, relaxed but powerful. His dark eyes caught hers, and she swore she felt her body answer him without a word.

Her thighs pressed tighter together under the hem of her too-short dress.

Mia reached for the bottle again, tilting it over Sophie’s glass. “Here, babes. One more. Helps with nerves.”

Sophie let her glass be filled, her fingers trembling slightly as the rich red sloshed to the rim. She took a quick sip, too fast, feeling the warmth spread instantly.

Mia leaned back in her chair, her brunette hair spilling over one shoulder, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “You know, Soph, there’s something else I should probably tell you.”

Sophie looked up, wary. “What?”

Mia’s gaze flicked knowingly to David, then back to Sophie. “He’s… big. You know. Black big.”

Sophie almost choked on her wine. Heat surged in her cheeks and down her throat. “Mia!” she gasped, half-laughing, half-scandalised.

Mia only grinned wider. “What? I told you, I don’t want to embarrass him, but it’s the truth. Biggest I’ve ever had. And, God, he knows how to use it.”

David sat silent, his dark eyes steady on Sophie, letting Mia do the talking. He didn’t deny it. He didn’t need to. The quiet confidence in his posture, the way his big hands rested on the table, said everything.

Sophie’s thighs pressed together, her heart thudding hard. Images she didn’t want to imagine, couldn’t stop imagining, flared behind her eyes. Mia’s words wouldn’t leave her: black big.

Mia leaned closer, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper as though sharing a secret between girlfriends. “I meant it, Soph. Once you’ve had him, you’ll never look at another man the same way again.”

Sophie’s lips parted, but no words came. She felt dizzy, aroused, and terrified all at once.

David finally spoke, his deep voice low, deliberate. “She’s right, you know.”

The sound of it sent a shiver through Sophie’s body.

Mia’s eyes narrowed just slightly, that sly, knowing smile playing at her lips. She leaned in, voice soft but certain.

“You’re wearing the lingerie that Callum bought you, aren’t you?”

Sophie froze, nearly spilling her wine. Her heart slammed against her ribs. “Mia….how do you….”

Mia tilted her head, her stare steady, unflinching. “You are, aren’t you?”

Sophie swallowed hard, cheeks burning. She managed the smallest nod.

Mia’s smile widened, slow and deliberate. “I thought so.” She let the silence hang a beat before adding, “David would appreciate you in your sexy lingerie more than Callum ever has.”

Sophie’s chest heaved. “Mia…”

Her friend didn’t blink, didn’t let her off the hook. “Show him.”

The air went electric. Sophie’s gasp filled the quiet kitchen, her pulse thundering in her ears. She flicked her gaze from Mia’s steady eyes to David’s dark, unreadable face. He hadn’t moved, but the intensity of his gaze pinned her in place more surely than hands ever could.

“I….I can’t,” Sophie whispered, though the heat in her body betrayed her.

“You can,” Mia countered gently, her tone coaxing, intimate. “You want to. You’ve been dying for someone to see you, really see you. Let him. I promise, Soph… you’ll never regret it.”

David finally shifted, just enough to lean forward, his forearms resting on the table. His voice was a low rumble, smooth as velvet but firm as stone.

“Show me.”

Sophie’s breath caught. Her fingers trembled around her wine glass. The room felt small, too hot, as every nerve in her body screamed at once: fear, shame, and a hunger so deep it made her thighs clench beneath her short black dress.

Her gaze darted to Mia again. Her friend’s expression was calm, encouraging, a hand reaching out to squeeze hers. “It’s okay, Soph. You’re safe. Just… show him.”

Sophie’s pulse hammered so hard she thought they could both hear it. Mia’s hand was still over hers, warm, steady, coaxing.

“Go on, Soph,” Mia murmured, her eyes gleaming. “Show him. Let him see what Callum never really appreciated.”

David’s voice was lower, firmer. “Do it.”

Sophie’s breath came shallow, her whole body trembling. She stared down at her glass, then at the hem of her impossibly short dress.

Slowly, she pushed her chair back. The scrape of the legs against the floor sounded like thunder in the silence. She stood, her knees weak.

Her fingers brushed the hem of her dress, hesitated, then began to tug it upward. Inch by inch, the black fabric slid over her hips, her thighs, her waist. Her stockings gleamed in the low light, the suspender straps taut against her legs.

Mia leaned back, lips parting, eyes shining with open admiration.

Sophie’s dress cleared her breasts, then slipped up and over her shoulders. She let it fall, pooling at her heels.

There she stood in the kitchen: red lace lingerie hugging every curve, the bra lifting her 34C breasts, her thong clinging to her hips, her round ass framed perfectly by the straps. Her pale skin glowed against the dark lace, stockings rising high up her toned thighs.

She had never felt so exposed. Or so seen.

David’s eyes swept over her, slow and hungry, but not crude. He didn’t smirk, didn’t leer. He looked at her like she was a gift being unwrapped before him.

Heat shot through her core, her nipples tightening against the lace.

Mia gave a little laugh, though it was husky now. “See, Soph? Told you. He appreciates you. Just look at him.”

David’s gaze lifted back to Sophie’s, his voice a low rumble that made her shiver. “Beautiful.”

The word slid through her like a touch. Sophie’s chest rose and fell, her legs pressing together instinctively, fighting the ache building there.

For the first time in months, she didn’t feel like Callum’s “human flashlight.” She felt like a woman, desired, wanted, powerful in her surrender.

Sophie’s heart pounded as Mia rose from her chair and came to her side. The brunette slipped an arm around her waist, warm and steady.

“Let’s show him,” Mia whispered, lips brushing close to Sophie’s ear.

Sophie shivered as Mia slowly turned her, pivoting her until she faced away from the table. David’s gaze was heavy on her, soaking up the sight of her bare back, her curves, and the perfect, full roundness of her ass framed by red lace and taut suspender straps.

Mia’s hands slid lower, bold and possessive. She cupped one cheek, then the other, squeezing firmly before delivering a sharp smack to each. The sound cracked in the kitchen, the sting blooming across Sophie’s skin.

“Beautiful,” Mia said with relish, glancing back at David. “Firm and bouncy.”

Sophie gasped, heat rushing to her cheeks. She’s touching me. Mia’s touching me. The shock tangled with a wave of arousal so deep it made her thighs tremble. To be on display like this, to be handled, admired, wanted; it set every nerve alight.

David’s eyes burned darker, his jaw tight, as if holding himself back.

Then Sophie felt Mia’s fingers trail up her spine, feather-light, until they reached the clasp of her bra.

“Let’s give him the full view,” Mia murmured, her breath hot against Sophie’s neck. With a practiced flick, the hooks came free.

The straps loosened. The lace bra slipped forward, falling away from Sophie’s chest. Her breasts tumbled free, nipples stiff in the cool air.

Sophie’s arms twitched instinctively to cover herself, but Mia caught her wrists, lowering them back to her sides.

“Don’t hide,” Mia whispered. “You’re gorgeous. Let him see you.”

David’s voice came, low and steady, thick with desire. “Perfect.”

The word rolled through Sophie’s body like thunder. She closed her eyes, her chest heaving, and gave herself over to the heat flooding her veins, aroused, exposed, trembling, yet more desired than she had ever been in her life.

The bra slipped from Sophie’s shoulders, sliding down her arms to the floor. Her breasts were bare now, firm and high, nipples tight and aching in the cool air. She felt the sting of Mia’s playful smacks still blooming across her ass, every nerve alive.

But it was David’s eyes that undid her.

He hadn’t moved, hadn’t touched her, yet the heat of his stare felt like a physical thing, stroking over her skin, igniting her everywhere at once.

Those deep, dark eyes drank her in, starting at her face, lingering on her wide blue eyes, her parted, trembling lips, her flushed cheeks.

Then lower, sweeping to the soft curves of her breasts, her flat stomach, the delicate inward slope at her waist, the swell of her hips.

He lingered on her ass, round, perfect, framed by the red thong and the taut black straps of her suspenders.

Sophie shivered, the heat rising, spreading lower. She felt his gaze move, slow and deliberate, down the tops of her thighs to where the lace ended, leaving pale skin bare.

And lower still.

Her breath caught. She knew what he was seeing, the tiny triangle of fabric stretched across her mound, blonde curls peeking at the edges, her nether lips already swelling, pressing against the satin.

Every secret part of her was on show. And David didn’t look away. He didn’t joke, didn’t leer, didn’t cheapen it. He consumed her.

Sophie’s body trembled, a deep, primal heat coiling in her belly, pooling between her legs. Her skin prickled with goosebumps, though she was burning.

Mia’s voice was a husky purr at her ear. “He’s soaking you up, Soph. Every inch of you. And look at you… you love it, don’t you?”

Sophie couldn’t speak. Her lips parted, a small gasp escaping, her chest rising and falling as her whole body pulsed with desire.

For the first time in her life, she felt utterly, completely seen.

The air was already molten, Sophie’s skin alive with heat, her body trembling under the weight of David’s gaze.

Then; smack!

Mia’s palm landed sharp across Sophie’s round ass again, the sting jolting her forward. Sophie gasped, her thighs clenching, the fire between them flaring hotter.

“Panties off, girl,” Mia said, her voice firm, teasing but commanding. “Let’s not hide an inch of you.”

Sophie’s breath came ragged. Her hands twitched down to the tiny scrap of red satin clinging to her hips.

“Mia…” she whispered, torn between shame and a desperate need to obey.

Mia gave her another quick squeeze, nails pressing into her ass cheek. “Don’t be shy. You’re stunning. And he deserves to see all of you.”

Sophie’s fingers hooked under the thong. Her legs shook as she slid the lace down, inch by inch, over her hips, baring the soft curls of blonde hair, then lower still, until the strip of satin peeled away from her damp lips.

The air felt icy against her bare flesh, but David’s stare burned hotter, darker, holding her like a physical touch.

Sophie let the thong fall to her ankles, stepping out of it with trembling feet. She stood there in only stockings and suspenders, completely exposed, her breasts heaving, her mound bare, her pussy slick and glistening under the lights.

David’s eyes swept over her slowly, deliberately, until Sophie thought she might melt under the heat.

Behind her, Mia purred, her hands gliding over Sophie’s naked curves. “Perfect. Look at her, David. Every inch of her.”

Sophie felt her core clench, a deep, primal ache tearing through her. She was bare, humiliated, yet never in her life had she felt so wanted.

Mia’s hand slid down Sophie’s spine, resting firm against the small of her back. Her voice was soft but unmistakably commanding.

“It’s time you found out for yourself,” she murmured, giving Sophie a gentle push. “On your knees.”

Sophie’s breath caught, her legs trembling as she sank down onto the kitchen floor. The tiles were cool under her knees, a shocking contrast to the furnace burning in her core.

David rose slowly from his chair. The scrape of wood on tile seemed impossibly loud. He loomed over her, tall, broad, powerful, his eyes never leaving hers.

His big hands moved to his belt, unbuckling it with a deliberate slowness. The metallic clink sent a shiver down Sophie’s spine. He tugged his jeans open, pushing them down to his thighs.

Sophie’s gaze dropped. Her mouth went dry.

The thin cotton of his boxers strained obscenely against the thick bulge beneath. The outline of him was massive, far larger than anything she’d ever known, pressing hard and insistent against the fabric.

She gasped softly, lips parting, her chest rising and falling as she stared.

David stepped closer, towering over her, his dark eyes heavy with authority as he looked down at the beautiful blonde woman kneeling half-naked before him.

“You know you want to,” he said, his voice a deep growl that made her thighs clench.

His hand pressed against the bulge, the heavy shape shifting under the thin fabric.

“Take it out.”

Sophie’s fingers trembled as they lifted, hovering just inches away, her breath hot, her mind screaming with fear, shock, desire, and the unstoppable pull of something primal she couldn’t fight any longer.

Sophie’s hand shook as she reached forward. Her fingertips brushed the hot, straining bulge, and the sheer size of it made her whimper. The cotton stretched tight beneath her touch, the heavy outline rigid and undeniable.

Her breath came shallow, her whole body trembling as she hooked her fingers under the waistband of his boxers. For a heartbeat she froze, then tugged them down.

The fabric slid over his hips, then lower.

Sophie gasped.

His cock sprang free, thick and long, so heavy it swayed as it dropped. Darker than the rest of him, veined, swollen, the blunt head already slick with pre-cum. It jutted forward, hard and proud, far bigger than anything she had ever imagined, let alone seen.

Her lips parted in shock, her stomach flipping. God, Mia wasn’t exaggerating…

David loomed above her, the massive length of him inches from her face. The musky, masculine heat of him filled her senses, raw and primal.

“Fuck…” Sophie whispered, unable to stop herself. Her thighs squeezed together, heat flooding her core. She felt small, fragile, owned, just kneeling before it.

Mia crouched beside her, arm slipping around Sophie’s shoulders, voice husky with amusement. “Told you, babe. Biggest you’ll ever see. And it’s all real. All for you.”

David’s dark eyes locked on Sophie’s as he curled a big hand around the base, giving it a slow stroke, the thick shaft twitching under his grip.

“You wanted to see,” he said quietly, his deep voice vibrating through her chest. “Now show me how much you want it.”

Sophie licked her lips, her pulse pounding in her ears, her body screaming with a desperate, primal need.

Sophie’s pulse hammered in her throat as she stared up at the thick length in front of her face. Her mouth watered, though her lips trembled with nerves.

Mia’s arm tightened around her shoulders, grounding her. The brunette’s breath was warm against her ear. “Go on, Soph. Just feel him with your lips. You’ll see…”

Sophie swallowed hard, her eyes flicking up to David’s. He towered above her, steady, waiting, his hand still wrapped loosely around the base of his cock. His dark gaze never wavered.

Mia’s hand slid lower, brushing along Sophie’s arm, guiding her wrist forward until her trembling fingers rested against the thick shaft. Sophie gasped at the heat of him, the weight, the sheer hardness beneath her palm.

“Good girl,” Mia murmured. “Now show him what those pretty lips can do.”

David’s voice rumbled low, deep as thunder. “Take it, Sophie.”

Her breath hitched. Slowly, hesitantly, she leaned forward. Her lips parted, brushing the slick, swollen head. The taste hit her tongue, hot, salty, masculine.

A shiver tore through her. She opened wider, her lips sliding over the tip, then further, wrapping around him, enclosing the massive girth.

David exhaled sharply, a sound that made her core clench. His cock twitched against her tongue, heavy and alive in her mouth.

Mia let out a soft laugh, stroking Sophie’s hair back from her face. “Look at you, babe. Gorgeous. I told you, didn’t I? Once you start, you won’t ever want to stop.”

Sophie moaned faintly around him, the vibration making David’s jaw tighten. She drew him in deeper, her tongue swirling, her lips stretching around the thickness. The primal heat inside her roared, shame and arousal tangled together until she could no longer tell the difference.

At the same time, so much emotion. Here she was naked on knees before a big black man with her lips wrapped around her huge cock, cheating on Callum and loving every minute.

For the first time in her life, she felt consumed, and she wanted more.

Sophie’s lips slid wetly up the thick length before she pulled back, gasping for breath, her chest rising and falling. A string of spit clung from her lips to the swollen head.

Mia stroked her hair, her grin wicked. “He’s much bigger than Callum, isn’t he?”

Sophie’s blue eyes darted up, first to Mia, then to David towering above them, his cock gleaming inches from her face. Her voice trembled with awe.

“Oh my God… he’s more than twice the size.”

Mia let out a naughty giggle, clapping a hand over her mouth before lowering it again. “I knew it! I knew you’d say that.” She leaned in close, whispering in Sophie’s ear, though loud enough for David to hear. “Now you see what I’ve been enjoying, babe. And he’s so amazing it would be so wrong to keep him all to myself.”

Sophie’s gaze flicked back to the massive cock in front of her, still slick from her lips, her thighs pressing together as the ache inside her grew unbearable.

David’s deep voice rumbled down at her. “Twice the man. And you love it already.”

A shiver raced through Sophie, her lips parting in a breathless moan. She couldn’t deny it, not to them, and not to herself.

David suddenly pulled back, his thick cock sliding free from Sophie’s lips with a wet pop. She blinked up at him, dazed, spit glistening on her chin.

“Why?” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Have I… done something wrong?”

David’s dark gaze burned down at her, but he said nothing. He only stepped back, his big hands moving to his belt again, peeling the jeans down and off in one smooth motion. His shirt followed, tugged over his head, revealing a chest like sculpted stone, broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist.

Sophie’s breath caught. He was magnificent, raw power and size, every muscle flexing as he kicked free of his clothes.

Mia slipped an arm around Sophie, pulling her gently to her feet. “No, babe. You didn’t do anything wrong. Quite the opposite.”


Chapter Eight: Her First BBC

She laced her fingers with Sophie’s trembling hand and led her toward the sofa. David followed, now fully naked, his massive cock jutting proudly in front of him, heavy and thick, veins ridging the dark shaft. Sophie couldn’t take her eyes off it, her stomach flipping with both fear and a desperate, primal hunger.

Mia pushed her down onto the sofa cushions, her voice gentle but firm. “Lie back.”

Sophie obeyed, her heart pounding, blonde hair spilling over the armrest.

“Spread your legs, Soph.”

Heat rushed through her cheeks, but she parted her thighs slowly. The red suspenders pulled taut as the tops of her stockings stretched, her exposed, open little pussy glistening faintly in the low light.

Mia crouched between them, her hand on Sophie’s knee, pushing it wider still. “Stroke yourself, babe. Make sure you’re nice and wet.” She smiled, wicked and tender at once. “You’ll need to be.”

Sophie whimpered, her fingers trembling as they slid between her thighs. The instant she touched herself, she moaned, slickness already coating her folds, proof of how much the sight, the touch, the taste had aroused her.

David’s shadow loomed over them both, his cock stiff and ready, his eyes locked on Sophie’s spread, glistening pussy as Mia coaxed her on.

David stepped closer, his massive frame blotting out the lamplight. Sophie’s breath caught as he knelt between her thighs, his broad shoulders and muscular chest filling her vision. The heavy weight of his cock hung down, dark and thick, the blunt purple head glistening as it pressed against her slick folds.

He didn’t push in, not yet. Instead, he teased her, sliding the swollen crown up and down her slit, parting her folds, smearing her wetness along his length. Each stroke made her gasp, her hips twitching up helplessly to chase him.

Sophie’s head lolled back against the cushion, her blonde hair fanning out. Her blue eyes fluttered open again, gazing up at him, this strong, powerful, black man about to take her little pink pussy. Her heart pounded. God… I’m about to fuck a black man. What would Callum think?

Across the room, Mia had slipped into the armchair, her dark eyes fixed on the sofa. In her lap, angled discreetly, her phone camera glowed faintly as it recorded everything, Sophie sprawled with her legs splayed wide, pussy glistening, David kneeling between them, his huge cock sliding along her folds.

Mia’s lips curved into a wicked smile. She leaned forward slightly, her voice calm, husky, commanding.

“You have to tell him, Soph.”

Sophie’s breath trembled. “Tell him…?”

“What you want,” Mia purred. “Say it. Beg for it. He won’t give it to you unless you ask.”

David’s cockhead rubbed against her clit, and Sophie let out a strangled moan, her hips jerking. Her hands gripped the cushions beside her, knuckles white.

The ache inside her was unbearable now, deep and primal, demanding. She looked up at him, trembling, her lips parting.

“I… I want you…” she gasped, her voice raw.

David’s gaze stayed locked on hers, his cock still gliding over her slit, mercilessly teasing.

“Say it properly,” Mia urged, her tone wicked with delight. “Tell him what you want that big black cock to do to you.”

Sophie’s face flushed crimson, humiliation and arousal crashing together. Her thighs quivered as she moaned, words spilling out between gasps:

“Please… put it inside me. I want your cock… I want you to fuck me.”

David’s dark eyes burned hotter. His huge hands gripped her thighs, holding her wide open as the thick head pressed harder at her entrance.

David’s grip tightened on Sophie’s trembling thighs, spreading her wide and pinning her to the sofa. His cockhead pressed firmly at her entrance now, no more teasing, just the heavy promise of what was about to happen.

Sophie gasped, her nails clawing at the cushions. God, this is it. I’m about to be fucked by a black man.

Her folds stretched as the huge crown pushed against her pink entrance. For a heartbeat, her body resisted, tight and unyielding. Then, with a slow, unstoppable force, David drove forward.

Her pussy opened around him, stretching wider than it ever had before. Sophie cried out, her head snapping back, blonde hair spilling over the cushions.

“Ohhh God… oh fuck….he’s so big!”

Mia’s laugh was low and delighted from across the room. “That’s it, babe. Take it. Feel him filling you.” And she kept filming.

David grunted, his jaw set, his dark eyes locked on Sophie’s face as inch after inch sank into her slick heat. Her walls clung desperately around him, straining to take his thickness.

Sophie’s body arched, every nerve alight with a mix of pain and pleasure, her pussy stretched to its limit. “Oh my God… he’s splitting me open….” she gasped, her thighs quivering, her stomach fluttering with the impossible fullness.

David paused once half his length was inside, letting her adjust, his big hands stroking firmly over her thighs, grounding her. “Breathe,” he rumbled, voice deep and commanding. “Relax. Take it.”

Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his, and she did as he said, drawing in a trembling breath, letting it out slow. Her pussy relaxed just enough, and David pushed deeper.

Sophie moaned, the sound raw and broken, as his cock slid further, filling places she hadn’t known could be touched. Her belly tightened, her body overwhelmed by the sheer stretch, the primal thrill of being conquered.

Finally, with one last thrust, his hips met hers, his full length buried inside. Sophie let out a sobbing moan, tears pricking her eyes.

Mia’s voice was husky, reverent. “Look at you, Soph. He’s all the way in. Callum never even came close, did he?”

Sophie’s lips parted, her voice a whisper and a cry all at once: “No… never. Oh God—he’s so much bigger….he’s filling me….stretching me….splitting me in two!”

David held still for a moment, letting her feel every inch of him, the thick stretch of her walls around his cock. His dark gaze burned down at her as he growled, “Now… you know what it means to be fucked by a real man.”

And then he began to move.

David’s hips drew back, his thick cock dragging against Sophie’s clinging walls. She gasped at the sensation, the stretch, the friction, every inch rubbing her raw with pleasure.

Then he drove forward, hard.

Sophie cried out, her back arching as the sheer force of him rocked her against the cushions. He pulled out again, then slammed back in, setting a rhythm, deep, relentless strokes that filled her completely, over and over.

Her hands clawed at the sofa, her thighs trembling wide apart, helpless beneath his weight and power. “Oh God….oh my God….Mia….he’s so big,” she sobbed, her voice shaking with every thrust.

Mia leaned forward from the armchair, phone steady in her lap, her voice wicked with delight. “That’s it, Soph. Let him fuck you. Let him show you what you’ve been missing.”

David grunted, each thrust harder, deeper, his muscles flexing as he pounded into her wet pussy. Sophie’s whole body jolted with every stroke, her breasts bouncing, her blonde hair plastered to her damp forehead.

The heat inside her built fast, too fast. The stretch, the fullness, the primal force of him slamming her open, it was unbearable. She’d never felt anything like it, never been used like this.

Mia’s voice cut through, coaxing, teasing. “You’re going to come, aren’t you, Soph? Your first orgasm from a real cock. Let him take you there.”

Sophie shook her head, gasping, tears in her eyes, not in denial but in shock. “I….I can’t stop….”

David’s pace quickened, his thick cock hammering into her slick cunt, every stroke hitting deep, relentless. The wet slap of their bodies filled the room.

Sophie’s cry broke into a scream as the orgasm tore through her, violent and unstoppable. Her pussy clamped around him, milking his cock as waves of ecstasy ripped through her body.

“Ohhh God….David! I’m coming! I’m coming on your cock!”

Her thighs shook, her stomach clenched, her body convulsing under him as he fucked her right through it, giving her no escape.

Mia’s laugh was breathless, triumphant. “There it is. Look at her, babe. Callum never gave her that, not once. But you did. First time, and you’ve already ruined her.” Mia filmed every second.

David leaned down, his mouth by Sophie’s ear, his voice a growl. “And I’m not stopping until you come again.”


Chapter Nine: Ruined for More

Sophie was still trembling from her first orgasm when David’s thrusts never slowed. His cock pounded into her slick, convulsing pussy, stretching her open again and again.

Her eyes fluttered, her mouth falling open. “I….I can’t….”

“Yes, you can,” David growled, his hips driving forward with relentless power. “You’re going to.”

Her breasts bounced with every deep stroke; her nails raked helplessly at the cushions. The aftershocks of her climax bled straight into a second wave, hotter, sharper, ripping through her.

Sophie screamed, arching off the sofa. “Ohhh God….I’m coming again!”

Mia’s laugh was husky, triumphant, her phone steady in her lap as she filmed it all. “That’s it, Soph! Two in a row. Look at you, he’s breaking you in.”

David’s grip on her thighs tightened, spreading her wider still as he slammed into her, his thick cock stretching her soaked cunt mercilessly.

Sophie’s body convulsed, sweat dripping down her flushed skin. “I can’t stop….I can’t….”

Her third orgasm hit like a thunderclap, her pussy clenching hard around his cock, milking him desperately. Her cries dissolved into sobs of pleasure, her voice ragged, body wrecked with bliss. Her thick white juices gushed out around him, coating David’s thick black cock as it drove mercilessly into her.

David’s breathing grew harsher, his thrusts heavier, more urgent. His jaw clenched, his dark eyes blazing down at her as her pussy squeezed tight around his massive shaft.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take all of it.”

With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, Sophie’s body pinned beneath him. His cock twitched, thick pulses surging through the length.

Sophie’s eyes widened, her moans breaking as she felt it, hot, heavy spurts flooding deep inside her, filling her womb with his seed.

“Ohhh God….David….” she gasped, her pussy fluttering helplessly around him as his cum gushed into her, thick and endless.

Mia’s voice was breathless, almost reverent. “That’s it, Soph. You’ve been claimed. He’s filling you, babe. Filling you like Callum never could.”

David grunted low in his chest, his hips grinding against hers as he emptied himself into her stretched, trembling pussy.

Sophie collapsed back against the cushions, wrecked, coated in sweat, her body spasming through the aftershocks of orgasm as she felt the heat of him flooding her.

Her thoughts were a blur; shame, disbelief, overwhelming pleasure. But one truth blazed through all of it, undeniable:

She would never be the same again.

David grunted as the last of his climax surged through him. Slowly, he pulled back, his thick cock sliding wetly from Sophie’s stretched, wrecked pussy.

Sophie whimpered, her whole body trembling. She felt empty the moment he slipped free, until the hot flood of him began to stream out of her.

Mia was on her feet instantly, phone in hand, leaning close with a wicked grin as she filmed. “Oh my God, Soph,” she murmured, the camera capturing every detail.

Sophie’s thighs were spread wide, her cunt gaping, lips red and swollen, and from deep inside her David’s thick white spunk oozed in heavy streams, spilling down over her ass and onto the cushions.

Mia zoomed in, her voice husky with delight. “Look at you… completely ruined. Just dripping with him. I don’t think you’ll ever feel Callum again, Soph. Not after this.”

Sophie moaned, covering her face with her hands, torn between shame and overwhelming arousal. Her pussy still clenched weakly, pushing out more of David’s seed, the mess glistening as Mia crouched low, capturing every angle.

“God, it’s beautiful,” Mia whispered, her eyes shining as much with lust as mischief. “You’re his now. Marked. Claimed. And there’s no going back.”

David stood over them, still half-hard, his cock heavy and glistening with Sophie’s cream and his cum. He watched silently as Mia filmed the evidence, a quiet, satisfied power radiating from his every movement.

On the sofa, Sophie could only gasp, her body wrecked, her mind spinning, her pussy wide and leaking proof of everything she swore she’d never do, and of the one truth she could no longer deny:

She had been taken. And she could never belong to Callum again.


Chapter Ten: The Clean-Up

Sophie lay slumped on the sofa, her chest heaving, her thighs still twitching from the aftershocks. Cum dripped steadily from her stretched pussy, warm and heavy, pooling beneath her.

Mia slipped in close, her phone still in one hand, but her other reached out tenderly, cupping Sophie’s flushed face. She tilted Sophie’s chin upward until their eyes met.

“Look at him, Soph,” Mia whispered.

Sophie’s blue eyes flicked up. David stood over her, his thick cock still hanging heavy, glistening with her cream and his seed. It was half-soft now, but still thick, obscene, streaked in white.

“You need to clean him.”

Sophie’s lips parted in shock, her breath ragged. “Mia, I….”

“Shhh,” Mia soothed, stroking her cheek. Her smile was soft, wicked. “You gave him everything. Now show him your gratitude. Make him spotless again.”

David’s gaze burned down at her, silent but commanding, his cock inches from her face. A bead of cum clung to the tip, threatening to fall.

Sophie swallowed hard, her tongue darting across her lips. The shame, the heat, the impossible thrill of being guided like this left her trembling.

Slowly, she pushed herself up, knees sinking into the cushions. She leaned forward, breath ghosting over the heavy shaft, before her lips parted and her tongue slid out.

She licked delicately at the head first, tasting the mix of salt and musk, then dragged her tongue down the thick length, gathering her own juices and his cum, moaning faintly as she cleaned him.

Mia giggled low, filming every second. “Good girl, Soph… that’s it. Clean every drop. You don’t want to waste any of him.”

David exhaled, a deep grunt of approval, as Sophie wrapped her lips around the tip, sucking him clean, her tongue swirling obediently.

Her humiliation was total. And her arousal had never been higher.

Sophie’s tongue dragged along the thick shaft, lapping up the mingled mess of her own cream and David’s seed. Each lick made her moan faintly, the taste raw and primal, the act humiliating yet impossibly arousing.

She worked her way to the tip, her lips wrapping around the swollen crown. David’s deep grunt vibrated through the air as Sophie sucked, hollowing her cheeks, drawing the last slick drops onto her tongue.

Mia leaned closer, camera catching every second, her voice a husky purr. “That’s it, Soph… take every last drop. Swallow him clean.”

Sophie obeyed, her throat working as she swallowed down the thick, salty taste, her eyes fluttering shut. She pulled back at last, gasping softly, lips wet, a strand of saliva still clinging to his cock.

David stood tall, his shaft gleaming now only with her spit, spotless under her devotion. His dark eyes met hers, and the pride there made her shiver.

Sophie slumped back against the sofa, utterly spent, her pussy gaping, thighs slick, face flushed, body trembling with exhaustion and satisfaction.

Mia finally lowered the phone, slipping onto the arm of the sofa beside her. She brushed Sophie’s damp hair from her face, her tone gentler now, though still laced with mischief.

“It’s late,” she said softly. “You could stay… but I’m sure Callum will question.” Her lips curved into a sly smile. “I can call you a taxi.”

Sophie’s stomach twisted at the sound of his name, Callum, a hollow reminder of the man she’d left at home. But her body, her soul, told her the truth: she’d just been taken, filled, ruined, satisfied in ways Callum never could.

And now she had to go back to him, with David’s taste still on her tongue.


Chapter Eleven: Walk of Shame

The taxi hummed through the empty streets, headlights cutting pale beams across shuttered shops and quiet terraces. Sophie sat low in the back seat, her thighs pressed together, clutch bag tight in her lap.

Her body ached, her lips swollen from kissing David’s cock, her pussy raw and sore, still leaking his seed into her panties. Every bump in the road made her gasp softly, a reminder of the brutal stretching, the relentless orgasms, the flood of cum he’d left inside her.

Her reflection in the dark window showed her hair tangled, makeup smudged, cheeks flushed. She looked used. Ruined. Desired. And for the first time in her life, she didn’t regret it.

When the cab pulled up outside the flat, Sophie paid quickly, slipping out into the night. Her legs wobbled as she climbed the stairwell, her heart hammering at the thought of facing Callum.

The door swung open to the stale reek of beer. Callum slumped on the sofa, pint cans littered around him, his eyes glazed.

“Babe,” he slurred, lurching to his feet, “come to bed.”

Before she could answer, his hand clamped around her wrist. He dragged her into the bedroom, fumbling at her skirt, breath hot with lager.

“Been thinking about you all night,” he mumbled, bending her over the bed. The hem of her short dress rucked up, exposing her still-damp panties. He yanked them aside, not noticing, not caring, that they were already wet through.

Sophie gasped as his cock pushed inside her. The shocking smallness of it compared to what she had just taken made her eyes fly wide. She could barely feel him, just a shallow, frantic pressure.

Callum grunted, thrusting fast, sloppy, five minutes of drunken, needy rutting. He never looked at her face, never touched her the way David had, never filled her.

With a groan, he came quickly, spilling inside her. Then he collapsed onto the bed beside her, already half-asleep, his belly rising and falling as he snored.

Sophie stood by the mirror, stripping off her crumpled dress, her lingerie damp and ruined. She slid into a loose T-shirt, brushing her hair back, her eyes lingering on Callum’s sprawled, useless form on the bed.

A faint smile tugged at her lips. Oh my God. Mia was right. I’ll never feel Callum again.

Her thighs pressed together, still aching, still wet with the memory of David. I’m so lucky… lucky to have such a generous friend. Lucky, she shared her boyfriend with me… for the best fuck of my life.

She slid under the covers, her back to Callum, her lips curving into a secret smile as she drifted into sleep, satisfied, and already craving more.

Epilogue: The Mosque Again

The small meeting room at the Mandella Road Mosque was the same as before, plain walls, worn chairs, a faint trace of spice in the air. Sophie sat with her notebook open, pen poised, forcing herself into reporter mode.

Across the desk sat the young man she’d interviewed last time, tall, broad, composed. His voice was steady as he spoke, eyes holding hers.

“There were several more attacks over the weekend,” he said calmly. “Windows smashed again. Paint sprayed over two houses. Some of our people are afraid to leave home after dark.”

Sophie nodded quickly, scribbling the words into her pad. “And… how is the community responding?”

He leaned back in his chair, his broad chest stretching the fabric of his shirt, his composure unshaken. “With patience. With dignity. We’ve been through worse.”

She wrote diligently, but her focus faltered. Because now she noticed something else. Something she hadn’t allowed herself to before.

Her eyes flicked down, and her breath caught.

The thick bulge pressing against the front of his trousers was impossible to miss. Heavy. Obvious.

Heat rushed to Sophie’s face, her pulse skipping. God, don’t stare. Don’t stare. She forced herself to look back at her notes, her pen trembling in her hand.

But the thought would not leave her. The image burned in her mind, unbidden, unstoppable: OMG… I wonder if this black manis as big as David.

Her thighs pressed together under the table, the memory of being stretched, filled, ruined still vivid in her body. Now all she thought about was thick black cock!

And as the man carried on speaking, calm, confident, unaware of the storm in her chest, the heat between her thighs, Sophie realised one undeniable truth:

She wasn’t done. Not by a long way.


Book Two Teaser

One night with David should have been enough.
But for Sophie, it only unlocked a hunger she can’t control.

Her body aches for more, more size, more power, more of the dangerous thrill she swore she’d never crave. And Mia knows it. Her best friend saw the way Sophie shook, the way she screamed, the way she begged.

So, Mia decides to give Sophie exactly what she needs. Another night. Another chance to be ruined. But this time, David won’t be alone. He’ll be bringing two of his friends.

Sophie’s about to find out what it really means when they say: once you go black, you never go back.

Taboo: Ruined By Black Desire (Book Two): Sophie thought she was broken already. She hasn’t seen anything yet.
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