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Intro

The flat was immaculate, as always. White walls, pale oak floors, an arrangement of lilies in a glass vase that had been delivered that morning from Wild at Heart. The scent was subtle, refined, expensive; like everything else in Arabella Whitmore’s carefully curated life.

She stood before the full-length mirror in her bedroom, the pale silk of her dressing gown sliding against her bare skin. It fell loose at the front, framing the curve of her breasts, the taut line of her stomach, the flare of her hips.

At twenty-two, Arabella was well aware of what she was. A vision. Long-limbed, golden skinned from weekends in the south of France, her hair a glossy blonde cascade coaxed into careless waves by her Dyson Airwrap. Her lips, full and pouty, were painted the shade of soft nude-pink she favoured; the colour that made her look like she’d been kissed without smudging.

She turned, inspecting herself in profile. Her bust, a firm, natural 34C, lifted high. She had always been quietly proud of her breasts, especially when so many of her girlfriends had gone under the knife for results that looked far less convincing. Her waist narrowed into a perfect taper before flaring out again into hips her trainer insisted were “all muscle,” though Arabella suspected the truth was far more genetic. The ass in the mirror was high, round, heart shaped. Toned but soft.

She tugged the silk apart and let it slip, pooling on the pale rug at her feet. Naked, she studied herself with a critic’s eye. The line of her thighs. The gleam of her skin. The faint, honey-coloured down along her arms that caught the morning light.

To her friends, she was the Chelsea princess: always polished, always perfect, always smiling in the filtered glow of an Instagram story. Brunch at Bluebird, cocktails at Chiltern, weekends in Mykonos, winters in Courchevel. Life smoothed, sanitised, safe.

But staring at her reflection now, Arabella felt the familiar ache stir low in her belly. The restlessness. The boredom. The gnawing sense that behind the perfect façade, behind the white walls and the lilies and the nude-pink gloss, she wanted more.

Not more money, not more parties, not another summer on the Côte d’Azur.

Something else. Something darker. Something that would make her feel alive.

She pressed her palms to the glass, leaning close until her breath misted the surface. Her nipples hardened, pebbling against the cool air. She exhaled slowly, watching the ghost of her reflection blur and fade.

“Beautiful,” she whispered to herself. And yet the word rang hollow.

Because beauty was not enough.

Not anymore.


Chapter One

Saturday brunch on the King’s Road was as much ritual as routine. Arabella arrived a little late, she always did, stepping lightly across the polished floorboards of the café in her white sundress and oversized sunglasses.

Poppy and Francesca were already there, sunk into the corner banquette, long legs crossed, iced lattes sweating on the table.

“Darling, you look divine,” Poppy said, leaning in to kiss her cheek. She was in powder-blue linen, hair swept into a high ponytail that showed off her diamond studs.

“As do you,” Arabella replied, slipping into her seat, smoothing her skirt across her thighs. “I adore that bag, Fran.”

Francesca smiled, tilting her quilted Chanel so the gold hardware caught the light. “Picked it up in Paris last weekend. Honestly, so worth the queue.”

They laughed, that bright, effortless sound that drew glances from nearby tables, and ordered another round of mimosas before launching into gossip.

“So apparently James Hawthorne is sleeping with Millie now,” Poppy began, her tone full of relish. “Even though he was practically living with Emma last month.”

“Emma’s pathetic,” Francesca said crisply. “Honestly, if you’re going to let a man like James treat you like a revolving door, you deserve what you get.”

Arabella laughed softly but didn’t comment. James had kissed her once, years ago, behind a hedge at a summer party in Surrey. Nothing more, but she knew exactly how careless his charm could be.

“Speaking of poor decisions,” Poppy added, lowering her voice, “did you hear about Charlotte?”

Arabella raised a brow. Charlotte was the fourth in their usual set, absent this morning with the excuse of a family lunch.

“What about her?”

“She’s gone completely wild since breaking up with Freddie. Honestly, Bella, she’s already slept with Harry and Tom. One after the other. She’s getting so slutty.”

Francesca gave an elegant shudder. “I can’t even look at her. No self-respect. None.”

Arabella hid a smile behind her glass. Charlotte had always been the quietest of them; perhaps this was simply her turn to rebel.

“And then there’s Imogen,” Francesca went on, rolling her eyes. “Still single, obviously. But you’ll never guess.”

Poppy leaned forward, eager. “What?”

“She’s started seeing this American. Some rich black guy she met at Annabel’s. Drives a Lamborghini, apparently.”

Poppy gasped as if Imogen had confessed to a crime. “You’re joking.”

Francesca shook her head. “I swear. And she told me, wait for it…..” she lowered her voice conspiratorially, “he’s big. Like… black big.”

Poppy’s jaw actually dropped. “No. Way. Did she really say that?”

Arabella felt her cheeks warm as Francesca nodded solemnly.

“Well?” Poppy pressed, eyes shining with curiosity. “What does that even mean? Did she…. did she describe it?”

Francesca smirked. “Not in detail. But she looked positively glowing when she told me.”

Arabella sipped her mimosa quickly, pulse beating faster than it should have, as though the image had planted itself in her mind before she could push it away.

“Scandalous,” Poppy murmured, shaking her head with mock horror. “Honestly, can you imagine?”

Arabella smiled faintly, but her thoughts lingered, longer than she would admit.


Chapter Two

The following weekend, Arabella was back on the King’s Road, this time at an outdoor café with Francesca and Poppy. It was one of those perfect London afternoons: warm enough for sunglasses, busy enough to be seen. The tables were crowded with the usual mix of couples, families, and women like them; polished, privileged, performing a kind of effortless perfection.

Arabella stirred her iced latte lazily while Poppy recounted, in excruciating detail, her disastrous one-night stand with a banker from Shoreditch.

“He kept his socks on,” Poppy groaned, rolling her eyes behind her oversized Gucci shades. “And then he actually asked if I could call him an Uber after. Can you imagine?”

Francesca winced. “Typical. Men these days have no shame. Honestly, darling, you deserve better.”

Arabella smiled faintly, but her attention was already drifting. Something in the air shifted, a low hum of energy that pulled her gaze toward the pavement.

Three men were walking down the street. Black, late twenties, maybe early thirties. Dressed in designer streetwear that made them stand out against the sea of linen and loafers: crisp white trainers, heavy chains catching the sun, tattoos dark against muscular forearms. They moved together like a pack; confident, laughing, owning the space around them.

Arabella’s eyes caught on the one in the middle. Tall, broad-shouldered, his jaw sharp, his stride unhurried. Handsome didn’t even begin to cover it. He was magnetic, radiating the kind of easy confidence that came from knowing every eye was on him.

And then his eyes found hers.

The world seemed to slow. For a heartbeat, they looked straight at each other. His lips curved in the faintest smile, and he gave her the quickest, cheekiest wink.

Arabella’s stomach dropped. Heat surged through her chest, her skin prickling as though she’d been caught out. She felt her thighs tighten under the table.

“Bella,” Francesca hissed sharply, snapping her back. “Don’t stare.”

Poppy leaned in, lowering her voice. “Honestly, darling, not your type at all.” Her tone carried the faintest edge, dismissive, protective, almost scandalised.

Arabella blinked, forcing a laugh, though her cheeks warmed. “I wasn’t staring,” she murmured.

But she had been. She could still feel his gaze on her, the lazy arrogance of that wink.

The men walked on, their laughter fading into the hum of traffic, leaving only the pounding of Arabella’s pulse.

She sipped her latte quickly, ignoring the way Francesca and Poppy were still giving her curious looks.

Not her type. Not her world. Not what girls like them did.

And yet she couldn’t stop replaying the moment in her mind, the eyes, the smile, the wink.


Chapter Three

Arabella had suggested Daphne’s in South Kensington; discreet, elegant, the kind of place where polished women lunched on chopped salads and rosé without ever raising their voices.

Imogen arrived ten minutes late, air-kissing as she slid into the seat opposite Arabella. She looked different somehow, a glow that went beyond the cut of her new Reformation dress or the shine of her blow-dry.

“You look radiant,” Arabella said as the waiter poured water.

Imogen smiled, a little secretive. “Do I?”

Arabella lifted her glass. “Fran mentioned you’ve been seeing someone.”

Imogen’s smile widened. “Oh, of course she did.”

The menus became a shield for a moment, but Arabella was determined. “An American, isn’t it? Someone you met at Annabel’s?”

“Mm.” Imogen set the card aside, eyes flicking to the waiter before answering. “Ethan. He’s… not what I’d usually go for.”

Arabella arched a brow. “Rich, though?”

Imogen laughed lightly. “They’re always rich, babe!”

Arabella leaned in, lowering her voice as the waiter moved away. “Fran also said you told her something else.”

Imogen tilted her head, feigning innocence. “Did she?”

Arabella’s cheeks flushed, but she pressed on. “About him being… big.”

For a beat, Imogen simply held her gaze, then her lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “Yes. Very.”

Arabella’s stomach fluttered. She tried to keep her tone light. “And? Is it true what they say?”

Imogen laughed again, softer now, almost conspiratorial. “Bigger than anyone I’ve ever been with. And it’s not just the size, Bella. It’s the way he…” She hesitated, then leaned closer across the linen-covered table. “It’s the way he uses it. Like he knows exactly what I want before I do.”

Arabella’s pulse quickened. The clink of cutlery, the murmur of polite conversation around them seemed suddenly far away.

“And you like that?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Imogen’s smile was wicked now, a flash of mischief rare for her. “I more than like it. I can’t stop thinking about it. I never knew sex could be like this.”

Arabella felt her thighs press together under the table. She reached for her wine glass to cover the tremor in her hand.

“Scandalous,” she murmured, echoing what Poppy had said at brunch — but this time the word didn’t carry judgment. It carried longing.


Chapter Four

Arabella told herself she was only popping in for the new iPad; sleek, light, the one everyone seemed to have already. Peter Jones was humming that Saturday afternoon, a swirl of families, couples, and well-dressed women like herself drifting between polished displays.

She moved past the Apple section, running her fingers lightly over the smooth boxes, when a burst of laughter pulled her attention.

They were here.

The same three men she had seen on the King’s Road. Impossible to miss: tall, broad, swaggering through the electronics floor as though it were their own. They were gathered around the wall of enormous televisions, one of them gesturing expansively at an eighty-inch screen while the others laughed.

Arabella froze, her pulse quickening. She told herself not to look, but her gaze found the one in the middle — the handsome one, the one who had winked at her.

And this time, he didn’t just pass by.

He noticed her instantly. His mouth curved into that same slow, knowing smile, and he began to walk toward her. Each step deliberate, confident, his eyes locked on hers.

Arabella’s breath caught. She glanced around as if someone might intervene, but no one did. And then he was in front of her, close enough that she caught the faint scent of his cologne; dark, musky, unfamiliar.

“Well, well,” he drawled, voice low, rich with amusement. “Didn’t expect to see you here.”

Arabella opened her mouth, but no words came. She felt suddenly small under the weight of his gaze, every inch of her expensive dress and polished hair exposed.

He didn’t wait. He reached out, took her phone from her hand with easy authority, thumbed the screen open. He went to her contacts and tapped in his number, before he slid it back into her palm.

“Call me.” His tone left no room for question.

And then, just as casually, he turned, sauntering back to his friends without another glance.

Arabella stood frozen, heart pounding, her phone suddenly heavy in her hand.

“You want to be careful.”

She turned. The sales assistant who had been standing nearby, a girl about her own age, blonde ponytail, Peter Jones uniform crisply pressed, gave her a pointed look.

“They’re trouble, those types.” The girl’s eyes flicked toward the men, then back to Arabella. “Trust me. Best to stay well away.”

Arabella forced a polite smile, murmured something noncommittal, but her insides were churning.

Because even as the warning echoed in her ears, her thumb brushed the screen of her phone. Over the new number that waited there.


Chapter Five

That evening, Arabella lay sprawled across the pale linen of her bed, the city humming faintly outside her sash windows. Her phone rested beside her, the screen dark, but she could feel the weight of it like a live wire.

His number.

She had stared at it half a dozen times already, thumb hovering over the call button, heart thudding hard enough that she had to laugh at herself.

It wasn’t as though she didn’t know men. Her whole life had been a carousel of them: public school boys in linen shirts, City boys in bespoke suits, trust-fund boys who called themselves “entrepreneurs.” Handsome, polite, predictable. The same type in different packaging.

This was different.

It wasn’t just that he was black, though the thought made her pulse quicken in ways she tried not to examine too closely. It wasn’t just that Francesca’s scandalised whisper: like… black big, still echoed in her mind when she closed her eyes.

It was the idea of stepping into something forbidden.

She rolled onto her back, staring at the ceiling, toes curling against the sheets. What she wanted wasn’t just a man, not even just sex. It was the thrill of breaking away from her polished, perfect Chelsea bubble. The excitement of doing something her friends would never imagine, something that would make their jaws drop if they ever knew.

Her lips curved into a smile, faint, wicked, just for herself.

She picked up the phone again, her thumb brushing over the digits he’d typed so confidently, as if certain she’d use them.

But she didn’t call. Not yet.

Because this wasn’t something to share at brunch or laugh about over rosé. This wasn’t for Francesca or Poppy or even Imogen.

This was hers. Private. Secret. Dangerous.

Arabella set the phone down on her bedside table, but she knew she would pick it up again before long.

And when she did… everything would change.


Chapter Six

It was almost midnight when Arabella finally gave in.

She had been pacing her flat for an hour, barefoot on the pale oak floors, wineglass in hand. The city lights spilled across the balcony, but her eyes kept drifting back to the glowing rectangle on her bedside table.

His number. Still there. Still waiting.

She told herself she was being ridiculous. Girls like her didn’t call men they’d barely met, certainly not men who had swaggered across the electronics floor of Peter Jones as though they owned it. Men her friends would dismiss with a sniff and a curled lip.

And yet here she was, pulse racing like a schoolgirl, glass trembling faintly in her hand.

She set it down. Took a breath. Picked up the phone.

Her thumb hovered, then pressed. The dial tone seemed impossibly loud in the silence of her flat.

One ring. Two. Three.

“Yeah?” His voice, deep and unhurried, rolled down the line. Instantly familiar, like he was standing right behind her.

Arabella’s lips parted. For a moment, nothing came out.

“It’s… me,” she managed, hating how breathless she sounded. “From the shop. Peter Jones.”

A low chuckle. “I know who you are, princess.”

The word sent a shiver through her. She curled her toes against the rug, clutching the phone tighter.

“I wasn’t sure I should call,” she admitted.

“And yet you did.” He let the silence stretch, his confidence filling the gap. “That tells me everything I need to know.”

Arabella swallowed, her mouth dry. “And what’s that?”

“That you’re curious.” His voice dropped lower, rougher now, making her stomach flip. “Curious about me. About what I could show you.”

Her thighs pressed together involuntarily. She closed her eyes, leaning back against the headboard.

“You don’t even know me,” she whispered.

Another laugh, darker this time. “I know enough. You’re bored of your world. Bored of boys in blazers and pretty brunches. You want something real. Something raw. Am I wrong?”

Arabella’s breath caught. She should have denied it, should have laughed, made some excuse, but she couldn’t.

“No,” she said softly. “You’re not wrong.”

The silence that followed wasn’t empty. It pulsed, thick with promise.

“Good girl,” he murmured at last. “Then we’ll meet. Soon. I’ll tell you when.”

And just like that, the line went dead.

Arabella stared at her phone, her heart hammering so loudly she could hardly hear the quiet hum of the city outside.

Her fingers trembled as she set the device down, but a smile tugged at her lips.

Because he was right. She was curious. More curious than she had ever been in her life.

And now there was no going back.


Chapter Seven

Arabella’s flat was quiet, the kind of curated stillness she had always taken for granted. Fresh lilies in their vase, glass surfaces gleaming, the faint hum of the city softened by double glazing.

She stood nude before her mirror, studying her reflection with a mixture of vanity and nerves.

Her breasts rose and fell with each breath — full, natural, her pride since adolescence. She cupped them lightly, fingertips brushing over the dusky tips of her nipples. What would it feel like to have his hands here? Not the polite, tentative touch of a Chelsea boy, but his big, dark hands closing over her curves, claiming her, kneading until she gasped.

Her gaze slid lower, to the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, the round of her ass. She turned, arching slightly, imagining the heat of his palm landing firm, the weight of his fingers gripping tight. Her thighs pressed together as the fantasy bloomed hotter.

With a shiver, she forced herself back to reality. She couldn’t walk into Brixton looking like a girl desperate to be taken. She had to look like herself, polished, poised, while secretly trembling with the knowledge of why she was going.

She reached for her underwear first, choosing a set of pale lace lingerie — delicate, sheer enough to make her blush if anyone else saw, the kind of underwear no girl wore by accident. Slipping it on, she felt the whisper of lace against her skin, her secret admission that tonight she wanted to feel desired, wanted to be undressed, wanted him to see.

Over it she pulled on her chosen outfit: a pair of hipster jeans that hugged her hips and thighs, showing off her shape without screaming for attention, and a sleeveless cream top that skimmed her breasts, hinting at the fullness beneath without baring too much. She added a light jacket, a slim gold chain at her throat, and her hair fell in glossy waves over her shoulders.

The effect was casual, sophisticated. Safe.

But she knew. She knew what she was really dressing for. Her heart drummed as she slipped her phone into her bag, staring at her reflection one last time.

Not just beautiful. Not just Chelsea-perfect.

A woman about to step into something forbidden.


Chapter Eight

The train doors hissed open, and Arabella stepped out into Brixton.

It was only thirty minutes from Sloane Square, but it felt like another country. The air was thicker here, alive with sound and colour: music thumping from a passing car, voices raised in laughter and argument, the smell of jerk chicken curling from a street stall by the station.

She paused on the pavement just outside the tube, sunglasses slipping down her nose, taking it all in. This was not the London she knew; no pastel boutiques, no clipped accents, no women gliding by in linen and pearls. Here the pavements were crowded, the shopfronts bright and loud, the people unapologetically present.

Her heels clicked as she walked, clutching her bag tighter than usual. She felt eyes on her — curious, appraising, dismissive. For the first time in her life she was conscious of standing out, of being the polished Chelsea girl in a place where polish meant nothing.

Her heart hammered. And yet beneath the nerves, a thrill curled in her stomach. She wanted to feel this difference. It was what had drawn her here.

The café was small, tucked just off the main road. Brightly painted walls, plastic chairs outside, the hiss of a coffee machine inside. Nothing like the polished marble of Daphne’s or the gleaming glass of the King’s Road spots she usually haunted. But it was exactly where he had told her to be.

She spotted him instantly. Sitting at an outside table, phone in one hand, sunglasses pushed up onto his head. Tall, broad, relaxed in a way that owned the space around him.

As she approached, he looked up — and smiled. Not the polite, practised smile she was used to from Chelsea boys, but a slow, confident grin that told her she was exactly where he wanted her.

“You came,” he said as she reached the table, his voice low and amused.

Arabella’s throat tightened. “Of course.”

He gestured to the chair opposite, not asking, just expecting. She sat, smoothing her skirt, aware of her own heartbeat in her ears.

“Not quite your scene, is it, princess?” he teased, glancing around at the bustle of Brixton.

Arabella lifted her chin, forcing a smile. “It’s… different.”

“Different is why you’re here.” His eyes held hers, unflinching. “You’ve had enough of safe. Enough of Chelsea. You’re looking for something else. Something real.”

Arabella’s mouth went dry. She didn’t answer — because he was right. Completely, utterly right.

And he knew it.


Chapter Nine

The chair felt suddenly too hard, the table too small. She tried to appear casual, but her heart hadn’t slowed since she’d seen him smile.

She could feel eyes on her, the kind of cold stares that told her she didn’t belong here. But then they saw him, and just like that, the looks slid away, as if his presence alone marked her as untouchable.

He leaned back easily, one arm draped across the back of his chair, his gaze fixed on her. Not polite. Not restrained. He looked at her the way no Chelsea boy ever had; openly, hungrily, as though he was stripping away her layers one by one.

“So,” he said at last, his tone lazy but commanding. “Tell me, princess. What’s a girl like you doing here?”

Arabella’s lips parted. “I… I wanted to meet you.”

He leaned in, elbows on the table, voice dropping lower. “Then say it straight. What is it you’re really looking for?”

Arabella hesitated, the noise of Brixton swirling around them — the laughter, the traffic, the music spilling from a passing car. She felt the weight of his stare, the way he stripped away her polite Chelsea polish and left her raw.

“I don’t know,” she admitted softly. “Something different. Something that feels… alive.”

For a moment he said nothing. Then he smiled, slow and assured, as if he’d heard exactly what he wanted.

“Good answer.”

The coffees sat untouched, steam curling upward between them. The ordinary world bustled past, oblivious, but Arabella felt caught in something sharp and charged.

Finally, he pushed back his chair. “That’s enough for today.”

Arabella blinked. “That’s it?”

He rose, tall and commanding, looking down at her with that infuriating, intoxicating smirk. “For now. You’ll see me again. But before you go…” He extended his hand, palm up, waiting.

Arabella’s breath caught. She glanced around, no one seemed to be watching, and yet it felt daring, forbidden. Slowly, she laid her hand in his. His palm was warm, large, swallowing hers. He squeezed, firm, holding her still for a beat longer than necessary.

Then he leaned close, his breath warm against her ear. “Next time, princess… don’t be late.”

And just like that, he was gone, walking back into the Brixton crowd as though he’d never been there.

Arabella sat stunned, her body thrumming, her coffee cold. She pressed her hand to her lap, still feeling the imprint of his touch, the echo of his command.

It wasn’t what he’d said that left her shaken. It was what he hadn’t needed to say.


Chapter Ten

The house in Belgravia was all glass and white walls, rented for the summer by some hedge-fund heir who’d been left unsupervised. Waiters in crisp shirts threaded through the crowd with trays of champagne flutes; the garden pulsed with low music and the murmur of well-bred laughter.

Arabella stood with Francesca, Poppy, and Imogen near the French doors, the four of them a picture of gloss and privilege in their summer dresses. To anyone watching, they looked perfectly at home; champagne in hand, diamonds glinting, the easy confidence of girls who had never wanted for anything.

And yet Arabella felt… distant. The laughter was shriller, the gossip thinner, the men all somehow smaller than she remembered. The afterglow of Brixton still clung to her, an energy that made the bubbles on her tongue taste flat.

“Darling,” Francesca said, tugging her arm, “we need to find you someone.”

Arabella blinked. “What?”

Poppy leaned in, her perfume heavy and sweet. “Yes. You’ve been far too single for far too long. Look at you, wasting away your best years. We can’t have that.”

Imogen smirked over her glass. “There are plenty of options here tonight.”

Arabella’s stomach tightened. Options? Not the kind she wanted.

“There’s Henry Cavendish,” Poppy said, gesturing with her chin toward a tall, floppy-haired blond by the bar. “His family’s enormous in shipping. Very eligible.”

Francesca added, “Or Will Harrington. He’s studying architecture in Milan, terribly chic. You’d adore his flat.”

Arabella smiled politely, but her pulse was already racing for another reason. Henry and Will looked like every boy she had grown up with, handsome, pale, charming in that entitled way that meant they’d never had to try. And suddenly the thought of making polite conversation with either of them felt suffocating.

“Honestly, Bella,” Poppy pressed, “you can’t just drift forever. You need to choose someone. A man who fits.”

Arabella took another sip of champagne, the glass trembling faintly in her hand. Fits. The word clanged in her mind. Because what if she didn’t want someone who fit? What if she wanted someone who would pull her apart instead, piece by piece?

Her friends’ laughter blurred around her, their voices tumbling into one another, but all she could think about was the warmth of a hand that had swallowed hers, and the command whispered in her ear: Next time, princess… don’t be late.

Arabella smiled faintly, hiding it behind her glass. Her friends would never understand. Not Poppy. Not Francesca. Not even Imogen, glowing from her American lover.

Because this was hers alone. And she was already too far gone.


Chapter Eleven

Arabella didn’t even see how it happened. One moment she was standing with Francesca and Poppy, the next she was being nudged toward Henry Cavendish, his champagne already half-drunk, his smile a little too polished.

“Henry, you remember Arabella,” Francesca purred. “Arabella, Henry.”

“Of course,” Henry said, his eyes sweeping over her in a way that made her want to fold her arms. “How could I forget?”

Arabella forced a polite smile and allowed herself to be led into a quieter corner of the drawing room, where the noise of the party softened into the hum of background chatter.

For twenty minutes she played her part. They spoke about Milan, about yachts, about holidays on the Amalfi coast. She laughed at the right places, sipped her champagne, asked questions she didn’t care about. Henry was handsome enough, rich enough, well-connected enough; everything her world told her she should want.

But her heart wasn’t in it. Not for a second.

When he leaned in at last, brushing his lips against hers, she didn’t resist. She kissed him back, because that was what was expected, because her friends would glance over and nod approvingly.

And yet… nothing.

No heat. No spark. Just the faint taste of champagne and entitlement.

Then his hand slid lower, cupping her ass with greedy familiarity, squeezing as though she were already his.

Something snapped. Arabella jerked back, eyes flashing.

“Keep your hands off, creep!” Her voice rang sharper and louder than she intended, cutting through the hum of conversation around them. Heads turned, curious glances flicking toward the corner.

Henry’s cheeks flushed crimson. “Bella, I……”

But she was already brushing past him, her chin high, her body trembling with a mix of anger and adrenaline.

She didn’t care what Francesca or Poppy thought. She didn’t care about the whispers that would ripple through the party.

Because in that moment, she knew with absolute clarity: Chelsea boys could offer her nothing.


Chapter Twelve

Arabella left the party before midnight, the murmur of gossip still buzzing behind her as she slipped into a waiting cab. The city glittered outside the window, but her mind was elsewhere, still burning with anger at Henry’s grabby hand, still unsettled by the hollowness of his kiss.

Back in her flat, she kicked off her heels, dropped her clutch on the sofa, and poured herself a glass of water. She told herself to sleep. To forget.

Her phone buzzed.

The name on the screen made her breath catch.

Him.

You up?

Arabella’s fingers hovered for only a moment before she typed back: Yes.

The reply came almost instantly. I’ll come to you.

Her pulse skipped. Chelsea?

Another pause, then: Why not? Meet me by the river. Embankment. Ten minutes.

Arabella barely had time to pull her jacket back on before she was hurrying down the quiet streets toward the water. The city was softer here at night: lamps glowing golden, the Thames dark and wide, the hum of traffic carrying faintly over the bridges.

She spotted him leaning against the railing, phone in his hand, the streetlight catching the sharp line of his jaw. He looked entirely at ease, as though he belonged here just as much as in Brixton.

“You came,” he said as she approached, slipping the phone into his pocket.

Arabella’s heart hammered. “So did you.”

He smiled, slow and certain. “Told you you’d see me again.”

They walked together along the embankment, the sound of the river lapping against the stone below. Arabella stole glances at him, the easy strength in his stride, the way people instinctively made space as he passed. Beside him she felt small, but not in the way Henry Cavendish had made her feel. This was different. This was thrilling.

“Did you have fun at your little party?” he asked, his tone amused.

Arabella huffed a laugh. “Not exactly.”

“Figures.” He glanced down at her, eyes glinting. “Boys like that don’t know what to do with a girl like you.”

She shivered, though the night wasn’t cold. “And you do?”

He stopped walking then, turning to face her. For a heartbeat, he just looked at her, really looked, as if he could see all the restless hunger she tried so hard to hide.

Then his hand slid to her jaw, fingers firm but gentle, tilting her face up toward his.

And he kissed her.

It was nothing like Henry’s fumbling grab. His mouth claimed hers with confidence, slow and deliberate, a kiss that made her whole body tense and then melt, her knees weakening until she had to clutch the railing at her side.

When he drew back at last, his smile was wicked. “Better, isn’t it?”

Arabella’s lips tingled, her breath short. She couldn’t speak — she could only nod.

Because better didn’t even begin to cover it.


Chapter Thirteen

His message had arrived midweek. Short. Direct.

Friday night. I’ll take you somewhere cool. Dress sexy. Make sure everybody knows our hot!

Arabella had read it three times before saving it, her body humming every time her eyes lingered on the words. She didn’t ask where, didn’t ask why. She only thought about what sexy meant to him.

Now, early Friday evening, steam curled from her bathroom as she stepped into her bedroom, towel wrapped around her body. The city outside glowed in the golden hour, the light falling across her pale rug and gleaming mirrors.

She dropped the towel.

Naked, she stood before her full-length mirror, breath catching at her own reflection.

Her breasts lifted with each inhale — high, full, tipped with dusky nipples that tightened under the cool air. Her waist narrowed into her hips, flaring into the perfect round of her ass. She turned, arching slightly, the curve of her thighs and the soft golden sheen of her skin enough to make her flush with her own desire.

What will it feel like when his hands are on me? she thought, staring at herself. His big, dark hands closing around her breasts, squeezing her ass, holding her so tightly she’d have no choice but to give herself.

Her thighs pressed together, her breath unsteady.

With trembling fingers, she reached for what she had chosen: a tiny sheer thong, delicate lace that left nothing to the imagination. She slid it over her hips, the fabric whispering against her skin. No bra. Not tonight.

Then the dress.

Black. Short. Tight. A little scrap of silk that clung to her every curve, plunging low in the front to frame the swell of her breasts, plunging even lower at the back to leave her spine bare. The length barely covered her ass, each step threatening to reveal the lace beneath.

She stepped into four-inch heels, the stilettos lifting her long legs to impossible length. She could wear these with him; he would still tower over her.

In the mirror she saw herself as she had never dared appear before, not polished Chelsea chic, not safe and respectable. But raw. Hot. A girl dressing to be wanted, to be taken.

Arabella smiled slowly at her reflection, a thrill running through her veins.

She wasn’t sure where he would take her. She only knew this: she was ready.


Chapter Fourteen

He was waiting outside, leaning against the bonnet of a blacked-out Mercedes as though it belonged to him. Streetlight glowed across his sharp jawline, the gleam of his chain, the broad, easy strength in his stance.

Arabella’s heels clicked against the pavement as she approached, her heart pounding in her throat. For a moment she thought she might falter, might blush under his gaze. But when his eyes dropped to her body, slowly tracing from bare shoulders to the hem of her tiny black dress, something inside her tightened with satisfaction.

He let the silence stretch, lips curving into a wicked grin.
“Now that,” he said at last, voice low, “is exactly what I meant.”

Arabella’s cheeks heated, but she lifted her chin anyway. “I thought you’d approve.”

“Approve?” His laugh was deep, amused, tinged with something darker. “Princess, you look like trouble.” He opened the passenger door, waiting until she slid in before closing it with a decisive click.

They drove south, the city lights giving way to darker streets, until Brixton’s pulse rose around them, neon signs, the thrum of bass rolling out of doorways, laughter spilling onto the pavement.

The car pulled up outside a club with no sign, just a line of people snaking down the street and the deep vibration of hip-hop thundering from within. The air was thick with smoke, perfume, sweat, fried chicken from the shop on the corner.

Arabella stepped out, tugging her dress down instinctively, aware of the eyes that turned toward her instantly. She had never been anywhere like this, not Daphne’s, not Annabel’s, not even Ibiza had felt this raw.

He came around to her side, slipping a hand lightly, possessively, to the small of her back as he guided her forward. The crowd parted without a word; nods exchanged with the bouncer on the door.

Inside, the music hit like a wave: bass so heavy it thrummed in her bones, bodies pressed together on the dance floor, lights flashing red and violet. The air was hot, alive, thick with energy that felt both dangerous and intoxicating.

Arabella clutched her bag tighter, her head spinning, but his hand was firm at her back, steadying her, guiding her.

He leaned close, his lips brushing her ear.
“Welcome to my world.”


Chapter Fifteen

The heat of the club wrapped around Arabella as he guided her deeper inside, the bass rattling through the soles of her heels, through her ribs, through her very pulse.

Heads turned. Men looked, women whispered. She felt every stare like a hand on her bare skin, the tiny black dress suddenly smaller than she remembered. Her cheeks flushed hot, but his hand on the small of her back was steady, possessive, telling the room without words: she’s with me.

He stopped at a corner table where three men lounged with bottles and glasses, the kind of men Arabella had crossed the street to avoid only weeks before. They greeted him with handshakes, laughter, the camaraderie of old friends.

“This is Bella,” he said simply, sliding an arm around her waist and pulling her against him.

She managed a polite smile, feeling the weight of their eyes, the curiosity, the flicker of amusement. She wanted to shrink but at the same time, something inside her thrilled at being seen like this. Not as a polished Chelsea girl sipping mimosas at brunch, but as his girl, here, in a place that was anything but safe.

One of the men raised his glass. “Nice catch.”

Arabella’s pulse skipped. She wasn’t sure if she should be offended or flattered, but the heat in her stomach told her it was the latter. Placing a hand on his arm, but looking into the other man’s eyes, she replied, “He is isn’t he.” The table roured with laugher and he pulled her closer to him.

He didn’t linger long. He guided her onto the dance floor, into the crush of bodies moving to the relentless beat. The music pounded, the lights strobed, sweat and perfume and alcohol thick in the air.

“Dance,” he told her, his lips at her ear, his hand sliding to her hip.

Arabella hesitated, then moved with the rhythm, her body swaying, her dress clinging to every curve. He pulled her closer, his chest against her back, his hand firm on her thigh now, just beneath the hem of her dress.

Her breath hitched. Anyone could see. Everyone could see.

The thought made her thighs tremble, her skin ignite.

He bent his head, his voice low, rough with amusement. “You feel it, don’t you? Eyes on you. My hand on you. And you love it.”

Arabella closed her eyes, her head tipping back against his shoulder, her body answering him before her lips could. She moved harder, pressing against him, surrendering to the rhythm, to his touch, to the wild thrum of being paraded in his world.

For the first time in her life, she wasn’t hiding.

She was being seen.


Chapter Sixteen

The music thumped, relentless, the bass pounding through Arabella’s body until it felt like her own heartbeat. On the dance floor, pressed against him, she could barely think. His chest against her back, his hand heavy on her hip, his breath warm against her ear — and then the shock of it, sudden and undeniable.

The hard length of him, pressed firmly against her through his jeans.

Arabella’s breath caught. Heat shot through her veins, her body tightening instinctively. Every sway of her hips ground her against him, every beat of the music reminding her what he was, what he carried, what she’d wanted to know since that first wink on the King’s Road.

He felt her shiver and chuckled low, rough, pleased. His hand slid higher, skimming her ribs, then lower, gripping her thigh just beneath the hem of her tiny black dress.

“You feel that?” he murmured into her ear.

Arabella couldn’t answer. She could only nod, her lips parted, her heart pounding in her throat.

He guided her off the dance floor, through the press of bodies, into the shadows at the edge of the club. A dark corner where the lights flashed less and the bass seemed to sink into the walls.

He turned her, pinning her back gently against the wall, his eyes burning down into hers. For a long, charged moment, he just looked at her — as if deciding how far he could push, how much she would take.

Then he kissed her. Hard.

Her body melted against him, hands clutching at his shoulders, lips parting as his tongue claimed her. The taste of him was strong, intoxicating, erasing every doubt, every hesitation.

His hand slid down again, bolder now, beneath the hem of her dress, fingers brushing the curve of her bare thigh. Higher. Higher. Until he found the edge of her thong.

Arabella gasped into his mouth, the shock of it sending a tremor through her.

He pulled back just enough to smirk, his voice a low growl against her lips.
“You wore this for me, didn’t you?”

She couldn’t deny it. She couldn’t say anything at all.

And then, with slow deliberation, he hooked a finger under the delicate lace and pushed it aside.

Arabella’s whole body jolted, her knees threatening to give way, her breath coming fast and shallow. She clutched at his shoulders, staring up into his eyes, wide and wild.

The club pulsed around them, oblivious — bodies grinding on the dance floor, lights flashing red and violet. But here, in the shadowed corner, Arabella knew she was on the brink of something she could never take back.

And she wanted it.


Chapter Seventeen

The bass shook the walls, the strobe lights flashing red and violet across the crush of bodies on the dance floor. But here, in the shadowed corner, Arabella’s world had narrowed to nothing but him — the heat of his mouth, the weight of his hands, the iron steadiness of his control.

He broke the kiss and spun her lightly, pressing her front against the wall. Her palms braced flat against the rough surface, her cheek brushing the cool paint as her breath came quick and shallow.

“Stay,” he murmured against her ear, the single word an order, not a request.

His hands moved over her body with unapologetic certainty: gliding down her back, gripping her hips, tugging her dress higher inch by inch. She gasped, the fabric sliding over her thighs, baring the sheer line of her thong to the darkened air.

He kicked her heels wider apart, his foot nudging firmly until her stance opened. The stretch in her thighs sent a shiver racing up her spine. She was exposed now, braced, spread just for him.

Then she felt him. Hard. Hot. Pressing against her, deliberate and unyielding. Her breath broke into a moan as her hips arched back into his.

And then, with a push that made her knees buckle, a stretch that stole her breath, he was inside her.

Her mouth fell open, a silent cry lost in the thrum of the music. The club roared on, bodies swaying, lights flashing, but here in the shadows Arabella’s world collapsed into one single, searing reality: she was being taken, right here, right now.

He held her firmly, his rhythm strong, steady, each thrust claiming her as the music shook the floor beneath her heels. Arabella’s head fell forward, her hair spilling across her flushed cheeks as she gasped with each movement.

The danger, the filth of it — so close to the crowd, so utterly exposed — made her pulse wild. Her thighs trembled, the wall cool against her feverish skin, his grip iron at her hips as he drove her higher.

Her climax built fast, unstoppable, tearing through her body in waves that left her shuddering against the wall. Her moan rose sharp and breathless, lost in the music, her legs threatening to give way as ecstasy ripped her open.

He didn’t stop. His pace grew harder, rougher, until with a deep growl against her ear he buried himself one final time.

Arabella felt him spill into her, hot and shocking, the thick flood of it filling her until she gasped again, dizzy with the reality of it.

When he withdrew at last, she almost buckled. She could feel the wetness immediately, his spunk leaking down between her thighs, slick against the lace, running hot over her skin.

She pressed her forehead to the wall, chest heaving, the club still thundering around her, dancers oblivious, lights flashing, the world carrying on as though she hadn’t just been taken, claimed, undone right there in the shadows.


Chapter Eighteen

Arabella’s legs trembled as he pulled her dress back down, his hands lingering on her hips possessively. She could barely stand upright, her breath still jagged, her skin slick with heat. Inside, she still throbbed with the memory of him, the fullness that had split her open.

And she could feel it, his spunk, warm and heavy, sliding down between her thighs, soaking into the sheer lace. Each step she took reminded her of what he had done to her, of how completely he had taken her.

He turned her by the chin, kissed her once more, slow and claiming, then led her back toward the heart of the club. His arm draped over her shoulders now, casual, proprietary.

Arabella’s cheeks flamed. Every glance in their direction set her pulse racing. Did they know? Could they tell?

The throb in her body, the damp heat between her legs, the haze in her eyes — she felt certain it was written all over her. That the crowd knew she had just been used in the shadows, bent against the wall like his slut, dripping with his mess.

At the corner table his friends looked up, grinning, eyes flicking over her rumpled hair, the faint flush still staining her skin. One of them raised his brows, smirking at him in silent acknowledgement.

Arabella swallowed hard, mortified, and yet her stomach fluttered with something far darker, far hotter.

Because this was the opposite of her polished, perfect Chelsea life. No discretion, no clean lines, no careful appearances. Here she was raw, undone, used. And she had never in her life felt sexier.

She leaned into his side, dizzy with the truth of it. Tonight, she hadn’t been Arabella Whitmore, Chelsea princess, flawless and untouchable.

Tonight, she had been his slut.

And the whole club knew it.


Chapter Nineteen

Monday night, she told her friends she was staying in. By nine o’clock she was in his flat, her heels by the door, her clutch tossed aside, nerves tight in her stomach.

He led her into the bedroom without hesitation, the dim light falling across the unmade sheets. For a moment, they simply stood facing each other, the air thick with anticipation.

“Take it off,” he said softly, nodding at her dress.

Arabella’s breath caught, but she obeyed. She reached behind her, tugging the zip down, the black silk whispering as it slid from her shoulders, down her body, and pooled at her feet. She stood before him in nothing but the sheer thong she had chosen deliberately, her breasts bare, her nipples already tightening under his stare.

His eyes moved slowly over her, deliberate, unhurried. “Damn,” he murmured at last, stepping closer. “Look at you.”

Arabella flushed, her skin heating under his gaze. She felt both exposed and powerful, her body on display, her breath quick as his hands finally closed over her hips, sliding up to cup the weight of her breasts.

Then he pulled off his shirt, his jeans following.

Arabella’s lips parted.

She had imagined it a dozen times since that first wink on King’s Road, but nothing prepared her for the reality. The sheer size of him, long, thick, heavy; made her stomach clench and her thighs press together.

Her voice faltered. “You’re… huge.”

He smirked, the corner of his mouth lifting. “You’ll take it.”

And she did.

He lowered her back against the sheets, his body hard and hot above hers, kissing her until she melted beneath him. Her hands clutched at his shoulders as he pushed into her, stretching her until she gasped, her back arching off the bed, her nails biting into his skin.

The rhythm he set was relentless, claiming, every thrust driving her higher until the room spun. She cried out beneath him, lost in the heat, in the wild, shocking fullness of him inside her.

When she came, it ripped through her like fire, her whole body shuddering, legs clinging tight around his hips. He followed a heartbeat later, deep and unyielding, filling her until she gasped again at the sheer intensity of it.

They collapsed together, her chest slick against his, their breaths ragged in the quiet of the room. His arm draped heavy around her waist, his heartbeat thundering beneath her cheek.

For a moment, Arabella thought she might never move again.

He groaned low as he finally pulled free, his softening cock sliding out of her with a wet squelch. Arabella whimpered at the sudden emptiness, her body still trembling, her thighs already slick with the hot mess he left inside her. She felt it spill down over her skin, leaking between her legs, pooling in the crack of her round ass.

She shifted against the sheets, shivering at the filth of it, the humiliating reminder that her perfect Chelsea body now carried the marks of his use — inside and out.

Then came the knock at the door.

Sharp. Insistent.

He cursed under his breath, sliding from the bed, pulling on his jeans. “Stay here,” he told her, voice firm, before disappearing down the hall.

But Arabella couldn’t.

Her skin was still burning, her body still slick with the memory of him. She grabbed a black T-shirt from the chair, tugging it over her head. It barely skimmed her round ass, her breasts loose beneath, nothing else to cover her.

Her heart hammered as she padded barefoot into the living room.

He was there with two of his friends, broad-shouldered, laughing, their eyes sharp as they turned toward her.

Arabella froze in the doorway, tugging at the hem of the shirt.

“Didn’t mean to interrupt,” she murmured, her voice shaky.

One of the men grinned, eyes sliding down the bare length of her thighs. “No interruption at all.”

Arabella’s breath caught, heat rushing through her again. Because standing there, barely dressed, still messy from his bed, she realised she wasn’t horrified.

She was thrilled.


Chapter Twenty

Arabella lingered in the doorway, the hem of his T-shirt clutched between her fingers, her cheeks burning under the weight of his friends’ stares.

He looked up from where he stood by the counter, his smirk widening as his eyes swept over her.
“Princess,” he drawled, “what did I say? I told you to stay in bed.”

Arabella swallowed. “I just… I heard voices.”

One of the men laughed. “Man, she’s bold. Walking out here like that.” His gaze dipped to her bare thighs, lingering. “And damn, she’s fine.”

Arabella’s stomach twisted — half embarrassment, half a darker thrill. She wanted to tug the shirt lower, to retreat, but her body wouldn’t move.

He stepped closer, sliding an arm casually around her waist. “You hear that, princess? They think you’re fine.” His voice was teasing, amused, but beneath it she felt the edge of something else: pride. Possession.

Arabella glanced at him, her lips parting. “You shouldn’t…”

“Shouldn’t what?” His fingers brushed the hem of the shirt, tugging it higher just enough to make her squirm. “They know what we’ve just been doing. Don’t you, boys?”

His friends grinned, one raising his brows in mock salute. “Oh, we can tell.”

Arabella’s cheeks flamed hotter, her pulse thudding in her ears. They know. They knew she had been taken in his bed, that she was still messy, still slick with him. The thought made her thighs press together beneath the shirt.

He bent his head, his lips brushing her ear. “You like this, don’t you? Being out here, being seen.”

Arabella shivered, her breath catching. She wanted to deny it but the damp heat between her legs betrayed her.

Then, without warning, his hand slid to the hem of the T-shirt again. He looked at his friends, then back at her, his grin slow and wicked.

“Take it off.”

Arabella froze, staring up at him. “What?”

“Take it off,” he repeated, voice calm but commanding. “Show them how beautiful you are. Let them see what’s mine.”

Her heart hammered, her fingers trembling at the edge of the fabric. His friends watched, their eyes glinting with hungry amusement.

It was insane. Unthinkable. Everything her Chelsea upbringing had taught her to avoid.

And yet the thrill of it of standing there, bared, displayed, claimed, made her body ache with heat.

Her breath came fast, shallow, as she realised, she was going to obey.


Chapter Twenty-One

For a moment Arabella couldn’t move. The room seemed to shrink around her, the low hum of traffic outside, the soft clink of glasses on the table, his friends lounging back, watching.

His eyes never left hers. “Go on, princess,” he murmured, his tone calm but edged with command. “Take it off.”

Her hands trembled as they lifted, fingers catching the hem of the T-shirt. Slowly, inch by inch, she peeled it upward, the cool air prickling across her bare skin as her stomach, her breasts, her flushed chest were revealed. Her nipples tightened instantly, hard peaks in the open air.

And then the shirt was gone, clutched in her fist for a heartbeat before she dropped it to the floor.

Naked.

Arabella stood frozen, her skin burning, her chest heaving, every inch of her bare beauty under their eyes. The curve of her breasts, the flat of her stomach, the round swell of her hips, the soft thatch between her thighs still damp and tender from his use.

The two men didn’t hide their stares. Their eyes travelled over her slowly, taking in every inch. One let out a low whistle; the other chuckled, shaking his head as if he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing.

Her face flamed scarlet, her knees weak. She wanted to fold her arms across her chest, to shield herself but she couldn’t. She stayed still, trembling, utterly bare.

Then he sat back on the sofa, spreading his legs wide, and patted his thigh.
“Come here.”

Arabella obeyed, crossing the room on unsteady legs. She stood between his muscular thighs, her back to his friends. His hands gripped her firmly, squeezing her full, round ass cheeks as though presenting her.

“What an ass, bros,” he drawled, his fingers digging in.

The men laughed, their voices low, hungry.

“Damn, she’s tight everywhere, huh?” one said, leaning forward in his seat.

“Princess looks good naked,” the other added with a grin. “Better than any Chelsea girl I’ve ever seen.”

Arabella’s cheeks burned, her whole body prickling with shame at their open appraisal.

Then he tapped his thigh, a silent command. She lowered herself slowly, feeling their eyes track every movement until she perched on his lap, his arm heavy around her waist, his hand splayed over her hip. Her skin burned where it met his jeans, her breasts bare in the dim light, the heat of their stares crawling over her.

The men leaned back, sipping their drinks, grinning. They said nothing now, but their silence was heavier than words.

He stroked her thigh absently, as if she were simply part of him, and resumed talking to his friends as though nothing were out of the ordinary. “So, what’s the plan for Friday? You still heading down to Croydon?”

They answered easily, their voices low, their eyes sliding back to Arabella again and again.

She sat rigid, naked in his lap, her nipples stiff, her thighs slick with the remnants of him. She could feel their eyes drinking her in, her breasts rising and falling, the soft curve of her ass pressed to his leg, the glisten of her pussy in the low light.

Every inch of her was on display.

And though shame flooded her cheeks, deep inside, a hotter truth burned stronger: she had never felt so wanted.

So utterly his.


Chapter Twenty-Two

He sipped his drink lazily, his arm heavy around her waist. Then he leaned closer, his lips brushing her ear.

“See what you do to them, princess?”

Arabella blinked, her breath catching. She glanced up and saw it. Both men shifting in their seats, both hard beneath their jeans, arousal obvious, their gazes darker now, heavier.

Her stomach dropped, a dizzy heat rushing through her.

He chuckled low, satisfied. “Yeah. They’re just like me.” He paused, then added with a wicked grin, “Well… nearly.”

The men laughed, shaking their heads, but their eyes never left her.

Arabella’s cheeks burned hotter, her thighs trembling. She buried her face against his chest, as though she could hide.

But he caught her chin, lifting her face until her wide eyes met his. His smile was calm, certain, unyielding.

“I want to watch you,” he said softly. “I want to watch you fuck them.”

Arabella froze.

“Two at the same time,” he went on, his thumb brushing her bottom lip, his voice rich with amusement. “You can take it. I know you can. And I want to see it.”

The room spun. Arabella’s breath shattered, her whole body trembling, torn between shock, shame, and the sharp pulse of arousal that betrayed her.

His friends said nothing now, just watched, waiting, their eyes bright with anticipation.

Arabella swallowed hard, her lips parting as though to protest. But no words came.

Because deep down, in the raw heat between her thighs, she already knew: if he told her to, she would.


Chapter Twenty-Three

His arm tightened once around her waist, then he pushed her up from his lap. Arabella staggered to her feet, naked in the low light, her skin flushed and trembling.

“Go on,” he said, his voice calm, almost casual. “Show them.”

Her breath caught. “Show them…?”

He only smiled, leaning back against the sofa, his legs spread, watching her like a man watching a performance he owned. “Do as I say, princess. Walk.”

Arabella’s thighs quivered as she turned, bare feet padding across the carpet. The two men lounged back, eyes sharp, hungry, following her every move. She felt exposed in a way she never had before, no music, no shadows now, just her body, bare, vulnerable, and on display.

She reached the first man, hesitated only a heartbeat, then climbed onto his lap. His hands were on her instantly, sliding over her hips, up her waist, cupping her breasts with greedy certainty. A sound escaped her lips, half gasp, half moan, as his mouth found hers, hot and demanding.

When he released her, she slipped from his lap, dizzy, and crossed to the other. She straddled him just as she had the first, his hands just as eager, his kiss just as consuming, his fingers biting into her ass as though she were already his.

From across the room, her lover laughed low, rich with approval. “Good girl.”

Arabella’s chest rose and fell, her nipples hard, her skin tingling as she slid down to her knees between them. Her heart pounded in her ears, her body still raw from earlier, but her curiosity, her need, was stronger than her shame.

The two men exchanged a glance, then began to undress, stripping off shirts, jeans, shoes. Arabella watched, wide-eyed, her hands twisting in her lap as the last barrier remained.

And then, almost in unison, they hooked their thumbs into the waistbands of their boxers and tugged them down.

Arabella’s breath broke into a sharp gasp.

One sprang free, heavy and thick, easily as big as the man who had already taken her. The other followed, not quite as huge but still massive; just as he had said.

Her lips parted, her thighs pressing together, heat rushing through her body.

She looked up, her eyes darting toward her lover across the room.

And he only smiled, slow and satisfied.
“told you so, princess. Now…” He gestured lazily toward the two men. “Show me how much you want it.”


Chapter Twenty-Four

Arabella knelt between them, her chest heaving, her body trembling. Their size loomed above her, heavy, intimidating, impossible to ignore.

From across the room, her lover sat sprawled on the sofa, one arm draped over the backrest, eyes fixed on her. Possessive. Commanding.
“Go on, princess,” he said. “Make them ready.”

Her pulse hammered, but she obeyed.

She leaned toward the first man, her lips parting, and took him into her mouth. The weight of him filled her instantly, stretching her jaw, making her eyes water as she tried to adjust. His hand came to the back of her head, guiding her, pulling her deeper until her throat tightened. A low groan spilled from him, rough and satisfied.

When he released her, she turned to the other, her lips glossy, her breath ragged. She took him too, working him with her mouth, her tongue, until he was just as hard, just as ready. Her lover’s laughter rumbled across the room.

“Good girl. Both now, ready for you.”

Before she could catch her breath, strong hands pulled her up, spun her, and bent her forward. She gasped, bracing herself, her cheek brushing the arm of the sofa. A moment later, the first man thrust into her from behind. The shock of it made her cry out, her whole body clenching, her knees nearly buckling as he drove deep.

At the same time the second stepped close, pushing himself into her mouth again. Arabella moaned around him, her throat working, every sense consumed as she was used from both ends.

Her body trembled violently — shame, heat, raw arousal tearing through her. She felt stretched, overwhelmed, filled, as though she no longer belonged to herself. She was theirs, just as he had said.

Her lover’s voice drifted to her through the haze. Calm. Amused.
“Look at you, princess. My Chelsea girl, getting passed around like a slut. And you love it, don’t you?”

Tears pricked Arabella’s eyes, but her body answered for her. She moved harder, taking them, giving herself over completely.

Then they shifted. Hands spun her again, lifting her, spreading her between them. She was lowered down onto one, the thick stretch tearing another cry from her throat. Her breasts pressed to his chest as he groaned, gripping her hips tight.

The other pressed close in front, pushing himself past her lips again. She opened willingly, greedily, her mouth and body both full, both taken, her whole being reduced to their possession.

The rhythm became a blur, thrusts from below, from above, her body breaking, yielding, climax after climax washing through her until she was sobbing with the sheer intensity of it.

And then it was ending.

The one in front groaned sharply, holding her face to him as he spilled across her tongue, hot and sudden, filling her mouth until it dripped down her chin. She gagged, swallowed, gasped. Then the one beneath her gave a final hard thrust, his release flooding inside her, hot and thick, spilling out even as he pulled her tight against him.

Arabella collapsed forward, shaking, sticky, utterly ruined.

Across the room, her lover’s eyes gleamed with pride and possession.

“Good girl,” he said softly. “I told you I wanted to watch. And now they’ve had you, and I’ve seen it. You’re mine. Always mine.”

Arabella trembled, tears streaking her cheeks, her body still throbbing and slick. She felt used, degraded, displayed and yet hotter, freer, more alive than she had ever been.

And she knew, even as her body sagged against them, that she would do it again.


Chapter Twenty-Five

Arabella sagged against the sofa, her chest rising and falling, her body slick and trembling. Her hair clung damp to her face, her lips swollen, her thighs trembling from the relentless use.

The two men sat back, satisfied, their breathing heavy, their eyes still on her naked body. She could feel the heat of their stares, the sticky evidence of what they had done smeared across her skin, dripping inside her.

And then she heard his voice. Calm. Cold. Certain.

“Princess,” her lover drawled from the armchair, his eyes locked on hers, “look at the mess you’ve made.”

Arabella followed his gaze — to the man still half-reclined, his groin wet and glistening with their mingled release, streaked across his shaft and thighs.

Her cheeks burned crimson, shame colliding with the dizzy rush of arousal.

Her lover’s smile deepened. “Clean your mess, slut.”

Arabella froze. For a heartbeat she thought she might refuse, might protest. But then her knees bent. She slid down the man’s thighs until she was crouched before him, her hair falling around her flushed face.

She lowered her mouth to his groin, her lips brushing his slick skin. The smell hit her first, musky, raw, unmistakable. She whimpered softly, then opened her mouth and licked.

Slow at first, her tongue tracing the length of him, gathering the mixture of his release and her own juices. The taste filled her mouth, salty, bitter, unmistakably dirty. She swallowed quickly, cheeks flaming hotter as the men chuckled low, watching.

“Slurp it,” her lover commanded, his voice a low growl.

And she did. Louder now, dragging her tongue across him, sucking, licking, cleaning every drop as though it were her duty. Her hands gripped his thighs to steady herself, her breasts swaying bare, her hair sticking to her damp lips as she swallowed down the mess she had made.

When she finally pulled back, her chin sticky, her throat raw, the room was silent for a moment — three men watching, eyes heavy with hunger and amusement.

Her lover leaned forward, his gaze burning with satisfaction.
“Good girl,” he murmured. “That’s what you are. My Chelsea princess, my slut.”

Arabella’s body shuddered, humiliated, degraded — and yet burning with the hottest, most shameful arousal she had ever known.


Chapter Twenty-Six

Arabella let herself into her flat just before lunchtime on Tuesday, the city bright and ordinary outside, as though the last twenty-four hours hadn’t happened at all.

She closed the door, dropped her bag, and walked straight to her bedroom. The silence felt deafening after the pounding bass of the club, the laughter, the voices of the men.

Her dress clung to her damp skin, creased and wrinkled from the night. She pulled it over her head, letting it fall in a heap on the rug.

Naked, she stood before her full-length mirror.

Her reflection stole her breath.

There were marks everywhere — dark bite marks blooming across her beautiful breasts, purple and red along the swell of each curve. Fainter ones traced the insides of her thighs, reminders of hungry mouths, rough hands. On her hips and especially across her heart-shaped ass, the grip marks were stark, the imprint of fingers that had held her hard, kept her spread, used her.

Her golden hair, usually glossy, was tangled and dulled with streaks of dried white, the faint stain of what had been spilled over her the night before.

And lower still…

Arabella parted her thighs, staring at the pale shimmer along the soft skin there — the dried remains of them, smeared high inside her legs, streaked along her folds. Her stomach flipped. She reached between her thighs, exploring gently. And found it.

Still leaking.

A hot rush of shame and arousal surged through her. Her perfect Chelsea body, polished and adored, had been ruined; filled, marked, stained. The mirror no longer showed Arabella Whitmore, untouchable and pristine.

It showed a girl who had been taken by three men until she trembled, used until her body couldn’t hold them all.

Her breath hitched. For a moment she almost smiled.

Then, with trembling hands, she turned and padded to the bathroom. She twisted the shower knob, steam filling the space, and stepped under the hot spray.

The water hit her shoulders, her breasts, her thighs — washing away the marks, the stains, the last traces of them.

And yet she knew, as she braced her palms against the tiles and let the water pour over her, that nothing could ever wash away the truth.

She wasn’t clean anymore.

And she didn’t want to be.


Epilogue

The café on the King’s Road was crowded, the clink of glasses and murmur of voices familiar as ever. Arabella sat with Francesca, Poppy, and Imogen, their hair shining, their clothes immaculate, their laughter carrying just a touch too loud.

Imogen leaned forward, her eyes sparkling, her cheeks glowing.
“Honestly, girls, I don’t know how I ever went without,” she said with a conspiratorial smirk. “He’s just… so big. American men really are different. I’ve never had sex like it in my life.”

Francesca’s jaw dropped. Poppy clapped a hand over her mouth in mock scandal. Both dissolved into giggles, pressing for details, their faces flushed with gossip.

Arabella only sipped her mimosa; her lips curved in the faintest smile.

Imogen thought she was daring. Thought she was wild, boasting about her big American lover.

But Arabella’s mind slipped back to the night before — to the feel of two big black men at once, her mouth and her body filled while another watched. To the mess on her thighs, the bite marks on her breasts, the shame and the heat of being paraded naked, made to clean up her own filth while three pairs of eyes devoured her.

Her smile deepened as she set her glass back on the table.

Big? she thought. Nothing compared to two at once, while another watches.

She looked around at her friends, all perfectly polished, perfectly innocent in their carefully scandalous little lives.

If only they knew.


Book Two Teaser

Arabella thought she had surrendered.
She’s already been taken, paraded, and shared, her Chelsea-perfect life ruined by the hands of powerful Black men.

But her lover isn’t finished.
He wants to push her deeper, to places she never imagined: more men, more eyes watching, more shame, more pleasure.
And Arabella can’t say no. Not anymore.

If you thought her first fall was shocking, wait until you see how far she’ll go in Book Two…
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