
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taboo: Arabella’s Interracial Awakening

BOOK TWO

A Chelsea Heiress Shared, Humiliated, and Taken by Multiple Black Men

Written & published by Emma Sluttily


Copyright © 2025 All rights reserved

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


Disclaimer

This 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.

Disclaimer

This book is a work of adult erotic fiction intended for mature audiences 18 years and older. It contains explicit descriptions of sexual activity and extreme themes, including but not limited to:

	Interracial sex 

	Public sex and exhibitionism 

	Group sex and multiple partners 

	Voyeurism and being watched by strangers 

	Rough sex and degradation 

	Humiliation, objectification, and cum play 

	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 depicted is consensual within the fantasy of the story. Characters may appear reluctant at times, but they explicitly choose to participate and derive pleasure from their submission and humiliation.

This is a fictional work created solely for entertainment. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Chapter One – The Mirror Again

Arabella stood naked before her mirror, the lilies on her dresser already beginning to wilt. Sunlight streamed through the tall Chelsea windows, catching the golden sheen of her skin, the flawless curves she had always been proud of.

Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, high and full, tipped with dusky nipples that tightened under the morning air. She cupped them lightly, lifting their weight, the same way she had the first time she’d stood here, vain, admiring, wondering what it would feel like to have his hands on her.

Now she knew.

Her eyes fluttered shut, and the memory crashed through her like a fever: his strong, dark hands seizing her breasts, squeezing until she gasped. His mouth biting down hard, leaving marks that still lingered like bruises of possession. The way he had pressed her to the wall in that club, filling her until her body cried out in shock and need.

Her thighs pressed together, but the memory didn’t stop there.

She saw herself on her knees, between his friends, mouths devouring her, hands everywhere, her body passed and shared while he sat back and watched. She remembered the weight of one filling her mouth while the other used her from behind, her skin burning with shame even as her body betrayed her.

She remembered the command, Clean your mess, slut, and the taste of it, salty and raw, as she licked and swallowed down the evidence while all three men watched.

Arabella’s eyes opened slowly. Her reflection stared back at her, flushed, lips parted, nipples hard, her golden hair tangled from sleep.

This wasn’t the same girl who had stood here weeks ago, wondering what it might feel like.

This was a girl who had been taken. Displayed. Used. A Chelsea princess turned into a slut in Brixton’s shadows.

Her hand drifted lower, fingers tracing the faint red grip marks still fading along her hips, the tender ache deep inside her that no shower could wash away.

She smiled faintly at her reflection, tilting her head.

Perfect, polished, beautiful.

And ruined.


Chapter Two – The Double Life

By Saturday, Arabella had slipped back into uniform: silk blouse, slim cream trousers, glossy hair brushed to perfection. At the café on the King’s Road, she looked exactly as she always had, the picture of Chelsea polish, as though nothing in her world had changed.

But it had.

As Francesca chattered about summer plans and Poppy whined about her Pilates instructor, Arabella nodded at all the right places, smiled faintly, lifted her mimosa with practiced grace. Yet beneath the table her thighs shifted restlessly, remembering the grip of his hands, the bruising stretch of his friends, the taste still hot on her tongue.

Imogen arrived late, glowing as always, and slipped into the banquette beside Poppy. She leaned forward with a conspiratorial grin.
“Honestly, girls, I can’t get enough of him,” she declared, eyes sparkling. “He’s just so big. American men are different, I’ve never had sex like this before.”

Poppy squealed, Francesca gasped theatrically, and the chatter rose instantly into laughter and scandal.

Arabella only sipped her drink, her lips curving faintly.

Imogen thought she was daring. Imogen thought she was wild. But Imogen hadn’t been stripped naked in front of three men. Imogen hadn’t been forced to kneel, to swallow, to spread, to lick them clean while another watched with a satisfied smirk.

Arabella’s chest tightened, heat rising inside her as she stared at her glass. Compared to what she had done, Imogen’s glow was nothing.

Her phone buzzed in her bag.

Arabella’s pulse leapt. She slid it out under the table, angling the screen away from her friends.

Tonight. My place. Don’t make me wait.

No name, no signature. He didn’t need one.

Arabella tucked the phone back into her bag, her lips curving in a secret smile as Francesca launched into another story.

For them, it was just another Saturday in Chelsea.

For her, the countdown had already begun.


Chapter Three – The Waiting Hours

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur. Arabella returned to her flat, kicked off her heels, and poured herself a glass of chilled wine, but she could hardly taste it. Every time she glanced at her phone, her heart jumped. His message burned in her mind: Tonight. My place. Don’t make me wait.

She tried to distract herself. She flipped through a magazine, scrolled idly on her iPad, but every glossy photo of handbags and holidays felt absurd. Her mind wouldn’t stay in Chelsea. It drifted back to his room, his bed, his friends. To the feel of his hands bruising her hips, the way he watched with satisfaction as she was used, the way he had made her clean her the mess fo the men’s cum that had dripped form her, while they all looked on.

By six, she gave up the pretence. She went into her bedroom, stripped her clothes away, and stood naked before her full-length mirror once more.

Her reflection stared back at her: long legs, golden skin, breasts still faintly marked with bruises, her round ass bearing the faint outlines of fingers that had gripped her too tightly. Her body looked perfect, but not untouched. Not innocent. And that thought made her shiver.

She ran her hands slowly over herself, tracing the places they had touched, squeezing her breasts, brushing her thighs apart. This is what they’ll see again tonight, she thought, her breath catching. This is what they’ll use.

After a long moment, she reached for the lingerie she had laid out. A whisper of pale lace, delicate and sheer, chosen deliberately. She slid it, the fabric clinging to her skin, hiding nothing, hinting at everything.

Over it she pulled a black dress, shorter, tighter, even more daring than the one she had worn to the club. It barely covered her ass, the neckline plunging low to frame the swell of her breasts. No bra. Just the lace thong beneath.

She slipped her feet into four-inch heels, the stilettos elongating her already endless legs, and fastened a thin gold chain around her throat. Her hair tumbled loose in glossy waves; her lips painted a soft nude-pink.

She looked at herself one final time in the mirror.

Not Chelsea-perfect. Not polished.

But ready.

Her pulse thudded as she grabbed her bag and her phone, slipping out into the night.


Chapter Four – The Ride Over

Arabella’s heels clicked against the pavement as she stepped out into the warm evening. The air smelled faintly of petrol and jasmine, London alive with its usual Saturday hum. She flagged a cab, slid inside, and gave his address before she could second-guess herself.

The city rolled past in a blur of lights and glass. Normally, she would have sat straight-backed, polished, scrolling through messages from Francesca or Poppy, thinking about brunch plans or some Chelsea party.

But not tonight.

Tonight, her thighs pressed together beneath the hem of her tiny black dress. Every bump in the road made the lace thong brush against her, dampening already. Her fingers toyed with the chain at her throat as she stared at her reflection in the window: hair loose, lips parted, eyes too bright.

She remembered his command from the night before: Clean your mess, slut. The humiliation of obeying, and the hotter thrill that had followed, shame burning as she licked and swallowed with all three men watching.

The cab slowed at a light. Arabella’s pulse thudded. What if the driver could smell it on her? What if he looked back and saw the flush on her cheeks, the hunger in her eyes, and knew she wasn’t some polished Chelsea princess tonight? That she was going to him. To be used. To be ruined again.

Her phone buzzed in her clutch. A single message.

Hurry up, princess.

Arabella bit her lip, a shiver racing down her spine.

The cab turned onto his street, darker, narrower than the ones she was used to. Her heart hammered, her breath shallow.

As the car pulled up, she caught her reflection once more in the window. A Chelsea heiress, flawless and immaculate on the outside.

But inside, raw, filthy, ruined, and desperate for more.

She paid, stepped out into the night, and walked to his door.




Chapter Five – The Doorway

He opened the door before she had the chance to knock twice.

Arabella’s breath caught at the sight of him, broad-shouldered, sharp-eyed, that slow, wicked smile curling his lips. His gaze swept over her, down the plunge of her dress, across her bare legs, lingering on the delicate chain at her throat.

“Well, look at you,” he drawled, leaning one hand against the frame. “Didn’t I tell you to dress sexy?”

Arabella flushed under his stare. “I did.”

“You did,” he agreed, voice low and amused. Then, without warning, his hand closed around her wrist and tugged her inside, the door clicking shut behind her.

Before she could speak, he spun her to the wall. Her palms braced against it, her cheek pressed to the cool plaster as his hand lifted her dress roughly, baring her ass.

“You think you can walk in here looking like that and I’ll wait?” he growled against her ear.

Her heart hammered. “I…..”

But the words broke into a gasp as he shoved her thong aside and pushed into her hard.

Arabella cried out, her body jolting with the sudden fullness, the raw stretch. His grip on her hips was bruising, his rhythm hard and relentless, no patience, no mercy. The hallway echoed with the slap of skin, the sound of her moans.

Shame and heat tangled inside her, he hadn’t even kissed her hello, hadn’t let her catch her breath. He just took her, claiming her, owning her, like she was nothing more than his slut.

And yet her body betrayed her. Within moments, the tension spiralled, her thighs shaking, her breath breaking as her climax ripped through her. She cried out, muffling the sound against the wall as pleasure tore her open.

He groaned low, thrusting harder, deeper, until he pulled free with a grunt. Hot wetness splattered her inner thighs, dripping down to her knees.

Arabella trembled, dizzy, clutching the wall for balance.

He chuckled darkly, tugged her thong back into place, and smoothed her dress down over her ass as though nothing had happened.

Then he opened the front door again, calm as ever, his hand heavy on her hip.
“Alright, princess,” he said with a smirk. “It’s a short walk to my friend’s.”

Arabella’s lips parted, her heart still racing, her body still raw and wet.

He was taking her out. Just like this, now full of his spunk, soaking her little thong, trickling down her thighs.


Chapter Six – The Party

The walk was short, but every step was torture. Arabella could feel the wetness on her thighs, the lace clinging damp between her legs, the sting where his hands had gripped her too hard. Her heels clicked against the pavement, her pulse hammering, terrified that anyone might see, and yet unable to stop the heat building in her belly.

He didn’t seem concerned. His stride was steady, sure, one arm draped around her waist, holding her tight as though she were already claimed property. And in truth, she was.

They turned a corner, and there it was, a wide townhouse, bass vibrating faintly through the walls, men smoking outside. Laughter spilled into the night air.

Inside, the heat hit her first, thick with bodies, music, and drink. This wasn’t Chelsea. No delicate canapés, no champagne flutes. The air smelled of sweat, rum, and smoke.

Heads turned as he guided her through the crowd. Arabella felt the weight of every stare, sliding over her bare shoulders, her plunging neckline, the hem of her tiny dress that barely covered her ass.

She wanted to shrink, to pull her hem down, but his grip on her waist was firm, steering her forward like she was meant to be seen.

“Who’s this?” someone called over the music.

He grinned. “My girl.”

The laughter, the nods, the way their eyes lingered on her made Arabella’s skin prickle. She felt naked, even though her dress still clung to her curves.

He pulled her close, his hand low on her hip, fingers brushing the swell of her ass as he leaned down. “You feel that, princess?”

Her breath caught. “What?”

“Them watching. All of them. Imagining what I’ve already done to you.” His lips brushed her ear, his voice low and rough. “And you love it.”

Arabella’s chest tightened, shame burning hot on her cheeks. And yet her body betrayed her, a pulse between her thighs, the damp lace growing wetter under the stares of strangers.

She lifted her chin, smiling faintly as though unfazed, but inside she was burning.

Ashamed. Exposed. And more alive than she had ever been in Chelsea.


Chapter Seven – The Dance

The next room was darker, the bass so heavy it rattled through the floorboards. Lights strobed violet and red across the crowd, bodies pressed together, swaying in the heat.

A huge man stepped out of the shifting crowd, built like her lover, tall, broad, muscled. His dark eyes sliding over Arabella with open hunger. He leaned close, said something low into her lover’s ear.

Her lover only chuckled, then took Arabella’s hand.
“Go on, princess,” he murmured. “Dance.”

Before she could protest, the stranger pulled her into the middle of the floor. His chest pressed against hers, his hand heavy at her waist, steering her with ease. The music swallowed her heartbeat as he ground into her, the rhythm rough, primal.

Arabella’s eyes darted toward the doorway. Her lover leaned there, relaxed, watching, his smirk unmistakable.

The man kissed her without warning, hot, claiming, his tongue sweeping into her mouth as if it belonged there. Arabella whimpered, her body tensing, but her lips parted, her tongue tangling helplessly with his.

His hands roamed boldly, sliding lower, gripping her ass, spreading her under the hem of her dress. And then, with a swift tug, he dragged the hem higher, bunching the fabric until her ass was bare, the soaked strip of her thong cutting tight between her thighs.

Arabella froze, gasping into his mouth. God….. could they see?

The lights strobed, shadows thick, bodies shifting all around them, but she couldn’t tell. Was her ass on full display? Could the entire room see the Chelsea princess being kissed and pawed by a stranger while her lover watched from the door?

His hand squeezed harder, kneading her bare flesh, pulling her closer. The kiss deepened, the grind rougher.

Her lover didn’t move. He only stood there, calm, certain, his eyes locked on hers across the room.

Arabella’s chest heaved, shame and arousal tangling until she thought she might collapse. She was being used in public, by another man, while the one who owned her simply watched.

And the worst part? The hottest part?

She wanted more.


Chapter Eight – Lost and Taken

The music pounded so loud Arabella could feel it in her chest. Lights strobed, bodies pressed close, heat thick in the air. She was caught between them, the stranger’s chest against her breasts, her lover’s body hard at her back.

Then she felt his hands at her hips, tugging at the lace thong hidden beneath her dress. The soaked scrap clung to her, but he yanked it down hard until it slid past her thighs, her knees, her calves.

Arabella gasped as the thong caught round her ankles. She staggered, stepping free instinctively to keep her balance.

And just like that, it was gone. Somewhere on the dance floor, her little soaked thing, soaked in his spunk and her juice, kicked into the crush of bodies. Lost forever.

Her cheeks flamed hot. Bare now. Nothing between her and them.

Her lover didn’t wait. His thick cock slid between her thighs, hot and slick, pressing insistently against her folds. Arabella’s breath broke into a sharp cry, half fear, half need. And then he was inside her, filling her with a brutal certainty that stole what little air she had left.

She bit down on her lip, clutching the stranger in front of her as the rhythm of the dance floor swallowed her cries.

His cock throbbed heavy in her hand, thick and hot. The man grinned down at her, his own hips grinding to the beat as she stroked him, her palm slick with pre-cum.

Behind her, her lover drove deep, his hand gripping her waist hard enough to bruise, his rhythm timed with the bass that shook the floor. Every thrust pushed her forward, into the man in front, until she thought she might collapse.

Around them, the crowd kept moving. Dancing. Laughing. Maybe oblivious. Maybe not.

Arabella’s eyes fluttered shut, her body trembling. Her ass bare, her pussy stretched, her hand stroking another man’s cock. All while strangers pressed only inches away.

She was being taken in public. In the middle of the dance floor.

And the shame, the terror, the filthy thrill of it made her climax tear through her body before she could stop it.


Chapter Nine – Passed

The music shook the room, lights flashing red and violet across the swaying crowd. Arabella moaned against the stranger’s chest, her hand working his cock, while behind her, her lover’s thrusts drove her closer to the edge.

Then suddenly he pulled free.

Arabella gasped at the loss, her thighs slick, trembling. He caught her chin, spun her to face him. Before she could draw breath, his mouth was on hers, hard, claiming, his tongue plunging deep, searching, devouring.

She clutched at his shoulders, dizzy with the taste of him, the rough scrape of his stubble, the certainty of his possession. Her hand slipped from the other man’s cock, her body suspended between the two of them.

And then she felt it.

The thick weight sliding between her thighs, pressing hard and unyielding against her. Before she could protest, before she could even think, he thrust forward in one brutal stroke.

Arabella cried out into her lover’s mouth, her nails biting into his shoulders. She hadn’t even seen the man clearly, just the outline of him in the strobe, the press of his chest, the heat of his hands. She barely knew what he looked like.

And now he was inside her.

The shame of it, the filthy, terrifying thrill, made her whole body shudder. Taken by a man she’d only met minutes ago, in the middle of a crowded dance floor, her ass bare, her dress bunched at her waist, her lover’s tongue still tangled with hers as another man used her from behind.

Arabella’s head spun, the bass drowning her cries, the lights painting her skin in flashes of red. Every thrust drove her forward into her lover’s chest, his hands gripping her face, keeping her lips pressed to his as though he owned not just her body but her voice too.

She didn’t know who might be watching. She didn’t know if the crowd around them was oblivious or entertained.

All she knew was that she was being passed, used, filled; a Chelsea princess turned into a public slut, and she couldn’t stop trembling with the shameful heat of it.


Chapter Ten – Passed and Exposed

The music shook the room, lights flashing red and violet across the swaying crowd. Arabella moaned into her lover’s mouth as his tongue probed hers, while behind her the stranger drove into her with a brutal rhythm, his grip hard on her hips.

She clung to her lover, her cries swallowed by his kiss. Then his hand slid higher, cupping her breast through the tight dress. With one rough tug he freed it, the cool air brushing her bare skin, her nipple tightening instantly. A second later, the other was pulled free too, her breasts spilling out, her chest rising and falling as he kneaded and pinched, displaying her like she was his prize.

Arabella whimpered into his mouth, her shame burning hotter than the lights. Were they being watched? Were people dancing only feet away now seeing her bare breasts, seeing her being taken in public? Displayed, being taken by a stranger, along with her lover.

The thought made her stomach twist and her thighs clench around the stranger pounding into her from behind.

Then, just as suddenly, her lover spun her in his arms. The man’s cock slipped from her wet, messy folds, leaving her empty, trembling, her dress still bunched at her waist, her breasts bare.

She faced the stranger once more, her lips parted, her chest heaving. The music roared around them, the crush of bodies swayed, and still, she couldn’t tell, did they see her? Did they know?

There was no time to think. His mouth crashed onto hers once more, claiming her completely, his tongue deep and demanding, her lover pushed back into her with a hard, claiming thrust.

Arabella gasped against his lips, her nails clawing at his shoulders. Her breasts were pressed to his chest now, bared not only to him but to anyone close enough to look. She couldn’t see, couldn’t know who might be watching, but that only made the heat sharper.

The raw thrill of it, her lover taking her again, her breasts on display, the crowd swirling around them, the memory of the stranger still hot inside her, sent her hurtling over the edge.

Her climax tore through her body, sharp and humiliating, her thighs shaking as she sobbed into his kiss. She was being used publicly, by her lover and by a stranger, and her Chelsea-perfect body betrayed her by giving in completely.


Chapter Eleven – Between Them

The stranger’s mouth crashed onto hers, hot and devouring, his tongue filling her, his chest solid against her bare breasts. Arabella moaned helplessly into his kiss, her nipples hard as they rubbed against his skin.

Behind her, she felt her lover’s hands tighten at her hips, his thick cock driving into her with brutal certainty. Each thrust forced her harder against the man in front, grinding her breasts to his chest as the kiss deepened.

She was pinned between them, her mouth owned by the stranger, her body owned by her lover.

The rhythm grew harder, faster. Her lover’s groans were low and rough in her ear, his thrusts sharp and unrelenting. The stranger swallowed her whimpers, his hands roaming, gripping her ass, her back, her hair, as though she were already his.

Arabella’s head spun. The crowd swayed around them, oblivious, or maybe not. The thought that anyone might see her like this, her breasts bare, her ass bare, her body split between two men, a thick block cock using her little pussy, made her stomach twist and her thighs tremble.

The stranger’s mouth swallowed her gasp as her lover drove into her one last time, his groans low and rough in her ear. Then she felt it, the hot flood inside her, spilling deep, streaming down her thighs as he held her tight.

Her lover pulled free with a grunt, his seed leaking out in wet streams, soaking her bare skin, dripping between her legs.

Before she could catch her breath, he spun her around. His mouth crashed onto hers, his tongue claiming, tasting, devouring her as she trembled in his arms.

And then the stranger was there again. He gripped her hips, dragged her back against him, and thrust into her soaked folds in one brutal stroke. Arabella cried out into her lover’s kiss, her body jolting with the force of it.

The mess made her slick, messy, open, every thrust wet and filthy as the stranger took her with urgent hunger, his pace sharp, rough, unrelenting. His groans were louder now, desperate, his hands bruising at her waist as he used her.

Arabella’s whole body shuddered, her breasts bouncing bare against her lover’s chest, her lips still locked with him even as another man filled her. The humiliation, the raw thrill, the dirtiness of it overwhelmed her.

The stranger’s climax came fast, a guttural groan as he buried himself deep, spilling hot inside her, mixing with what her lover had already left.

Arabella broke with him. The sheer filth of it, being filled twice in moments, passed from one man to another, her body messy and claimed, tore her open. Her orgasm ripped through her, fierce and uncontrollable, leaving her shaking, sobbing into her lover’s kiss.

Pinned between them, soaked and ruined, Arabella knew she had never been so ashamed.

And she had never felt so alive.


Chapter Twelve – Seen

The stranger’s grip loosened, his breathing still rough in her ear. With a final groan he pulled free, leaving her trembling, wet, ruined. Before Arabella could even look at him properly, he melted back into the crowd, disappearing into the dark crush of dancers.

She stood dazed, her lover’s hand firm on her arm. It struck her suddenly that she had no idea who the man was. In the strobe-lit haze she’d barely seen his face; if she ever passed him again in daylight, she doubted she would even recognise him. He was just another body, another cock, another man who had used her, a complete stranger, while her lover watched.

Her chest rose and fell, breasts still bare, the cool air prickling her damp skin. And then she noticed the eyes.

Not everyone was lost in the music.

A couple only feet away were watching her. The man’s gaze dropped boldly to her breasts, then lower. The woman’s eyes locked on Arabella’s, a knowing smirk curling her lips. She didn’t need to say a word, the look said it all. A Chelsea white girl here for the thrill of black cock, being used right out in the open.

Arabella’s face burned. She stumbled back against her lover, clutching for him like an anchor.

He only smirked, then took her hand firmly. “Come on, princess.”

As he led her from the dance floor into the press of the party, Arabella fumbled with her dress. Her cheeks burned hotter as she forced her breasts back into the neckline, the fabric struggling to contain them, nipples still stiff and visible beneath the thin silk. Then, with trembling hands, she tugged the short hem down, covering her bare ass, her pussy still slick and leaking with the mess of two men.

People moved aside as they passed. Some glanced, some looked longer, their eyes glinting with amusement or hunger.

Arabella lifted her chin, trying to hide her trembling. But inside she knew the truth: they’d seen.

They all knew.


Chapter Thirteen – The Shower

Arabella woke to the steady rise and fall of his chest beneath her cheek. The sheets smelled of him, dark, musky, unmistakably male. She blinked in the dim light, her head still foggy, her body sore in ways she had never known before.

She tilted her head. His arm was draped heavy across her waist, his breathing slow but stirring as he shifted beneath her. The heat of his body enveloped her, and for a moment she lay still, listening to the deep thud of his heartbeat.

But then the ache between her thighs reminded her, the mess, the soreness, the rawness. She needed to shower.

She started to rise, but his arm tightened. His eyes opened, gleaming with lazy amusement. “Where you going, princess?”

“I need to clean up,” she whispered, her cheeks heating.

He stretched, then rolled out of bed, tugging her hand with him. “Come on then.”

He led her into the bathroom, turned on the shower, steam beginning to fill the space. Arabella stepped inside, the hot spray cascading over her skin, washing away the sweat, the smears, the faint scent of strangers.

She closed her eyes, running her hands over her body, over breasts still marked with bruises, thighs still tender, her core still sore. She wanted to feel clean again, polished, Chelsea-perfect.

But when she opened her eyes, he was still there. Leaning against the tiled wall, arms folded, watching.

Arabella froze under the spray.

His gaze swept over her, slow, deliberate, as the water ran down the curves of her breasts, over her flat stomach, down her legs. She tried to focus on the lather in her hands, the shampoo in her hair, but the weight of his stare made her pulse quicken.

And then she saw it.

His cock, thick, heavy, already stirring, swelling slowly as he watched her.

Her breath caught. He hadn’t touched her, hadn’t spoken a word, but the sight of her naked under the water, vulnerable and exposed, was enough to make him hard again.

Arabella’s chest rose and fell faster, her hands faltering mid-rinse.

She was here to wash away the mess, to feel clean again.

But under his eyes, she knew she would never be clean.

The water pounded over her skin, steam curling through the small room. Arabella tried to focus on the soap, the lather, the act of scrubbing away the mess. But she couldn’t ignore him, leaning against the tiles, arms folded, his dark eyes fixed on her every curve.

“Don’t rush,” he murmured.

Her cheeks flushed. She slowed, running the soap over her breasts, her stomach, her thighs. The heat of his stare followed her hands, making her tremble. She lathered her hair, rinsed, the suds sliding down her back to her ass.

By the time she reached for the soap again, his cock was fully hard, jutting thick and heavy from his body.

Her breath faltered.

He pushed off from the wall.

Arabella’s stomach flipped as he stepped into the spray, water beading on his skin, running in rivulets over the ridges of his chest. He crowded her back against the tiles, the heat of his body even hotter than the water cascading down around them.

His hand caught her chin, tilting her face up. His mouth crashed onto hers, rough and demanding, his tongue sweeping into her. At the same time his other hand slid down, between her thighs, fingers stroking the swollen, tender folds still aching from the night before.

Arabella whimpered into his mouth, her knees weak.

Then he turned her, pressing her palms flat to the wet tiles. His chest pressed to her back, his cock nudging between her thighs. She gasped as he pushed forward, sliding into her with one hard, unyielding thrust.

The water streamed over them, hot and relentless, as he moved inside her. His grip was bruising, his pace raw and urgent, the sound of his body slapping against hers swallowed by the rush of the shower.

Arabella’s cheek pressed to the cool tile, her breasts crushed against the slick surface, her breath coming in sharp gasps. He took her hard, harder still, as though last night hadn’t been enough, as though she could never be used enough.

Her body betrayed her again, shuddering, breaking, climax tearing through her even as the water pounded down. She cried out, the sound muffled against the steam-slick wall.

And when he groaned low behind her, spilling hot inside her once more, she sagged against the tiles, trembling, the water washing over them both.


Chapter Fourteen – The Chelsea Mask

The terrace of the restaurant glittered with white linen, polished glassware, and the soft murmur of moneyed voices. Arabella sat opposite Imogen, the two of them sipping chilled rosé as though nothing in their worlds had ever been less than perfect.

Imogen leaned forward, her eyes bright, her lips curling into a smirk.
“Honestly, darling, I don’t know how I ever went without,” she declared. “He’s just so big. I swear, American men are on another level. I’ve never had sex like this in my life.”

Arabella tilted her glass, the pale wine catching the light. She gave a polite smile; the same one she’d worn a hundred times before at a hundred such lunches.

But inside, her stomach twisted with something darker.

Imogen thought she was daring. Imogen thought she was wild. But she hadn’t been bent over in a Brixton hallway before even reaching the bedroom. She hadn’t been stripped and paraded in a house where every eye lingered. She hadn’t been passed to strangers in the middle of a crowded dance floor, filled, messy, climaxing with breasts bared for anyone close enough to look.

Arabella pressed her lips to her glass, hiding the faintest curve of a smile.

Imogen has no idea.

Her body still ached, tender from use, and as she shifted in her seat she could almost feel again the hot flood of her lover inside her, the brutal urgency of the stranger who had followed, the eyes of others watching.

“Yes,” Arabella said lightly, as though the topic bored her. “You’ve mentioned.”

Imogen beamed, too wrapped up in her own boasting to notice the secret gleam in Arabella’s eyes.

Arabella let her talk. She smiled, nodded, sipped her wine.

But inside, she was laughing.

Because nothing Imogen could ever brag about would touch the truth.


Chapter Fiftteen – Dressed Down

Saturday afternoon, he didn’t take her to Sloane Street or King’s Road. No pale boutiques with polished glass and quiet attendants. Instead, he led her by the hand into a cramped Brixton shop, racks stuffed with neon fabrics, cropped tops, and skirts that were hardly more than scraps of cloth.

Arabella hesitated at the threshold, heat prickling her cheeks. This isn’t where I shop.

But his grip was firm, pulling her inside.

“Pick something,” he said with a grin. “Something short. Something cheap.”

When she faltered, he started choosing for her, a denim mini so tiny it might not even cover her ass, a crop top of thin white stretch that would show her nipples clearly, another in neon pink. Each time she stepped out of the fitting room, tugging nervously at the hem, the black girls working the shop laughed openly, trading knowing glances.

Arabella’s stomach twisted, her face flaming as she turned under their gaze. His smirk never faded. He made her spin, bend, pose, parading her, Chelsea princess reduced to a slutty display in front of strangers.

“Perfect,” he said at last, his eyes devouring her bare midriff, the swell of her breasts under the sheer top, the endless line of her long legs beneath the micro-skirt.

And so, she wore it. Out into the daylight. She felt like a cheap tart heading out to a night club on a Saturday night maybe in Tunbridge Wells or Southend-on-Sea.

The streets were busy, Saturday afternoon in full swing. Arabella’s heels clicked on the pavement as she walked at his side, her cheap clothing clinging, her breasts shifting visibly beneath the thin fabric, nipples stiff and obvious. The crop top stopped just under her bust, her flat stomach bare, the hem of the skirt riding high enough that she had to fight not to tug it down every few steps.

Heads turned. Men looked. She felt their eyes slide over her, devouring her openly. Chelsea polish stripped away, now she was just another blonde on display, marked by his arm draped around her waist.

Her cheeks burned, but beneath the shame a hotter thrill coiled in her stomach. Everyone can see me. Everyone knows what I am.

They turned onto the high street. The air was heavy with the smell of fried food, music spilling from shopfronts, voices calling across the crowd. He steered her with casual confidence, as though she were a trophy, as though she belonged here on show.

Then he paused outside a pub. Music and laughter spilled out as men leaned at the doorway with pints in hand. The sun was still high, it was barely five o’clock.

He kissed her temple, then opened the door with a grin.
“Come on, princess. Let’s have a drink.”

Arabella’s pulse leapt. Her thighs trembled. Walking into a Brixton pub dressed like this, at this hour, with men already watching.

Her stomach twisted with dread. And heat.


Chapter Sixteen – The Pub

The pub was crowded, warm with the smell of beer and fried food, the sound of laughter and clinking glasses. It was barely five, but already the tables were full, the bar lined with men in T-shirts and tracksuits, voices thick with Brixton swagger. There was maybe three or four white men in the pub.

Arabella felt every head turn as he led her inside. She could feel the fabric of her skirt riding higher with each step, the thin crop top doing nothing to hide her breasts, her nipples pressing clear through the cheap material.

He guided her to a table near the window, nudged her into a chair. “Sit, princess.”

Arabella crossed her legs automatically, the micro-skirt tugging tight. Her thong peeked clear against her golden skin, and from the corner of her eye she caught the looks, men glancing, nudging each other, smirking at the Chelsea blonde sitting on display.

Heat flamed in her cheeks, her hands trembling slightly as she reached for the glass he put in front of her.

It didn’t take long before two of his friends drifted over. Big, muscled, confident, they leaned down at the table, grinning.

“Who’s this then?” one of them said, his eyes running boldly over her legs, lingering between her thighs. “Your new slut?”

Arabella’s breath caught. The word slammed into her chest, shame and heat flaring all at once. She looked down quickly, staring at the condensation on her glass, her thighs pressing tighter together.

Her lover only smirked, leaned back in his chair, his arm draped casually along the backrest. “Yeah,” he said easily, his voice calm, certain. “This is my Chelsea princess.”

The other man chuckled, shaking his head slowly. “Man, she don’t look like no princess to me. Not dressed like that.” His gaze slid down her bare midriff, over the swell of her breasts under the thin top. “She looks like a slut. Typical snowbunny for black cock.”

Arabella’s pulse hammered. The word made her skin prickle, her stomach clench, with humiliation, with arousal, with both.

She shifted in her seat, tugging faintly at the hem of her skirt, but it only made the men laugh.

Her lover leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “Don’t fidget,” he murmured. “Let them look. That’s why I brought you here.”

Arabella swallowed hard, her face burning, her body trembling as she felt the men’s eyes still roaming over her.

The Chelsea girl in the cheap skirt. The princess turned slut. And everyone in the room knew it.

They stayed for another drink, and Arabella felt every stare. Men leaned back in their chairs, their eyes fixed on her legs, the cheap hem of her skirt riding higher each time she shifted. She knew how easily they could glimpse the curve of her ass, the thin strip of her thong straining to cover anything at all. And her breasts, there was no hiding them. The crop top was too thin, too tight, every line of her nipples visible with each breath she drew.


Chapter Seventeen – The Strip Joint

He didn’t take her home after the pub. Instead, he steered her toward the tube, his hand firm at her waist, her tiny skirt riding high as they crossed into Soho. The streets here were different — louder, dirtier, the air thick with neon and the smell of fried food.

Arabella followed him down a narrow stairwell into a basement club. The carpet was sticky, the lights low, the air stale with smoke and cheap perfume.

They took a table close to the stage. The men around them were older, paunchy, grey at the temples, or city types with loosened ties and crumpled suits. Their eyes gleamed hungrily as one by one the girls climbed onto the stage, swaying to tinny music, peeling off cheap satin until they were naked under the lurid lights.

Arabella crossed her legs tightly, clutching her glass. She felt out of place, too polished, too perfect for a place like this, and yet, in her tiny skirt and sheer crop top, she fit right in.

Her lover leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “See them, princess? All trying so hard. And not one of them as hot as you.”

Her face flamed. “Don’t…..”

He chuckled low, sipping his drink, his eyes fixed on the stage. “It’s true. They’re dancing for scraps, and still half these men are wishing they had you up there instead.”

Arabella’s stomach flipped. She shifted in her seat, tugging at her hem, but the fabric clung uselessly to her thighs.

Another girl spun lazily around the pole, her breasts bouncing under the harsh light. Arabella forced herself to keep her eyes on her drink, but his hand closed around hers, squeezing.

“You know what would really get them hard?” he murmured, his tone dark, teasing. “If my Chelsea princess got up there. Stripped. Showed them what a truly beautiful and sexy woman looks like.”

Arabella’s breath caught, her chest tightening. “I can’t….”

He smirked, his arm draping over her chair, his body pressed close. “Can’t? Or won’t? You’ve already spread for strangers in a crowd, princess. You think showing off for a few dirty old men is worse?”

Her cheeks burned hotter, her pulse hammering. She dared a glance around the room, the leering faces, the glazed eyes, the men clutching their pints as they stared at the stage. The thought of climbing those sticky steps, of peeling her clothes off while they jeered and reached into their trousers……

But when the next girl left the stage, while they waited for the next, all eyes turned toward her. She was nearly naked anyway. The tiny skirt left the full length of her legs bare, her crop top clung so thin and tight they could pretty much see the shape of her breasts, her nipples pressing sharp through the fabric. Every breath made them shift, visible, obvious. And her ass — the skirt barely hid it, the curve flashing each time she moved.

Arabella’s stomach twisted. She didn’t need to imagine what they were thinking. She could see it in their faces.

Her thighs pressed together, trembling.

She shook her head quickly, but he only grinned, satisfied at her shame.

“Not yet,” he said softly. “But soon.”

Arabella’s glass trembled in her hand.

And deep down, beneath the horror, a darker truth twisted in her chest: the idea made her wet.


Chapter Eighteen – On Stage

Arabella shook her head, her glass trembling in her hand. “I can’t,” she whispered.

Her lover only smirked. He leaned closer, his lips brushing her ear. “You can. You will.”

Before she could protest, he stood, tugging her hand firmly until she rose unsteadily beside him. Heads turned, curious, as he led her to the stage. The DJ glanced up, confused, but a folded note in her lover’s hand and a nod made the man grin and step aside.

Arabella’s heart hammered as he guided her up the sticky steps. The lights were blinding, hot on her skin. She froze, her knees weak, as the room of men looked up, faces slack with hunger, eyes fixed on her long legs, her tiny skirt, the thin white crop top that barely contained her breasts.

The change in the crowd, the pause, the expectant silence — no one could believe that a girl this hot was getting up on stage. Was she really going to strip for them? A Chelsea beauty like this, polished and perfect, baring herself in a place like this?

The silence broke into low whistles, muttered curses, then louder shouts.

“Fuckin’ hell…”

“Look at her legs…”

“Get it off, blondie!”

Arabella’s cheeks burned. The heat of the stage lights was nothing compared to the heat of their stares, the way every man leaned forward, greedy for her.

Her lover leaned close, murmuring just for her: “Do it for me, princess. Show them what you are.”

The music thumped.

Arabella swallowed hard. Then, with trembling hands, she slid her palms down her sides, tugging at the hem of her crop top. Slowly, she peeled it up over the swell of her breasts, her nipples already visible through the thin fabric. The room erupted in cheers, whistles, laughter.

Heat flamed across her skin as she lifted the top higher, baring her chest completely. Her breasts bounced free, perfect and golden under the harsh light, her nipples tight, hard.

Men at the front leaned forward in their seats, their eyes devouring her. One old man in a crumpled suit mouthed something filthy, clutching his pint.

Arabella’s stomach twisted, shame and thrill burning through her.

Arabella’s stomach twisted, shame and thrill burning through her.

Before her lover, the idea of stripping for another man would never have entered her mind. It had always been equal — him undressing as she undressed, always with one of the very lucky, very polished, very young men from her Chelsea circle.

Now she was about to bare herself for a room full of strangers. Dirty old men with paunches and pint glasses. Businessmen in cheap suits, ties loosened, eyes glassy with drink. The kind of men she would never have even looked at in her old life.

And yet that was what made it hot.

The humiliation. The danger. The certainty that in a few moments, they’d all see her perfect Chelsea body naked and trembling under the lights.

Her pulse fluttered in her throat. She was already wet.

Her hands slid lower, fumbling at the waistband of her tiny skirt. She tugged it down inch by inch, baring her thighs, then her ass, then the bare curve of her pussy, no thong, nothing left to hide. The crowd roared.

The noise was deafening.

Arabella’s chest heaved, her nipples peaked, her stomach twisted with shame. She was utterly exposed.

She rotated slowly on the stage, giving them more, showing off the curves of her full, firm ass. She swayed her hips deliberately, letting them drink in the sight, the room erupting with whistles and jeers as they soaked up every inch of her perfect body.

And yet her thighs trembled with a shameful, secret thrill.

She stood there naked, trembling, under the lights.

She dared a glance toward him. He was sitting back at their table, drink in hand, watching her with calm amusement, proud, possessive, as though parading his Chelsea princess before the room was the most natural thing in the world.

“Spin, slut!” someone called from the crowd. Laughter followed.

Arabella’s cheeks burned, but she obeyed. She turned slowly, showing them her ass, her breasts swaying as the men hooted and clapped.

Humiliation ripped through her, raw and sharp, but beneath it, hotter still, came arousal. She was drenched, aching, her body betraying her even as shame clawed at her chest.

For the first time, Arabella knew exactly what she was: on display, used, stripped bare for strangers.

And she couldn’t stop trembling with need.


Chapter Nineteen – Touched

The room roared as Arabella spun slowly under the lights, her breasts bouncing, her ass bare, every inch of her Chelsea-perfect body exposed. The music pounded, cheap and tinny, but the only sound she could hear was the jeers and whistles of the men below.

Then the first note slid across the stage. A crumpled twenty, pushed forward by a man with thinning hair and greedy eyes.

“Go on, love,” he leered. “Give us a twirl for that.”

Her cheeks burned, but her lover’s voice echoed in her head. Do it for me, princess. She bent down, plucking the note from the floor, her breasts swaying as she straightened again. The men hooted, whistled, clapped.

The idea hit her like a shock. She was performing naked on stage for a crumpled £20 note. She didn’t need the money — she had a trust fund larger than most of these men could ever dream of. She would never have to work a day in her life. Yet here she was, reduced to stripping for a crowd of leering old men and businessmen, baring her body for the price of their dirty pocket change.

“Worth every quid!” someone shouted from the front row, his mates roaring with laughter.

“I’d give her fifty to spread wider!” another called, holding a note aloft.

“Shake that Chelsea ass, girl!” came from the back, followed by the sound of hands slapping tables in rhythm.

Arabella’s skin prickled, her chest heaving as their jeers and filthy offers filled the room. Each shout sank into her like a brand — and yet, between her trembling thighs, she was slick with heat.

Then one of the men in the front row stepped closer, grinning up at her. He held out a folded tenner between two fingers, just at the height of her face.

“Go on, posh girl,” he taunted. “Take it. With your mouth.”

Arabella froze, her cheeks flaming hot. She glanced toward her lover at the table. He didn’t move, didn’t speak, only watched her with that steady, expectant smirk.

Her stomach twisted. Her knees felt weak. Slowly, trembling, she bent forward. The crowd howled with anticipation.

She opened her lips, leaned down, and took the note delicately between her teeth. The man’s grin widened as he let go, leaving the crumpled ten hanging from her mouth like a dog with a treat.

The room erupted in laughter and whistles.

Arabella straightened again, humiliated, the note clenched between her lips, her breasts bouncing as the stage lights burned her bare skin.

A Chelsea heiress. Naked. Taking dirty money in her mouth for the jeers of drunk men.

And the shame of it made her thighs tremble harder with need.

More notes followed, fives, tens, twenties, fluttering down like confetti at her feet. Arabella stooped, gathering them, her bare ass on full display to the back of the room.

Then she felt it.

A hand.

Bold, rough, closing over her thigh, sliding higher. She gasped, jerking upright, but the man only grinned, his fingers brushing boldly against the curve of her ass.

The crowd howled with laughter, egging him on.

Arabella’s stomach twisted. She glanced toward the table, toward him, her lover sat back calmly, drink in hand, his eyes on her. Not moving to stop it.

Her pulse thudded.

The hand squeezed, fingers digging in. Another brushed across her breast as she leaned too close to collect another note, a stranger’s thumb flicking her nipple until it peaked harder still. She froze, trembling, humiliation burning hotter than the stage lights.

And still, he didn’t stop them.

Her lover raised his glass, smirking faintly, as though toasting her shame.

Arabella straightened, chest heaving, the money clutched in her trembling hand. The men jeered, laughed, shouted for more.

Her whole body shook with the raw truth of it: she was being stripped, touched, pawed like cheap flesh, with strangers’ hands on her breasts and ass, and her lover watching, letting it happen.

She should have felt degraded. Broken.

But the heat between her thighs told a different story.

She was wet.

Desperate.

Alive.


“Look at her, man — she’s loving it!” one of the men jeered, his eyes fixed between her legs. 

Another leaned forward, grinning. “You can see it. She’s turned on showing us her cunt. She wants it.”

Laughter rippled through the crowd, filthy and knowing. Arabella’s cheeks burned hotter, but the truth was undeniable — her slickness glistened under the harsh lights, proof of her shameful arousal on open display.


Chapter Twenty – The Alley

The crowd roared, hands bold on her thighs and breasts, bills scattered at her feet. Her lover watched calmly from the table, sipping his drink. 


Then one of the men leaned in closer, his grin wicked. Before Arabella could recoil, his hand shot up, fingers sliding boldly between her thighs. 

She gasped, her knees buckling as he pressed a thick finger along her slit, slickness coating him instantly. He held it there, rubbing deliberately, slow and mocking, before lifting it high for all to see.

“See that?” he crowed, laughter exploding around the room. “Posh girl’s dripping. She loves it.”

The men erupted in whistles and jeers, pounding the tables, their eyes gleaming with hunger.

Arabella’s face flamed crimson, her chest heaving, her breasts bouncing bare as she tried to steady herself. The shame of it tore through her — her Chelsea body not just exposed, but touched, fingered, her arousal proven to every filthy man watching.

And yet her thighs trembled, her cunt throbbed, betraying her utterly.


Then, suddenly, he was on his feet. 

He crossed to the stage, grabbed her hand, and with one sweep gathered the tiny scraps of clothing she’d been wearing. Without a word, he tugged her off the stage and through a side door, the thump of the music fading behind them.

The heavy fire door slammed shut, and they were in a narrow, dimly lit alley. The air smelled of stale beer and smoke. She was still naked, clutching her shoes, her crop top and skirt balled in his fist.

Before she could speak, he spun her, pressing her chest to a stack of empty beer barrels. The metal was cold against her breasts, her palms spread wide as he yanked her hips back.

Arabella gasped. “Someone could….”

“Good,” he growled.

Then he was inside her. Hard, fast, urgent, no patience, no prelude. His thrusts shook her against the barrels, his grip bruising on her waist. She moaned helplessly, the sound echoing in the alley, shame and heat crashing together as he took her like she was nothing but his slut.

The humiliation of the strip joint still burned on her skin, the memory of strange hands pawing her breasts, stuffing money at her feet. And now, here she was; bent over outside, fucked raw in an alley, her body jolting with every rough thrust.

Her climax tore through her before she could fight it, a desperate cry spilling from her lips. He groaned low, pounding harder, spilling deep inside her with a rough shudder.

When he pulled free, she slumped against the barrels, trembling, her thighs slick with his seed.

And then she froze.

Three men were at the mouth of the alley. She recognised them, faces from the front row, still clutching pints, grins wide as they leaned against the wall to watch.

Arabella’s stomach twisted, her cheeks flaming hot as she straightened, snatching her clothes from his hand. She tugged the skirt up over her messy thighs, pulled the crop top across her breasts, her hands shaking. She dared not look at them, but she could feel their eyes devouring her, knowing exactly what she’d just done.

The thong was gone, left somewhere inside, lost forever. Probably in some dirty old man’s pocket.

Her lover only smirked, lacing his fingers through hers as though nothing were out of place. “Come on, princess.”

And he led her out of the alley, their eyes still on her, burning her skin with shame.




Epilogue – The Mirror Again

The flat was quiet. Chelsea quiet. The hum of the city muted beyond the tall windows, the faint tick of a clock on the mantel.

Arabella stood naked before her mirror once more, just as she had so many times before. Her long hair fell in soft waves, her breasts perfect, full, tipped with dusky nipples that tightened under her own gaze. Her waist was narrow, her hips flaring into the curves her trainer always called “all muscle.” She traced a hand over her ass, firm and round, the body of a goddess reflected back at her.

But this wasn’t the same girl who had once admired her beauty in idle pride.

Now she knew.

She knew how many eyes had devoured this body, how many hands had roamed her curves, how many strangers had seen her bared and dripping, breasts pulled from her dress, ass exposed in the darkness of a club.

She remembered the stranger at the party, the one she barely saw, barely knew, already inside her while her lover kissed her mouth. She remembered the strip joint, the hands groping, squeezing, the old men leering as she spun naked under the lights. She remembered the alley, bent over barrels, her lover’s seed streaming down her thighs with others watching.

Arabella’s breath caught. Her nipples peaked harder still, and without thought her fingers slid lower, between her thighs.

She was already slick. Wet for her own shame.

Her reflection stared back at her, the Chelsea heiress turned whore, the cheap slut her lover had made her, the girl alive now only in surrender and sordidness.

Her head tipped back, her fingers working faster as she trembled on the edge, the mirror showing every detail of her perfect, ruined body.

She thought of all the eyes that had seen her naked, seen her used, taken, fucked. She thought of the strangers who had pawed at her beautiful, perfect body, using her cunt to satisfy their lust. She was nothing more than a cheap slut now, offered up under her lover’s gaze, free to be used again and again.

Her mind flickered through them — the stranger at the party, thick cock filling her while her lover kissed her mouth; the men at the strip joint, their fingers bold on her thighs and breasts, one rubbing her wet slit and holding it up for the crowd; the alley, bent over beer barrels, her lover’s cum dripping from her ass while other men watched, grinning.

Arabella whimpered, her fingers plunging deeper as she pictured them all again — thick cocks stretching her, seed spilling down her thighs, her mouth stuffed while another slammed into her cunt.

The shame of it burned — and the shame was what pushed her over.

Her climax ripped through her, violent and unstoppable. She sobbed against her own wrist as her slickness gushed over her hand, her reflection trembling in the mirror.

Perfect Chelsea princess.

Naked, ruined slut.

And she came hardest at the thought of being taken by them all again.

When it passed, she opened her eyes slowly, meeting her own gaze in the mirror.

Perfect. Beautiful. Desired.

And utterly, shamelessly alive.


Book Three Teaser

Arabella thought she’d sunk as low as she could go. She’d stripped in Soho, been pawed and fingered by strangers, fucked in alleys with men watching.

But her lover isn’t finished.

Before the night is over, Arabella will cross another line she never imagined: her first lesbian experience. Soft lips, hungry hands, another woman’s tongue teaching her just how far she can fall.

And later that same evening, he will share her properly, taking her into a private club in South London, where she’ll face her first gangbang. A roomful of men waiting their turn, eager to use the Chelsea princess her lover has made into a slut.

Arabella thought she was ruined already. But this is only the beginning.
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