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Disclaimer

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

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

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

Content Note

This novel explores:

	Humiliation, spanking, and group use 

	Multiple partners, including airtight (triple penetration) 

	Rough sex, messy creampies, and cum play 

	Interracial themes 

	Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics 



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

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Prologue

The flat was hushed, wrapped in that peculiar Chelsea quiet, where even the traffic below seemed softened by money and stone. Arabella stood naked before her mirror, the tall panes reflecting every curve with merciless clarity.

Her breasts rose and fell with her breath, dusky nipples stiff beneath her own gaze. Her waist was taut, her hips flaring into the round perfection her trainer praised as “all muscle.” Her thighs pressed together, already damp where her fingers had strayed more than once that evening.

She remembered too clearly, the club, the strangers, the cameras, the smothering heat of bodies that were not hers to love but hers to serve. Each memory left a trail of shame that only made her wetter.

The phone on the dresser buzzed. A message from him.

Tomorrow night. I want you ready. You’re going to meet someone special.

Arabella’s heart fluttered. She touched her lips, then the hollow of her throat, as if she could steady her pulse. Someone special. His words always meant danger. Always meant she would be shown, used, ruined in some new way.

Her eyes met her own in the mirror. The Chelsea girl was still there, perfect, poised, desirable. But the reflection no longer lied.

Tomorrow she would not belong to herself.
She would belong to him.
And to whomever else he chose.


Chapter One

The morning light spilled pale and cold across her flat. Arabella moved slowly, the echo of his message running through her like a fever. She padded barefoot across the polished floor, the weight of anticipation making her stomach coil tight.

Her wardrobe stood open, rails of couture and silk, Chanel dresses, Dior jackets, all the trappings of Chelsea polish. Once they had made her proud. Now they felt like costumes, irrelevant against the raw truth of what she had become.

What would please him?

Her hand hovered over the lingerie drawer. Black lace bras, delicate silk slips, whisper-thin panties. She lingered, then shut the drawer firmly. No bra. He would want her nipples showing, brushing against the fabric, easy to bare. She chose only a pair of sheer lace panties, and even those felt like disobedience.

Stockings followed, rolled slowly up her thighs, clipped into place. Then a dress: short, body-hugging, the kind she would never have dared wear alone. The deep neckline left the swell of her breasts unrestrained, the cling of the fabric leaving nothing to the imagination.

She sat at her vanity, painting her lips in a muted crimson, mascara sweeping her lashes long and dark. Her reflection stared back at her, not Chelsea debutante, not heiress, but a woman dressing to be stripped.

When she rose, she slipped her phone into a tiny clutch, heart hammering. A final buzz lit the screen:

Be ready at seven. Wear something easy to take off.

Arabella exhaled shakily, nipples already tight against the thin fabric. Her eyes met her own once more in the mirror.

Ready. Always ready, now.


Chapter Two

The lift rattled and wheezed as it hauled her up to the top floor. Nothing like the quiet, plush elevators of Chelsea; this one smelled faintly of dust and beer, its walls tagged with old graffiti. Arabella smoothed her dress down, her nipples pressing brazenly through the thin fabric, a constant reminder she’d come braless, exactly as he told her.

The doors clattered open to a dim corridor. At the end, a heavy fire door. She knocked, heart racing.

He opened it with a grin that was pure possession. His broad frame filled the doorway, a big, muscular black man, shoulders stretching the fabric of his t-shirt, veins standing thick across his forearms. His chest was wide and heavy with muscle, the kind carved by years of hard training, not vanity. Power radiated from him; the kind of physical dominance that made other men step aside without a word.

Behind him, the loft sprawled in rough brick and stripped floorboards, skylights overhead leaking in the city glow. It wasn’t large, a single open space with a battered leather sofa, weights stacked in one corner, a bed half-hidden behind a screen.

“Come here.”

His voice was low, commanding. She obeyed, heels clicking on worn boards. He didn’t waste a second: his hand slid up her thigh, tugging her panties down until they pooled at her ankles.

“Good girl,” he murmured, pinching her nipple through the dress so hard she gasped. “Easy to take off. Just like I said.”

He spun her around and bent her over the sofa. The cracked leather stuck to her palms as he shoved her dress up. One hard thrust buried him inside her, rough and deep.

“Mine,” he growled into her ear, each stroke hard enough to jar her hips. “Before anyone else, you’re mine.”

Arabella cried out, cheeks flaming, body betraying her with slick heat. He fucked her like he was staking a claim, his grip bruising her hips, driving her open again and again until her thighs trembled.

The pressure built fast, too fast. She tried to bite back the sounds, but his hand tangled in her hair, yanking her head back, forcing her to look at their reflection in the dark window.

“Say it,” he snarled, cock slamming into her. “Say you’re mine.”

“I’m yours,” she gasped, broken, her voice shuddering with need. “I’m yours, I’m….”

Her climax tore through her, sharp and hot, her little pussy clenching helplessly around him. He groaned at the squeeze, thrust once more and held himself deep, grinding against her ass as his cock pulsed. His spunk spilled hot into her spasming cunt, filling her until it leaked down her shaking thighs.

He stayed there a moment longer, holding her bent over the sofa, letting her feel him soften inside her, before pulling out.

“Don’t clean up.” His voice was rough, absolute. “I want her to see you dripping.”

He poured himself a drink from the scarred counter and dropped into the sofa, watching her. Cum was already sliding down her inner thighs, staining her stockings as she stood, trembling, panties abandoned on the floorboards.

The hour crawled. He made her pace the room, breasts bared, thighs wet. Sometimes he told her to touch herself, to spread her lips and show how messy she was, but never to finish. By the time the buzzer sounded, her body was shaking with need and humiliation.

The buzzer sounded.

“Answer it.”

Arabella crossed to the door on unsteady legs, thighs sticky where his seed still leaked from her. When the door swung open, she froze.

The woman who stepped inside was stunning, tall, skin deep brown and glowing, her 36DD breasts straining against a tight dress, hips rolling with every step. Her ass was full, her thighs thick, her mouth curved in a knowing smirk.

“Well,” she purred, eyes sweeping Arabella’s flushed face, bare breasts, and the telltale sheen running down her legs. “So this is the little Chelsea toy you’ve been breaking in.”

Arabella’s face burned.

The woman kissed him hello — slow, claiming — before turning back to Arabella with a smirk. She circled once, fingers trailing over her arm, her waist… then lower. Her hand slid between Arabella’s thighs, coming back wet. She held up her fingers glistening with his cum.

“Mmm.” She sucked them clean with a wicked grin. “Still dripping with him.”

Arabella whimpered.

The woman seized her chin, smearing another streak across her lips. “Taste it. Be a good little whore.”

Shame and arousal twisted inside her as her tongue darted out, licking herself from the stranger’s fingers while her lover watched, stroking his cock lazily.

“That’s better,” the woman purred, peeling Arabella’s dress away, leaving her naked but for stockings and heels. She pressed her mouth hard against Arabella’s, kissing her deep, tongues sliding, his cum still tangy between them.

The woman’s eyes gleamed. “Let’s see how much he left in you.”

Before Arabella could move, the tall beauty sank gracefully to her knees on the floorboards. Her hands spread Arabella’s thighs wide, stockings taut, her cunt open and glistening.

“Oh yes…” she murmured, breath hot against Arabella’s folds. “Messy little Chelsea slut.”

Her tongue slid up through the dripping, wet folds, slow and deliberate, gathering the hot slickness that leaked from Arabella’s spent cunt. Arabella gasped, head falling back, knees threatening to buckle.

“God….” she whimpered, heat flooding her again.

The woman lapped greedily, tongue circling her clit, then plunging lower to lap up his cum as it seeped from her. She moaned at the taste, then dragged her tongue back up, sucking Arabella’s clit between her lips until Arabella was trembling.

“Look at that,” her lover said from the sofa, stroking himself lazily. “She’s cleaning you out, Bella. Licking my cum straight from your cunt.”

Arabella’s cheeks flamed, but her hips betrayed her, grinding helplessly against the stranger’s mouth. The rhythm was relentless, soft sucks, slow flicks of tongue, deep strokes that pushed more of his seed out of her.

She cried out, fingers tangling in the woman’s hair as the pressure built. “Please….I can’t….”

“Yes, you can,” the woman purred against her, lips slick with a mix of their mess. “Come for me, princess. Come with his cum still inside you.”

Arabella shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, sharp and humiliating, her body jerking as she soaked the woman’s tongue, thighs clamping desperately around her head. She came until her legs gave way, and only the woman’s grip on her ass kept her upright.

When she finally sagged, shuddering, the woman licked her lips with a satisfied smirk. “Delicious.”

Arabella collapsed against the sofa, still panting, thighs streaked with wetness, face burning with shame.

Only then did the woman rise, towering over her again, seizing Arabella’s chin to kiss her deep, letting her taste herself and him on her tongue.

The woman smirked, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as if Arabella’s climax had only whetted her appetite.

“Mmm… messy little slut,” she purred, glancing over her shoulder at him. “She’ll do nicely.”

She rose to her full height, hands sliding down her sides. “But enough of that. It’s time she learns to serve properly.”

Her fingers hooked into the straps of her dress. With a slow, teasing roll of her hips, she tugged it down, the fabric clinging before sliding free. Her lush 36DD breasts spilled out, heavy and full, nipples already tight. The dress fell away completely, leaving her gloriously nude, wide hips, a round, bouncing ass, thighs thick and gleaming, the dark curls of her mound framing thick, glistening folds already damp with arousal.

Arabella stared, breath shallow. She had never seen a woman like this naked, never so close, never so brazen.

“On your knees,” the woman ordered.

Arabella obeyed, trembling.

“Start here.” The woman cupped her own breast, presenting it. “Show me how well you can suck.”

Arabella leaned in, lips closing around the heavy nipple. She sucked tentatively at first, tongue flicking, then harder as the woman moaned approvingly. Both breasts were offered to her in turn, Arabella’s mouth moving between them, licking, suckling, leaving trails of spit across the dark curves.

“That’s better,” the woman murmured, one hand tangled in Arabella’s hair, guiding her lower. “Now keep going. All the way down.”

Arabella’s lips trailed across the swell of her belly, kissing down over soft skin, until her nose brushed thick curls. The woman spread her thighs, one hand holding herself open, revealing the glistening, swollen folds of her sex.

Arabella froze.

“First time?” The woman smirked, rocking her hips forward. “Good. Then remember this.”

Her hand pressed Arabella’s face close, her thick lips brushing against Arabella’s mouth.

“Lick me. Taste me. All of me.”

Arabella’s tongue darted out, hesitant, sliding across the juicy labia. The taste was sharp, musky, unfamiliar. She licked again, slower, deeper, her tongue exploring every fold.

“That’s it,” the woman moaned, grinding forward. “Open up. Get your tongue in there.”

Arabella obeyed, tongue plunging into the hot seam, nose pressed hard against the slick folds. The woman gasped, rocking against her face, using her, riding her tongue.

“Look at her,” her lover murmured from the sofa, voice thick with amusement. “Chelsea debutante, on her knees with her face buried in your cunt.”

Arabella moaned helplessly against the thick folds, arousal and shame twisting until she didn’t know where one ended and the other began. The woman clamped her thighs tighter, smothering her, grinding down until Arabella could barely breathe.

“Yes,” the woman groaned, head thrown back. “Lick me, princess. Drink me. Don’t stop.”

Her world was thighs, slickness, suffocating wet heat, her first taste of another woman, her first surrender to something she never imagined.

And when the woman finally shuddered, spilling across Arabella’s lips, smearing her chin with thick wetness, Arabella stayed there, licking, drinking, her face a mess of spit and juice, body trembling with shock and secret hunger.

The woman panted, stroking her hair with mock tenderness. “Mmm… not bad, for her first time. I think she’s going to get used to this.”

Her lover’s voice was low, satisfied. “She’ll do more than get used to it. She’ll crave it.”

Arabella collapsed back on her heels, face wet, chest heaving, thighs trembling from the climax that had wracked her body without a single touch. The woman smirked, licking her lips as she stroked Arabella’s hair.

“On your feet.”

Arabella staggered upright, knees weak, stockings laddered where she had knelt. Her chest rose and fell quickly, her nipples still flushed and stiff, her thighs streaked with wetness and his cum.

The tall woman circled her slowly, predatory eyes drinking her in. “Now,” she said softly, almost to herself, “let’s examine you properly.”

Her hand slid down Arabella’s side, pinching lightly at her waist. “Slim. Fragile. Almost delicate.” She squeezed her hip. “But there’s strength here.”

She moved behind her, one broad hand cupping Arabella’s breast, weighing it, thumb teasing the nipple until it peaked even harder. With a sharp slap, she let it bounce free. “Full tits for such a little frame. Pretty, aren’t they?”

Arabella gasped, humiliation and arousal warring in her chest.

The woman’s hand trailed down, squeezing her ass with both hands, then slapping each cheek in turn until they flushed pink. “Tight ass. Round. That’s rare.”

Her fingers stroked the back of Arabella’s thighs, then slid between them, gathering more of his cum still leaking from her. She held the mess up to the light, smearing it between finger and thumb before wiping it back across Arabella’s belly with a satisfied smirk.

Finally, she stepped close again, one hand gripping Arabella’s chin, tilting her head up. She turned her face left, then right, thumb brushing her cheekbones, her jaw, even pressing into her lips. “Yes… bone structure, high cheekbones, soft mouth. Very pretty. Almost aristocratic.”

Arabella felt stripped more deeply by the woman’s touch than by her nudity. She stood trembling, on display, as if being catalogued like a piece of flesh.

The woman glanced back at him, grinning. “Yes, you’ve picked a hot one here. I’m impressed. Above your normal standards.”

He chuckled darkly, lounging on the sofa, his cock still half-hard in his hand. “I told you. She’s not just another Chelsea girl. She’s mine, and she’s ready for whatever we want.”

Arabella’s heart thudded. Her body burned under the weight of their stares, their judgment, their ownership. She had never felt so degraded, and never so wet.


Chapter Three

The night hadn’t finished with her.

Arabella sat slumped against the cracked leather of the back seat, the London cab rattling north. Her thighs were still sticky, her cunt still sore, her body raw from what had just happened in his Brixton loft. She could taste the black woman on her lips, feel the echo of her thighs clamped tight around her face, remember the way she’d been handled, slapped, examined like property.

Her lover sat beside her, broad shoulders filling the cab, one hand resting heavy and possessive on her bare knee. Every now and then his thumb stroked upwards, slow, claiming, until her breath hitched and she squirmed against the seat.

“Good night so far,” he said softly, his eyes gleaming in the reflection of the cab window. “But it’s not done yet. You’ve got more to learn.”

She swallowed hard, cheeks burning.

The cab swung off the main roads, down narrower streets by the river. The world shifted outside, no polished Chelsea facades, no designer shops, just warehouses, shuttered storefronts, pubs with men smoking outside.

The cab pulled up at an unmarked steel door sunk into the side of a warehouse. Two big men stood smoking by the entrance. Their eyes snapped to Arabella as she stepped out, the hem of her short dress riding high, her nipples brazenly poking through the thin fabric. She felt her stomach knot under their stares.

Her lover paid the cabbie, then steered her forward with a firm hand on her back. “Keep your chin up,” he murmured, low enough that only she could hear. “Remember what you are now. Mine. And they’re going to see.”

Inside, the air was thick with smoke and whisky. Low lights, scarred booths, the heavy thrum of bass somewhere deeper in the building. Not Chelsea elegance, this was his world. The kind of place where deals were made, loyalties tested, and women like her were shown off.

He led her through the haze to a back table where two men were already waiting. Both rough-faced, much older than her, eyes narrowing with interest the second they landed on her.

“Evening, boys,” he drawled, sliding into the seat with the casual confidence of someone who owned the room. His hand tugged Arabella down beside him, squeezing her thigh hard enough to make her gasp. “Brought something special tonight.”

Her skin prickled as their stares crawled over her, bare legs, tight dress, nipples straining against the thin fabric. She couldn’t stop the heat rushing between her thighs, even as her stomach twisted.

The waitress poured drinks, and her lover leaned back, cigarette between his lips, one arm stretched along the back of the booth. His hand never left Arabella’s thigh, fingers pressing higher and higher until she couldn’t breathe.

“She’s a good girl,” he said finally, loud enough for the table. His thumb slid right against the damp fabric clinging to her. “Knows how to do as she’s told.”

The men chuckled. One leaned forward, licking his lips. “Maybe she’ll show us later, eh?”

Arabella’s pulse skipped, her cunt clenching. She knew exactly what “later” meant.

Her lover smirked, eyes glittering with promise. “Oh, she will.”

The laughter at the back table grew louder as the whisky flowed. Arabella sat stiff beside her lover; her thighs parted just enough for his hand to rest lazily against the heat between them. The other two men’s eyes hadn’t left her since she sat down, and she could feel the weight of their stares on her nipples, on her bare thighs, on the faint shine of wetness where her dress had ridden high.

Then the door opened again. Two more men stepped inside, rough, broad, one in a leather jacket, the other in a fitted suit. They clasped hands with her lover, the easy familiarity of men who had spilled blood together. Their gazes slid quickly to her, appraising, hungry.

The waitress reappeared at his signal, a slim girl with tattoos on her arms and a tray of fresh glasses. She leaned down, whispered something in his ear, then straightened. He grinned.

“Private room’s ready.”

Her stomach dropped.

He stood, dragging Arabella up with him, and the five men followed the waitress through a low doorway at the back of the club. The corridor narrowed, the bass from the main room fading until they reached a heavy door.

Arabella’s pulse hammered. She glanced back, counting, five men behind them, and her Lover at her side. Six in total. Her stomach flipped. Did he mean for her to take all six?

The waitress pushed the door open, revealing a space drenched in smoke and low amber light.

A leather sofa lined one wall, a polished drinks cabinet stood open in the corner, bottles of whisky and rum gleaming in the dim glow. A humidor rested on the counter beside a box of thick cigars. On a low table, a few rolled blunts smouldered in an ashtray, the air pungent with sweet smoke.

“Perfect,” one of the men muttered, already shrugging off his jacket.

Arabella hesitated on the threshold, but her lover’s hand pressed hard at the small of her back, forcing her inside.

“Clothes off,” he said simply.

Her pulse hammered. She fumbled at the hem of her dress, tugged it over her head, and stood trembling in her heels and stockings. Five pairs of eyes devoured her.

“Everything.”

Her stockings and heels followed, until she stood utterly naked, bare breasts lifting with each shallow breath, thighs still damp with the echoes of Brixton.

The waitress shut the door quietly behind them, leaving Arabella in a room thick with smoke and lust, five men closing in, their cigars and blunts glowing like embers in the dark.

Her lover took the first cigar from the humidor, cut it cleanly, lit it, and leaned back into the sofa, the smoke curling lazily from his lips. His eyes gleamed as he looked her over.

“Now, boys,” he drawled, “let’s enjoy ourselves.”

The smoke hung thick in the room, curling blue-grey in the low amber light. Arabella stood trembling, naked but for her clutch of shame, five pairs of eyes roaming her body with slow, hungry appraisal.

Her lover leaned back on the leather sofa, cigar glowing between his fingers. “Start by serving the men, Bella. Drinks first. Make yourself useful.”

Her stomach clenched. She stepped to the cabinet, the polished bottles glittering in the dim light, and reached for the heavy crystal glasses.

Arabella had never served anybody before. Not drinks, not food, not even in her own home, there had always been staff for that. And now here she was, a rich Chelsea girl, naked and trembling, serving five black men who watched her every move with hungry eyes.

Hungry eyes that drank in every detail of her body: the firm swell of her 34C breasts, nipples already stiff in the smoky air; the elegant taper of her narrow waist, the flat smoothness of her stomach; the ripe curve of her hips leading to the full, heart-shaped swell of her ass, flexing with each step she took across the room. Even lower, their stares lingered, fixed on the smooth, freshly-shaven lips of her pussy, glistening with wetness as it betrayed her shame.

“Ask them what they want,” he reminded her, smoke curling from his lips.

Arabella turned, clutching the tray with shaking hands. The first man grinned at her, broad shoulders filling the chair.

“Whisky. Neat.”

She poured, setting the glass carefully before him. As she straightened, his palm cracked against her bare ass, making her stumble forward with a gasp.

“Fuck, look at that arse,” he chuckled. “Round as a peach. Can’t believe a Chelsea princess came all the way down here to show it off.”

The second man smirked, eyes dragging up her naked torso. “Rum. Dark. Two fingers.”

She poured, her breasts swaying slightly as she bent forward. His hand landed hard on her ass too, fingers lingering in a squeeze. “Soft,” he said approvingly, loud enough for the others. “Soft, but firm. Proper slut meat.”

She bit her lip, moving on.

The third man, the one in the leather jacket, leaned back, legs spread wide. “Pour me a gin, sweetheart. Plenty of ice.”

She did, her nipples brushing cool glass as she set it down. He slapped her arse even harder than the others, making her yelp. “Tight little posh hole,” he said with a grin. “Bet it clenches like a fist.”

Laughter rolled around the room.

The fourth man, in his suit, tapped ash from a blunt and smirked up at her. “Vodka. Straight. And bring it on your knees.”

She knelt, thighs open, pussy slick under the smoke-thick air, and offered him the glass. His hand smacked her cheek hard enough to sting, then lingered to squeeze the round swell. “Fuck, boys, feel this. Smoothest arse I’ve ever had under my hand. This Chelsea girl’s wasted up there, she belongs here.”

The last man, older, grey at the temples, simply gestured for whisky. She poured, carried it to him, and bent low. His palm cracked across her arse, then traced her hip, his fingers brushing the wet seam of her slit. “She’s dripping,” he announced. “Serving drinks with her cunt already wet.”

Her face burned, her body trembling, but she carried on until each man had his drink, their palms red from spanking her ass, her cheeks glowing from the constant slaps and squeezes.

Finally, she returned to her lover, handing him a glass of rum with both hands like an offering.

He took it lazily, blew a ribbon of smoke across her face, then cupped her chin. “Good girl,” he murmured, tilting her head so all the men could see her flushed face. “Now they’ve had a taste of serving… it’s time they had a taste of you.”


Chapter Four

The smoke hung thick, curling in the low amber light. Arabella stood naked in the centre of the room, trembling, five men circling her with glasses in their hands and cigars glowing between their teeth. She could still taste the black woman on her lips, still feel her lover’s seed drying on her thighs, but now all eyes were on her, a Chelsea girl stripped bare in Brixton, about to be used like a common slut.

Her Lover’s voice cut through the smoke. “On your knees, Bella. Show them how good that Chelsea mouth really is.”

Her legs buckled. She dropped down, the hard floor cold against her knees.

The first man stepped forward, unzipping lazily, his thick cock already swelling in his fist. He shoved it against her lips. “Open wide, princess.”

Arabella obeyed, lips parting, tongue flicking as the blunt head slid past her teeth. He groaned, grabbing her hair and forcing her deeper, until she gagged. Spit ran down her chin, dripping onto her breasts.

“Good girl,” her Lover drawled from behind his cigar smoke. “Now the next.”

Her hair was released only for another hand to seize it, yanking her to the side. Another cock slapped against her cheek, then pushed between her lips. She moaned helplessly as it filled her mouth, the men laughing, taunting, watching her throat bulge as he forced her deeper.

One by one, they used her, dragging her from lap to lap, cock to cock. Her lips bruised, her mascara smeared, spit and pre-cum streaking her chin as she gagged and choked for each of them. Some held her head still, others made her bob, one even spitting on his shaft before shoving it between her lips with a growl.

By the time the fifth man finished her turn, her face was a mess, wet, shiny, ruined, and her tits were streaked where they had wiped themselves across her chest.

Her Lover leaned forward, his grin pure ownership. “That’s it, Bella. You’ve met them properly now. Time for them to really use you.”

Her lover blew a stream of smoke across her face. “You’ve served drinks,” he drawled. “Now it’s time you served them properly.”

The man in the leather jacket dragged her onto his lap, his cock already thick and ready, slick and wet. He guided her hips down, and Arabella gasped as he shoved up into her, stretching her cunt wide in one rough thrust. She clutched at his shoulders, bouncing helplessly as he pumped into her from below, his hands mauling her tits, spitting on her nipples before biting one hard enough to make her cry out.

Behind her, the older man with greying temples stood, stroking himself slowly as he watched her ride. His eyes narrowed, a cruel smile curling.

“Bend her more,” he muttered.

Leather jacket man obliged, pressing a hand into the small of her back, forcing her forward so her breasts pressed against the his chest, her ass arched high, offered.

She felt the blunt head of another cock at her rear entrance, nudging, pressing.

“No… please…” she whimpered, her voice muffled as the man beneath her forced her mouth down onto his shoulder.

The older man only chuckled darkly. “Tight little hole. Let’s see how it feels.”

He thrust forward, splitting her ass wide, burying himself inch by inch until she was impaled on both cocks at once, cunt stretched by the man beneath her, ass claimed by the man behind.

Arabella screamed, her nails raking across the jacket man’s shoulders as her body convulsed, filled, used, trapped between them.

When the older man finished, groaning as he filled her ass, he pulled out, leaving her gaping and messy. The one in the suit took his place.

“Get on me,” he said, patting his lap. Smoke curled from the blunt in his other hand. “Ride me, princess.”

Arabella was hauled up, straddling him, his cock already pushing inside her. He leaned back, blowing smoke into her face as she bounced on his lap, her breasts jiggling, nipples slick with spit.

“Look at her go,” he chuckled, exhaling. “Chelsea slut grinding like she’s on a pole.”

Hands slapped her ass from either side as she rode, the men egging her on, mocking her with every thrust.
From her gaping ass, the old man’s spunk was still leaking, forced out with every bounce, running down her cheeks in sticky streaks as they laughed at the sight of it.

The door creaked open.

Arabella froze, but the men didn’t stop, the cock inside her drove up deep, forcing a gasp from her throat as she turned her head.

It was the waitress, pushing in a trolley, topping up the cabinet with fresh bottles of whisky and rum. She paused only a moment, taking in the scene: Arabella naked, bouncing on a thick cock, breasts jiggling, sweat and cum already streaking her thighs.

Their eyes met.

The waitress’s lips curved into a slow, contemptuous smirk, not surprise, not shock, just a quiet dismissal. As if Arabella’s fall from Chelsea polish to naked toy was nothing unusual at all. As if she were nothing but another girl turned out, another white princess dragged down and broken.

She set the bottles down, turned without a word, and pulled the door closed behind her.

The men roared with laughter, one of them grabbing Arabella’s ass harder.

“See that, boys? Even the help knows what she is now,” one jeered. “Chelsea girl turned gangster whore.”

Arabella whimpered, face flaming, cunt still grinding helplessly on the cock beneath her.

She was yanked off suddenly, bent over the low table. The scarred man grabbed her hair, shoving his cock into her dripping cunt. “Fuck, she’s tight,” he snarled, pounding her hard, his hand cracking against her ass with every thrust. He came fast, pulling out to spray thick ropes across her back and ass, smearing her already glowing skin.

The last man, greying temples, took his time. He pulled her onto her knees, cock in hand. “Open wide.” She obeyed, lips wrapping around him. He fed her slowly, smearing her face with pre-cum, holding her chin up so the others could see. “Chelsea whore,” he said softly. “Aristocrat’s mouth made for cock.”

Her lover laughed, stroking himself as he watched. “Look in the mirror, Bella.”

She turned her head, eyes catching her reflection in the glass of the cabinet. Mascara running, mouth stretched, face shining with spit. She moaned around the cock, shame and arousal twisting until she didn’t know where one ended and the other began.

Then they grew impatient. Two of them lifted her onto the table, spreading her legs wide. Another shoved his cock into her mouth. She was spit-roasted, cunt stuffed, throat filled, body rocking between them while the others circled, stroking themselves, cigars glowing in the smoky dark.

Slaps rained down on her ass, smoke blown across her face, laughter echoing in her ears.

At last, they pulled her off, dropping her to her knees. “Circle her,” her lover ordered.

The five men surrounded her, cocks out, stroking. “Eyes open,” her lover commanded. “Mouth open. Tongue out.”

Arabella obeyed, humiliated beyond words.

One by one they finished on her, across her face, her tits, her hair, her lips. Hot streams marked her, painting her until she was dripping, covered, sticky and wrecked. They laughed, toasted each other, lighting fresh cigars as they watched her kneel there, messy and ruined.

Her lover was last. He pulled her to all fours, drove into her from behind, and came deep inside her cunt, grinding hard to make sure it stuck.

When he pulled out, cum leaked down her thighs to the floor. He stroked her hair almost tenderly.

“There,” he murmured, eyes gleaming. “My Chelsea whore. And next time….” he looked around at the men, all grinning, satisfied, “…..there’ll be more.”

The laughter was still rolling as Arabella sagged on all fours, thighs streaked with his seed, face dripping with the mess of five men. Her hair clung to her cheeks, her chest shone with sticky streaks, and her cunt leaked a steady line onto the floorboards.

Her lover leaned back, blowing smoke into the air. “Not done yet. Stand up, Bella.”

Her legs shook as she obeyed, wobbling to her feet. The room fell silent for a moment, five pairs of eyes drinking in the sight of her, naked, filthy, painted with cum.

“Now,” he said, voice smooth as sin, “serve them again.”

Her cheeks burned hot. She staggered to the cabinet, picked up the tray with shaking hands.

“What do you want?” she whispered, voice hoarse.

The man leaned back, cigar glowing between his teeth. His eyes narrowed.

“You say Sir whenever you talk to us,” he corrected, his voice low but sharp. “You’re not some posh kitty from the streets of Chelsea here. You’re just our slut. For use.”

Laughter rumbled around the room, the others nodding in agreement.

Arabella’s cheeks burned, her lips trembling. She bowed her head. “Yes, Sir,” she whispered. “What do you want, Sir?”

“Whisky. Neat,” he said with a grin, slapping her ass as she bent to pour it. “That’s better. Now you sound like what you are.”

The first man grinned, cigar between his teeth. “More whisky. And keep your tits out while you pour it.”

She bent forward, breasts swaying, nipples streaked with white. He slapped her ass hard as she set the glass down. “Fuck me, boys, look at her. Chelsea princess dripping with spunk and serving like a maid.”

The second ordered rum, then smeared a finger through the mess on her belly as she leaned close. He held it up to her lips. “Taste it.” She sucked obediently, swallowing her own degradation as the men roared with laughter.

The third had her kneel to pour his gin, the tray balanced awkwardly as her breasts jiggled. He made her hold still after, tugging her hair back and spitting smoke across her face. “Slut looks better like this. Messy. Used.”

The fourth shoved his glass against her chest instead of taking it from her hand, smearing more cum across her skin. “Sticky little barmaid,” he laughed. “Bet the boys back in Chelsea never saw you like this.”

The last man only tapped his glass and murmured, “Vodka. Straight.” When she bent to serve, he slapped her pussy, smearing the cum that leaked from it across her inner thigh. “Dripping slut. Can’t keep it in her.”

By the time she circled back to her lover with the last glass, her skin was smeared afresh, her body trembling, her tray rattling in her hands.

He plucked the rum from the tray, puffed on his cigar, and smirked at her. “See, Bella? You’re useful after all.”

The men laughed, raising their glasses in a toast, their voices loud in the smoke-filled room. Arabella stood naked, dripping, messy, cheeks flaming — serving her lover’s world like the whore he had made her.

Her lover leaned back, smoke curling from his lips, eyes glinting with cruel amusement. “Any of you boys want seconds?”

Two of the younger men grinned immediately.

“Yeah,” one said, shifting forward, cock already hardening again. “Another blowjob. Let’s see her choke on it properly this time.”

“I’ll take her arse,” the other added with a laugh. “Missed out the first round.”

“On your knees, Bella,” her lover ordered.

Arabella slid down, her thighs trembling, body a sticky ruin. Her hair was plastered to her face with spit and cum, her breasts streaked, her belly smeared, her cunt leaking down her thighs. She was a wreck, and they all wanted more.

One man fed his cock into her mouth, pushing until she gagged, spit and seed smearing down her chin. Behind her, the other pried her ass open and slid in, stretching her sore hole all over again. Arabella whimpered, spit bubbling from her lips around the cock stuffing her throat.

The door opened again.

The waitress slipped inside with another tray, topping up the cabinet with fresh bottles and ice. She barely paused this time, just a quick, knowing glance at Arabella on all fours, stuffed at both ends, her body glistening with cum.

Their eyes met for a heartbeat. The waitress’s smirk was sharper this time, her contempt undisguised: gangster whore.

She turned back to her task, calmly pouring whisky, setting glasses, even asking one of the men if he wanted soda while Arabella gagged on his friend’s cock.

The men roared with laughter at the absurdity, the waitress pouring drinks while the Chelsea princess served cocks. One even raised his glass in mock toast. “To our slut,” he chuckled. “Best service in the room.”

Arabella’s cheeks burned hot, but she couldn’t answer. Her mouth was too full, her ass too stretched, her body too ruined. All she could do was obey, choking and whimpering while they used her, while another woman smirked and served drinks as though she were nothing at all.

And then it hit her. The shame, the stretch, the cock stuffing her throat, the thick one tearing at her ass, it all blurred into heat. Her thighs trembled, her cunt clenching around nothing, slick running down her legs as she came hard, shaking, moaning around the cock in her mouth.

The men roared with laughter. “Look at that,” one jeered. “Chelsea slut’s coming while we fuck her ass raw.”

The waitress was just leaving with her empty tray, her eyes lingering for a moment on Arabella’s shuddering body, spit dripping from her chin, her ass stretched wide. As she pushed the door closed behind her, she muttered under her breath, just loud enough for Arabella to hear:

“Whore. Gagging for it.”

Arabella’s cheeks burned hotter, the word cutting sharper than the men’s laughter, because it was true.

Her eyes watered, spit bubbling at her lips as she convulsed, orgasm tearing through her while they pumped into her, holding her down, using her like she was nothing.

Moments later the two younger men groaned almost together, one spurting across her tongue, the other filling her stretched ass. Arabella shuddered, gagging and messy, cum dripping from both ends as they pulled away. She slumped forward on her hands, trembling, her hair a wild, sticky tangle, her body painted and used.

The men laughed, settling back into their chairs, finishing their whisky, the smoke curling thicker in the dim air. One lit a final cigar; another tugged his jacket on. The evening was winding down, businesslike, as though she had been no more than part of the entertainment.

Her lover rose. He crossed to where her dress lay in a heap on the filthy floor, crumpled, stained, unfit for anything but the bin. He picked it up, turned it in his hands, then tossed it aside. Instead, he shrugged off his jacket, heavy with smoke and leather, and draped it around her shoulders.

“Up you get,” he murmured, pulling her gently but firmly to her feet.

Arabella wobbled, her bare thighs streaked, her ass crimson from the countless slaps. The jacket hung open over her chest, its hem brushing her hips but leaving her round ass half-exposed. She could feel the cool air on her sore skin as he guided her to the door.

“Good girl,” he said quietly, almost tender, his hand steady on her back.

As he guided her toward the door, the men called after him, glasses raised, cigars glowing.

“Owe you, bro.”

“If you ever need anything…”

“In our debt, man. Respect.”

Their laughter rolled through the smoky room, but the words carried weight. She felt them sink in, her body wasn’t just entertainment tonight. It was a transaction. Favour for favour. Flesh for loyalty.

Her lover only smirked, nodding once as he led her out, his hand never leaving her bare hip.

The corridor smelled of beer and stale smoke, the bass of the main club growing louder as they walked.

They didn’t slip out the back. He made her walk with him straight through the main club, his arm heavy on her shoulders, his jacket draped loosely around her body. The leather barely covered her, the hem brushing her hips, her crimson ass cheeks still glowing and on show. Her perfect Chelsea body was a wreck, skin streaked with spunk, hair matted, holes still leaking down her thighs with every shaky step.

Heads turned. Conversations faltered. Men smirked, women whispered, some laughing openly at the sight of the used-up girl being paraded through the club like property.

Arabella kept her head down, cheeks blazing, but the humiliation burned hotter than the cool night air that hit her as they stepped outside.

He shrugged his jacket tighter around her shoulders, though it did nothing to hide her ruin. “Good girl,” he murmured, satisfied, as if she were a trophy on his arm.

A black cab pulled up. He opened the door, steadying her as she climbed inside.

The driver’s eyes flicked to the mirror, catching the glimpse of a half-naked Chelsea girl in a gangster’s jacket, thighs smeared, hair tangled. Arabella flushed hot, but her lover only slid in beside her, arm heavy across her shoulders.

“Back home,” he told the driver.

The cab pulled away, rattling through Brixton’s dark streets. Arabella leaned into him, silent, ruined, knowing she was no longer just his slut. Tonight, she’d been his currency.

As the cab rattled away from the club, Arabella sat pressed against him, the jacket slipping to reveal the curve of her ass, crimson and bare against the cracked leather seat. She felt the driver’s eyes in the rear-view mirror, a flicker of recognition, but her lover only tightened his arm around her shoulders.



Late the next morning, Arabella let herself into her Chelsea flat, the quiet almost painful after the night’s chaos. Sunlight streamed pale and unforgiving through tall windows, catching in the gilt edges of picture frames and the pristine cream carpet.

She dropped his jacket by the door, the heavy leather reeking of smoke and sex, and padded barefoot through the flat. Her heels dangled from her fingers, the straps tacky with dried streaks. Every step reminded her of the ache between her legs, the soreness of her ass, the bruises blooming on her hips.

In her bedroom she peeled the ruined dress from her bag where he had stuffed it, holding it up only long enough to see the stains, whisky, smoke, cum, before letting it crumple to the floor again.

Then she stripped.

The full-length mirror caught her in unforgiving detail. Her hair was a tangled mess, stiff with spunk, matted in places where they had finished across her scalp. Her mascara was smeared down her cheeks, black shadows under her eyes.

Her breasts still looked absurdly perfect, full and high, but streaks of dried white marked them, crusted at the curve of her nipples. Her waist narrowed elegantly, but her belly bore handprints, smears, the evidence of how many had pawed at her.

Her thighs were sticky, her cunt raw and red, still leaking faintly when she spread her legs. Her ass… she turned, staring at the marks blooming there. Crimson handprints, darker bruises beneath, the round cheeks still glowing where they had spanked and slapped her until she sobbed.

Arabella traced the marks with her fingers, shivering.

The reflection that stared back wasn’t Chelsea Arabella anymore. It was a wrecked girl, a whore, her body claimed and marked by men who didn’t even know her name.

Her lips parted. Her nipples tightened again despite everything. She brushed her fingers lower, skimming her swollen clit, the shameful wetness still there.

“Absurd,” she whispered, eyes locked on her ruined reflection. “Absurd and used.”

Her hips rocked forward into her own hand, a tremor shaking through her as she stared at her crimson ass, her spunk-streaked hair, her gorgeous, destroyed body.

Arabella’s fingers hovered at her swollen clit, breath coming shallow as she stared at the wreck staring back at her.

Her hair was a matted mess, stiff with spunk, her breasts streaked and stained. Her thighs were sticky, her cunt raw and red, her ass a glowing map of handprints and bruises. A Chelsea girl’s perfect body, and yet ruined, marked, displayed for men who had treated her like nothing.

Her lips parted. A shudder ran through her.

The images flooded back, five men crowding her, laughing as they smacked her round ass while she rode another’s cock. The roar of their voices, the slap of flesh, the thick taste of cum forced down her throat. The sting of smacks, the rough stretch of her ass, the circle of them standing over her at the end, finishing across her face, her tits, her hair until she dripped like a painted whore.

Her hips bucked into her fingers.

She whimpered; eyes locked on her reflection as her shame and arousal tangled into one. “So many,” she gasped, circling her clit faster. “So many men…”

Her body shook. She could feel the phantom weight of their hands, their laughter, their cocks. She could feel herself smothered, used, covered in spunk.

“Yes…” she moaned, pressing harder, her thighs trembling. “Used… covered…”

The climax ripped through her like lightning, her knees nearly giving way as her cunt clenched empty, wetness spilling down her thighs. She cried out, the sound bouncing off the quiet walls, her eyes still fixed on the ruined girl in the mirror.

When it passed, she sagged against the dresser, her hand still between her legs, chest heaving, tears stinging the corners of her eyes.

Perfect. Beautiful. Desired.

And utterly, shamelessly used.

Sunday crept by in a haze of aches and shame. Arabella lay long in bed, rising late, her body still sore, her ass tender with every brush of fabric. When she finally stepped into the shower, the hot water only brought back the images, hands slapping her round cheeks, cum painting her breasts, laughter rolling as she gagged and choked.


Chapter Five

By mid-afternoon she had almost convinced herself she could hide away, rest, forget.

Her phone buzzed.

Wear something sexy. Very sexy. Lots of flesh. Show off your legs and tits. Grab a cab to mine for 6pm.

No name. Just his words.

Arabella’s stomach flipped. Her thighs clenched. She was already wet.

She padded to her wardrobe; doors open wide on rails of designer silk and couture. Once, these clothes had been armour, Chelsea polish, wealth and taste made into fabric. Now, she saw them as costumes for his game.

What was “sexy” in his world? Not the elegant Dior gown. Not the subtle Chanel blouse.

Her hand hovered, then tugged free a dress she’d never worn in daylight. Black, short, clinging, straps thin as ribbon, the neckline plunging to reveal the swell of her tits. She held it against her, the hem falling mid-thigh, indecently high, leaving her legs long and bare.

No bra. He would want her nipples showing.

She held the black dress up against her body, the hem indecently short, the neckline plunging low. It clung when she pulled it on, hugging every curve, the fabric whisper-thin against her bare skin.

Her hand hovered over the lingerie drawer. Panties?

She pictured him smirking, his voice in her ear: “Easy to take off. That’s what I said last time.”

Her fingers dropped away. No panties.

The dress pressed tight against her cunt, nothing between her and the world. She could already feel the air on her thighs, the cool brush of the fabric across her bare lips. Her nipples stiffened, visible beneath the plunging neckline, a silent confession that she was dressing for use.

She slipped into her heels, straightened, and checked the mirror.

Chelsea heiress? No.

A slut in a black dress, tits out, legs bare, pussy naked under the hem.

Ready for Brixton. Ready for him.

In the mirror, her reflection stared back: Arabella, Chelsea heiress; tits out, legs on display, dressed not for her own world but for his. For Brixton. For use.

At five-thirty she hailed a cab. As it rattled across the city, she sat pressed into the seat, pulse hammering, his words burning in her head.

“Lots of flesh. Show off your legs and tits.”

She was going back to him. Back to Brixton. Back to the man who had already sold her body for favours, and would do it again.

The cab rattled away, leaving her on the cracked pavement. Arabella smoothed the hem of her black dress, though it was pointless, the thing barely covered her thighs, her nipples already stiff against the thin fabric. She took a shaky breath and knocked.

The heavy loft door swung open.

He didn’t greet her. Didn’t even look at the cab pulling away. His hand seized her wrist, yanking her inside, and before she could speak her back hit the exposed brick wall with a thud.

The door stayed open.

“Been waiting,” he growled, already tugging the hem of her dress up around her waist. His other hand wrenched the neckline down, freeing her breasts to the cool air. Her nipples pebbled harder, aching under his rough touch.

“Please….” she gasped, but the word was cut off with a cry as he shoved into her in one brutal thrust, balls-deep, the stretch making her legs shake.

She clutched at his shoulders, her heels sliding against the floor as he pinned her up against the wall and fucked her hard, relentless, every thrust knocking her head back.

The front door gaped wide, the hall beyond in plain sight, but he didn’t care, he wanted her pinned, displayed, taken.

His teeth grazed her neck as his hips slammed into hers, his cock filling her to the root. The crude wet sounds of their bodies echoed in the bare loft.

“God, you’re wet,” he snarled in her ear. “Slut came here ready for it. No panties, just waiting for cock.”

Arabella moaned, her cunt clenching tight around him. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her body already spiralling.

“Yes….please….” she gasped, and the climax ripped through her, sharp and humiliating, her cunt milking him desperately as she cried out against his shoulder.

He groaned, thrusting harder, deeper, until his cock pulsed and spilled inside her, filling her with thick heat. He stayed there a moment, grinding against her, making sure it sank deep.

Only then did he pull back, both of them gasping. His cum leaked down her thighs as her dress hung crumpled around her waist, her breasts bare, her ass pressed against the cold brick.

The front door still stood open.

“Welcome back,” he said with a dark smile, finally nudging it shut with his boot.


Chapter Six

He pulled out of her with a wet slap, his cum spilling hot down her thighs. Arabella sagged against the wall, gasping, her dress bunched around her waist, her breasts bare and swollen.

“Fix yourself,” he ordered, already zipping his jeans.

Her hands shook as she tugged the neckline back over her tits, smoothed the hem of her dress down over her sticky thighs. It clung, the thin fabric already damp with what he’d pumped into her. She dared a glance at him, but he only smirked, scooping his jacket from the hook.

“Come on.”

She blinked. “Where….”

“Out. Just a short walk.”

Her heart skipped.

He didn’t give her time to argue. The front door swung open, and the cool Brixton air hit her flushed skin, the faint trickle of cum running warm between her legs with every step. His hand was firm at her back as he guided her down the narrow street.

It wasn’t far. She could hear it before she saw it, the thrum of bass, the roar of voices, laughter spilling into the night. A rough South London pub, neon flickering above the door, smoke and sweat leaking from the entrance.

He pushed inside.

It was packed. Men crowded the bar, women danced on the low stage, strippers twisting around poles while others gave lap dances at tables. The air was thick with beer, smoke, and perfume, the sound of jeers and cheers deafening.

Arabella froze, every inch of her Chelsea body screaming that she didn’t belong here. But her lover’s hand pressed into the small of her back, steering her forward through the crush, his voice low in her ear.

“Keep your chin up, Bella. Show off those legs. Show off those tits. Let them see what kind of slut you are.”

Her cheeks burned as heads turned. She could feel eyes sliding over her bare thighs, her nipples pushing against the thin dress, the damp patch spreading between her legs where his cum still leaked.

In Chelsea, she would have been admired. Desired.

Here, she was on display.

Her Lover’s hand pressed into the small of her back, guiding her firmly through the crush of bodies. The pub was loud with shouts and laughter, music blaring, strippers twisting on the low stage. But as he led her through, heads turned, voices dipped, and the crowd’s attention followed them.

Arabella felt every stare on her skin, men smirking into their pints, women elbowing each other and whispering, even the strippers pausing mid-routine to watch as the Chelsea girl was paraded past, her dress clinging damp between her thighs.

He didn’t stop at the bar. He steered her straight to the back, where the booths of the VIP area sat raised above the floor. None were taken. The wide leather seats stretched empty in a row, overlooking the chaos below.

He chose the corner booth, sliding in with the air of a man who owned the place. Arabella followed, sinking down beside him, her face hot, her pulse racing. From here, the whole bar stretched out before them, the packed crowd, the dancers, the smoke and sweat and neon, all of it spread wide as if for his entertainment.

And now, she realised with a sick twist of her stomach, for hers too.

The champagne fizzed sharp on Arabella’s tongue, her hands trembling slightly as she raised the flute. The VIP booth gave them a perfect view of the stage, the dancers twisting around poles, men below cheering and waving cash.

Her lover leaned back, one arm heavy along the back of the booth, cigar smoke curling lazily from his lips. His eyes flicked to the girls on stage.

“What do you think of her?” he asked, nodding at a blonde in platform heels, breasts spilling from a neon bra.

Arabella hesitated. “She’s… pretty.”

He smirked. “Just pretty?”

Her cheeks burned. “Sexy,” she admitted softly.

He chuckled, his eyes already sliding to the next, a petite Asian girl, long hair swinging as she straddled a man’s lap in the front row. “And her?”

Arabella swallowed. “Beautiful. Very beautiful.”

He nodded, pleased, sipping his champagne as though they were discussing art at a gallery. Then his gaze snagged on a figure at the far end of the stage, tall, slim, black, her breasts small but high and proud, her cheekbones sharp as a blade. Long legs carried her in graceful strides, her slim waist flaring into a firm, round butt that drew whistles from the crowd. Her big dark eyes glittered in the neon light, her beauty striking in its poise and simplicity.

Her lover’s smile curved. “Yes. That one.”

He raised a hand, beckoning. The girl glanced up, spotted him, and changed her path immediately, weaving through the crowd to the VIP barrier. She knew him, they all did.

When she reached the booth, he pulled a crisp fifty from his wallet and flicked it casually onto the table. “Lap dance,” he said. Then, with a wicked glance at Arabella: “For her.”

Arabella’s breath caught.

The dancer’s gaze slid to her, one brow arched. Then she smirked, stepping into the booth without hesitation. She straddled Arabella’s lap, her skin warm, smooth, smelling faintly of perfume and sweat.

“Relax,” the woman purred, grinding her hips slowly against Arabella’s thighs. Her long legs framed Arabella’s body, her small breasts swaying close to Arabella’s face, her hair brushing Arabella’s cheek.

Arabella’s hands hovered uselessly at her sides, her breath coming faster. She could feel the woman’s firm round butt pressing into her lap, her hips rolling with practiced precision.

Her lover leaned forward, eyes gleaming. “Go on, Bella. Enjoy it. This is what men pay for. And now you get it for free.”

The dancer’s body pressed closer, her mouth brushing Arabella’s ear as she whispered, “He likes watching you squirm.” Then she ground harder, her thigh sliding right between Arabella’s bare legs beneath the thin dress.

Arabella gasped, her cheeks flaming, her lover’s dark chuckle rolling through the booth as he raised his glass in toast.

Arabella gasped, her cheeks flaming, her lover’s dark chuckle rolling through the booth as he raised his glass in toast.

The dancer’s body slid over hers, warm skin and perfume wrapping Arabella in a haze of sensation. Her slim waist twisted, her round butt grinding against Arabella’s thighs, her small breasts swaying close enough that Arabella could feel their heat.

Arabella sat stiff, hands clamped to her sides, cheeks burning. She didn’t dare move, didn’t dare reach.

The dancer leaned close, lips brushing Arabella’s ear. “You know,” she whispered, her breath warm, “the no touch rule doesn’t apply to women.”

Arabella froze.

“Go on,” the dancer purred, pulling her own breast closer, the dusky nipple almost brushing Arabella’s mouth. “Touch me. He’s watching.”

Her lover’s voice rumbled low across the table. “She’s right, Bella. Put those posh hands to use.”

Arabella’s heart hammered. Slowly, trembling, she lifted her hands. Her palms cupped the dancer’s small, high breasts, the nipples stiffening instantly beneath her touch. The dancer arched into it, moaning softly.

“That’s it. Squeeze. Harder.”

Arabella obeyed, her fingers kneading, her thumbs brushing over dark buds.

The dancer ground harder in her lap, then grabbed Arabella’s wrists and guided her hands lower, over the sleek curve of her waist, the swell of her round butt, squeezing it tight. The crowd’s roar rose as another girl spun on the pole, but Arabella heard nothing except the dancer’s taunts, the rustle of her skin, the low chuckle of her lover.

“Good girl,” the dancer teased, guiding Arabella’s hands to her long thighs, spreading them, pressing Arabella’s fingers against the firm muscle. “Feel me. All of me.”

Arabella’s breath came fast, her eyes wide, her lips parting. She stroked, squeezed, explored, breasts, ass, thighs, the dancer moving her like a puppet, teaching her how to touch another woman while her lover sat back, sipping champagne, his cock swelling beneath the table.

The dancer rolled her hips, her breath hot against Arabella’s cheek. Then, with a sudden shift, her lips pressed to Arabella’s.

Arabella stiffened, but the woman’s mouth was insistent, soft and slick, tongue pushing between her lips. Arabella moaned despite herself, kissing back, their tongues tangling as the men at nearby tables craned their necks.

Her Lover leaned back in the booth, a slow grin spreading across his face as he raised his champagne.

The stripper’s hands were quick, clever. While her tongue toyed with Arabella’s, she slipped her fingers to the neckline of the black dress. A tug, a practiced twist, and the thin straps gave way, falling from Arabella’s shoulders.

The cool air hit her skin just as the dancer pulled back from the kiss, her hand cupping one perfect breast, lifting it high.

“Goddamn,” one of the men at the bar muttered, eyes wide.

Arabella gasped, but the dancer only laughed softly, pinching her dusky nipple until it peaked hard, then pulling the other breast free as well. Both sat high and proud, glistening under the neon light, on full display to the pub below.

The stripper ground harder in her lap, one hand still mauling her tits, the other tangled in her hair as if to keep her in place. She pressed their mouths together again, kissing Arabella deeply while her perfect Chelsea breasts bounced and swayed openly for the room.

Her Lover exhaled smoke slowly, eyes gleaming. “There we go. Show them what you’re really made for.”

Arabella whimpered into the kiss, her body betraying her, nipples stiff, cunt wet, her shame spread wide as the crowd began to notice, murmurs and laughter rolling up toward the VIP booth

As Arabella kissed back, moaning softly into the stripper’s mouth, the other woman took her time playing with her. Strong hands mauled and squeezed Arabella’s perfect breasts, thumbs rolling over stiff nipples, pulling and twisting them until Arabella gasped against her lips. Each gasp only spurred the dancer on, her tongue pushing deeper, her hips grinding harder into Arabella’s lap.

Slowly, the attention of the bar shifted. Men who had been watching the stage turned away, drinks in hand, their eyes dragging upward to the VIP corner where the Chelsea girl sat pinned and kissed, her breasts exposed and abused by another woman. Even the strippers on stage glanced over, their routines losing the crowd as murmurs spread, the show on the floor forgotten in favour of the spectacle above.

Arabella shivered under the heat of so many eyes, her shame magnified by the realisation, she was no longer just kissing for her Lover. She was performing for the entire pub.

The stripper’s mouth left hers, a glint of mischief in her dark eyes. She tugged Arabella’s head down, pressing it firmly into her chest.

“Kiss them,” she ordered over the throb of music, her voice husky but commanding. “Go on, pretty girl. Kiss my tits.”

Arabella whimpered, her face hot, but the woman held her there, small breasts pressing against Arabella’s parted lips. She kissed hesitantly at first, then gasped as her mouth was pulled harder against soft skin, the stripper rolling a nipple against her tongue.

“Good slut,” the dancer purred, arching her back so Arabella’s lips dragged over both dusky buds. She gripped Arabella by the hair, guiding her, making her suckle one nipple then the other, pulling moans from her throat that the crowd below could clearly hear.

The bar roared approval, men laughing, some clapping, strippers on the stage shaking their heads with smirks as their own spotlight dimmed. All eyes were on the Chelsea girl in the VIP booth, her face buried in another woman’s breasts, her Lover sipping champagne beside her like a king surveying his prize.

The stripper arched higher, dragging Arabella’s mouth lower. Her taut, flat stomach pressed against Arabella’s lips, then her navel, the scent of perfume and sweat filling her nose.

And then she lifted further, one long leg slung over the booth, grinding her hips forward. Arabella’s face was shoved between them.

There was no escape. The dancer’s hands held her head tight, forcing her mouth into the slick heat of her folds.

“Lick,” the woman hissed. “Use that Chelsea tongue.”

Arabella whimpered, her lips and tongue dragged across soft, wet flesh. The taste was sharp, musky, overwhelming. The dancer ground harder against her face, smearing herself over Arabella’s mouth until she had no choice but to open wider, sucking, licking, searching desperately.

The crowd below erupted, laughter, shouts, jeers. Men elbowed each other, pointing up at the spectacle of the posh girl eating pussy in the VIP booth. Even the strippers on stage had stopped moving, watching with smirks as their spotlight was stolen.

Arabella’s tongue finally found it, the hard little nub buried in the folds. She latched on instinctively, sucking it into her mouth, swirling her tongue over it. The dancer gasped, fingers tightening in her hair.

“That’s it,” she moaned, grinding down harder. “Suck it, slut. Make me come.”

Arabella obeyed, licking, sucking, whimpering into the stripper’s cunt while her Lover lounged back in the booth, champagne glass raised, smoke curling from his cigar.

His prize. His show.

The stripper held Arabella’s head firm between her thighs, fingers tangled deep in her hair, grinding her wet folds against Arabella’s mouth.

Arabella did as she was bid. She licked and sucked, slurping into the black woman’s cunt, her tongue working frantically over the folds. She circled the hard nub of her clit, sucking it deep into her mouth, then pushed lower, tongue sliding into her wet little hole, tasting her slick heat.

The dancer moaned, rocking harder against Arabella’s face, using her like nothing more than a toy. Every sound Arabella made, every gagging lick, every muffled whimper, was swallowed by the woman’s cunt and the roar of the bar below.

The men in the crowd went wild, shouting, cheering, pointing. Some laughed, some whistled, one even raised his glass and toasted the scene unfolding above them. The strippers on stage had stopped dancing entirely, watching with amused smirks as the Chelsea girl’s perfect face was smeared with another woman’s juices in the VIP booth.

Notes fluttered through the smoky air as the men below began throwing money, tens, twenties, even the odd fifty, up onto the VIP platform. Bills scattered across the floor at Arabella’s knees, some catching in her wet hair, one sticking to her slick breast.

“Worth every penny!” someone hollered, laughter rolling through the crowd.

Arabella’s cheeks burned hotter as she realised, they weren’t just watching her. They were paying her. Treating her like she belonged to the stage, like she was just another dancer for sale.

Her Lover leaned back, smoke curling from his lips, his grin pure satisfaction. “Look at that, Bella. They think you’re worth tipping.”

Arabella’s jaw ached, her tongue raw, but the stripper never let her rest. Fingers knotted in her hair, she rode Arabella’s mouth harder, grinding her wet folds down, forcing her deeper.

“Keep licking,” she gasped, voice breaking. “Suck it….yes, suck my clit….don’t stop, slut.”

Arabella obeyed, sucking the hard nub into her mouth, tongue flicking fast, then plunging lower to fuck her wet little hole with frantic strokes. Slurping, licking, swallowing every drop, her moans muffled into the woman’s cunt.

The dancer’s thighs clamped tight around her head, muscles trembling, her back arching as the heat broke. With a cry that cut through the music, she came hard, grinding against Arabella’s mouth, soaking her face with her release.

The crowd roared. Men banged tables, shouting and laughing, while the strippers on stage clapped and whistled at the sight of Chelsea’s perfect princess smothered in another woman’s cum.

Arabella gasped for air when the dancer finally eased off, her face slick, cheeks glistening, lips wet and swollen. She blinked up, humiliated and dripping, as the stripper leaned back with a satisfied smirk, still holding her hair like a leash.

“Good little whore,” she purred for all to hear. “She eats pussy like she was born for it.”

Her Lover only exhaled smoke, raising his glass lazily. “Told you she was perfect.”

Arabella knelt there in the booth, face soaked, shame burning hot, while the pub roared its approval.

The stripper released her grip on Arabella’s hair at last and slid gracefully down from her lap. For a moment Arabella thought it was over, but then the woman crouched low, her eyes glittering as she reached for Arabella’s ankles.

Before Arabella could protest, her legs were yanked forward, her body dragged to the very edge of the leather seat. Her short black dress was shoved up around her waist, bunched tight like nothing more than a belt, leaving her naked above and below.

Gasps and laughter rolled up from the bar as the stripper pushed her thighs apart, forcing her legs high and wide, her glistening cunt and swollen clit bared shamelessly to the crowd.

Arabella whimpered, trying to cover herself, but the woman slapped her hands away with a sharp grin.

“Let them see,” the stripper purred, then dropped her head between Arabella’s legs.

The first lick made Arabella’s hips buck, a sharp cry escaping her throat. The dancer’s tongue was relentless, sliding through her folds, circling her clit, dipping into her wet, ruined hole. Arabella’s hands clawed helplessly at the leather seat as the woman devoured her, every slurp and suck magnified by the roar of the men below.

“Fuck, look at that posh slut getting eaten out,” someone shouted.

Bills rained up again, twenties, fifties, fluttering down around Arabella’s naked body as the stripper lapped greedily at her cunt, spreading her wider with both hands, holding her open for the pub’s full view.

Arabella’s moans grew louder, shame and pleasure tangling until her thighs trembled violently, her body already building toward another climax under the other woman’s mouth.

Arabella’s head tipped back against the booth, her hair wild, her chest heaving. The stripper’s tongue worked her mercilessly, circling her clit, plunging into her wet hole, then lapping back up again to suck and tease until Arabella was trembling uncontrollably.

Her thighs tried to close, but the woman’s grip was iron, holding her wide open, displaying every shudder to the crowd.

“Look at her go,” a man shouted. “Posh bitch’s loving it!”

Arabella whimpered, her moans spilling louder, desperate, her hips grinding helplessly into the stripper’s mouth. She could hear the jeers, the whistles, the roar of approval, but it only pushed her higher, the shame and pleasure twisting tight inside her.

Then it broke.

With a strangled cry she came, hard, her cunt clenching around nothing, wetness spilling into the stripper’s mouth as her thighs shook and her toes curled. She sobbed against her own hand, muffling the sounds as the dancer licked her through it, tongue and lips sucking greedily until Arabella sagged against the booth, ruined and spent.

The pub erupted. Men cheered, money rained up toward the VIP booth again, tens, twenties, fifties, bills sticking to Arabella’s thighs and belly as she lay open, dripping, face crimson with shame.

The stripper finally lifted her head, lips wet and glistening, smirking at the crowd before leaning down to kiss Arabella’s trembling mouth, sharing the taste of her own release with her.

Her Lover sat back in the booth, glass raised, a slow grin curling his lips. “Perfect,” he drawled. “Now they all know exactly what you are.”

The crowd was still roaring, money scattered across the VIP platform, bills sticking to Arabella’s thighs and belly, one plastered damply against her breast.

Her Lover exhaled smoke, grinning at the stripper. “Pick it up. It’s yours, baby.”

The dancer didn’t need to be told twice. She rose gracefully from between Arabella’s trembling legs, tugging her skirt back down as she crouched to collect the notes. Tens, twenties, even a few fifties, all scooped into her hands. Some were damp, streaked from sweat, drink, or where they’d clung to Arabella’s wet skin, but she didn’t care.

She stacked them into a thick wad, her eyes wide, her smirk curling. She had never made so much in one evening; in one week.

“Worth it,” she murmured, flashing a grin at her Lover before tucking the wad deep into her bra.

Arabella sat slumped on the booth, her chest bare, her dress bunched at her waist, her pussy still glistening and open. She saw it all, cheeks burning, her shame turned into another woman’s payday.

Her Lover slid an arm around her shoulders, pulling her in close, his voice low and satisfied. “See, Bella? Even your shame has value.”


Chapter Seven

Her Lover tugged Arabella’s crumpled dress from her body, the thin fabric little more than a rag after all it had been through. He tossed it aside without a glance, leaving her bare and trembling in the smoky amber light of the VIP platform.

“On your knees,” he told her, patting the edge of the booth.

She obeyed, sliding down until she knelt at the very front of the raised platform, naked, flushed, streaked with spit and juice, the entire pub staring at her like she was tonight’s headline act.

Her Lover rose, stretching his broad shoulders, and turned to the crowd with a grin that was all possession and swagger. His cigar glowed as he raised it in salute.

“Alright, lads,” he drawled, voice carrying over the music. “Who wants a turn with her mouth?”

The crowd roared, surging closer to the VIP barrier, bills waving in the smoky air.

“Twenty for a blowjob,” he said lazily. “But don’t waste my time. It better be a big cock.”

Laughter and jeers rippled through the pub. Men shoved forward, shouting, waving notes. “Here, bruv!” “I’m in!” “Take mine, she won’t forget it!”

Her Lover’s eyes scanned the crowd, sharp and assessing. Finally, he nodded at one.

“You. Show me the money and your cock.”

A young black man pushed forward, tall, probably twenty-five, grinning ear to ear as he slapped a note into her Lover’s hand and unzipped. His cock was already half-hard, swelling thick and heavy, the kind of size that made the men around him whistle and jeer.

Her Lover pulled him up onto the platform, right in front of Arabella’s wide eyes. He gave her hair a sharp tug, forcing her to look at it.

“There you go, Bella,” he murmured darkly. “Earn it.”

The man stepped closer, his big cock hanging inches from her lips, the crowd surging and cheering behind him.

The young man stepped forward, cock thickening in his fist as he stroked it once, grinning at the sight of Arabella kneeling naked before him. The crowd pressed closer to the barrier, the air thick with smoke and sweat, jeers and whistles cutting through the music.

Her Lover yanked her hair back, forcing her to look up. “Open,” he ordered.

Arabella’s lips parted obediently, her cheeks blazing as the man pushed forward. The blunt head spread her lips wide, then slid across her tongue. The weight of it filled her mouth instantly, heavy and hot, stretching her jaw.

“Jesus, look at that posh mouth take it,” someone shouted from below.

The man groaned as he pushed deeper, gripping the back of her head. Her throat clenched, gagging as he hit the back, spit bubbling at the corners of her lips. He laughed low and rough, holding her there until she sputtered, then yanking her back so his cock slapped wetly across her cheek.

The crowd roared approval. Notes fluttered up toward the platform again, tens, twenties, even more fifties, landing around her knees, sticking to her spit-slick chest.

Her Lover smirked, plucking one damp note from her thigh and tucking it into his pocket. “Earned, Bella,” he murmured. “Now show him what else that Chelsea tongue can do.”

Arabella whimpered but obeyed. She wrapped her lips tight around the shaft, bobbing her head as she slobbered over the thick length, her hands resting against his thighs for balance. Her spit ran down the shaft, dripping onto her breasts, her hair sticking to her wet face as the man bucked harder into her mouth.

“Fucking hell, she’s good,” the man groaned, thrusting fast now, his cock hitting her throat with every stroke. The sound of her gagging only made the crowd louder, chants of “Swallow it! Take it all!” echoing up from the floor.

Her Lover’s hand never left her hair, controlling her pace, forcing her deeper when she faltered. Her throat convulsed, eyes streaming, but she kept sucking, licking, milking him with her mouth until his body jerked.

With a groan he came, thick spurts flooding her throat. Arabella choked, coughing as the hot mess spilled down her chin, dripping onto her bare tits, staining her skin. The crowd howled with laughter and cheers, money raining down again as the man pulled back, tucking himself away with a satisfied grin.

Arabella knelt there, gasping, cum smeared across her lips and chest, cash sticking to her wet skin. Her Lover leaned down, cupping her jaw roughly, making her face the crowd.

“Twenty well spent, eh boys?” he called, and the pub erupted.

Arabella sagged forward, spit and cum dripping down her chin, the crowd still roaring approval. Notes littered the floor around her knees, damp and crumpled from where they’d stuck to her body.

Her Lover tapped his cigar, voice cutting through the noise. “Pick it up, Bella. Every last note.”

Shame burned as she crawled across the VIP platform, naked, gathering the scattered money into her trembling hands. Her bare breasts swung, her ass glowing crimson as she reached and crawled, the crowd jeering at the sight. When she had it all clutched to her chest, she knelt again, looking up at him with wide, wet eyes.

He stood, gesturing for the men below to quiet. “Alright, move back. Show’s over.”

The crowd groaned but obeyed, still laughing, still pointing, still drunk on the spectacle. Then he beckoned the strippers forward, one by one, their heels clicking on the floor as they joined him at the booth.

“Divide it up,” he told Arabella, nodding at the wad in her hands. “They don’t lose out because of you.”

Her cheeks burned hotter as she crawled to each dancer, handing out notes, splitting the pile as best she could under his watchful eye. The women smirked, some laughing, one even patting her cheek as she pressed damp twenties into her palm.

When the last note was handed over, her Lover plucked a single bill from his pocket, the twenty the young man had given him. He held it up between two fingers, showing it to the crowd.

“Chelsea princess,” he announced, his grin sharp and wicked. “You earned this.”

The pub erupted in laughter and cheers as he leaned down and shoved the note into her hand, patting her cheek like a child given pocket money. Arabella’s face flamed crimson, her naked body trembling under the roar of amusement.

Satisfied, he shrugged out of his heavy jacket and threw it around her shoulders. It barely covered her ass, but it was enough to mark her as his. He pulled her to her feet, holding her close against his chest.

“Come on,” he murmured, guiding her toward the steps. The crowd parted as he led her out, still clapping, still laughing, their jeers following her as the doors closed behind them and the night air hit her sticky skin.


Epilogue

The flat was quiet. Too quiet for nearly midday, the city hum muted behind the tall Chelsea windows. Arabella stepped out of the bathroom, a towel in her hand, steam still curling from the shower. She let the towel fall, standing naked in front of the mirror.

Her body bore the story of the last nights.

Her ass was still crimson, faint handprints glowing where she had been spanked and slapped raw. Bruises dotted her hips, her breasts, her thighs. Her lips were still a little swollen, her skin faintly marked where cocks had slapped against her cheeks.

She traced the evidence with her fingers, her reflection staring back with wide, shameful eyes. She remembered it all.

The members club, bent over, filled, used by four men while they laughed and mocked her. The strip pub, dragged on stage, soaked in another woman’s climax, then spread wide and made to cum in front of a crowd. Her second lesbian experience, the taste of her, the moans against her tongue, and how much, to her shame, she had enjoyed it.

Her cheeks flushed. She thought of her own circle now, her Chelsea girlfriends with their glossy hair and perfect dresses, laughing over champagne. She wondered, which of them would she want between her thighs? Which one would she dare to push down onto her knees?

Her hand had drifted without thought, fingers sliding between her legs. She was already wet, the memories and fantasies twining together, her clit aching for touch.

She leaned closer to the mirror, her breath fogging the glass, her fingers circling faster. She saw herself, perfect, beautiful, marked, ruined, and her body shuddered.

The climax broke over her in a hot rush, her thighs trembling, her mouth parting in a helpless cry. She leaned her forehead against the mirror, gasping, as her fingers slowed, wetness dripping down her thighs.

When it passed, she opened her eyes and met her reflection.

Shame. Desire.

And the knowledge that this was only the beginning.


Book Four Teaser

Arabella has crossed every line she thought she had.
She has been fucked in back rooms, shared between men, and made to cum under another woman’s tongue in front of a baying crowd.

But her Lover isn’t finished.

This time, he wants her to bring one of her Chelsea girlfriends into his world, the champagne girls with polished nails and glossy hair, who have no idea what Arabella has become. Her first taste of sex with a friend will spiral into betrayal, corruption, and surrender, until Arabella is made to share her new toy with him.

And the public? They haven’t had enough. The Chelsea Princess turned cheap whore is about to be offered again, displayed, degraded, and used in ways that leave no doubt, she isn’t just his anymore. She’s everyone’s.
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