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INTRO

Scarlett Rose Montgomery, a 29-year-old woman, stunningly beautiful with a striking appearance that’s always attracting the eye. Her long, flowing red hair was vibrant and full, shining like fire when the light caught it. The red colour of her hair contrasted beautifully with her very pale, almost porcelain-like skin. Her skin, very smooth, flawless, and a creamy tone, giving her a delicate and elegant look. The pale skin colour made her stand out, adding to her unique beauty.

Her face was soft and feminine, with gentle, rounded features. She had a heart-shaped face, which gave her a sweet, youthful appearance. Her eyes bright and full of life, an amazing emerald green, which popped against her pale skin and red hair. Her eyelashes were long, framing her eyes perfectly, that made them even more striking. Her eyebrows neatly shaped and suiting her face, that added expression to her looks. She had full, rosy lips giving her face an inviting and warm feel, especially when she smiled.

Her body was curvy and voluptuous, with a figure that many people would admire. She had full firm 34C breasts which gave her a shapely upper body. Her chest very noticeable, and it complemented the rest of her curvy figure. She had a small waist, which made her curves even more defined and added to her hourglass figure.

One of her most striking features was her lovely full firm ass. Her hips rounded, and her behind full and perfectly heart shaped. This added to her feminine, curvy figure and gave her an alluring, attractive silhouette from every angle. She carried her curves with confidence and grace, moving with elegance and poise.

Her legs were toned and shapely, supporting her above average height of five foot eight inches. She often walked with a confident stride, knowing that she looked stunning. Overall, her physical appearance was a combination of striking features: vibrant red hair, very pale skin, a fuller bust, a heart-shaped round bottom, and a graceful, curvy figure. Everything about her appearance came together to create an image of beauty, elegance, and charm, making her stand out wherever she went.

Scarlet worked in a very smart office in the heart of the business district in Manchester, UK. She was a secretary to a PA for the CEO of the posh firm, but she was very ambitious and had quickly learned she could use her looks and her stunning figure to full effect to speed her way up the ladder. Her immediate boss, frigid old Ms. Pendleton, a very thin woman in her mid-fifties, always seemed very stiff and erect, was sat at her desk looking over the rim of her steel framed spectacle judging everybody who came into her office. Scarlet knew nobody liked the ‘old woman’, as everybody referred to her, and she thought, if she played her cards right, she could have her job. It would mean instead of earning a poultry £27,000 per year she would be on over £40K, or so she thought. That was her initial ambition, and Scarlet was very ambitious and willing to use her abilities and her natural talents to attain her goals.

The CEO was Alexander Pearce, a very attractive man in his late forties; tall, strong, and confident. He’s six feet tall or more and has a strong, fit physique that showed he took care of his health. His broad shoulders and straight posture made him look powerful and in control. His facial features, sharp and well-defined, he had a strong jawline and a straight nose. His skin clear and he was well-groomed, a man who takes good care of himself and ensures he looks very good at work.

His hair was thick, neatly styled, slightly greying at the temples, adding charm and wisdom to his appearance. His eyes, bright and focused, showing intelligence and determination. He had a warm, confident smile, with straight, white teeth. His overall look very polished and professional, wearing well-fitted suits that highlighted his physique. His hands, well-kept, showing attention to detail. Everything about him radiated success, confidence, and control.

Scarlet had always found older guys more attractive. Even back in college, she found her 18-19-year-old classmates very immature and quite unattractive. Even at 18 she’d preferred going out with guys in their late twenties and early thirties. She hadn’t had a boyfriend under 30 and had only ever had sex twice with an under 30-year-old, the first had been 27 when she was 19 and the second when she was on her beach holiday she’d been drunk and allowed an 18-year-old boy into her knickers. That had been a big mistake, when drunk, he’d shot his loud within five minutes leaving her completely unsatisfied. Scarlet just wasn’t into boys.

Scarlet thought Mr, Pearce was a very good-looking older man and from her first day at work had been determined to have an affair with him and then use that to get what she wanted. Scarlet was a clever young woman but maybe not as clever as she thought she was.

Within six months she was having the affair she had hoped for and at least once a week after all the other staff had gone home, she would have sex with Alexander, usually in his office. But he also liked to be a little more adventurous and had fucked her in the main conference room, across Ms Pendleton’s desk, in the men’s toilets downstairs in the main office and in the office kitchen over the sink. He had been trying to take her in as many of the different office rooms as possible. One special time for Scarlet had been on top of Ms Pendleton’s desk, and she had even managed to squirt over some papers on the desk, then let the mix of her and his juices dribble out into the centre of the desk when he pulled out. They had both laughed and left it to dry overnight for the PA to find it in the morning wondering what the strange stains were. 

Scarlet had been fucking Mr. Pearce now for nearly three months and, as yet, hadn’t got to discussing her future prospects, although he had convinced her to wear more and more revealing and sexy outfits, even sending her out with his credit card to buy specific things he wanted her to wear the next day. This was the only real benefit obtained so far, she now had some really expensive sexy skirts and suits, some amazing expensive sexy lingerie. He often had her come in wearing a mid-thigh tight skirt, with hold-ups, where the tops would be visible when she sat down and often early in the morning ask her into the office to take off and give him her little panties for him to keep until he fucked that evening.


RECAP

Scarlet had been fucking Mr. Pearce now for nearly three months and, as yet, hadn’t got to discussing her future prospects, although he had convinced her to wear more and more revealing and sexy outfits, even sending her out with his credit card to buy specific things he wanted her to wear the next day. This was the only real benefit obtained so far, she now had some really expensive sexy skirts and suits, some amazing expensive sexy lingerie. He often had her come in wearing a mid-thigh tight skirt, with hold-ups, where the tops would be visible when she sat down and often early in the morning ask her into the office to take off and give him her little panties for him to keep until he fucked that evening.

One particular evening when, unbeknownst to either of our main protagonists’ things were going to take a very different turn. Neither of them was aware that Jaden Cruz, the office boy, just 18 years old, was still working. He had fallen behind with his work, since he too often spent time trying to chat up the different girls who worked at the office or in the nearby deli where most of the staff went for their lunch.

Jaden was a very attractive, youthful, energetic young man of mixed race, giving him a unique blend of features that made him stand out. His skin, smooth and a warm, medium tone, reflected his mixed heritage. He had a very fit and muscular build, with strong arms and a broad chest, showed that he took fitness seriously. His muscles well-defined, but not overly bulky, gave him a balanced, athletic look. At 5'10" tall, he had good posture that made him appear confident and full of energy.

Jaden was very handsome and youthful, with a nice, symmetrical shape. He had a defined jawline and high cheekbones that added to his striking looks. His eyes, bright and full of life, were a striking pale blue-grey, added to his unique appearance and made him even more attractive. His hair, short and neat, curly, and it suited his youthful vibe. His smile, one of his best features, confident, and lit up his face, showing off his white, straight teeth.

He had caught Mr. Pearce fucking Scarlet, and she was totally naked. Jaden had a great angle seeing her bent over, her incredible pale white heart-shaped ass completely on show, with several very red hand marks from the boss’s hard slaps, and the boss’s big cock pumping in and out of Scarlet’s little pink pussy. Jaden had never before seen such a little pussy so pink, and he thought it looked beautiful. Especially when glistening with her juices that were also coating Mr. Pearce’s thrusting cock.

Jaden stood and watched for a moment, a large bulge in the front of his tight trousers showing his arousal from the sight in front of him. His quick mind came to his senses, and he took out his phone and started recoding the lewd scene.

Since then, Jaden had blackmailed Scarlet into performing some very hot sex acts for him as well as catching Scarlet and Mr. Pearce a second and third time to record more of their lewd behaviour and get even more material to encourage the beautiful woman to do his behest.

Last week our heroine had experienced one of the most humiliating experiences at the hands of her stalker, when he had gotten her to insert a remote controlled lovesence-sex-toy into her little pussy for the afternoon in the office. This meant he could control the stimulation of her pussy. Keeping her on edge all afternoon but then she had been called to Mr. Pearce’s office, and he had seen the device and used his belt on her luscious round ass. That had been the most painful thing she had ever felt and left her beautiful ass striped with red welts.

Eventually Jaden had arranged for them to meet, and she had spent an amazing weekend of sex including losing her anal virginity.  Then he had her wear a butt-plug to work and Mr. Pearce had seen and also thoroughly enjoyed fucking her tight little anal chute.


Chapter One

On Thursday night Jaden had come home from work with Scarlet, and they had spent the evening in her room having sex. After fucking both her tight little holes they were now lying in bed snuggled together. This was something very special for the young woman as her sexual relationship with Mr. Pearce, and all her previous relationships, had been about sex only. With Mr. Pearce particularly was basically just being bent over some office furniture and having her little pussy thoroughly railed. Although this week it now included her arse as well.

Jaden: “Babe, I want to take you out Saturday night, show you off, but we need to go shopping during the day and buy you something very sexy.”

Scarlet, feeling spoilt by this young man in a way that Mr. Pearce had never done; “OMG! That would be amazing.”

Jaden: “But, Babe, I don’t have the money to buy you the sort of outfit a woman as beautiful as you deserve. What’s the chance you could get Mr. Pearce’s gold card tomorrow.

The next day Jaden watched the beautiful Scarlet get dressed. He made some suggestions, which thong to wear, a little bright red one, very skimpy, mesh and totally see-though, which thigh length tight skirt, showing off her round ass and which little white, almost transparent blouse. Then the tables turned, and Scarlet watched as Janed came out of the shower, his beautiful brown physique glistening with water, his chiselled chest and rippling six pack.

“Fuck!” Thought Scarlet, “There are some real benefits of going out with a young good looking black man.”

Then he threw off the small towel and his thick flaccid cock swung heavily between his toned thighs.

Once dressed, he instructed Scarlet to ruck up her skirt, bend over facing away from the mirror and take a hot, sexy picture of her full round ass with the strip of the red thong between her alabaster ass cheeks then he told her to send it the picture to Mr. Pearce.


Chapter Two

Scarlett Rose Montgomery stepped into the office building just as the clock struck nine. The morning sun caught her hair as she walked through the glass doors, setting her red curls aglow like flames in the wind. The security guard at the front desk nodded politely, eyes briefly flicking to her. People always noticed her. She didn’t do anything to attract attention. She just had that look—vivid, striking, like a painting you couldn’t help but glance at twice.

But today, Scarlett barely noticed any of it.

She had one thought on her mind. One person.

Jaden.

Even his name stirred something in her chest. A flutter. A warmth. It was new, this feeling. Exciting. Strange. Sweet. Confusing.

She moved across the polished lobby, her heels clicking softly on the floor. Every step brought her closer to the office. And to him.

He worked in the mailroom. The office boy. A title that didn’t suit him at all. There was nothing small or boyish about Jaden. He was tall, with smooth brown skin and sharp, handsome features that made her stomach turn every time she looked at him. His smile was quiet but strong, like it held secrets. His eyes held kindness, but also something deeper—like he’d seen things, like he understood more than he said.

He was mixed race—black and white, she thought—and there was something about the contrast in his features, his presence, that made him stand out in a way that drew her in completely. He wasn’t loud or flashy. He didn’t try to be noticed. But he was. Especially by her.

Scarlett tried to act normal as she made her way to the elevator, but her heart was already beating faster. She hadn’t even seen him in the office yet this morning, and already she felt the effect of him. She’d only left him at the flat an hour ago.

“This is silly,” she thought as the elevator doors slid closed. “I’m twenty-nine. I should be over silly crushes. I’m a grown woman. I have responsibilities. A job. A reputation.”

But none of that stopped the feeling. The quiet buzz inside her whenever he was near. The way she looked forward to mornings now, just for the chance to see him bringing the mail cart through the rows of desks. The way she found excuses to go downstairs. The way she smiled just a little too brightly when he smiled at her.

The elevator dinged on the fifth floor. Her floor.

Scarlett stepped out, her shoulders straight, her expression calm. She made her way to her desk, nodding to a few coworkers as she passed. No one knew about her feelings for Jaden. No one could know. What would they think? The beautiful paralegal with the flawless skin and designer heels falling for the office boy? Her twenty-nine and him just eighteen, what are people going to say? It would be gossip for weeks.

But she didn’t care. Not really. Not deep down.

She sat at her desk and turned on her computer. The screen blinked to life, casting a dull blue glow on her pale face. Around her, the office buzzed softly with the usual morning noise—keyboards tapping, phones ringing, printers whirring. It was familiar. Predictable. Comforting, in a way.

And yet, she hated it.

Not all the time. Just lately.

It wasn’t the people, or the job itself. She was good at her work. Well! She was as good as any of the other women who worked here. She was just more ambitious. She’d had the ear of Mr. Pearce now for more than six months. She knew how to play the game. She’d had his cock in her mouth, her pussy and her arse and she believed she had him wrapped around her little finger.

But the office was dull. The lights were too bright. The walls too beige. Everything felt grey and slow, like time itself moved differently in here.

“It’s like being wrapped in paper, she thought sometimes. Clean, white, safe—but so very dry.”

And now, with love blooming quietly in her chest, the dullness of it all felt even worse. Because inside her, everything was bright. Sharp. Alive.

“How can I feel so full of colour,” she thought, “in a place that feels so faded?”

She tapped a few keys, opened her calendar, and scanned the day’s agenda. Meetings. Spreadsheets. Emails. A long list of tasks that felt suddenly empty.

Her eyes drifted toward the hallway. Any minute now, he might come by. Maybe with a stack of envelopes. Maybe with that cheeky smile and the banter for the ladies.

Scarlett leaned back in her chair and sighed.

Being in love should be thrilling. And it was. In pieces. In glances. In little moments that filled her like sunlight through cracks in the wall.

But it was also a kind of torture.

Because she had to sit here, day after day, acting like nothing had changed. Like she wasn’t thinking about him all the time. Like her chest didn’t flutter, her pussy tingle, every time she heard the mail cartwheels squeak down the hallway. Like she didn’t replay every small interaction in her mind at night before she fell asleep.

She was a woman in love.

And she was stuck in an office.

Scarlett stared at the blank screen in front of her. The white arrow cursor seemed to mock her.

She wanted to do something wild. Bold. Romantic. She wanted to walk up to him, tell him how she felt, take his hand and take him inside of her. Oh! That big black cock!

But that wasn’t real life. That wasn’t how things worked.

Instead, she opened her inbox.

New emails flooded in like a tide. She read them, answered a few, flagged others. She moved through her to-do list like a ghost. Her fingers worked, her mind worked, but her heart... her heart was somewhere else entirely.

She thought of his voice. It was warm, a little rough around the edges, like a favourite song played through an old record player. When he said her name, it felt like he meant it. Like he really saw her.

Last week, he’d brought a package to her desk. Nothing special. Just office supplies.

But he’d smiled at her. And she’d smiled back. And for one second, the entire office had melted away.

Just her and him, standing there, smiling like they were in on some quiet, beautiful secret.

She thought about that moment now and felt her cheeks warm.

“This is madness,” she thought again. “I barely know him. I don’t even know how much he likes me back. I know his big black cock likes my tits and arse. But does he like ‘ME’?”

But she couldn’t help it.

She reached for her coffee cup, now cold, and sipped it anyway. Her eyes flicked once more toward the hallway.

Still no sign of him.

Scarlett slumped a little in her chair. She felt like two people: the serious, professional woman who showed up every day, and the soft, dreaming woman who watched the door for a boy with warm eyes and a kind smile.

And those two people didn’t seem to fit together.

One was bored to death with data entry. The other was in love.

“Is this what love is supposed to feel like?” she wondered. “Like flying and falling at the same time?”

The phone on her desk rang. She picked it up, answered it, handled it, hung up. Another task done. Another minute passed.

She looked at the clock. Nine-forty-two AM.

Still early. Still plenty of time left in the long, dull workday.

Scarlett opened an important legal document and started reading through, her eyes following the text automatically. Her mind wandered.

She thought about what he was doing right now. Maybe sorting mail. Maybe lifting boxes. Maybe writing something down in that little black notebook he sometimes carried in his back pocket.

She wondered what he wrote in it. Thoughts? Poetry? Names?

“Would my name ever be in there? Does he write anything about the sex?”

Her heart fluttered again, and she sighed, resting her chin in her hand.

How could love feel so sweet and so slow at the same time?

The hours stretched ahead like a desert. Empty. Hot. Long.

But somewhere in that desert was an oasis.

And his name was Jaden.

She smiled softly to herself. Even boredom felt better when she had someone to think about. Even dullness had a little spark in it.

Maybe she’d see him today. Maybe he’d stop by. Maybe they’d talk for a moment. Maybe he’d ask her something—something simple, like “How’s your morning?”—but say it in that voice that made her insides melt.

And maybe, just maybe, she’d say something that made him smile again.

That was all she needed, really.

One smile. One glance.

Enough to carry her through another day in the office.

Scarlett Rose Montgomery, stunning and smart, elegant and sharp, sat quietly at her desk in a grey sea of sameness, dreaming of his big dark eyes and warm skin and the slow, steady rhythm of a love that had only just begun.

And though her world felt split between the blandness of work and the brightness of her heart, she knew one thing for certain:

She would sit through a thousand boring days, if it meant seeing him at the end of them.

But he had set her a task. She had to see Mr. Pearce and get the platinum credit card for shopping this Saturday afternoon. That shouldn’t be too hard with what she was wearing. Although now she didn’t really want to feel his white cock inside of her, she wanted Jaden’s long thick black cock.


Chapter Three

It was just before lunch when the tedium of Scarlet’s work was interrupted by Ms. Pendleton, the office manager and senior secretary who was Scarlet’s immediate boss and whose job Scarlet has her eyes set on; “Scarlet, Mr. Pearce wants to see you immediately.”

The pretence amused Scarlet somewhat. She was the only one of the secretaries that was regularly called into his office for ‘extra duties’. She very rarely was actually given any extra work and often arrived back at her desk a little dishevelled. But Mr. Pearce did not want anybody in the office to know about their affair. Of course, no one was going to speak openly about the regular extra time Scarlet spent in his office. The very fashionable items of clothing she would wear to the office; well beyond her salary would normally be able to afford. And the fact that Scarlet often wore very sexy, revealing outfits. To be fair no one else here looked good enough to wear fashionable sexy outfits.

Such was the case today. Jaden had helped her pick out a very tight mid-thigh pencil skirt that especially showed off her full round ass. A very tight white blouse that was of a thin material and her red bra was visible. Under her skirt she was wearing a very small bright red thong.

Scarlet rose and walked to Mr. Pearce’s office, ignoring some of the knowing looks she received from the other women. She knocked on the door.

Scarlett stood just outside Mr. Pearce’s office, her hand raised and hovering a few inches from the door.

Her heart thudded loudly in her chest. It was the kind of heavy, anxious beat that filled her ears and made it hard to think. She took a slow breath in. Held it. Let it out. But the tightness in her chest didn’t ease.

“Just knock,” she told herself. “Just get it over with.”

But her hand refused to move.

This wasn’t just any meeting. This wasn’t about work or reports or project updates. This was personal. Too personal. She felt it in her stomach—a tight knot of fear, guilt, and something like regret.

Her other hand gripped the folder she was holding. She knew exactly what would be required. She would have to show Mr. Pearce her gorgeous body. He would probably take her thong and leave her pussy naked for the rest of the day. He might spank her.

But she had to do it. She was doing it now for her and for Jaden.

Whatever "it" had been between her and Mr. Pearce, it had gone on too long. It had started as something small. Flirting. Her wearing sexy, revealing outfits. Then he had asked her out for a drink and taken her to a very posh West End hotel. That had been enough, and they had spent the night together. She couldn’t even remember the excuse he had made up for his wife. The sex had been good. He knew what to do. Better than some boy. Well, until Jaden.

At the time, it had felt like excitement. Danger. Power, even. He was older, successful, confident. He had control over so much in the office, and when he looked at her, he made her feel seen.

But now—now it felt like a weight she didn’t want to carry anymore.

Everything had changed.

She had fallen for someone else.

Jaden...

His name floated into her mind like a soft whisper. His smile. His eyes. The way he looked at her, not like a prize or a secret, but like a person. A whole person. With thoughts. With feelings. With dreams.

She had never felt like this before. Not with Mr. Pearce. Not with anyone. She had surprised herself. She couldn’t believe she had a ‘boyfriend.’ ‘Boy’ being the operative word. She couldn’t believe she had fallen for an eighteen-year-old. Well, fallen? He’d blackmailed her into having sex with her and she had loved it. Now all she wanted was his thick black cock. Along with his cheeky smile and gorgeous eyes.

And now she had to face the man who used to touch her behind closed doors and let him do to her what he had been doing for the past six months. But she wanted to be with Jaden. She didn’t want this anymore. She was done hiding, done pretending, done playing along.

Scarlett bit her lip and looked down at the floor. Her pale skin looked even paler in the dim hallway light. Her hand was still raised, still shaking slightly. Her throat was dry.

She was not in love with Mr. Pearce. Maybe she never had been. She’d felt flattered. Wanted. It was wrong, but it had been easier to let it continue.

But with Jaden… it was different.

Her chest warmed just thinking about him. She didn’t want to sneak around anymore. She didn’t want to feel used, or ashamed. She wanted something real.

And there was the shame, too. The knowing looks she imagined if anyone ever found out. The gossip. The judgment. People had been suspicious for a long time, not least her colleagues in the office. She knew some mocked her behind her back. But that was going to happen when they found out about her and Jaden, she was twenty-nine he was only eighteen.

Her heart pounded, and her palms were damp. She wiped one hand against the side of her skirt, trying to steady herself.

She thought of Jaden again. The way he had looked at her yesterday when he brought her the wrong package by mistake and smiled that little embarrassed smile. The way she had felt when their hands brushed, just for a second.

It was enough. Enough to remind her why she was here.

Scarlett raised her hand again. This time, she knocked.

Three soft taps. Quick. Done.

Silence.

Then: “Come in,” came Mr. Pearce’s voice from inside.

Deep. Calm. Familiar.

Scarlett swallowed hard. She turned the handle and stepped inside.

The office smelled like leather and cologne. The blinds were half-closed, casting long shadows on the floor. Mr. Pearce sat at his desk, looking up from his computer. His eyes met hers, and he smiled—small and knowing.

“Scarlett,” he said, his voice smooth. And smiled.

Her stomach twisted.

She forced a small smile and walked forward, her legs stiff, her steps careful.

“Hi,” she said softly. “Yes, Sir.”

He leaned back in his chair, adjusting his tie. “Show me your panties, Slut.”

Scarlett stopped in front of the desk. She hesitated. For the first time she didn’t want to. She wanted to be with Jaden. She no longer felt the same about her boss. She no longer lusted for his attentions. Willing to bare herself in front of him. Loving his attention. She no longer cared for having his hands on her. She didn’t want to feel his thick cock inside of her. But her body betrayed her. She felt her pussy tingle. And anyway, she was doing this for her lover. He wanted her to do this. He wanted her to offer herself to her other lover. Effectively she was whoring herself out for her new lover as well as for herself. There was something sordid about this.

When she was fucking Mr. Pearce for pretty things, nights in five-star hotels, expensive clothes and jewellery, being pampered and one day her promotion. That had seemed natural to Scarlet. That’s why she had been born pretty and God had given her a great pair of breasts and an incredible ass. Now she was doing this for Jaden as well. And that seemed unnatural. She adored her new boyfriend. But she had never thought of fucking another man for the benefit of her boyfriend. It made her feel tainted.

And yet! It still aroused her. She wondered if Jaden would want to know what she did. Yes, he had filmed her fucking Mr. Pearce more than once. He had watched before she knew. He had used that to blackmail himself into her life and now he was her lover.

She held the folder close to her chest, like a shield.

This was it.

She placed the folder on the desk and reached for the hem of her skirt. Slowly she pulled hit up to her waist, revealing her little thong. Would the damp patch be visible yet, she wondered.

Mr. Pearce: “Turn round, slut. Show me your ass.”

Scarlet obeyed.

Mr. Pearce: “You’re a dirty needy slut, aren’t you?”

Scarlet, with some nerves in her voice, “Yes, Sir. As a naughty slut, maybe you should punish me.” She bent forward, arching her back to emphasise her full round ass for Mr. Pearce to enjoy.


Chapter Four

He pushed the chair back to give space, “Take the thong off first, Slut.”

Mr. Pearce tilted his head slightly. His eyes, once familiar, now seemed harder to read.

Scarlett took a breath. She slipped the thong down her long shapely legs and stepped out of it, of course, handing the little item to her boss. Then she laid herself over his lap feeling his already hard cock pressing against her abdomen. That made her little pussy throb.

“SMACK!” “Aaargh!” Mr. Pearce landed his hand down hard across Scarlet’s lovely round right ass cheek.

“SMACK!” “Aaargh!” Then hard down onto her left cheek. “FUCK!” was the first thought in Mr. Pearce’s mind as he watched Scarlet’s lovely alabaster ass cheeks ripple with each hard slap and each cheek showed a nice rosy hand mark in the centre. This really got him so excited to have such a beautiful sexy woman with the most perfect round heart-shaped pale ass over his lap willing to accept a hard bare assed spanking. He wasn’t going to hold back.

“SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!” “SMACK!” “Aaargh!”

Mr. Pearce looked down at the redness now covering each of Scarlets round ass cheeks. He gave each of her shapely thighs a hard slap, so she opened her legs, he pushed his hand between them and brought his hand up to her hot, wet little pussy. He pushed two fingers straight into the knuckle.

“Aarrrgggghhhhh!” She cried out at the sudden penetration. But it felt good. Now she needed to be fucked. It no longer mattered if it was Jaden or her boss, she just needed a hard cock inside of her.

She slid off Mr. Pearce’s lap and looked up at him with her big green eyes and her luscious full lips: “Please, Sir. I need you to fuck me like the naughty, dirty little slut you know I am.” She thought to herself, “Maybe this isn’t going to be so difficult after all. All it needed was to have a strong man put her over his lap and give her a good hard spanking and now she needed to be fucked.

Mr. Pearce: “Strip and then over my desk, Slut.”

Scarlet stood up in front of her boss, looking him in the eye she slowly undid the blouse, dropping it on the floor. Now she was wearing just her bright red bra and her rucked up skirt. She reached behind her and undid the bra then lowering it slowly revealing her incredible full firm large breasts to the man. Then smoothed the skirt down so she could undo the zipper then she slid her skirt to the floor. Now she stood naked before him.

Mr. Pearce: “Over the desk, Slut.”

Scarlet, naked, walked round to the front of the desk. He watched her luscious round ass undulate with each step. She laid herself over the wooden desk, her large full breasts squashed down against the hard wood.

Mr. Pearce stood up, dropped his trousers and boxers, then walked round to stand behind the beautiful prostrate young woman. His cock was standing hard and proud from underneath his tailored shirt. He used his foot to push Scarlet’s long shapely legs further apart. He looked down at her full round very reddened ass. He laid his cock between Scarlet’s luscious round cheeks.

He slid his cock up and down between the cheeks a few times, teasing this beautiful young woman. He then brought the head of his cock up and pressed against her wet little hole. But he didn’t push in he just held it there. When Scarlet, rather frustrated, tried to push back to allow his cock to enter her needy pussy, he grabbed a firm hold on her hips to stop her.

Mr. Pearce: “Tel me what you want, slut.”

Scarlet: “Please, Sir, fuck me.”

Mr. Pearce: “No, describe what you want.”

“How fucking humiliating,” Thought Scarlet, “just fuck me you bastard.” But she knew that what be no good. She had to do as he asked or he would make her wait, maybe even spank her even more, worst still maybe use his nasty belt on her round firm ass. She wanted to be fucked.

Scarlet: “Please, sir, please use your thick hard cock and push it into my needy wet little pussy. I want to feel your thick cock stretching me out. Please, Sir, FUCK ME!.” She laid it on thick. She didn’t want to wait a second more than she absolutely had to.

Mr. Pearce with a firm grip on the beautiful woman’s round hip and he pushed in with one hard thrust, balls deep.

“Aaarrrrggggghhhhhh!” Cried out Scarlet as she felt her little pussy stretched and filed with the man’s thick long cock.

He wanted this as much as the young woman and he was quickly fucking her with hard fast thrusts. It only took a few minutes before Scarlet’s lovely, toned thighs were shaking with her first orgasm. And Mr. Pearce was getting closer seeing her gorgeous round ass and thighs shaking in her orgasm only brought him even closer. He upped his pace his strong hips slapping hard against her full round luscious alabaster and reddened ass cheeks.

Mr. Pearce felt his balls tighten, he let out a deep roar and fired his spunk deep into the beautiful woman. As he came down from his orgasm, still having a firm grip of Scarlet’s full round hips, he pulled her ass cheeks wide apart, getting the delicious view of his fat if softening cock stretching out her pink pussy. Then he slowly pulled his cock out with a loud squelching plop and watched as his spunk streamed out and run down her thighs.

He gave the gorgeous young woman’s ass another couple of hard slaps, then he walked back round his desk to pull his boxers and trousers back on: “Slut, you can get dressed, but I don’t want you cleaning up. I want you feeling my cum dribbling out of your little pussy and making your thighs all sticky for the rest of the morning.”

Scarlet picked up and put on her bra then lifted her skirt and pulled that up over her round ass. Finally, she put on her blouse. Now dressed she turned to Mr. Pearce: “Sir, I would like to go out somewhere special this Saturday, and I wanted to buy a special dress.”

Mr. Pearce knew what the young woman was after, he was a little irritated but felt obligated, especially since he had just had a good hard fuck with her one of the most beautiful and sexy women he had ever seen. He didn’t want to lose that and a few hundred here and there wasn’t a problem. He pulled out his platinum card and handed it to her: “Get something very nice and very sexy. I want a picture.”

Scarlet spent the rest of the day feeling her boss’s spunk leaking out making her thighs wet.  She wasn’t able to clean up until she got home.


Chapter Five

It was Saturday afternoon, and the sky over London was cloudy but dry. Scarlet walked beside Jaden down Oxford Street, her hands tucked nervously into the pockets of her coat. She looked up at the busy shops and the flashing signs. People bustled past them, bags in hand, laughing, talking, and shopping. Scarlet felt a strange mix of excitement and fear in her chest.

Jaden, as always, looked calm and confident. He wore black sunglasses even though there was no sun, and he walked like she owned the street. Scarlet admired him. Jaden had that natural kind of cool that never looked forced. Scarlet, on the other hand, felt like her nerves were written all over her face.

"You, okay?" Jaden asked, looking over at her with a smile.

"Yeah," Scarlet said quickly, though she didn’t feel it. "Just a little nervous."

Jaden laughed gently. "Don't be. We're just getting you something hot to wear out clubbing. It’s gonna be fun and sexy."

Scarlet nodded, but her stomach was full of butterflies. She’d never really gone shopping with a man before, not someone who mattered. But Jaden was taking her to a club tonight, a club in his neighbourhood, his haunt and she had to look the part. She wanted to look sexy, but not too much. Sophisticated. Classy. But also, she wanted Jaden to look at her and think damn.

The first store they went into was loud and full of mirrors and bright lights. Dresses lined the walls—red, black, gold, silver. All tight. All short. Scarlet’s eyes widened.

She ran her fingers across the fabric of a black dress. It was silky and thin. She imagined how it would feel against her skin. She looked at herself in the mirror and tried to picture it. Her heart beat faster. Could she really wear something like that?

"You like it?" Jaden asked, standing behind her.

Scarlet bit her lip. "I don’t know."

"Try it on."

The changing room was small and smelled like perfume. Scarlet took off her coat and slipped the dress over her head. It clung to her body, hugging every curve. She turned to the mirror and gasped. She looked sexy, yes. But was it too much?

Jaden knocked on the door. "Let me see."

Scarlet hesitated. Then, heart pounding, she opened the door.

Jaden raised his eyebrows and smiled slowly. "Wow. Scarlet, you look fire."

Scarlet blushed deep red. "You think so?"

Jaden nodded. "Totally. That’s a killer look."

Scarlet stepped out and looked in the full mirror. The dress showed more skin than she was used to. Her legs were bare, and the neckline dipped low, her full breasts almost falling out. Her cheeks burned, but at the same time, she couldn’t help but smile. It felt good. She felt good.

Still, something held her back. “It’s really tight,” she said. “And short.”

“That’s kind of the point,” Jaden grinned. “But we can look for something else if you want.”

They tried three more shops. In one, Scarlet fell in love with a red dress, but when she put it on, it didn’t sit right on her hips. In another, there was a silky green one, elegant and soft, but it made her feel older than she wanted. Each time she stepped into the changing room, she felt a new wave of nerves. What if she chose wrong? What if she looked silly? What if people stared? Jaden was taking her somewhere alien. A place, a venue that she had never even thought of going before. Would she standout would people think she was out of place?

In the fourth shop, they found a dress tucked away at the back. It was dark blue, smooth, with thin straps and a slit at the side. When Scarlet put it on, she stood still for a moment. The fabric shimmered slightly under the light. It was short, very short. It clung, but didn’t squeeze. It showed skin and it left some mystery. It was sexy, yes—but also graceful.

She stepped out of the changing room.

Jaden looked up—and his mouth dropped open slightly. “That’s the one. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you look so fucking sexy except when you’re naked on my bed.”

Scarlet turned in the mirror. Her heart beat a little faster, but this time, not from fear. She smiled. “I think so too.” Before she turned back to change, “I have to get a picture for Mr. Pearce.”

As they walked out of the shop, dress in bag, Scarlet felt taller. More confident. The air on Oxford Street still buzzed with noise and people, but it didn’t matter anymore. She had found the dress. The right one.

Jaden leaned in and said, “You’re going to turn every head in the club tonight.”

Scarlet laughed. It wasn’t a nervous laugh. It was real.

She still felt a little scared—about dancing in public, about wearing something so bold—but deep down, she was proud, and she felt a little less nervous about tonight.


Chapter Six

The bass dropped low—thick, dirty, slow. A rhythm that rolled through the floor like thunder under silk. The lights dimmed to deep red, flickering over sweat-slicked bodies that moved like shadows in heat. The air was heavy. Wet. Electric.

Scarlet was in the centre of it all, breathless.

Jaden had one hand resting low on her waist, steady, grounding. His body pressed close to hers, guiding her hips in slow, controlled motion. She let herself lean back into him, her head tilted toward his shoulder, her body warm, soft, surrendered to the rhythm.

Then two men appeared.

They didn’t ask. Didn’t speak. Just slid into the space around her, smooth and confident, eyes dark with heat. One in front of her, his shoulders rolling to the beat, eyes locked to hers. The other circled beside her, slow and easy, like he already knew the shape of her rhythm.

Jaden gave them a nod. A signal. An invitation.

And then Scarlet was surrounded. The men were young, close to Jaden’s age, maybe a year or two older. Not much more than boys in Scarlet’s mind, but they were so confident, even cocky and, boy, could they dance.

She was the centre of a slow storm.

Three men. Three bodies. All moving with her—against her—without ever laying a hand. But she felt them. God, she felt them. Every breath, every shift of weight, every subtle press of air between them. Heat licked at her skin.

The man in front moved closer, so close she could feel the whisper of his breath on her lips when he smiled. He didn't touch her, but his body curved into hers, timed to the exact sway of her hips. He let her feel his power without needing to prove it. He let her want it.

The one at her side mirrored her every move like a shadow, his face close, his scent—clean sweat and cologne—filling her head. He leaned in, just near her neck, not quite brushing it, but enough to make her shiver.

Jaden was behind her, steady, dominant, his breath hot against her ear, his hands hovering—just barely touching, fingers ghosting along the edge of her hips. He didn’t need to hold her. She was already his.

Scarlet's skin prickled. Her chest rose and fell in time with the music. Her dress clung to her now, damp from the heat of her body and theirs. Every movement was slower, deeper, more deliberate. She was no longer dancing.

She was letting go.

They moved with her, around her, into her space—close, confident, hungry—but never breaking the invisible line. That made it hotter. That made it maddening. Their restraint was its own kind of touch.

She felt like prey. But powerful.

She had never felt so desired. So, watched. So aware of her body. Her full firm breasts, her hips, round ass, her long shapely legs.

Her eyes fluttered shut. Lips parted. She let her arms lift slightly, let her back arch against Jaden’s chest. The man in front watched every move she made like it was personal. Like he was starving.

Jaden leaned into her ear, his voice a low, rough whisper.

"You feel them, baby?"

Scarlet gasped. Her whole body buzzed.

“Yes.”

He kissed her neck—soft, just once—and smiled against her skin. “Good.”

They didn’t need to touch her.

Because Scarlet was already burning. She could feel the heat in her core. She wanted. Her push hot and wet.

And she didn't want the fire to stop.

The music sank even deeper, the bass rolling like a slow, deliberate heartbeat. Scarlet’s pulse matched it, heavy in her chest, each beat sending a flush of heat down through her body. The lights slid lower, painting their skin in soft, sinful red.

The three men moved closer.

The man in front edged forward until there was barely a breath of space between them. His hips moved against hers in perfect sync, their rhythm now so tight it felt like one body. His eyes held hers without breaking—deep, dark, and unblinking. She felt his heat, the subtle drag of his movement against her thighs, the temptation in the way his chest brushed hers when he leaned forward just enough to make her gasp.

The one at her side circled tighter, his shoulder brushing hers now, his breath hot near her ear. He moved slower than the others, deliberate, like he wanted her to feel each moment of his presence. The scent of him—clean skin, faint cologne, heat—wrapped around her, and every time he swayed, his thigh grazed hers.

Behind her, Jaden closed in, pressing fully into her now, his chest solid against her back, his hands resting just at the top of her hips. He wasn’t just guiding her anymore—he was claiming her. The slight pressure of his fingers told her she was his, even here, even now, even with these two men closing around her like the tide.

Her body moved with theirs, caught between them, their combined energy locking her in place yet setting her free at the same time. It was primal, instinctive, something older than thought.

The man in front dipped his head, lips almost brushing her ear. His voice was nothing more than a low hum against the music. He didn’t need words—just the sound of his breath, slow and teasing.

The one at her side leaned in too, his cheek grazing hers for the briefest second before pulling away, eyes glinting in the light.

Jaden’s hand slid fractionally lower on her hips, his grip firmer now. Her had a firm grip of her left ass cheek. He was showing his possession. She felt his breath at her neck again, the heat of him pressed against her spine. His voice came low, intimate, so only she could hear:

“Let them feel you.”

Her breath caught. Her hips rolled deeper into the rhythm, her body giving in, no longer shy, no longer hesitant. She matched them, pushed back against them, feeding off the heat they poured into her.

The air between their bodies vanished. They were in contact now—subtle, fleeting, but real. A brush of hip. A graze of thigh. A faint, intoxicating press of chest to chest.

It was too much.
It was not enough.

Scarlet’s pulse raced. Her lips parted. She felt surrounded, possessed, desired in a way that was almost overwhelming. Every move was answered by theirs, every sway met by the rhythm of three powerful bodies locked into hers.

The music swelled.
The lights flashed.

And Scarlet was gone—lost in the dance, in the heat, in them.

The beat slowed again, deep and dirty, the kind of bass that curled under your skin and refused to let go. Scarlet could feel it in her ribs, her stomach, her thighs. Mostly at her centre; in her pussy. Her need. It made her hips roll without thought, her body responding before her mind could even keep up.

They were closer now. All of them.

The man in front no longer kept even the smallest space between them—his movement met hers with a slow grind, just enough for her to feel the shape of him through the thin fabric between them. He was as big as Jaden, maybe bigger. His eyes stayed locked on hers, dark and burning, like he was reading every flicker of heat inside her. She was so aroused now. She needed to be fucked.

The one at her side had drifted in until his shoulder pressed into hers with each sway. His thigh slid along the outside of hers in time with the music, the contact deliberate now. He didn’t speak, didn’t smile—just kept watching her, waiting for her to notice how much he was inside her space, how much he wasn’t moving away.

Jaden… Jaden was behind her, and she could feel all of him now. His chest firm against her back, his breath slow, hot at her neck. One hand was firm on her ass cheek, the other sliding up along her side until his fingers just brushed the bare skin at the curve of her waist. He wasn’t rushing her—he was holding her steady, letting the others circle her while making sure she never forgot who had brought her here. She was his. And she was his to give to them.

The heat between their bodies had gone from warm to molten. Every tiny movement brought another brush, another drag of skin against skin, another pulse of the kind of contact that sent heat through her veins.

The man in front leaned in until their foreheads almost touched. His lips parted like he might say something, but instead he just breathed against her mouth—hot, damp, the space between them a whisper away from being gone.

The man at her side dipped closer, his jaw brushing her temple. His scent was thick now, warm and masculine, curling around her senses until she felt dizzy with it.

Jaden’s grip on her hip tightened, pulling her a fraction closer against him, making her movement match his perfectly. His voice came low, rough, and dangerous against her ear:

“Feel it. All of it. Let them see you, baby.”

Scarlet’s breath hitched. She couldn’t think anymore. Her body rolled in time with theirs, slow and deep, every shift in the music matched by a shift in them. They weren’t just dancing—they were consuming her, piece by piece, without ever fully crossing the line. They were fucking without physical contact or penetration.

She felt caged by them, and yet freer than she had ever been. Caged by these young men, ten years younger than her, yet they knew exactly what she wanted. They knew exactly how to take her to the highest arousal.

The music surged again, the bass hitting harder, the red light flashing across their skin. Her body moved like it was no longer hers, every beat pulling her deeper into them, deeper into the heat, the rhythm, the want.

The space between them was gone now.
Every inch of her was spoken for.

Three men.
One woman.
And a single, shared rhythm that made the rest of the club vanish.

Scarlet didn’t know if she was breathing fast from the dancing or from the sheer pull of them. From her desire, her arousal. All she knew was that she wanted the song to last forever.

The track wound down slowly, the bass pulsing a few last deep, deliberate beats before fading into silence. Scarlet’s body was still moving even though the music had stopped, swaying in the cage of the three men who had been wrapped around her for what felt like forever.

Her breath came in shallow pulls. Her skin was damp, glowing under the red light. Her dress clung to her in places she didn’t want to think about, and she knew every man around her could see it. She knew anybody that saw her this night she was wet, wanting!

The man in front stepped back just an inch, his eyes still locked to hers. The faintest curve of a smile tugged at his lips, like he knew exactly what she was feeling. He didn’t speak—he didn’t need to. The slow drag of his gaze down her body was enough to make her shiver.

The man at her side lingered for a beat longer, his shoulder still brushing hers as though he wasn’t ready to break the contact. He bent closer, his voice a low murmur she barely caught over the club noise:
"You can move."

It wasn’t a tease—it was an observation. Like he knew she was frozen, caught between wanting to stay and knowing she should step away.

But before she could decide, Jaden’s hand tightened on her hip, firm, steady, unmistakable.

His voice came low, right at her ear:
"Come with me, baby."

It wasn’t a question.

He guided her forward, breaking the tight circle. The two men didn’t resist—they stepped back smoothly, but their eyes stayed on her. Following her. Tracing her. Watching her move, taking in every curve, devouring her beauty. As though she was carrying a piece of the dance with her, leaving the rest of it behind.

Jaden led her through the crowd, his arm now firmly around her waist, pulling her close as they moved. She clung to him—not because she needed to, but because she wanted to. She felt small against him, but powerful in the way she knew he was showing her off.

The crowd blurred. The lights pulsed overhead. The two men’s gazes still burned into her from somewhere in the shifting bodies.

When they reached the edge of the floor, Jaden stopped. He turned her to face him, his hand cupping the side of her jaw. His thumb stroked just under her cheekbone as his eyes searched hers.

"You trust me?" he asked.

Scarlet nodded. Her voice caught when she tried to speak. “Yes.”

That slow smile of his—confident, knowing—spread across his face.
"Good. Then you’re ready for the rest of tonight."

He leaned in and kissed her, deep and deliberate, the taste of heat and bass and sweat still on both their lips.

Somewhere behind him, she felt the weight of those two other stares again—dark, unblinking, waiting.

And Scarlet knew the night was far from over.


Chapter Seven

The heavy heat of the club still clung to Scarlet’s skin as they stepped out into the cool London night. The street outside pulsed with life — neon spilling across wet pavement, taxis idling at the curb, people laughing and shouting as they poured out of other late-night spots.

Her heart was still racing, not from the walk but from the way Jaden’s hand stayed low on her back, his fingers spread out over her round ass, steering her with that quiet, certain control he always had. She could still feel the music in her body, the rhythm of it, the press of those other two men against her in the dark heat of the dance floor. Scarlet didn’t think she had ever been so turned on.

Jaden raised his arm, whistled sharp. A black cab pulled over almost immediately, the yellow light on top blinking.

Scarlet was so focused on him — on the way his jaw looked in the city light, sharp and perfect — that at first, she didn’t notice. But then her gaze flicked up… and froze.

The two men.

They were there.

Standing just a few paces away on the edge of the curb, their dark eyes still locked on her. No smiles this time. No words. Just that same unreadable heat she’d felt all night.

One leaned casually against a lamppost, hands in his pockets like he had all the time in the world. The other was still, watchful, his head tilted ever so slightly, like he was listening to a song only he could hear.

Jaden opened the cab door, glancing back just once — not surprised. Almost like he’d expected them. His hand found hers, his grip warm, steady, pulling her toward the open door.

Her pulse skipped.

“Jaden…” she started, but he just gave her that slow, knowing look.

“They’re coming with us,” he said simply, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Before she could process it, the first man stepped forward, sliding into the far side of the cab. The second followed, his broad shoulders filling the space beside him. The air inside the taxi thickened instantly — warm, charged, carrying the faint echo of sweat, cologne, and the club’s heavy bass.

Jaden guided her in after them, climbing in last and shutting the door. The cab pulled away from the curb, the city lights smearing into long gold streaks outside the window.

Scarlet sat pressed between Jaden’s thigh and the smooth black leather, acutely aware of the two men across from her. Their knees almost touched hers in the cramped space. Their eyes never left her face.

Nobody spoke.

The only sounds were the low hum of the engine, the city passing by, and the rush of her own heartbeat in her ears.

She didn’t know where they were going.
She didn’t know what was going to happen.

But she knew one thing — the night wasn’t over.
Not even close.

The cab’s interior felt smaller than it should have. The windows were fogging slightly, the warm air thick with a mixture of perfume, sweat, and the faintest trace of tobacco clinging to someone’s jacket. The city lights slid across their faces in flashes of gold and red as they rolled deeper into the London night.

Scarlet’s back rested against the seat, but she wasn’t relaxed. She couldn’t be.

Jaden’s thigh pressed firmly against hers, his arm draped loosely along the back of her seat, fingers brushing the bare skin of her shoulder in a slow, unconscious rhythm. She could feel the steady warmth of him — grounding her and claiming her all at once.

The two men sat across from them. The space between their knees and hers was barely there; the occasional sway of the cab made them close the distance entirely. Each time it happened, she felt it — the brief but solid contact that made her breath catch.

One leaned forward slightly, his elbows resting on his knees, his dark eyes fixed on hers in a stare that didn’t waver. He wasn’t smiling, but there was a flicker of heat in his gaze — a silent conversation she couldn’t quite read but felt deep in her stomach.

The other sat back, but his attention was no less intense. His hand rested on his thigh, fingers tapping a slow beat that matched the rhythm of her racing pulse. Every now and then, his eyes drifted deliberately down to her legs, to the hem of her dress, to her exposed thighs, he didn’t try to hide his lust for her, before coming back up to meet her gaze.

Scarlet swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry.

Jaden noticed.

“You alright, baby?” His voice was low, warm, but there was a thread of amusement in it — like he knew exactly why she was so tense.

She nodded quickly. “Yes. I… just—”

“Good,” he cut in, his hand on her shoulder tightening just enough to make her feel it. “Just stay close to me.”

The man leaning forward let out the faintest chuckle. It was deep, rich, and for some reason it made the air feel hotter. He didn’t break eye contact with her as he spoke, his voice soft but thick with something unspoken:

“She already is.”

The words sent a strange rush through her, a spark of heat that made her shift slightly in her seat.

The cab swayed through a turn, and her knees bumped against both of theirs at once. Neither man moved back. The contact lingered — deliberate now.

Jaden’s hand slid down from her shoulder inside her dress and cupped her breast, his thumb stroking slowly over her skin. “They liked dancing with you,” he murmured in her ear, his lips almost brushing her hair. “I liked watching you with them.”

Scarlet’s pulse jumped. She wasn’t sure if it was from his words or from the fact that both men were still watching her like they could feel every reaction she had.

Outside, the city was blurring by — but in here, in this tiny moving space, time felt slower. The air was thick with possibility, with the kind of tension that made her heart beat hard against her ribs.

She didn’t know where Jaden was taking her. She didn’t know what would happen when they got there.

But as the cab rolled deeper into the night, with three powerful men focused entirely on her, she knew one thing for certain:

She wasn’t just along for the ride.

The cab slowed, the city noise shifting as they turned off the main road into a quieter street. Scarlet caught a glimpse of narrow terraced houses, the occasional streetlamp casting long shadows across the pavement. The taxi stopped outside a tall, narrow building with a dark green door and a small brass number glinting under the light.

Jaden paid the driver without hesitation. When he opened the door, the cool night air rushed in, a stark contrast to the thick, heated atmosphere inside the cab. Scarlet slid out after him, her heels clicking softly on the pavement.

The two men followed. She could hear them behind her — not close enough to touch, but near enough that their presence felt heavy, deliberate.

Jaden’s hand found her lower back again, guiding her toward the door, as she moved forward her gave her ass a hard slap. He didn’t speak, but when she glanced up at him, there was a glint in his eyes — confident, certain. Like this was exactly how he wanted the night to go.

He unlocked the door and led them inside. The narrow hallway smelled faintly of old wood and something warm, faintly spiced — maybe the lingering scent of someone’s cooking from earlier. They climbed the stairs, footsteps echoing softly in the close space.

At the top, Jaden stopped at a plain white door. He put his key in the lock, turned it and pushed the door open, then flicked on the light.

His flat was small — a single open room with a low ceiling and one large window looking out over the rooftops. The space was sparse but lived-in: a large armchair, a low coffee table, a neatly made double bed tucked into one corner. The lighting was soft, warm from a single shaded lamp in the corner, casting everything in a golden glow.

Scarlet stepped inside, the room feeling suddenly even smaller with all four of them in it. She turned slightly and caught sight of the two men entering behind her. The door closed with a quiet click.

Jaden slipped his jacket off and tossed it over the back of the chair. He moved toward the small kitchenette, glancing at her over his shoulder. “Wine? Or something stronger?”

“Wine’s fine,” she said quickly, though her voice sounded different to her own ears, softer, a little unsteady.

The two men hadn’t sat down. One leaned against the wall near the window, arms folded, eyes on her. The other stepped closer to the chair, his gaze roaming the room before settling on her again. Their silence was thick, but it wasn’t awkward — it was intentional.

Jaden poured a glass of deep red wine and handed it to her, his fingers brushing hers as she took it. Then he leaned in slightly, his voice low and close to her ear.

“Relax, baby. You’re with me.”

She nodded, but the wine glass trembled slightly in her hand. She took a sip, the rich taste filling her mouth, grounding her for just a moment.

Jaden moved to sit on the edge of the bed, patting the spot beside him. She sat, her dress riding up slightly as she crossed her legs. The two men watched — neither hiding the fact. The hip high slit int eh dress showed she wore no underwear.

One of them smiled faintly, slow and knowing. The other’s gaze lingered longer, heavier, like he was studying the way she looked in the warm light.

Jaden rested his hand on her thigh, casual but unmistakable. “I told them you were worth meeting,” he said quietly, his thumb stroking her skin through the thin fabric.

Scarlet’s breath caught. The room felt warmer now. Closer.

The three men filled the small space with something more than their presence — a kind of energy that curled around her, pressing against her without touch. She didn’t know where the night would go from here.

But she knew they were all exactly where Jaden wanted them to be.


Chapter Eight

The soft golden light from the lamp seemed to shrink the room even more, pressing them together in the small space. Scarlet’s glass of wine was still half full, but she hadn’t taken a sip since sitting down. She could feel the heat radiating from Jaden beside her, the warmth of his hand still resting high on her thigh, thumb brushing back and forth in an unhurried rhythm.

The two men hadn’t sat. They lingered — deliberate, steady. The one near the window unfolded his arms and moved a step closer, his dark gaze never leaving hers. The other leaned forward slightly, bracing one hand on the back of the chair as he looked down at her.

It wasn’t aggressive — but it was purposeful.

Jaden smiled, slow and easy, like this was all exactly as he’d pictured it. He glanced up at his friends. “You liked how she moved?”

The man nearest the bed gave a short nod, his gaze flicking briefly to Jaden before returning to her. “Yeah,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. “She knows how to feel the beat. And, just as you said, she’s beautiful and sexy. More than sexy!”

Scarlet swallowed, her pulse beating fast in her neck. The way they looked at her — openly, without any attempt to hide it — made her skin prickle with heat. She was their feast.

The second man stepped closer too, until the distance between them felt charged and deliberate. The cab ride, the dance floor — it had all been leading to this moment.

Jaden leaned back slightly, his arm stretching round behind her, his presence anchoring her even as the air seemed to get heavier. “Stand up,” he said quietly.

Scarlet hesitated just a second before obeying. Her heels clicked softly against the wooden floor as she rose. Jaden’s gaze raked over her, slow and unhurried, taking in every part of her gorgeous sexy body, every curve, before he glanced at the two men.

“Show them,” he murmured to her.

She knew what he meant. The dance. The way she’d moved between them. Her cheeks flushed hot, but the memory of the club’s pounding bass and the press of their bodies made her shift her weight and sway gently, instinctively.

The two men moved in without touching her — just like before — close enough that she could feel the heat coming off their bodies. One stood in front, the other slightly to her side, their eyes drinking in every movement.

Jaden’s voice came low from behind her. “Just like that, Baby-girl. You remember.” Previously Scarlet would have been annoyed at a man calling her ‘Baby-Girl’ especially by a man as young as Jaden, but she liked the term of endearment from him now.

Scarlet’s breathing quickened. The room was quiet except for the faint hum of the city outside, but it felt like there was music in here anyway — a slow, invisible beat thrumming between them.

Every time she turned, one of them was there. Watching. Close. The space was so small that her hip brushed one man’s thigh as she swayed. The other leaned just a fraction nearer, his shoulder nearly touching hers.

Jaden rose from the bed, coming up behind her, his hands finding her hips. “That’s it,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. “You feel them, don’t you?”

She didn’t answer — she didn’t need to. Her body gave her away.

The men circled slowly now, switching places without speaking. No one was in a rush. No one broke the gaze. Every movement was measured, feeding the slow burn that was filling the room like smoke.

Scarlet could feel it — the shift. The point where curiosity gave way to something heavier, hotter, more inevitable.

Jaden’s grip on her hips tightened just slightly. “I told you,” He said softly, almost to himself, “they want you.”

And in that moment, Scarlet understood — the night hadn’t even begun to show her where it was going.

The air in the small flat was thick now — not just with heat but with that heavy, magnetic pull between bodies that had been circling too close for too long. The atmosphere of desire, of sexual need. Scarlet could hear her own breathing, shallow and quick, and the faint creak of the floorboards as the two men moved around her.

Jaden stayed right behind her, his hands still resting firm on her hips, grounding her in his presence even as her senses fixed on the other two. She could feel his chest against her back, the slow, steady beat of his heart a sharp contrast to the rush of hers.

The man closest to her front moved in. Just a half step — but it closed the gap. Now his chest almost brushed hers when she swayed, his height making her tilt her chin to meet his gaze.

She didn’t drop it.

For a long moment, they simply looked at each other. His eyes were dark, focused, reading her. Then, slowly — deliberately — his hand lifted.

Fingertips. Light at first. They just grazed the curve of her hip through the thin fabric of her dress. A barely-there touch, but it was enough to send a pulse of heat through her body.

Jaden’s grip tightened slightly at her waist. Not in warning — in possession. She was his. His to offer to others, these two men.

“Go on,” he murmured, his voice low and even.

The man’s hand stayed light but didn’t pull away. Instead, his thumb began to stroke small, slow arcs against her side. The other man shifted closer too, his presence a heat at her left shoulder. She felt the whisper of his breath against her hair as he leaned in just enough to speak.

“She’s soft,” he said quietly, almost as if to Jaden, though his eyes stayed on her.

Scarlet’s lips parted, a small, sharp breath escaping her.

Behind her, Jaden chuckled under his breath, the sound dark and warm. “You don’t know the half of it.”

The man at her hip let his hand wander just slightly — still nothing overt, just that steady, measured touch that somehow carried more heat than if he’d grabbed her outright. The other reached up, his fingers brushing a strand of her hair back behind her ear, knuckles grazing her cheek in the process.

Two points of contact now. Her body was humming.

Jaden’s mouth came close to her ear, his voice low enough that only she could hear. “You feel them now, baby? This is just the start.”

She nodded before she could think, the movement small but unmistakable.

The man in front let his hand slide from her hip down to the side of her thigh, fingertips skimming the hem of her dress. The other’s hand lingered against her jaw before tracing lightly down the column of her neck.

Scarlet’s knees felt weak, but Jaden’s hands on her hips kept her steady. He didn’t stop them. He didn’t pull her away. He wanted her right here, surrounded, claimed, desired.

The three of them were close enough now that the space between their bodies barely existed — a slow, tightening circle of heat and intent in the golden light of his flat.

And Scarlet knew, with a kind of breathless certainty, that whatever happened next… there was no turning back.


Chapter Nine

The small golden-lit studio felt even smaller now. Scarlet was aware of everything — the soft hum of the city outside the window, the faint creak of the floorboards beneath their shifting feet, the heat rolling off three tall, powerful young black men standing so close she could barely draw breath without brushing one of them.

Jaden’s hands stayed on her hips, anchoring her from behind. She could feel his chest against her back, the slow, confident way he breathed. He wasn’t in a rush — but he was in control.

The man in front of her closed the last inch between them. His chest pressed to hers, his presence solid and hot. She caught the faint scent of his cologne — warm, musky, almost intoxicating. His hand slid further up her thigh, fingers grazing the bare skin just beneath the hem of her dress.

The other man at her side moved in too, his arm brushing against hers before his hand found her waist. His touch was firmer than before, his thumb stroking just under her ribs as he leaned in closer, his lips near her ear.

“You’re shaking,” he murmured.

She was. Not from fear — but from the rush of heat, the pounding of her heart, the lust from her core, the way every nerve in her body seemed awake and alive.

Jaden’s grip on her hips tightened, pulling her back into him. She could feel him — all of him, how hard he was — against her. “She likes it,” he said low, his voice a mix of pride and possession.

The man in front dipped his head slightly, his lips ghosting over her cheek without quite touching. His hand on her thigh squeezed gently before sliding higher.

At the same time, the man at her side shifted closer, his body pressing against her from hip to shoulder. His hand moved up to the side of her neck, fingers resting just beneath her jaw.

Three points of heat. Three men’s breath mingling with hers.

Scarlet felt herself surrounded, held, claimed in a way she’d never experienced. The air in the room was electric — no music now, but her pulse beat like a deep bassline in her ears.

Jaden leaned down, his lips brushing her hairline. “You trust me?”

She swallowed, her voice barely above a whisper. “Yes.”

“Good,” he murmured. “Then don’t fight it. Feel it.”

The man in front finally let his forehead touch hers, his gaze locked on hers. His hand on her thigh squeezed again, firmer now, while the other man’s fingers trailed slowly down her neck to her collarbone.

Jaden’s arms wrapped fully around her from behind, drawing her tight into the space between them all.

She wasn’t just close to them anymore. She was inside their circle — completely.

And as their hands lingered, their bodies pressing in from every side, Scarlet knew the night had tipped over into something raw, dangerous, and unforgettable.

The golden lamplight seemed dimmer now, shadows stretching long over the wooden floor as if the room itself had sunk deeper into the mood wrapping around them. Scarlet felt cocooned inside it — the slow drag of breaths, the weight of gazes on her skin, the steady, deliberate way they closed in.

Jaden’s arms around her tightened. He lowered his head, his lips grazing the shell of her ear. “Come here,” he murmured, his voice velvet and steel at once.

He didn’t pull her hard — he didn’t need to. His hands guided her a single step forward, and the two other men instinctively shifted with them. It was like they were one body now, moving together, silent but in sync.

Scarlet’s heels clicked softly against the floor as she moved, the sound swallowed almost instantly by the heat of their breathing around her. The man in front stepped back just far enough to give her a path, but his eyes never left hers — slow, deliberate, watching every movement she made.

The bed was only a few feet away — a low, neatly made thing against the far wall. Crisp white sheets. A single pillow. It looked almost out of place now, too innocent for the way the air pulsed between them.

As she neared it, the man to her right reached out, his hand brushing her forearm, a light, claiming touch. The other’s fingers grazed the bare skin at the back of her knee before slipping away, just enough to make her legs feel weaker.

Jaden moved with her; his chest pressed to her back. She could feel the heat of him through every inch of her spine. His hands stayed on her hips, steering her without hurry, his body telling her exactly where he wanted her to go.

When she reached the side of the bed, Jaden stopped her with a gentle but unyielding hold. His breath was warm against her hair as he spoke.

“Sit,” he said softly.

She lowered herself onto the edge, her dress riding up slightly as she did. The two other men stayed standing for a moment — towering over her, their presence heavy and deliberate. They weren’t crowding her yet, but she could feel the weight of their nearness, the silent promise in the way they looked at her.

Jaden stepped around to face her now, his eyes holding hers. He smiled faintly, not playful — knowing. He glanced at the other two, then back at her.

“You’re still mine,” he said quietly, as if to anchor her before the night tipped further. Then, with a single look, he invited the others closer.

They moved without hesitation. One stepped to her right, his thigh brushing her knee. The other came to her left, his hand resting lightly on her shoulder.

Scarlet sat between them, feeling the heat of three bodies around her, the low hum of breath and movement closing her in.

And in that small, golden-lit London studio, she realised she wasn’t going anywhere — except exactly where they wanted her.

Scarlet sat still, the mattress dipping slightly beneath her. The heat in the room felt thicker now — not from the lamp, but from the three men surrounding her. She could feel them all without even moving: Jaden in front of her, his gaze steady and claiming; the man to her right, close enough that his thigh pressed lightly against hers; the man to her left, his hand still resting on her shoulder with a quiet weight that sent a shiver down her spine.

Jaden stepped forward until he was right between her knees. He reached down and hooked a finger under her chin, lifting her face to his. His eyes held hers for a moment, reading her, letting the silence stretch until it was almost unbearable. Then his thumb brushed slowly across her lower lip.

“You’re beautiful like this,” he murmured.

Behind her, the man to her left let his fingers trail from her shoulder down the curve of her arm, grazing her bare skin until he reached her wrist. He lifted her hand gently, letting his thumb stroke the inside of it — a soft, almost tender gesture that still made her pulse race.

On her right, the other man let his hand find her thigh again. This time, he didn’t linger at the hem of her dress. His fingers slid up, pressing against the warm skin higher, firmer now, testing her.

Jaden’s eyes stayed on hers as if he wanted to see every reaction in real time. His other hand slid to the back of her neck, his palm warm and steady there, keeping her anchored.

“Relax,” he said quietly. “Feel them. Feel me.”

The man at her right squeezed gently, his thumb brushing slow circles over the inside of her thigh. The one at her left shifted closer, his knee bumping hers, his free hand lifting to sweep her hair back from her neck before letting his fingers trace the sensitive skin there.

Scarlet’s breathing quickened, her lips parting without thought. Every touch felt deliberate, placed exactly where it would make her tremble.

Jaden leaned in, his forehead brushing hers for a moment before he kissed her — slow, deep, unhurried. As he did, the man on her right let his hand slide higher still, while the one on her left dipped his head, his lips brushing just beneath her ear.

It was too much and not enough all at once. She was surrounded, touched, claimed from every angle, and the bed beneath her felt suddenly like the only thing holding her up.

Jaden broke the kiss but stayed close, his lips grazing hers as he spoke. “Lie back for me.”

Her pulse jumped.

The two men stepped back half a pace, making space, but their eyes stayed locked on her. She shifted slowly, lowering herself onto the bed. The sheets felt cool against her skin, a sharp contrast to the heat in her body.

Jaden followed her down, his hands braced either side of her, his weight a reassuring pressure above her. The others closed in again, one on each side, their shadows falling across her.

There was no question now. She was exactly where they wanted her. And she wanted to be nowhere else.


Chapter Ten

Scarlet lay back against the cool sheets, her heart beating hard enough that she could hear it in her ears. The room was still, but the air carried a heavy, unspoken pulse between the four of them.

Jaden stayed over her, one knee on the bed, his hands braced either side of her shoulders. He didn’t move too fast — he didn’t need to. He let her feel the weight of his gaze, the strength in his body above hers, the quiet authority in his posture.

The two other men stood close now, one on each side, their eyes travelling over her like they were memorising every line, every inch.

Jaden finally moved, his hand brushing lightly down her side until it rested on her hip. His thumb pressed just enough to make her aware of his strength before it began to stroke slow, deliberate circles.

Then his fingers found the hem of her dress.

He glanced up into her eyes — a silent check, a final chance to pull away. But Scarlet didn’t. She couldn’t. She was completely lost in their control. She had totally surprised herself, putting herself at their mercy. The mercy of these three boys, eighteen year olds, barely men at all. And her, she was a twenty-nine-year-old woman offering herself to them.

His fingers slipped under the fabric, warm against her bare skin. Slowly, he began to gather the dress, lifting it inch by inch. As he did, the man to her left leaned in, his hand brushing her hair back from her face, letting his knuckles graze her cheek. The other moved closer too, his hand resting on her shin before sliding slowly up the curve of her calf.

The hem of the dress rose higher, baring more of her thighs. The cool air of the room licked at her skin, making the heat of their touch feel even hotter.

When the fabric reached her hips, Jaden paused. His other hand came to rest on her stomach, fingers splayed wide, warm, and firm.

“You’re trembling,” he murmured, his voice low but steady.

Scarlet swallowed hard. “I know.”

He smiled faintly, the corner of his mouth curling. “Good.”

The young man at her right knelt now, his hand gliding up the inside of her thigh with slow, deliberate pressure. The one at her left leaned over her, his palm pressing gently against her collarbone before sliding down to trace the curve of her breast through the thin fabric.

Jaden’s hands moved again, lifting the dress higher until it cleared her ribs, her chest, and finally her arms. The fabric whispered over her skin before he tossed it aside onto the floor.

She was naked her alabaster skin golden under the lamplight. Her breasts, her little shaved pussy now exposed to their eyes.

Three pairs of eyes were on her. And she felt every one of them. And they were still dressed, she was now naked before them.

Jaden sat back slightly, letting his gaze sweep over her before looking at the others. “She’s perfect.”

The man to her left bent lower, his lips brushing her shoulder, his breath hot against her ear. The other’s hand was still on her thigh, his thumb stroking higher, closer, making her whole body hum.

Jaden’s palm pressed flat to her stomach again, holding her down gently. “You’re not going anywhere tonight,” he said quietly, as if it were a promise and a claim all at once.

Scarlet didn’t want to.

Scarlet lay back on the bed, the golden lamplight painting her skin in warm shadows. She could feel their heat before they even touched her — three young men, standing so close, breathing the same charged air. Young men!  Jaden was eighteen and the other two were close maybe one or two years older.

Jaden was still at her centre, his body angled over hers, one hand resting lightly on her stomach, his thumb brushing small circles just above her navel. His touch was steady, deliberate, the kind that said he was in complete control.

The man to her right leaned in first. His hand, still warm from her thigh, slid higher until his fingers rested against the soft skin just below her little pussy. He didn’t rush. He traced the outline slowly, letting the back of his knuckles skim over her in a way that made her breath catch. He could feel her heat. The heat from her centre telling him she was aroused and ready. Her body told the men that she wanted this. And she did, she wanted to be taken by three men at the same time. Three boys not much over eighteen years old.

On her left, the other man’s hand glided up her side until he cupped her breast, his thumb rolling slowly over her hard erect nipple, she gasped. His breath brushed her ear as he leaned closer. So many different sensations, so many different touches, all at once.

“She’s already shaking,” he murmured to Jaden.

Jaden’s lips curved faintly. “She’s been shaking since Oxford Street.”

Scarlet’s eyes flicked to his, heat flaring in her chest. She remembered the shop, the dress, the rush of wanting to please him. And now here she was — laid out for him, for them. This had all been planned, her first gangbang.

Jaden shifted, sliding his hand up her ribcage until his palm covered her other breast. His fingers flexed slightly, testing her softness, before he let his thumb flick across her nipple in a slow, dragging stroke. She gave another gasp and a very whispered moan.

The man on her right pressed a little closer, his knee brushing the inside of hers as his fingers moved with more certainty. The other leaned in to kiss her neck, his lips warm, tongue tracing the sensitive hollow just beneath her ear.

Scarlet’s head tilted back involuntarily, another quiet sound escaping her throat.

Jaden noticed, and his voice was a low, knowing murmur. “That’s it. Let them have you.”

The man on her left trailed kisses down her collarbone, his hand never leaving her breast. The one on her right let his fingertips slip along her outer labia, brushing, barely toughing, so gentle, her hips shift toward him without thought.

Jaden watched her, eyes locked on her face, reading every reaction. His other hand found her jaw, tilting her face up to him before he kissed her — slow but deep, his tongue teasing hers while the others touched her everywhere else.

When he broke the kiss, his mouth hovered just over hers. “Do you feel that?”

She nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

“All of us?”

“Yes…”

“Good,” he said softly, almost like a promise. “Because you’re ours tonight.”

Scarlet: “Yes,” She moaned.

The two men moved in perfect rhythm with him now — one kissing lower, tasting the soft skin of her chest, the other’s fingers venturing further pushing gently between her nether lips, making her gasp.

Jaden stayed close, his palm pressing gently to her stomach, keeping her grounded even as the sensation built everywhere else. He didn’t need to rush. He had all night.

And Scarlet knew — in that golden-lit London studio — she was exactly where she was meant to be.

The air in Jaden’s small studio felt molten now, the golden lamplight barely keeping pace with the heat coming off their bodies. Scarlet lay stretched out on the bed, bare beneath them, her breath shallow and fast.

Jaden stayed close, one knee on the mattress, his hands braced either side of her, his presence solid and unshakable. He was the centre, the anchor, but the other two men were in constant motion — circling, closing in, their touches passing over her in a rhythm that seemed almost choreographed.

They didn’t fight for her attention; they shared it. One leaned down to kiss her throat, his lips dragging slowly along the line of her jaw before trailing to her ear. The other ran his hands over the length of her leg, from ankle to hip, fingers squeezing, claiming the muscle beneath her skin. It was the most erotic massage!

Jaden’s voice came low and certain.
“Keep your eyes on me.”

She did. And that, somehow, made everything hotter — the fact that whatever the others did, she was still looking into Jaden’s eyes, still tethered to him while the sensation swelled everywhere else.

They moved together like a current, flowing over her. Sometimes it was just one touch, one kiss, one firm press of fingers into her thigh. Sometimes it was all three at once, and she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

She felt surrounded. Possessed.

One man leaned down and caught her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss, and even through the haze of heat and motion, she knew it wasn’t Jaden. The difference sent a rush of heat up her spine. Another man’s hands spread her knees wider, holding her open without force but with the kind of certainty that said she wasn’t closing them again.

Jaden stayed close to her face, his expression a mix of pride and hunger.
“That’s it,” he murmured. “Let them see how you take it. Let them feel how badly you want this.”

The words sank into her, grounding her even as the other two’s touches pushed her higher.

Scarlet could feel it now — the moment shifting, the tension cresting into something inevitable. The three men moved with a unity that was almost primal, and she was at the centre of it, caught in their pull. They moved in perfect rhythm, just as they had in the club, but not dancing now, this was sex!

The bed creaked under their weight, the air thick with heat and the sound of breath — hers quick and uneven, theirs low and steady. Jaden’s hand cupped her jaw, tilting her face so she could only see him even as she felt all of them.

Scarlet’s world had shrunk to heat, movement, and the press of three bodies around her. She could no longer tell where one man’s touch ended and the next began — their hands, their mouths, their weight on the bed merging into a single, relentless current.

Jaden never left her gaze. Even when the others moved against her, urging her higher and higher, it was his eyes that held her, steady and claiming. The others could touch her everywhere else, but her centre — her anchor — was him.

Her breath caught — once, twice — as the pace built. The pressure wasn’t frantic. It was controlled, deliberate, coaxing her toward a peak she could feel rising inside her.

The bed creaked softly, the air thick with the low hum of male voices, the sound of skin brushing over skin, her own uneven breathing.

“Stay with me,” Jaden said, his voice low but commanding. “Don’t look away.”

She didn’t. Couldn’t.

The other two pressed closer still, one at her side, the other behind her knees, their presence flooding her senses until she felt consumed, owned, claimed from every angle.

It was too much.
It was perfect.

The pressure inside her coiled tighter and tighter until there was no thought left, no room for anything but the release that tore through her when she finally gave in. It came fast, hot, unstoppable — her body arching beneath them as a sound she didn’t recognise escaped her throat.

Jaden’s hand tightened on her hip, grounding her through it, holding her there until the waves slowed. The others eased only slightly, their touches still firm, still possessive, as though to remind her she wasn’t free of them yet.

Her chest rose and fell, her large breasts jiggling, her skin slick with heat. She was spent — but she could feel in their grip, in Jaden’s steady, hungry gaze, that this was only the first act.

Jaden leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear.
“I told you,” He murmured. “We’re not done until you believe you’re ours.”

And Scarlet, still trembling, knew he meant it.


Chapter Eleven

She watched, in the golden glow of the studio as they stripped. They were quickly down to just their boxers, her eyes flicked to Jaden’s two friends, and she saw the bulge in their shorts and knew immediately they were as big as Jaden.

Then their shorts were gone, and three big, long black cocks were swaying before her. Quickly the men were back on the bed, Jaden knelt back between her legs, and one of the men took his place by her head and placed his big cock at her lips. She instinctively licked across the bulbous head and then wrapped her lips around it and sucked it into her mouth.  The third man was once again at her breasts and had his mouth, lips, tongue playing with her right nipple.

Jaden lifted her thighs ducked his head down and licked along her shaved, very wet little pussy and licked along pushing his tongue between her lips. He licked all the way up until he found her hard little nub and sucked it into his mouth, twirling his tongue around it. Scarlet gave a deep moan. He then licked down to her little sex hole and pushed his tongue inside, another deep moan from the beautiful woman.

Jaden kept working his tongue up and down her little slit, running his tongue around her clit then back down and pushing into her little sex hole. He would take her clit into his mouth and suck on it, then releasing it and running his tongue down to her little hole pushing inside.

At the same time, she had one of Jaden’s friends playing with her full large breasts, using his tongue to flick across her nipples. And all the time she kept sucking on the thick long black cock.

Scarlet had never been more aroused, the incredible mix of sensations, the total illicitness of being with more than one man. Here she was having three young black men, barely more than boys, all their attention on her body, giving her pleasure.

Jaden lifted her legs a little higher and ran his tongue down from her little sex hole along the smooth skin below till his tongue flicked across her puckered little rear hole. She let out a deep moan.

The young man with his cock in her mouth, pushed in further forcing the bulbous head to nudge against her throat. She concentrated on breathing through her nose, not so easy when she had so many erotic sensations cursing through her body.

Jaden; ‘Turn over, Baby-Girl, up onto your hand and knees.”

Scarlet, taking her mouth away from the man’s thick cock, obeyed the instruction and the man knelt back in front of her so she could take his cock back in her mouth. Jaden knelt behind her and using his big hands pulled her luscious round ass cheeks apart and brought his mouth back to her puckered little star, licking and then pushing his tongue into her tight little hole. The third man positioned himself lying alongside so, up on one elbow he could carry on using his mouth on her heavy swinging breasts, his tongue flicking across the hard erect nipple. And now he reached across and could squeeze, pull and maul her other breast at the same time.

Jaden moved forward coming up and behind Scarlet, he let his thick black cock rest along the crack between her full round ass cheeks. He leaned closer to her ear and said in a very low voice, almost a whisper, “I want you to mount him.”

The man lying beside her with his mouth on her breasts, shifted forward and lay on his back, Scarlet lifted one leg over his hips and eased down over his towering cock. She moved till she felt the bulbous head nudge against her little shaved pussy. She reached between her thighs, wrapping her had around the thick shaft to position it at her little sex hole and she pushed down feeling it enter, open and stretch her.

“Aarrrgggghhhhh!” Scarlet cried out, her wet pussy now stretched around the man’s thick cock. She pushed down and let him push up into her, stretching her, filling her.

“OMG!” She thought, she loved how it felt to be stretched and filled, a thick long, black cock in her little pussy. As his cock pushed up into her, Scarlet looked down at the stranger’s face, young and handsome. He was a very good-looking young man, not dissimilar to Jaden, but he was barely more than a boy and she now had his thick cock deep inside of her. But a stranger until tonight, she was fucking a stranger. A friend of Jaden’s, her boyfriend, but still she had not known him before this evening and now he was inside of her. This was very kinky.

The other man brought his cock back to her mouth; she instinctively wrapped her full lips around it and started to suck and slurp on the big purple head.

Then she felt Jaden press his cock against her puckered little star.

“OMG! Nooo!” “She thought, “I can’t take two big black cocks at the same time.” But she didn’t take her mouth away from the cock she was sucking, and she didn’t try and move off the cock that was slowly fucking her little pussy.  She tried to relax and allow Jaden to push his cock into her little rear passage.

At first there was no give, her little rear hole was too tight. Jaden had a good grip on Scarlet’s luscious round ass and was pulling the cheeks apart, then he spat down onto the juncture between his big purple bellend and the young woman’s tight little star, then suddenly it gave and the head of his cock popped inside.

“Aarrrgggghhhhhh!” Scarlet screamed out around the cock filling her mouth.

For Jaden the feeling was intense. Her rear hole, he knew already, was tight, but having his friend’s cock buried in her little pussy made it even tighter. Plus, he now had the sensation of her tight little sphincter pulsing around the head of his cock as it tried to repulse it’s invader. He held is cock there just buried in the entrance of her tight rear passage to allow her to become accustomed to being stretched while having another cock in her pussy.

Having the thick cock pumping in and out of her pussy while sucking and slurping on another black cock, then having Jaden pop his big cock into her tight little rear hole was too much for Scarlet and it pushed her into her next orgasm.

As the waves rolled over her and Jaden enjoyed the sight of her shapely thighs shaking with her pleasure, he started to push in a little deeper. Her rear passage was so tight and now her could actually feel his friend’s cock through the thin membrane between her two sex holes.

For Scarlet it was all too much. Having the two men now setting up a rhythm fucking her pussy and arse at the same time she almost immediately rolled straight into another orgasm. This allowed Jaden to push deeper.

And as Jaden now managed to set up a nice rhythm fucking the gorgeous woman’s tight little anal chute, it was too much for the guy fucking her pussy, he felt his balls tighten and then he started to pump his seed deep into her.

Scarlet felt the thick cock impossibly swell in her little pussy then the extra heat and wetness as he filled her with his spunk, this only helped to trigger her into yet another orgasm. She could barely concentrate on sucking the big cock in her mouth. There were just too many incredible sensations hitting her all at once.

Scarlet pinioned between the three muscular young men, all she could do was keep working her lips and tongue on the thick cock filling her mouth. She could feel and they could all hear the squelching of her wet pussy on the softening cock in her pussy.  She knew, as did the others, there would be copious amounts of their combined juices being forced out coating the young man’s balls.

Then she felt the swell of the big purple bellend swell in her mouth and she prepared herself. Fuck! It exploded. The first shot of his first thick spunk filling her mouth. She swallowed down as quickly as she could, ready for the next spurt, but it was too much. Spurt after spurt filling her mouth, Scarlet doing her best to swallow every thick gooey load, but some managed to dribble out the corners of her mouth onto her chin.

Jaden still fucking her tight little rear passage, he could still feel the other man’s cock in her pussy and there was spunk being pushed out around the cock oozing down on the young man’s balls.

Jaden was picking up his pace now, feeling her lovely full round ass cheeks squash against his hips each time he slammed down into her Scarlet was heading very quickly towards her next orgasm feeling the young man’s thick long black cock pile driving down into her tight little but very stretch out little rear passage.

Then the waves of her orgasm hit, and she cried out, “Aarrrgggghhhhh!”

Jaden could feel her little pussy pulsing around the other young man’s softening cock as the intense orgasm hit and that was enough to trigger his own. He felt his balls tighten up, he thrust into the beautiful woman one more time and Scarlet felt the big head of his cock swell deep inside her and then the extra heat and wetness as he fired thick spurts of spunk deep into her bowels.

As he came down from his orgasm, he took a firm hold of Scarlet’s full round luscious ass cheeks, pulling them apart so he could watch as he pulled his softening big black cock from the girl’s stretched open little rear hole.  His cock plopped out with a loud squelch that the whole little group clearly heard, and he watched as a steam of spunk oozed out and dribbled down onto the the beautiful woman’s pussy and the other man’s big round balls.

The young man lying below her, still with his soft, thick cock filling her sloppy wet pussy looked up at her, gave her a cheeky wink, “Slut, you’ve made a mess all over my cock and balls, time to clean up.”

Scarlet looked down at the cheeky good looking young black man gave him a look of disgust, then looked over her shoulder at Jaden, to see if he thought the same. Jaden gave her lovely round ass a very hard slap and nodded back at her.

Jaden then watched as the beautiful woman lifted her incredible ass up and the other man’s cock slipped from her sloppy wet pussy and more spunk streamed out onto him. Scarlet then worked her way down the young man’s toned muscular physique till she could look at the mess of the man’s lower abdomen. His thick cock, now soft, still looked thick and meaty as it lay across his groin covered in the mix of his, her and Jaden’s juices. She took the head of his cock in her mouth licking and slurping around it then slowly worked down the thick shaft licking and cleaning up all of the gooey mess.

Jaden and the other man watched on at the sexy show as Scarlet slowly licked up every drop of the mix of sex juices, swallowing it all down.


Epilogue

The light in the studio was pale and cool, filtering through the blinds in narrow strips. It painted lines across the rumpled bed, across Scarlet’s bare skin, across the bodies still tangled with hers.

She woke slowly, the weight of the night settling back into her before her eyes were even open. Her body ached in ways she didn’t have words for — not just from the intensity, but from the hours, the constant closeness, the way she had been passed between them like something precious and claimed.

Her head rested on Jaden’s chest, the steady thump of his heartbeat beneath her ear. One of his arms was hooked firmly around her waist, holding her there like she might try to move. She didn’t.

On the far side of the bed, one of the other men was stretched out on his back, an arm thrown lazily over his head, breathing slow and even. The other sat in the big armchair in the corner of the small room, watching her through half-lidded eyes, a faint, knowing smile tugging at his mouth.

The room smelled of them — heat, sweat, skin. It clung to the sheets, to her hair, to the air itself. She could still smell the pungent spunk that had filled her lungs and her mouth so much last night.

Jaden stirred beneath her, his arm tightening. “You’re awake,” he murmured, his voice still heavy with sleep.

“Yes.” Her own voice was soft, rough at the edges.

He tilted his head enough to meet her eyes. “You look wrecked.”

She gave the faintest smile. “I feel wrecked.”

His lips curved into a slow, satisfied grin. “Good.”

The way he said it wasn’t cruel, but it carried weight. Pride. Possession. Like the marks they had left on her body were proof of something he wanted her to never forget.

He reached up and tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear, his thumb brushing her cheek. “You stayed,” he said, almost like it was a statement he needed to hear out loud.

She swallowed. “I didn’t want to leave.”

His gaze sharpened at that. He shifted, rolling just enough to press his mouth against her temple, his hand sliding down her back in a slow, deliberate stroke.

From the armchair, the man who had been watching her spoke, his voice deep and low. “We could go again.”

Scarlet’s breath caught. Her body gave the smallest, traitorous shiver. Jaden noticed.

His grin widened, a dark, pleased thing. “Maybe we will,” he said, without taking his eyes off her.

And just like that, she knew the night wasn’t entirely over — it was only paused.


BOOK SIX

Now that Scarlet was his, had shown that she would do anything that he wanted, even have a gangbang with his best mates, Jaden felt he had to push her limits see, as an eighteen-year-old ‘boy’, how far he could push this beautiful twenty-seven-year-old woman.

How far will Jaden degrade scarlet? How far will she let him?
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