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Chapter One

Elodie pressed her palm against the cool banister and drew in a quiet breath. Sutton House wasn’t quite what the estate agent had promised. The ceilings were high, yes, and the staircase was beautiful in an old-fashioned way, but the paint was cracked, the floors uneven, and there was a faint smell of plaster dust everywhere.

Still, it felt like a grown-up home. A married home. A place she and Phillip were supposed to build a future.

Phillip appeared behind her, phone already in hand, suit slightly rumpled from the move. “It’ll be fine once it’s all done. Good bones,” he murmured, barely glancing up from an email. “The decorators will sort it.”

Elodie nodded, even though her stomach fluttered with something she couldn’t name. The house was enormous and quiet and, she realised, a little lonely.

Phillip kissed her on the forehead distractedly. “I’ve got to get into the office for an hour. Make a list of anything urgent, alright?”

“Of course,” she said softly.

When the door closed behind him, the silence settled like dust.
She wandered from room to room, touching doorframes, smoothing her hands over windowsills. Her reflection caught in old glass, green jumper, fitted jeans, hair tied loosely in a long auburn wave. She looked young in this house. Too young, maybe.

She tried to imagine Phillip noticing that.
He never really did.

Elodie moved through the house in soft, aimless steps, letting the emptiness echo around her. The place was too big, really. Too many rooms, too many high ceilings, too much quiet. Phillip kept saying it was “an investment,” “good bones,” “a house we can grow into.” But standing here alone, she felt small in it. Almost swallowed.

She drifted into what would one day be the dining room. The wallpaper peeled at the corners, and a long mirror hung crooked on the opposite wall. She paused, catching her reflection.

For a moment she didn’t recognise herself.

The morning light poured through the tall windows and softened the edges of her auburn hair, making it glow. Her hazel eyes looked wider than usual, curious, almost searching. She tilted her head slightly, studying herself the way someone else might.

She stepped closer.

It was strange, seeing herself in so many mirrors around the house. Strange how each one made her notice different things.

The graceful slope of her neck.
The natural curve of her waist, trim and tight from years of Pilates and aerobics.
The flatness of her stomach beneath her fitted top.
The way her 34C breasts seemed perfectly shaped even without trying; high, firm, perky, almost youthful in a way that felt unfair.

She touched her collarbone lightly, as if confirming the reflection was real.

In the hallway mirror she saw something else: her legs. Long, toned, subtly defined from all those classes she dragged herself to. Not muscular, just… elegant. Strong. Feminine. The kind of legs she’d always been quietly proud of but never said aloud.

She turned a little.

The jeans hugged her perfectly, drawing out the curve of her hips before tightening over that round, heart-shaped backside she had never quite made peace with. In every mirror it looked fuller than she thought it should, a little too much, something she used to call “fat” when she was younger and more timid about her body.

But boys had never agreed.
Men hadn’t either.
Even Phillip, distracted as he often was, had always told her it was perfect.

And the gym…
God, the gym had never made it smaller.
Not once.
All those hours had only shaped it, tightened it, firmed it until the softness she once tried to erase had become something else entirely.

The mirror didn’t lie.
Her body was exactly what she had never allowed herself to admit:
lush, toned, unmistakably feminine… and impossible to ignore.

Not this one.

Not any of them.

She wasn’t vain. She didn’t stand at home admiring herself like this. But here, in this big quiet Sutton house with no one watching and no distractions to pull her away, she felt something unfamiliar.

Awareness.

As though the house itself were holding up a mirror and asking her to look properly for once. To see the young woman, she still was. The beauty she almost ignored out of habit. The softness and the heat she pretended weren’t there because Phillip rarely noticed and she never wanted to seem needy.

A small breath escaped her.
She really was… beautiful.
Not just pretty in passing.
Beautiful in a way she had never dared claim.

And for a moment, standing in a room that needed too much work and felt far too empty, Elodie wondered what, or who, might someday fill it.

And whether anything in her quiet marriage had ever made her feel truly seen.


Chapter Two

That evening, Elodie tried a little harder than usual.

She lit the lamps instead of switching on the overheads, set the table properly, and cooked something warm and comforting rather than the usual quick dinner she made when Phillip worked late. In the sitting room she pulled the two sofas closer together, angling them toward the fireplace so the space felt less cavernous, less like a house they were still learning to inhabit.

When Phillip walked in, he paused in the doorway with a surprised smile.

“This looks lovely,” he said, sounding genuinely pleased. “Thank you, El.”

A small glow bloomed in her chest. She always tried, but sometimes she wasn’t sure he noticed. Tonight, he did.

They ate quietly, Phillip talking about meetings and numbers and office dynamics she couldn’t fully follow. She nodded, listened, smiled when he smiled. And after dinner, when they settled onto the sofa with their glasses of wine, she tucked herself under his arm, enjoying the rare closeness.

“It will be good once everything’s finished,” he said after a sip. “The house really does have potential; it just needs the right work done.”

She nodded. “The decorators are starting tomorrow, aren’t they?”

“Yes.” He shifted, settling more comfortably. “They’ll be here early. They know the plan. Bedroom and ensuite first.” He paused, amused. “So, make sure you’re up. And don’t leave any of your bras or those little skimpy thongs on the floor.”

Elodie felt her cheeks warm as she laughed with him. “I’ll try to pretend I’m tidy.”

“It might be a stretch,” he teased, brushing her arm lightly. “But the men don’t need to see all of that.”

She shook her head, still smiling, though a strange little flutter moved through her at the word men. She wasn’t sure why.

Phillip didn’t notice. He leaned back, sipping his wine, already half thinking about tomorrow’s schedule.

Elodie rested her head against his shoulder and tried to imagine the decorators arriving — the sound of boots in the hallway, the bustle of strangers filling the stillness of the house. For months it had been just her here during the day, her and the creaking floors and her own thoughts.

Tomorrow it would change.
Tomorrow the house would feel alive.

She wasn’t sure whether that thought unsettled her…
or excited her.

The warmth between them lingered long after the laughter faded. Phillip set his wine down on the coffee table and shifted closer, his arm tightening gently around her shoulders. It wasn’t often that he relaxed like this. Not often that he let the day fall away and simply looked at her.

“El,” he murmured softly, brushing a strand of auburn hair from her cheek, “I’m glad we’re here. This house… it feels like a beginning.”

She lifted her eyes to him, caught by the tenderness in his voice. Moments like this had been rare lately. Work exhausted him, and she often felt she existed somewhere in the periphery of his life. But tonight, he was fully present, his attention warm, affectionate, and real.

And looking at him now, she was reminded of why she’d fallen for him in the first place.

Phillip was handsome in a composed, mature way, the kind of man who carried himself with quiet confidence rather than showiness. The faint lines at the corners of his eyes, the trace of grey at his temples, the tailored way he wore his clothes, all of it made him look distinguished rather than older. He had a steadiness about him she had always found comforting.

She liked that he was ten years older.
Liked the sense of stability it gave her.
Liked the feeling of safety and security that came from being with a man who knew who he was, who had built a career, who didn’t rush or fumble or second-guess himself.

With Phillip, she felt held. Protected. Grounded.
And sometimes, when he looked at her like this, she still felt cherished too.

“I’m glad too,” she whispered.

He kissed her forehead. Then her temple. Then, slowly, the corner of her mouth.

Her breath caught.

Phillip smiled faintly, the kind of smile he’d worn when they first dated, when everything felt uncomplicated and hopeful and they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. He shifted again, turning toward her, allowing his hand to glide softly down her side, over the curve of her waist, settling with gentle reverence at her hip.

As he touched her, Phillip was struck by something he hadn’t let himself think about in a long time, just how beautiful she really was. The softness of her features, the warmth in her eyes, the shape of her body that always felt perfectly made for his hands. He sometimes forgot that she was still so young, still untouched by the harsher edges of life.

And he liked that about her.
Her innocence.
Her sweetness.
Her quiet, trusting nature.

Before him, there had only ever been one boyfriend. She had told him that early on, shyly, almost apologetic, as if she thought he would see it as a flaw rather than something endearing. Instead, Phillip had felt a strange sense of pride, a deep satisfaction in knowing he was the one who would guide her, shape their intimacy together, teach her what closeness could be.

It made him feel secure.
In control.
Like their world was something he could understand and protect.

He looked at her now, her face so open and warm, and felt a pull of affection that surprised him with its strength.

“El,” he murmured, drawing her a little closer, “you’re perfect.”

“You look beautiful tonight,” he said. “Really beautiful.”

Her cheeks warmed, not with embarrassment, but with the pleasure of being seen. She felt suddenly aware of everything, her soft jumper, the warmth beneath it, the firmness of her stomach under his touch, the shape of her body pressed close to his.

He leaned in and kissed her properly.

Slow.
Warm.
Meaningful.

Elodie melted into it, fingers curling lightly against his chest. His hand slid up her back, drawing her closer, and she felt his breath deepen, his body respond with a need he rarely allowed himself to show.

It stirred something inside her, something tender, something yearning, something that made her chest ache with affection.

Phillip kissed her again, deeper, slower, his hand warm at her hip as he drew her closer. The room seemed to shrink around them, the lamplight softening, the air warming with the quiet rhythm of their breaths.

“El…” he murmured, brushing his nose against hers, “stay here with me.”

On the sofa where she felt small in his arms, where the evening still held its glow, where their closeness felt simple and real.

He eased her back gently, guiding her down into the cushions with a tenderness that made her chest ache. His body followed, slow and certain, bracing himself above her with the easy confidence she’d always loved a confidence that made her feel wanted, protected, safe.

Elodie’s hands slipped up around his shoulders, her breath catching as his weight settled over her, warm and familiar.

This, she thought, was what she’d missed.
His closeness.
His certainty.
The way he made her feel like his entire world narrowed to just her.

Phillip kissed her again, deeper this time, and the moment folded effortlessly into something warmer… something that made her pulse rise and her body soften beneath him

Phillip kissed her slowly, lovingly, the kind of kiss that made Elodie forget the quiet distance that so often sat between them. His hand moved up her side, lingering at her waist before gliding higher, tracing the familiar shape of her with a tenderness that made her breathe in sharply.

“El…” he whispered, his lips brushing her cheek, her jaw, her neck.
He wasn’t rushing.
Not tonight.

She touched his face, her thumb brushing the faint roughness along his jawline, and felt a soft ache of affection. This was the man she had married, steady, gentle, older, stronger in all the calm ways that had made her trust him completely. Being held by him like this made the world feel smaller, safer, warmer.

Phillip’s fingers slipped to the hem of her jumper, pausing for a heartbeat as he met her eyes, that familiar hesitation flickering there as if he were asking permission. Elodie held his gaze, breath warm against his lips, and lifted her arms, but inside, a sharp, impatient thought flared.

He’s my husband.
He doesn’t need to ask.
He should already know.
He should just take me.

The realisation unsettled her even as it thrilled her, that she wanted certainty, confidence, a man who didn’t pause at the edge of desire but crossed it without doubt.

The jumper fell to the floor with a soft thud.

Phillip looked at her for a moment, really looked, admiration softening his whole expression. He traced the curve of her waist again, following it up to the graceful line of her collarbone, then down to rest over the gentle rise of her stomach.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, almost to himself.

Elodie felt heat spread through her, not the wild kind but something sweeter, deeper. She reached for his shirt, sliding her fingers along the buttons. He let her, leaning into her touch as she worked slowly, easing the fabric open, revealing the familiar warmth of him beneath.

She pushed the shirt from his shoulders, and Phillip lowered himself back toward her, their chests brushing, their breaths mixing. His hands moved to her hips, his thumbs stroking lightly, reverently, as though remembering every inch of her.

They kissed again, longer, deeper, their bodies aligning with a quiet, natural certainty. Elodie felt his warmth cover her, felt the sofa cushions cradle her as he shifted closer, their legs brushing, tangling, settling.

He touched her hair, letting it fall down over the pillow, auburn strands catching the soft lamplight.
She touched his back, feeling the solid strength beneath his skin.
The room seemed to hold its breath around them.

There was no urgency.
No tension.
Just two people rediscovering each other slowly, tenderly, as they undressed one another piece by piece, their touches becoming more lingering, their movements more intimate.

Phillip whispered her name again, soft, full of feeling, and Elodie felt her heart lift, warm, open, ready.

The moment deepened.
The space between them disappeared.
And the quiet, romantic heat wrapped around them as they finally came together, moving in a rhythm that felt familiar yet somehow sweeter than she remembered.

Phillip moved with her gently, their breaths falling into a warm, steady rhythm that felt almost like remembering a language they had once spoken fluently. Nothing rushed, nothing forceful; just closeness, tenderness, the slow unfurling of affection that had been buried under months of routine and long hours apart.

Elodie held him, her arms slipping around his shoulders as their bodies met with a familiarity that brought a soft ache to her chest. Phillip kissed her through it all, her cheek, her jaw, the corner of her mouth, whispering her name in a voice that sounded full and sincere.

The world around them blurred.
The lamplight glowed.
The house was silent except for the soft sounds of their bodies moving together, finding each other again.

And when the moment crested, when warmth bloomed deep inside her and her breath caught against his shoulder, Phillip held her tightly, protectively, as though he wanted to keep her safe inside that feeling. He followed her soon after, burying his face in her neck, breath unsteady, heart beating against hers.

For a long moment neither of them moved.
The room felt softer.
Time felt gentler.

Phillip finally shifted, easing his weight so he wasn’t pressing her too much, and pulled a throw blanket from the back of the sofa to drape over them. He lay beside her, one arm tucked under her shoulders, the other resting over her waist as he kissed her forehead with quiet affection.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured, voice thick and warm.

Elodie smiled, nestling closer, feeling the sweat cooling on her skin, the warmth of the man she loved beside her. She felt… good. Relaxed. Content in a way she hadn’t in months.

But as she lay there, her breath returning to a slow, steady pace, another feeling lingered faintly beneath the comfort.

A small question.
A quiet ache.
A sense, delicate but undeniable, that although she had climaxed, although the moment had been tender and loving, something inside her still felt… unfinished.

Not unfulfilled exactly.
Just… curious.
Hungry for a depth of heat, of intensity, of rawness she had never really allowed herself to imagine.

Phillip kissed her hair, utterly content, already drifting toward sleep.

Elodie stared at the ceiling, the glow of the lamp catching the auburn strands scattered across the pillow.

She loved him.
She truly did.

But as she lay wrapped in his arms, her body still warm from their lovemaking, she couldn’t shake the quiet, unsettling truth:

There could be more.
Something she had never tasted.
Something she didn’t yet understand.

Something the house, and the days ahead, might bring to light.


Chapter Three

Elodie woke to the soft grey light of morning, the blanket still half draped over her from the night before. For a moment she lay still, breathing in the faint scent of Phillip on the sofa cushions, her body relaxed in a way it hadn’t been in months.

Then she realised he was gone.

A folded note rested on the coffee table.

Early start. Didn’t want to wake you. Decorators will be there at eight. Love you.

She smiled faintly. Phillip always slipped back into his routines so easily. She pulled the blanket around herself and sat up, stretching, feeling the pleasant heaviness in her limbs from the night before.

Then she remembered.

The decorators.

She glanced toward the hallway. Eight o’clock. What time was it now?

A small jolt of worry pushed her to her feet. The house was still a mess from unpacking. And Phillip’s teasing words from last night slipped back into her mind….

They’ll start in the bedroom and ensuite,
so make sure you’re up and don’t leave any of your bras or skimpy thongs on the floor.

She felt her cheeks warm despite being alone.

He wasn’t wrong.
Her things did sometimes end up scattered.

She hurried quickly to the master bedroom. Sunlight was just beginning to spill through the tall windows, falling across the half-finished room and the suitcases left open on the floor. She bent to scoop up clothes, smoothing jumpers, folding jeans, gathering the delicate things she would be mortified to leave in plain sight.

A soft blush rose as she picked up one of the tiny thongs she liked wearing, the sort Phillip always joked about. She tucked it quickly into a drawer, shaking her head at herself.

Last thing I need is strangers seeing those.
Especially if they were only decorators.

She checked the ensuite, tidied her brushes, closed her lotions, straightened towels. The house suddenly felt very large again, every noise echoing, every footstep reminding her she was alone.

Except she wouldn’t be for long.

She threw on a fresh outfit simple, comfortable, nothing she would think twice about, though she caught herself smoothing her hair and adjusting the hem of her top with more care than usual.

A knock came at the door.

Elodie froze for a heartbeat.

The decorators.

She took a breath, steadied herself, and walked to the hallway. The old floorboards creaked quietly under her feet as she approached the door.

Another knock, firmer this time.

She opened it.

Three men stood on the step.

Broad.
Tall.
Solid.

Their tool bags hung at their sides, shoulders filling the doorway, morning air curling around them as though even the outside world was too small to contain their presence. All three men were Black, tall, and powerfully built in a way that instantly struck Elodie, not shocking, just… unmistakable.

She had grown up around gentle, bookish boys. Phillip was slim, tidy, composed. Most men in her world were.

But these men…
They were nothing like Phillip.
And nothing like anyone she had ever known.

Their height alone made her pulse jump. Their broad chests, thick arms, the solid, effortless strength in the way they stood, it was overwhelming, almost unreal. Standing in front of them, she felt suddenly small. Delicate. The contrast was impossible not to feel.

Elodie’s breath caught before she could stop it.

She had never been this close to men who looked like this; men whose size and confidence filled a room before they even stepped into it. Men who seemed carved out of something sturdier, stronger, larger than the quiet world she came from.

They didn't even try to be imposing.
They simply were.

And for reasons she didn’t understand, the sight of them made her heart flutter in a way that had nothing to do with fear… and everything to do with something far more complicated.

The man in front spoke first.

“Morning. We’re the decorators.”

Elodie swallowed, suddenly very aware of her posture, the neatness of her hair, the way the house behind her felt smaller with them standing there.

“Oh…. yes. Please come in,” she said, her voice softer than she intended.

They stepped inside, boots heavy against the wooden floor, bringing with them the scent of cold air, paint, and something deeper she couldn’t quite name.

The hallway seemed warmer with them in it.
Narrower.
More charged.

As she closed the door behind them, a gentle flutter rose in her chest, subtle, unwelcome, yet undeniably… curious.

And Elodie realised, with a faint shiver she hoped no one saw,

today would not feel like any other day.

The three men stepped farther into the hallway, their broad shoulders and heavy tool bags seeming to fill the space in a way Phillip never had. Elodie swallowed lightly and folded her hands together, suddenly aware of how small she felt in front of them.

The man in front extended a gloved hand.

“I’m Marcus,” he said. His voice was deep, steady, confident in a way that needed no effort. “This is Leon.”
The second man nodded with an easy smile, warm but assessing.
“And the lad is Jay,” Marcus finished.

Jay gave her a brief upward glance, quick at first, then slower, more deliberate, before looking away again, as though he had all the time in the world. He was only a little younger than her, maybe twenty at most, but carried himself with the loose, effortless swagger of someone who believed every woman found him attractive.

Tall, good-looking, muscular in a way that came from youth and natural athleticism rather than gym precision, he had the easy confidence of a young Black man who knew exactly how he appeared to people. Nothing shy about him. Nothing hesitant.

And for just a moment, his gaze drifted lower.
Not leering, not crude; just bold.
His eyes paused on the gentle swell of her chest beneath her jumper, taking her in with a quick but unmistakably appreciative sweep before he glanced away again.

Elodie felt a small, unexpected spark inside her.
Not fear.
Not even embarrassment.

Just the startling awareness that he had looked.
Really looked.

And that she had noticed.
And that she felt it.

Elodie smiled politely, hoping her voice didn’t betray the odd flutter she felt in her chest. “I’m Elodie. My husband Phillip spoke to you about the work.”

Marcus nodded. “We’ve got the plan. Bedrooms first, ensuite after that.”

Leon added, “Shouldn’t take long. Place has good bones. Just needs some attention.”

His smile lingered a little longer than necessary. It wasn’t inappropriate. Not exactly. But it wasn’t the kind of smile she was used to from strangers, either.

“Shall I show you the rooms?” she asked softly.

Marcus gestured for her to lead the way. “After you.”

Elodie turned, heading up the stairs. She was suddenly acutely aware of their footsteps behind her, heavier, slower, deliberate. She felt their presence without looking back, felt how much space they took up, how different the house felt with them moving through it, fuller, warmer, charged in a way she couldn’t quite name.

As she climbed, she became painfully aware of her own body.
Of the way her jeans hugged her hips.
Of the firm, full curve of her backside, the one she’d always thought was a little too big, no matter how many hours she spent in Pilates trying to tone it.

She told herself not to think about it.
Of course they weren’t looking.
They were professionals.
They were here to work.

But she still felt it, that hush of attention, that quiet awareness following her up each step.

And in her sheltered, slightly naive mind, a ridiculous thought flickered up, uninvited.

Didn’t some rap songs go on about bigger bottoms?
About men liking that? Wanting that?

She felt heat rise in her cheeks at the thought, not because she believed it was true, but because she realised, with a strange flutter in her stomach, that something about the idea made her feel seen in a way she hadn’t expected.

She kept climbing, focusing on the landing, pretending nothing inside her had shifted.

But she knew it had.

On the landing she paused, letting them gather behind her before opening the master bedroom door.

“It’s not much yet,” she said with a small laugh, brushing a loose strand of auburn hair behind her ear. “We’ve only just moved in.”

Marcus stepped past her into the room, surveying the walls with a professional eye. Leon followed, running a thumb along the doorframe, testing the wood. Jay hung back a moment longer, his gaze flicking over her before he joined the others.

“Nice space,” Marcus said. “Big. Good light. We’ll get this sorted.”

Elodie nodded, watching them move around the room with an ease that contrasted sharply with Phillip’s careful, measured way of walking through the house. These men didn’t tiptoe or hesitate. They belonged anywhere they stepped. Their confidence filled the room as surely as their bodies did.

She felt it, the shift, even if she didn’t understand it yet.

“You can start here,” she said, her voice softer than she meant. “I’ve tidied everything.”

Leon glanced at her, amusement warming his expression. “We appreciate that.”

Elodie felt a blush rise, uninvited.
He wasn’t teasing her.
Not exactly.
But there was something in his tone, gentle, knowing, that made her aware of herself in a new, unfamiliar way.

Marcus returned to her side, standing close enough that she felt the heat of him.

“We’ll be here most of the day,” he said. “You just let us know if you need anything.”

The way he said it…
It wasn’t flirtation.
It wasn’t suggestive.

It was simply confident.
Assured.
A man used to being listened to.

Elodie nodded, trying to steady her breath. “Of course. I’ll be downstairs.”

She stepped back toward the door, giving them space to begin. But as she walked away, she couldn’t help it, she turned slightly, just enough to glance over her shoulder.

Three men.
Big, strong, self-assured.
Moving around her bedroom with the easy authority of people who knew their craft and took up space without apology.

And for the first time in her married life, Elodie felt something she didn’t know how to name.

Not fear.
Not guilt.

A spark.
A tremor.
A warmth low in her stomach that she quickly pushed away.

She headed down the stairs, trying to calm herself.

But she knew, deep down, quietly, undeniably….

the house did not feel like hers anymore.
Not while they were in it.


Chapter Four

When she finally left them alone upstairs, Elodie walked quickly down the stairs, almost as if escaping something she didn’t understand. The moment her feet reached the hallway, she stopped, placing a hand lightly against the wall to steady herself.

Her heart was beating too fast.

It was ridiculous, absolutely ridiculous, to feel flustered simply because three decorators were in her house. Men older than her, younger than her, strangers she’d only just met. Yet her skin still tingled with the awareness of them behind her. The sound of their voices. Their size. Their strength. The way the house seemed to shrink with their presence.

She pressed her palms against her cheeks, trying to cool the warmth rising there.

Stop it, Elodie, she scolded herself.
They’re just men doing their jobs. You’re being silly.

But the moment she closed her eyes, she saw it again:

Jay’s lingering glance.
Leon’s easy, confident smile.
Marcus’s steady, assessing presence.
The weight of their footsteps behind her on the stairs.

And the uncomfortable truth floated up inside her, fragile but real:

She hadn’t felt noticed like that in a very long time.

She shook her head, forcing herself into the kitchen, making a pot of tea just to keep her hands busy. Cups. Milk. Sugar. A tray. Something normal, something sensible. It helped settle her… a little.

By mid-morning, she decided it would be polite to take something up to them. She rehearsed her voice in her head, friendly, light, casual, the way any homeowner would.

When she reached the landing, tray balanced carefully in her hands, her polite smile ready.

She stopped dead.

Her breath caught in a sharp, involuntary gasp.

All three men had stripped off their shirts.

Jay stood on the step ladder in the centre of the bedroom, a heat gun in one hand and a scraper in the other, slowly stripping the old paint from the ceiling. Each movement made the muscles across his back and chest shift and flex, smooth and defined beneath deep brown skin that caught the morning light. The repetitive motion of reaching up, leaning, scraping, made every part of him come alive in a way that was impossible not to notice.

Paint dust flecked across his shoulders, clinging to the sheen of sweat that had begun to gather there. The warm light from the tall windows traced over him, turning his skin almost bronze as he worked.

In the ensuite, Marcus and Leon were tearing out the bathroom fixtures, their bodies moving with heavy, deliberate power. The older men were broader, thicker, their muscles working like slow machinery as they hauled broken tiles and old cabinet pieces aside. Sweat ran down their arms and backs, making their deep ebony skin glow under the shifting light.

Elodie had never seen anything like it.
Not in this house.
Not anywhere close.

Not in real life, where she stood only a few feet away, holding a tray of tea while three bare-chested men worked with a raw, physical presence she had only ever seen in glimpses on television, and even then, never like this.

Her breath hitched before she could stop it.
A tiny, involuntary sound.

Jay heard it. His eyes flicked down from the ladder, catching her gaze for a moment that felt far too long, far too direct. The corner of his mouth lifted, not a grin, not a smirk, just a quiet acknowledgment that he’d seen her reaction.

He looked away again…
but the moment stayed.

Marcus and Leon were in the ensuite, pulling apart old cabinets and tiles, their backs broad and powerful, shoulders round and solid, their movements heavy and deliberate. Sweat glistened along the curves of their arms and down their spines, catching the light in a way that made everything inside Elodie tighten.

She’d never seen bodies like theirs.
Not in person.
Not even on television, certainly not in real life, not this close, not framed in her own bedroom where she had lain with Phillip only hours earlier.

The room felt hotter.
Smaller.
Almost airless.

Jay glanced down from the ladder first, catching her stunned expression. A small, knowing smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth, but he masked it quickly.

“Oh! Morning,” he said lightly. “Need something?”

Elodie blinked, realising she still stood frozen in the doorway, gripping the tray a little too tightly.

“I… I brought tea,” she managed, though her voice sounded breathless even to herself.

Marcus turned from the ensuite, wiping his brow with the back of his arm. His chest rose and fell slowly, calmly, as though he hadn’t just pulled apart half the bathroom.

“Very kind,” he said, stepping forward. “Thank you.”

Leon appeared behind him, shirt slung somewhere out of sight, hands dusted with plaster and sweat. “Appreciate it, love.”

Elodie swallowed hard, trying not to stare, trying to keep her gaze anywhere but the expanse of skin and muscle right in front of her.

“Yes, of course,” she murmured, placing the tray on a small table. Her hands trembled slightly.

She stepped back toward the landing, needing air, space, something, anything, to steady herself.

But as she turned to leave, she felt it again:

Three sets of eyes.
Three towering bodies.
Three presences unlike anything in her quiet life.

And deep inside her, something stirred.
Not a vague flutter this time, something warmer, heavier, settling low in her belly. A slow, blooming heat that caught her off guard and made her breath tighten in her chest.

She felt it again, lower still, a quiet pulse she couldn’t ignore.
A soft throb of awareness, unmistakable and entirely new.

Not fear.
Not confusion.

Arousal.

Real, undeniable arousal, the kind she had never felt from a simple glance, a simple presence, a simple moment. Not ever with Philip or any man before this. It was something primal.

It startled her.
It thrilled her.
It unsettled her so deeply she had to step back into the hallway just to steady herself.

And she knew, with sudden, breathless clarity:

Something had changed in her.
Something she could feel.
Something she couldn’t pretend away anymore.

Elodie had never felt physical desire like his before. The kind of desire she thought only men felt when checking out a beautiful woman. This was alien.


Chapter Five

Elodie walked downstairs with the tea tray held too tightly in both hands, forcing herself to breathe evenly, to act normal, to pretend her heart wasn’t hammering against her ribs.

The moment she reached the kitchen, she set the tray down with a clatter that was louder than she meant.
She stood still for a moment, palms flat on the counter, eyes closed.

What she had felt upstairs was…
impossible.

She’d never experienced anything like it. Not once. Not even during the early days with Phillip when everything had been exciting and new. And certainly never just from seeing men work. Men she didn’t even know.

She took a slow breath, but her pulse didn’t settle.
The image of them was burned into her mind.

Jay on the ladder, his body stretched and flexing with every movement.
Marcus and Leon in the ensuite, sweat gleaming on their powerful backs.
The heat in that room, thick and humid with their exertion.
The way Jay’s eyes had met hers — bold, certain — as if he had felt her reaction.

Her stomach tightened again, low and heavy, the same warm pulse returning before she could push it away.

She pressed a hand there instinctively, shocked at how alive her body felt.

This wasn’t nervousness.
This wasn’t curiosity.

This was desire.
Raw, physical desire.
The kind she had always assumed only men felt when looking at someone beautiful. She had never understood that before — not really, not in her body.

But now she did.

She shook her head sharply and turned to the sink, running warm water, scrubbing dishes that didn’t need scrubbing. Anything to distract herself. Anything to steady her racing thoughts.

“What is wrong with me?” she whispered.

She wiped down the counters.
Organised the spices.
Tried to decide what to cook for Phillip tonight.
Anything to feel normal again.

But the house was quiet, and every sound from upstairs — the scrape of tiles, the thud of boots, the low rumble of male voices — travelled down through the floorboards and straight into her body.

Each sound made her remember.
Each memory brought back that pull low in her belly.
Each pull made her cheeks warm again.

She leaned against the counter, hands gripping the edge.

She wasn’t supposed to feel like this.
Not as a married woman.
Not toward strangers.
Not this intensely, this suddenly, this… helplessly.

Yet she couldn’t deny it.

Her body had reacted before her mind could catch up.
A slow bloom of heat.
A tightening low inside her.
A throb she couldn’t ignore.

She swallowed hard, staring at the clock, trying to compose herself before Phillip came home.

He would look at her the way he always did.
Warm, polite, loving in his quiet way.

And he would have no idea.
None at all.
That something inside her had woken up that morning.
Something she had never felt before.
Something that terrified her… and thrilled her.

Elodie closed her eyes and exhaled shakily.

This wasn’t going away.
Not today.
Not now that she had felt it.


Chapter Six

Elodie was wiping the counter for the third time when she heard footsteps on the stairs, slower, heavier than before. She froze, cloth in hand, heart suddenly pounding again.

A moment later, Marcus appeared in the kitchen doorway, holding the empty cups from earlier.

He didn’t speak right away.

He just stood there, watching her.

Not rudely.
Not in a way that could be called anything but steady, quiet, observant.
But his presence filled the room instantly, shifting the air around her.

Elodie felt it along her skin before she even turned to look, that deep, grounding weight of a man who knew exactly who he was. Marcus didn’t have Jay’s youthful swagger or Leon’s easy charm. His confidence was quieter, more rooted, more commanding without needing a word.

She lifted her head, startled when she realised, he’d been standing there for a few seconds already.

He cleared his throat softly, a low sound that vibrated in the space between them. “Didn’t mean to sneak up on you,” he said.

Her breath caught, not because he’d scared her, but because of the way he was looking at her now. Calm. Direct. As though he was taking her in piece by piece, not rushing any part of it.

“Oh…. I… I didn’t hear you come down,” she managed, her voice betraying a tremor she hoped he wouldn’t notice.

Marcus stepped farther into the kitchen, placing the cups gently on the counter. Even that simple movement felt deliberate, powerful, like everything he did came from a place of controlled strength.

“Just wanted to bring these back,” he said. “Didn’t want to leave them lying around.”

His eyes lingered on her, not inappropriate, but attentive in a way she had never experienced. Men rarely looked at her like this. Phillip certainly didn’t. Jay had looked at her with youthful hunger. Leon with playful appreciation.

But Marcus…
Marcus looked at her like he was reading her.
Like he could see the fluster beneath her smile.

Elodie swallowed, cheeks warming again. “Thank you… that’s very thoughtful.”

He gave a small, slow nod. “You, okay?”
The question was simple.
The tone was not.

Something about it made her pulse jump, as if he could sense the confusion swirling inside her.

“Yes,” she said quickly. “I’m fine. Just… cleaning.”

He raised an eyebrow slightly. “You’ve been cleaning a lot.”

She blinked. “Have I?”

Marcus’s lips curved, not a smile, not fully, just enough for her to know he had noticed her flustered energy, her nervous movements, the way she couldn’t keep still after seeing them upstairs.

“It’s a good distraction,” he said quietly, as though he understood exactly what she was trying to push away. “Sometimes helps when something’s on your mind.”

Her stomach tightened. Hard.

He knew.
Or he sensed.
Or maybe it was simply that she was terrible at hiding anything today.

Elodie looked down, fiddling with the edge of her tea towel. “I’m just not used to… all of this.”

Marcus shifted slightly, and she’d registered straight away that he was still stripped to the waist. His broad, muscular upper body filled the small kitchen space in a way that made it hard to focus on anything else. For a man in his late forties, he looked astonishingly strong, solid chest, thick arms, defined shoulders, the faint sheen of sweat still catching the light.

She kept telling herself don’t stare, don’t stare, but her eyes kept flicking back up before she could stop them.

Marcus noticed.
Of course he did.

He adjusted his grip on the cups, then said in a low, courteous tone, “Sorry, ma’am… would you prefer us to wear shirts?”

Her head snapped up, mortified. “What? Oh…. no, no…. it’s fine.”

He nodded slowly, patient, waiting.

She rushed to explain. “It’s just… I’m not used to it. Seeing… well… all of you working like that.”

Marcus’s lips twitched, almost a smile. “It’s hot work up there,” he said. “Lots of lifting, stripping, dust. Shirts get torn or soaked through pretty quick.”

“Yes, of course,” Elodie said, far too quickly. Her cheeks were burning now. “I don’t want you gentlemen to feel uncomfortable.”

Marcus tilted his head slightly. “We’re not uncomfortable.”

That simple sentence, the calm confidence behind it, sent a warm ripple through her lower stomach.

She tried to clear her throat discreetly. “Right… well… as long as it’s practical for you.”

“Practical,” Marcus echoed softly, amusement flickering in his eyes. “That’s one word for it.”

Elodie swallowed, unsure whether she’d imagined the tone, that faint suggestion, that awareness between them.

She couldn’t look at him again without feeling that heat rise inside her.

Marcus set the cups down on the counter, the muscles in his forearm tightening as he placed them gently beside her.
He didn’t step back right away.
Didn’t break eye contact.

“We’ll get back to it,” he said quietly, his voice warm and steady. His gaze held hers a heartbeat longer, the air between them tightening just enough for her to feel it low inside her.

Then, with a slight tilt of his head, almost a nod, almost an invitation, he added:

“But if you need anything… anything at all… just ask.”

The way he said it wasn’t inappropriate.
Not quite.
But it wasn’t neutral either.

There was a depth to it, a low, confident undertone that made her breath catch, made her fingers tighten on the tea towel.

Marcus waited just long enough for her reaction, the quick inhale, the faint flush rising in her cheeks, before he turned and walked out of the kitchen, leaving her standing there with her pulse echoing in her ears.

As soon as he was gone, Elodie pressed her hand to her chest, trying to steady her heart.

She had never felt like this.
Not from a look.
Not from a conversation.
Not from anyone.

But she felt it now, warm, low, insistent.

And she couldn’t deny it.

But she felt it now.
Deep.
Strong.
Mutual.

And it terrified her.
And thrilled her.
And she had no idea how she was supposed to face the rest of the day.


Chapter Seven

Elodie curled herself into the armchair in the sitting room, pretending to read though she hadn’t turned a page in almost ten minutes. Her mind kept replaying the moment in the kitchen, Marcus’s voice, his eyes, the slow, deliberate weight of his presence.

She needed the distraction.

The silence of the house settled around her, broken only by the occasional thud from upstairs. She breathed slowly, trying to calm the swirl inside her.

That was when she heard footsteps on the stairs again, lighter than Marcus’s, with a rhythm that already felt familiar from earlier.

Leon.

A moment later, he appeared in the doorway, shirt still off, broad chest rising with an easy breath as he leaned against the frame with the kind of casual confidence only men like him ever seemed to have.

“Thought I smelled something nice down here,” he said with a grin. “Didn’t realise it was just you.”

Elodie looked up sharply, flushing. “Oh! I… I…. was just reading.”

“Looks intense,” Leon teased, nodding to the book that had been stuck on the same page for ages.

She forced a smile, though her heart was fluttering in her chest. “It’s… it’s good.”

He stepped into the room, eyes sweeping briefly around before coming back to her.

“You all right?” he asked. “You look a bit… warm.”

Her cheeks burned instantly. “It’s just hot,” she said quickly. “You’re all working so hard, I suppose it makes the house feel warmer.”

Leon raised an eyebrow, amused. “Is that what’s doing it?”

She opened her mouth, then closed it again, flustered.

Leon chuckled softly, the sound deep and low. “Relax, love. We’re not that scary.”

She wasn’t scared.
That was the problem.

“Just wanted to check if you needed anything,” he added. “We’re about to start on the next stage upstairs.”

“No, thank you,” she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “I’m fine. Really.”

Leon nodded, but his eyes lingered on her for a moment, openly appreciative, but with a playful warmth rather than Marcus’s intensity or Jay’s boldness.

“All right then,” he said. “We’ll crack on.”

He turned toward the door… then paused.

Something on the floor had caught his eye.

He crouched slightly, reaching just under the sofa with two fingers, and pulled out a small scrap of fabric, soft, delicate, unmistakably feminine.

Elodie felt every drop of blood in her body rush straight to her face.

Leon held up the little skimpy thong between his fingers, the faintest smirk on his lips.

“Think this might be yours,” he said lightly.

Her breath caught in her throat. “Oh…. I…. it…. that must have….”

“Fallen,” Leon finished for her, amusement dancing in his eyes. “Yeah. Something like that.”

He placed it gently on the arm of the sofa, as if handling something fragile, then straightened with an easy shrug.

“No judgment,” he said with a wink. “Happens.”

Elodie wanted the floor to open beneath her.

Leon gave her one last knowing smile, playful, warm, completely unbothered, and headed back toward the hallway.

“See you in a bit, love.”

As soon as he disappeared, Elodie pressed both hands to her burning cheeks, heart racing, breathing shallow.

She had never been so flustered in her life.
Not from a man picking up a piece of underwear.
Not from the way he’d looked at her.
Not from the way he clearly knew exactly what she and Phillip had been doing last night.

And yet underneath the embarrassment, something else pulsed wildly inside her:

She liked the attention.
She liked being seen.
She liked all of it far more than she should.

She pressed her thighs together. Both her hands went between her thighs; she could feel the heat. She knew she was wet. The ‘itch’ was intense. She had never, never, felt the need for sex this much before. She needed Philip to come home and fuck her so badly. But she wasn’t sure that would be enough. She was actually a little scared that Philip fucking her tonight wouldn’t be enough.


Chapter Eight

By four o’clock, the house had finally gone quiet.
Elodie stood in the kitchen rinsing vegetables, telling herself she was calm now, that she had regained some sense of normality after the chaotic heat of the morning.

She hadn’t.
Of course she hadn’t.

The memory of Marcus’s eyes, Leon’s teasing smile, Jay’s slow once-over, all of it still hummed beneath her skin.

She tried to focus on the chopping board.

That was when she heard the familiar weight of boots on the stairs. Heavy, slow, deliberate. All three of them.

Her breath caught without her permission.

A moment later, the three men appeared in the kitchen doorway, shirts back on, tool bags slung over their shoulders, the kind of end-of-day presence that somehow made them seem even larger than they had that morning.

Marcus stepped in first, giving a polite nod.
Leon leaned against the doorframe, grin already forming.
Jay stayed a pace behind them, eyes fixed straight on her, unreadable and young and bold all at once.

“Heading off now,” Marcus said, voice low and steady. “This is the time we normally wrap up. Gives you time to prepare dinner for little hubby.”

“Oh,” Elodie said, trying to sound normal, “of course. Thank you for all your work.”

Leon tipped his chin. “Plenty more to come, love.”

It shouldn’t have made her stomach tighten, but it did.

Jay didn’t speak yet. He just watched her with that lazy confidence only someone his age could pull off, his eyes glancing briefly, too briefly, at her lips before moving back to her eyes.

Marcus cleared his throat gently. “Place is coming along nicely. We’ll start earlier tomorrow.”

“Earlier?” she echoed.

“About seven-thirty,” he said. “Hope that’s not too much bother.”

“No… not at all.”

Leon chuckled softly, pushing off the doorframe. “Just make sure you’re up, yeah? Don’t want to barge in on anything we shouldn’t.”

Elodie’s face flushed instantly. There was no mistaking the reference, not after he’d found her tiny thong earlier. She tried to force a laugh, but it came out thin.

Marcus shot Leon a sideways look, half-reproach, half-amusement.
Jay’s smirk widened just a fraction.

They were all enjoying this.
Enjoying her.
Enjoying watching her react.

And the strangest part, the part she wished she could deny, was that she felt a warm flicker of pleasure from it.
A thrill she’d never expected.
A feeling of being wanted, watched, noticed in a way that reached somewhere deep inside her.

“Well,” Marcus said, shifting his tool bag. “We’ll see you in the morning. If you need anything before then….?”

His eyes held hers for a moment.

“….you know where to find us.”

Her breath snagged again.

Leon gave her a wink. “Try not to miss us too much.”

Jay finally spoke, voice soft but sure. “Have a nice evening, Elodie.”

The way he said her name, familiar, confident, unbothered, sent a soft shock through her.

She nodded quickly, unable to hold his gaze for too long. “You too.”

They turned to leave, filing out of the kitchen one by one, their presence retreating slowly but leaving the air just as charged as when they’d walked in. The front door opened, then closed with a heavy thud.

Silence.

Elodie pressed her hands to the counter, eyes falling shut.

Her whole body was tingling.
Her breath came too fast.
She felt… alive.
Awake.
Confused.
Aroused.
All at once.

She had never in her life felt wanted like that, not by Phillip, not by past boyfriends, not by anyone.

And what unsettled her more than anything was how deeply mutual it felt.
How undeniable.


Chapter Nine

As soon as the front door closed behind the three men, Elodie stood frozen for half a second, then rushed to the little shower room off the kitchen. Her pulse was still racing, her skin still warm, her whole body buzzing with a mixture of embarrassment, desire, and anticipation she didn’t know how to calm.

She locked the door, stripped quickly, and stepped under the hot spray.
Water washed over her shoulders, her back, her legs, but it did nothing to slow the lively thrum beneath her skin. She pressed her palms to the tiled wall, eyes closing as she took slow breaths.

She needed to feel normal again.
She needed to reset herself before Phillip came home.
She needed to remind herself that she was his wife; loved, desired, chosen.

And maybe… if she dressed the right way… she could make him show it.

When she finally stepped out, steam curling around her, she wrapped herself in a towel and hurried upstairs to her bedroom to look for what to wear.

The room was a mess, dust on the floorboards, half-stripped walls, tools and tarps scattered everywhere. It still carried the heat of the men who had been working there all day. The faint scent of sweat, plaster, and something else, something warm and physical, still clung to the air.

She stopped in the centre of the room.

Their tools were still scattered.
The step ladder still stood open.
The paint stripper sat cooling on the floor.

It felt like they were still here.

Her imagination filled the empty space too quickly:

Marcus turning at the sound of her footsteps.
Leon’s grin widening.
Jay’s eyes dragging over her slowly.

Her heart beat hard against her ribs.

Then the thought came; bold, reckless, electrifying:

What if I weren’t wearing this towel?
What if they had walked in right now?

The idea made her stomach tighten.
Made her breath shake.
Made every inch of her skin prickle with awareness.

Before she could talk herself out of it, her fingers loosened at her ribs.

The towel slid.

And then….
she let it fall.

It landed silently at her feet, and the soundless thud echoed through the unfinished bedroom like a confession.

Elodie stood very still.

Not posing.
Not performing.
Just standing there, bare, aware, undeniably alive in the middle of the room where three strangers, three powerful black men, had worked only minutes ago.

A shiver climbed her spine.

She had never done anything like this.
Never even imagined she could.

But the air on her skin, the vulnerability of the moment, the electric awareness of being completely exposed even though no one was watching…

It was intoxicating.

Her breath deepened.
Her pulse ran wild.

And for the first time in her life, she felt the full force of her own desire, not triggered by a man’s touch, but by her own daring.

Just a thought of them.
Just an empty room.
Just her, standing in a moment she knew she shouldn’t want.

A moment she couldn’t deny.

Elodie, decided to be even more daring turning, naked to the wardrobe, she could feel the heat between her thighs, her want, her need, her lust for sex right now.

Her hands trembled slightly as she rifled through the hangers.

She found it, the short, tight summer dress Phillip loved. Soft fabric. Barely-there straps. A hemline that sat high on her thighs. A shape that clung to every curve, every line of her body.

She hesitated for a moment at her drawer of underwear.

Then, without letting herself think too hard, she pushed it closed.

No underwear tonight.

She slipped the dress on, smoothing it over her hips, her waist, her chest. It left little to the imagination, she knew that. She’d worn it on holidays, on special evenings, on nights when she wanted Phillip to look at her the way he had when they first met.

She checked herself in the hallway mirror.
Her auburn hair was still damp, falling in soft waves.
Her skin glowed faintly from the hot shower.
Her dress hugged her body so closely she felt every breath against the fabric.

She looked beautiful.

Beautiful in a way that felt deliberate.
New.
Dangerously confident.

Elodie hurried back to the kitchen. She lit a few candles on the small table, dimming the overhead light until the room felt warm, intimate, romantic, a world away from the chaos of earlier. The scent of roasted vegetables and herbs drifted through the air. The food was nearly ready.

She checked the time.
Phillip would be home any minute.

Her heart fluttered, a mix of hope, nerves, and a faint, guilty longing for him to see her… really see her… the way the men had.

The door opened.

“El?” Phillip called, his voice tired but warm.

“I’m in the kitchen,” she said, turning toward the sound of his footsteps.

Phillip stepped in and stopped mid-stride.

“Elodie…” he breathed.

His eyes ran over her, not lustful, not shocked, but undeniably struck by the sight. The dress, the candles, the soft lighting… her. All of her.

“You look…”
He shook his head slightly, smiling despite himself.
“Wow. You look incredible.”

Elodie felt a warm flush bloom in her chest. “I wanted tonight to be special.”

Phillip stepped closer, loosening his tie, the tension of his busy day easing from his face. “I can see that. Dinner smells amazing.”

He leaned in to kiss her cheek, letting his hand rest lightly at her waist. His fingers brushed the thin fabric… then paused, as if realising something.

“El… are you…?”

She met his eyes, her cheeks warming, her heartbeat fluttering.

“No,” she said softly. “I’m not.”

Phillip’s throat bobbed with a swallow.
Something flickered in his gaze, surprise, desire, the thrill of seeing his wife like this, ready for him, wanting him.

“Right,” he murmured. “Well… I’m definitely not hungry for dinner anymore.”

Elodie laughed quietly, but inside she felt another stirring, both familiar and unfamiliar. She wanted Phillip. She did. She wanted his hands, his attention, his desire.

But beneath that, hidden deep, another feeling whispered through her.

The decorators had awakened something in her earlier.
Something physical.
Something bold.
Something she didn’t yet understood.

And part of her wondered, quietly, guiltily, whether Phillip tonight could satisfy the thing that had woken up inside her.


Chapter Ten

Elodie woke earlier than she expected, the faint grey of dawn leaking through the blinds of the spare room where she and Phillip had slept. The master bedroom was still under renovation, tools and dust everywhere, and Phillip had insisted they use one of the guest rooms until the work was finished.

He stretched beside her, rubbing his eyes. “I’ve got an early meeting,” he murmured. “We should get moving.”

They both rose, still a little groggy, and made their way down the landing. Phillip ducked into the large family bathroom first, and Elodie heard the shower start up. She gathered her things and waited her turn.

When she stepped under the water a few minutes later, the warmth washed over her, but her thoughts didn’t calm. They spun, replaying the moment in the ruined bedroom last night, the towel falling, her breath catching, the thrilling, guilty rush she hadn’t been able to explain even to herself.

She finished quickly and wrapped herself in a towel, stepping out into the cooler hallway.

Phillip came out of the guest room at the same moment, already dressed in his crisp shirt and tie, briefcase in hand. He smiled when he saw her, damp hair, towel wrapped firmly around her body, bare feet on the wooden floor.

“You might want to get dressed before the decorators arrive,” he joked lightly. “Wouldn’t want them walking in on you like that.”

Elodie forced a laugh, but something in her chest tightened.
A flicker of guilt.
A memory she couldn’t share.

“Right,” she said softly. “Of course.”

He leaned in to kiss her cheek. “I’ll see you tonight. Try not to let the house fall apart while I’m gone.”

She smiled, even though her stomach was twisting.
“Have a good day.”

Phillip left with the usual rush of footsteps, coat, keys, the front door clicking shut behind him.

Silence.

Elodie stood in the hallway a moment longer, towel clutched tighter.

Then she walked back into the bedroom and opened her drawers.

Her fingers hovered briefly, uncertain, conflicted, and then, almost without thinking, she chose a small thong. Light, minimal, barely there beneath clothing. She slipped it on, guilt flickering through her as she remembered Phillip’s teasing words… and her own fantasies from the night before.

Next, she reached for the dress she had worn for Phillip last night, the short summer dress that hugged her waist and hips, soft fabric moving lightly with each breath. It wasn’t meant for daytime. She never wore something this clingy around the house.

But she pulled it on anyway.

No bra.

The fabric rested comfortably against her skin, light and warm, the shape of it leaving nothing unnecessary between her and the day ahead.

As she stood before the mirror, smoothing the hem, adjusting a strap, she realised she was breathing faster.

This wasn’t for Phillip.
Not today.

It was for the feeling in her stomach when the men had looked at her yesterday.
For the attention she wasn’t supposed to want.
For the part of her that had woken up and refused to go back to sleep.

She whispered into the quiet room, as if admitting it might make it less dangerous:

“I don’t know what’s happening to me.”

Then she heard it, the heavy thud of boots on the front step.
Seven-thirty.
Right on time.

The decorators were back.

And Elodie’s heart leapt.


Chapter Eleven

Elodie took a steadying breath before opening the front door, smoothing her palms down the sides of her tight summer dress. The fabric clung to her lightly, following the line of her waist and the soft curve of her hips. She knew it did. She could feel it.

When she pulled the door open, the morning light spilled across the three men waiting on the step.

Jay’s reaction came first.

His eyes widened a fraction, not subtle, not polite, not hidden, and then travelled down her body and back up again with open, youthful hunger. He didn’t even pretend not to stare.

His gaze lingered boldly on her curves, the outline of her waist, the soft lines the dress traced over her…
and then lower.

Down the length of her long, shapely legs, bare and toned beneath the short hem of the summer dress.

He took his time there, a deliberate, hungry pause, before letting his eyes drift back up to meet hers.

The look he gave her was unmistakable.
Young.
Bold.
Completely sure of himself.

A look that made Elodie feel heat bloom in her stomach.

A slow grin formed at one corner of his mouth, unfiltered, almost triumphant.

Leon let out a soft, appreciative exhale, his smirk forming instantly.

“Well now,” he murmured, eyes twinkling, “looks like someone’s feeling summery this morning.”

Elodie felt her cheeks heat but couldn’t look away. The warmth she felt wasn’t embarrassment, not fully.

And then there was Marcus.

He didn’t react with a grin or a smirk or a hungry stare. His gaze was steady, calm, deliberate. He took her in slowly, without haste or apology, in a way that made her feel seen far more deeply than either of the other men.

“Elodie,” he said in his low voice, “you’re looking bright this morning.”

Bright.
Not “pretty.”
Not “sexy.”
But something somehow more intimate.
Something that made her stomach flutter.

She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, trying to sound composed. “Good morning. I hope you didn’t start too early.”

“Just on time,” Marcus replied, stepping inside.

Leon followed him, eyes flicking down over her legs one more time before he crossed the threshold.

“Careful,” he teased softly as he passed, “men might start turning up early every morning if you keep dressing like that.”

Elodie’s breath caught.

Then Jay moved past her, close enough that she felt a brief whisper of warmth from him.

“Morning,” he said, voice low, the grin still playing on his lips. “Nice… dress.”

The way he said dress made her knees feel weak.

Elodie closed the door slowly, breathing in shallow, careful pulls of air. She could feel their presence filling the house already, heavy boots on wood, deep voices rolling through the hallway, the unmistakable awareness that she had their full attention.

And for the first time that morning, she admitted to herself, quietly, dangerously, she wanted it.


Chapter Twelve

At the same time as yesterday, Elodie filled the tray with three mugs of tea. Her hands trembled only slightly, enough for her to notice, enough for her to pretend she didn’t know why.

She told herself it was routine.
Hospitality.
Politeness.

But the flutter in her stomach said otherwise.

As she carried the tray toward the stairs, she felt the heat rise across her chest again, the same heat she’d felt the moment she opened the door to them. The same heat she’d felt last night in the dusty, half-finished bedroom when she’d stood naked in silence with her thoughts, shaken by the intensity of her own imagination.

And now here she was…
wearing this dress.

The fabric was light, thin, soft against her skin. Every movement reminded her that she wasn’t wearing a bra, a choice that had felt bold in front of the mirror, daring even, but now sent little jolts of awareness through her with each step. She knew the outline of her chest would be visible beneath the material. Not explicit, but noticeable.
More noticeable than anything she normally wore during the day. Or she would normally wear with anybody other than her husband.

Her stomach tightened.

And the hem; far shorter than she usually chose. A dress meant for evenings, for holidays, for Phillip… not for wandering around the house while three black men worked upstairs. Every step made her aware of her thighs, her hips, the length of her legs on full display.

Her long, shapely legs.
The ones Jay hadn’t even bothered to hide his reaction to yesterday.

What was she doing?

She swallowed hard, but she didn’t turn back.
She didn’t change.
She didn’t cover up.

The truth flickered inside her, guilty, thrilling, impossible to ignore.

She wanted to be seen.

Not exposed.
Not indecent.

Just… noticed.

Seen in a way she hadn’t been in years.
Felt in a way last night’s fantasies had stirred awake inside her.

And as she reached the top of the stairs, tray trembling slightly in her hands, she knew one thing with absolute clarity:

She had dressed this way on purpose.
For them.
For the feeling.
For herself.

She took a breath, steadied the tray, and climbed the stairs.

The sounds hit her first.

Deep voices.
Heavy movement.
Metal tools scraping, thudding, shifting.

Then she reached the landing and stepped into the master bedroom doorway.

She stopped dead.

Just like yesterday, all three men had stripped their shirts off. And just like yesterday, the room was filled with the heat of their work, warm air swirling with dust and sweat.

Marcus was bent over a toolbox, broad back flexing with slow, controlled movements. His skin gleamed with a sheen of sweat, highlighting the powerful curves of his shoulders.

Leon was hauling debris into a bin liner, his chest rising and falling with an easy rhythm, the muscles along his arms standing out in sharp relief as he lifted broken plaster.

Jay was back on the step ladder, scraping more paint from the ceiling, his lean torso shifting smoothly with every stroke, his skin catching the light in a way that made him look sculpted rather than sweaty.

They were all covered in that faint, glistening sheen, the warm glow of exertion, the living heat of three strong male bodies working hard in the morning sun.

It hit her so suddenly she nearly gasped.

Just like yesterday.

But worse, or better, because today she wasn’t hiding behind a jumper and jeans.
Today she stood there in a tiny summer dress, bare beneath it, heat swirling up her thighs in a way she couldn’t control.

Leon noticed her first.

A slow smile spread across his face.
“Morning again, love,” he said, voice amused, eyes trailing down her dress and back up. “We must be giving you déjà vu.”

Jay turned next, eyes snapping straight to her legs, then drifting up the dress, then higher. He bit back a grin, and she could see he’d replayed yesterday too.

Marcus finally straightened, turning toward her with that same steady, unreadable gaze.
But the silence that followed said everything.

He looked at her.
Really looked.
No smirk.
No joke.

Just a slow, deep acknowledgement that made her skin prickle.

“You’re on time,” Marcus said softly.

Something in his voice made her throat tighten.

Elodie lifted the tray, hoping they didn’t see her hands tremble. “I… thought you might want tea again.”

Leon chuckled. “We always want tea. Question is…”
His eyes glinted.
“…what brings you back up here so early?”

Jay leaned one shoulder casually against the ladder, eyes fixed on her legs as though he weren’t even trying to hide it.

Marcus stepped forward first, taking one of the mugs. His fingers brushed hers, barely, but enough to send a tiny shock right through her.

“Thank you, Elodie,” he said, voice low. “Don’t mind him, the tea is very welcome.” And he shot Leon a sharp look.

The sound of her name in his mouth made her breath catch.

She passed the next mug to Leon, whose fingers wrapped around hers for a moment longer than necessary.

“Cheers, sweetheart,” he murmured with a wink. Making sure she saw him look down to her firm breasts.

Jay took the last mug with a smirk that said everything without using a single word.

The room was hot.
Too hot.
And not from the weather.

Elodie stepped back toward the landing, heart hammering, pulse low and insistent.

She managed a soft, “I’ll… leave you to it.”

“Well,” Leon murmured as she turned, “we’ll be right here. And let us know if we can help you, sweetheart, with a anything else.” He gave her another wink.

Elodie felt their eyes following her as she walked away.
Marcus’s steady.
Leon’s playful.
Jay’s hungry.

And every step down the stairs made her body glow hotter.


Chapter Thirteen

By lunchtime, Elodie was in the kitchen assembling a light salad, trying to keep her hands steady as she chopped tomatoes. She hadn’t seen the men since delivering their tea, but every sound from upstairs, every thud, every low voice, every scrape of tools, made her pulse jump.

She reached for the olive oil when she heard it:

A soft sound behind her.
A shift of weight.
A presence.

She turned.

Marcus was standing in the doorway.

Leaning one broad shoulder against the frame.
Arms folded casually.
Three empty mugs dangling from one hand.

He looked entirely at ease, but his eyes told a different story.
Steady.
Watching.
Focused entirely on her.

Elodie felt her breath catch in her throat.
She had no idea how long he’d been there.

“Oh! I didn’t hear you come down,” she said, trying to sound composed.

“I noticed,” Marcus replied, his voice low and unhurried. He lifted the mugs slightly. “Thought I’d bring these back.”

She nodded, stepping aside, though the kitchen suddenly felt much smaller with him in it. “Thank you. I can wash them.”

Marcus didn’t hand them over right away.
He just kept watching her.

Taking her in.

Her summer dress.
Her bare shoulders.
Her hair falling in soft waves.
Her long legs visible in the sunlight slanting through the window. Her firm breasts.

Finally, he spoke, calm, matter-of-fact, but with an undertone that made her knees weaken.

“I don’t think I’ve been on a job with a prettier housewife.”

Elodie froze.

The knife in her hand lowered to the cutting board.
Her heart thudded once, hard.

She swallowed, heat instantly rising in her cheeks. “I….I’m sure you say that everywhere you go.”

“No,” Marcus said, shaking his head once. “I don’t.”

He didn’t smirk.
He didn’t tease.
He simply told the truth the way older, confident men sometimes did, plainly, directly, without theatrics.

He stepped forward and placed the mugs on the counter beside her, his hand brushing the surface with slow, deliberate control. For a brief moment, he was close enough that she felt the heat radiating from him, the warmth that still clung to his skin after working upstairs all morning.

Elodie’s breath faltered.

Marcus hadn’t bothered putting his shirt back on before coming down. His chest was bare, powerful, broad, the kind of physique she had only ever seen on athletes or in films, never in her own home. A faint sheen of sweat highlighted the defined lines across his torso, catching the light and making him look even more imposing.

Her eyes dropped before she could stop herself.

Just a flicker.
Just a single, helpless glance.

But it was enough.

She had never seen anything so masculine up close. Nothing like Phillip’s lean frame, nothing like any man she had been with. Marcus was easily twice the size of her husband, older, stronger, steadier, and the sight of him half naked, stirred something deep in her stomach in a way that terrified her with its intensity.

When she looked up again, Marcus was already watching her.

A slight smile pulled at the corner of his mouth, subtle, knowing, quietly amused.

He had noticed.

Of course he had.

“Elodie,” he said softly, that smile still lingering, “you’re not the best at hiding things.”

Her cheeks burned instantly, and she looked away, heart fluttering wildly.

Marcus didn’t push.
He didn’t tease.

He simply held her gaze a moment longer, long enough for her to feel it all through her body.

Elodie gripped the counter to steady herself.

She wasn’t sure if she was more shaken by what she’d just seen…
or by how much she had liked him catching her looking.

“You carry yourself different today,” Marcus said quietly, eyes dropping for a moment, not inappropriate, just perceptive.

Elodie’s breath stuttered. “Do I?”

“You know you do.”

Her chest tightened, not with fear, but with something far more dangerous.

He waited for her reaction, watching her carefully, his gaze dipping to her throat as she swallowed, then back up to her eyes.

“You all right?” he asked, voice softer now. “Or are we making this place too hot for you again?”

Her pulse jumped.

She opened her mouth to respond, she didn’t even know what she was going to say, but before she could, Marcus straightened slightly, stepping back just enough to give her space.

“We’ll be upstairs,” he said. “If you need… anything.”

That pause, anything, reverberated through her.

He turned and walked out, his footsteps heavy on the stairs, leaving her standing in the kitchen with shaking hands, her salad forgotten, and her thoughts spiralling into heat.

She pressed her fingertips to her lips, breath shaky.

No man had ever spoken to her like that.
Not with that quiet confidence.
Not with that certainty.
Not with that unmistakable interest.

And the worst part, the most thrilling part, was how much her body responded to it.

She wasn’t sure how she would make it through the afternoon.


Chapter Fourteen

Elodie was curled on the sofa again, book open in her hands, though she’d been reading the same paragraph for nearly twenty minutes. Her mind kept drifting, to the kitchen, to Marcus’s voice, to the sight of his bare torso, to the warm hum in her stomach she couldn’t quite quiet.

She shifted slightly on the cushions, half lying, half propped up on one elbow. The summer dress slipped a little higher on her thighs, nothing improper, nothing she’d chosen intentionally, just the natural fall of soft fabric when she relaxed.

Footsteps sounded outside the front door.
A moment later, Leon’s voice drifted in, a brief laugh, a muffled swear as he tossed something heavy into the skip.

Then silence.

Then the sound of boots approaching the sitting room.

Elodie lifted her eyes just as Leon leaned his head and shoulders through the doorway, still shirtless from the work upstairs, breathing lightly from the effort of carrying debris.

“Afternoon, luv,” he said with a grin. “Didn’t scare you, did I?”

She jumped slightly, straightening instinctively.
In doing so, she realised he had a clear view of her legs, the soft hem of the summer dress riding a touch higher than she preferred. Heat prickled across her cheeks. She shifted subtly, crossing her legs carefully, making sure the movement looked casual. Natural.

Leon noticed anyway.

Of course he did.

His eyes sparkled with quiet amusement, not crude, not pushy, just playful, as if he enjoyed the sight of her fluster far more than anything else.

“You alright?” he asked, leaning one shoulder against the frame, arms crossed in a relaxed, easy pose. “Just thought I’d check on you.”

His tone was warm, friendly… and just cheeky enough to make her pulse jump.

Elodie forced a small smile. “I’m fine. Just reading.”

He nodded at the book. “Must be a good one. You look proper comfy in here.”

She swallowed, aware again of how she was positioned on the sofa, how much leg was visible even with them crossed, how the sunlight from the window lit her skin, how different she felt under his gaze compared to Phillip’s.

Leon noticed her shifting again and chuckled softly.

“Don’t mind me,” he said with a wink. “You look lovely as you are.”

Her breath caught.
Her fingers curled around the edge of her book.

Leon’s grin widened as he saw her fluster.

“Tell you what,” he said lightly, stepping a little farther into the doorway, “I’ll try not to trip over any of your skimpy panties lying around.”

Heat rushed straight into Elodie’s cheeks. “Leon…. that was…. I didn’t even realise they were….”

He chuckled, shaking his head, enjoying every second of her embarrassment.

His eyebrow lifting in a deliberately wicked, teasing way, “I know if I was your man, I’d be ripping them off you every night.”

The words hit her like a spark, hot and bright.

Elodie felt her breath catch in her throat.
Her face burned instantly, a deep, uncontrollable flush rushing over her cheeks, down her neck, settling low in her stomach like a warm stone.

She stared at him, wide-eyed, completely speechless.

She wasn’t used to men speaking to her like that.
Not directly.
Not boldly.
Not with a confidence that suggested he meant every word.

Phillip had never been that kind of man.
Gentle, polite, careful, always careful. Very respectful. She thought that was important.
Their intimacy had always been tender, considerate, almost quiet.

But this?

Leon’s tone, the wicked glint in his eyes, the casual certainty in his voice, it carried something else entirely. Something raw. Masculine. Unfiltered.

A kind of desire she had never been on the receiving end of. Until now, never knew she had wanted.

Her pulse thudded hard in her chest.
Her fingers tightened around her book until the pages bent.

She knew she should be offended.
Or flustered in a way that sent her hiding upstairs.
Or at the very least, firm with him.

But instead…

Instead, she felt a wave of something dangerously intoxicating.

She felt wanted.
Viscerally.
Bluntly.
Openly.

Not as a pretty wife in a summer dress.
But as a woman.
A young woman being noticed by a man who exuded strength she wasn’t used to. A man who didn’t hesitate, who didn’t second-guess, who didn’t treat her carefully the way Phillip always had.

It shook her.
It thrilled her.
It made her heart flutter in a way she’d never experienced before.

Leon’s grin softened at the sight of her stunned silence, almost gentle, almost reassuring, but the spark in his eyes stayed.

“Don’t worry, luv,” he said, lowering his voice just a touch. “Didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

But he had.
And he knew it.
And he enjoyed it, not cruelly, but with a kind of warm amusement that made her stomach flip.

Then he pushed himself off the doorframe and headed back toward the stairs, leaving her alone with a racing heart and shaking hands.

As soon as he was gone, Elodie pressed both palms to her hot cheeks, trying to steady her breathing. She squeezed her thighs together feeling the heat pooling there as well. She knew she had never been this aroused before.

She shouldn’t feel this way.
She knew she shouldn’t.
But she couldn’t deny the truth:

No man had ever made her feel desired like that;
not Phillip,
not past boyfriends,
not anyone.

And part of her…
a growing, reckless part…
wanted to feel it again.


Chapter Fifteen

By half past four, the noise from upstairs had quieted.
Tools clicked shut.
Boots scuffed across the landing.
Deep voices rumbled low as the men finished packing up.

Elodie’s heart began to beat faster.

She didn’t know why.
She told herself it was nothing.
Just politeness.
Just routine.

But she could feel the anticipation coil low in her stomach as soon as she heard the heavy tread of three pairs of boots coming down the stairs.

A moment later, they appeared at the bottom, tool bags slung over shoulders, shirts back on, still warm from the work of the day.

Leon spotted her first, leaning lightly on the banister, grin sliding onto his face like it belonged there.

“There she is,” he said, his voice all playful warmth. “Our afternoon sunshine.”

Elodie felt a flush rise to her cheeks.

Jay came next, stepping off the last stair with that loose, confident swagger that only a young man like him could get away with. His eyes didn’t even try to hide the way they travelled over her.

From her face.
To her chest.
To her waist.
Down her long, shapely legs.
And back up again.

The stare was consuming.
Open.
Bold.

It hit her like a physical touch, making her pulse trip.

He smirked, satisfied with her reaction.

Finally, Marcus stepped forward, slower, more deliberate. His presence filled the hallway without him needing to say a word. He didn’t smirk. He didn’t look away. He simply met her gaze with that deep, steady calm of his, the kind that made her breath catch.

“Good day’s work,” he said quietly, though the words weren’t really about the job.
“Thank you for the tea. And the company.”

Elodie swallowed hard. “Of… of course. Anytime.”

Leon chuckled softly. “Careful, luv. Tell us ‘anytime’ and we might just move in.”

Jay laughed under his breath. “Wouldn’t complain.”

Marcus’s lips curved into a slow, knowing half-smile.
“See you tomorrow, Elodie.”

The way he said her name, low, warm, certain, sent a shiver down her spine.

They filed out the front door one by one:

Jay giving her one last lingering stare.
Leon tossing a wink over his shoulder.
Marcus holding her eyes long enough to make her knees weaken.

The door clicked shut behind them.
Silence returned to the house.

But Elodie stood frozen in the hallway, breath unsteady, heart pounding, the warmth of their attention still thrumming under her skin.

She had never been looked at like that.
Not by one man.
Let alone three.
And the effect was overwhelming.

Thrilling.
Dangerous.
Impossible to forget.

She pressed a hand to her chest, trying to calm herself.

Tomorrow suddenly felt very far away…
and far too soon.


Chapter Sixteen

Once the men’s van pulled away, Elodie didn’t even think, she practically ran upstairs, her pulse thundering in her ears.

In the big family bathroom, she closed the door behind her and let out a shaky breath she hadn’t realised she’d been holding all afternoon. Her body felt hot, restless, keyed up from the stares, the teasing, the steady intensity of Marcus’s gaze.

She stripped off the light summer dress.
Then the small strip of her thong.

The air hit her skin and made her shiver.

She stepped into the shower, letting the hot water wash over her, trying to cleanse the swirl of feelings inside her, but failing. If anything, the heat only deepened them, loosening something in her chest and stomach she hadn’t dared acknowledge.

When she stepped out, wrapping the towel tightly around herself, her legs trembled.

Not from cold.
From anticipation.
From memory.

The house was quiet as she walked toward the master bedroom, the one the men had spent all day working in. Dust still hung faintly in the air, catching the light. Their tools were gone, but their presence wasn’t.

The smell hit her instantly.

Warm.
Earthy.
Faintly musky.
The scent of sweat and effort and physical strength lingering in the walls and floor, woven into the room itself.

She stopped in the exact centre of the room; the towel clutched around her.

Her breath hitched.

Her imagination filled the silence effortlessly:

Marcus standing where she stood now, broad and unhurried.
Leon laughing as he hauled debris.
Jay reaching overhead on the ladder, body flexing with every movement.

She squeezed her fingers tighter around the knot of her towel, her heart hammering.

She shouldn’t be here.
She shouldn’t be thinking about them.
She shouldn’t feel this hot, this alive, this aware.

And yet…

Her fingers slipped.

Loosened.

The towel loosened with them.

For a moment she held it in place, trembling, teetering on the edge of a decision she could not explain, a decision she had never made before.

Her breath deepened.

Her chest lifted.

And then she let go.

The towel slid from her fingers and fell silently to the floor, pooling around her feet.

Elodie stood very still.

Not posing.
Not performing.
Just standing in the heavy, empty quiet, now naked in the room still filled with the heat and scent of the men who had been here all day, feeling the wild, dangerous thrum of desire she had never known before.

A desire entirely her own.
A desire that terrified her.
A desire that thrilled her down to her bones.


Chapter Seventeen

Elodie rose at the same time as Phillip, determined to be awake, dressed, and composed before the decorators arrived. She wanted to look effortless. Natural. But also… something more.

She stood in front of the wardrobe, chewing her lip.

What could she wear that would…
not be inappropriate…
but still catch their eyes?

A dress had worked yesterday. But today?
Something bolder flickered through her mind.

Her gym outfit.

The thought jolted her, shocking, ridiculous, thrilling all at once.
But the moment it appeared, she couldn’t quite shake it.

She hesitated only a second before pulling open the drawer and slipping on a little thong, the lightest one she owned. Then she reached for her Gymshark shorts, the skin-tight pair she usually wore only when working out alone. She pulled them up her hips and turned slowly in the mirror.

They hugged her figure perfectly.
No hiding.
No illusion.

The fabric cupped and framed her backside in a way that made her blink, startled.
The rounded curve of her bottom looked… different.
Higher.
Fuller.
More defined.

Her mind leapt straight, helplessly, to all those rap songs she vaguely remembered from nights out with friends.
Lines about curves.
About bigger booties.
About men who wanted exactly what she’d never liked about herself.

She swallowed hard.

Then she reached for the matching sports bra top; thin, tight, leaving her midriff bare and exposing the flat line of her stomach from Pilates and aerobics. She slipped it over her head, smoothing it down over her chest. With no bra underneath, it showed… enough. Rather a bit more than enough. She hoped she hadn’t gone too far!

Elodie looked at herself in the mirror again and felt a warm, guilty flutter in her stomach.

She didn’t look like a housewife quietly minding a renovation.

She looked…
young.
fit.
tempting.
dangerous.

Exactly the kind of woman the decorators had watched yesterday.

Her breath caught.

Just then Phillip emerged from the shower, towelling his hair, and stopped dead in the doorway.

“Elodie…” He blinked. “Are you going to be parading around the house dressed like that?”

A guilty flush crept over her instantly. She hugged her arms lightly around herself.
“No, sweetie, I just thought… after they arrive… I’d go for a run. Up to the woods and back.”

Phillip raised an eyebrow, amused. “Well, that’ll raise the temperature in the neighbourhood.”

Elodie laughed weakly, heat climbing her cheeks. “You don’t mind, do you? I can change.”

“Of course I don’t mind, my love,” he said, stepping forward to kiss her forehead. “You’re beautiful. Always. Just…”
He gave a half-smile, half-warning.
“Don’t hang around the workmen dressed like that. They might get the wrong idea.”

Her stomach twisted; sharp, guilty, sudden.

“I won’t,” she said softly.

He squeezed her shoulder, grabbed his briefcase, and headed downstairs. “Have a good day, sweetheart.”

The front door closed behind him.

Elodie stood in the quiet bedroom, heart thudding, breath unsteady.

Because she knew the truth.
Because she felt it.
Because she couldn’t deny it anymore.

She did want the workmen to see her like this.
And she had no idea what that meant.


Chapter Eighteen

Elodie waited near the hallway mirror, pretending to adjust her ponytail while her heart hammered against her ribs. She heard the familiar crunch of tyres on the driveway, the van door sliding open, booted feet hitting gravel.

They were here.

She smoothed her palms down her Gymshark shorts, the fabric clinging tightly to her hips, and forced a steady breath.

The knock came.
Solid.
Deep.
Confident.

Elodie opened the front door.

All three men looked up… and froze.

Jay reacted first.

His eyes widened so visibly it almost made her step back. His gaze dragged down her sports bra, over her bare stomach, then lower to the tight shorts hugging her figure. His lips parted slightly, no attempt to hide it, no attempt to pretend he wasn’t staring.

A stunned, hungry look crossed his face, raw and unfiltered.

“Wow,” he murmured under his breath, barely catching himself.

Elodie felt a jolt run down her spine.

Leon whistled quietly, shaking his head once with an exaggerated, jaw-dropping grin.

“Well now,” he said, eyes sparkling with delighted disbelief, “someone’s ready for her morning workout, yeah? Blimey, luv, you’re gonna stop traffic dressed like that.”

Her cheeks burned instantly.
“I’m just… going for a run.”

“Run?” Leon repeated, grinning wider. “You sure you’re not trying to give the whole neighbourhood heart attacks?”

She opened her mouth, flustered, but before she could reply, Marcus stepped forward.

He didn’t whistle.
He didn’t laugh.
He didn’t stare openly like Jay.

But his eyes travelled over her, slow, deliberate, unreadable, taking in the sports bra, the bare stomach, the tight shorts, the long toned legs. His gaze lifted back to her face with a quiet weight that made her breath catch completely.

“Elodie,” he said softly, “morning.”

Just her name.
Just that.

And yet it landed deeper than anything Leon or Jay had said.

She swallowed. “Morning. I’m… heading out for a run while you’re working upstairs. You don’t mind, do you?”

Jay blinked, still staring. “Yeah. Right. Sure.”

Leon chuckled. “Go get ’em, runner girl.”

But Marcus didn’t smile.
He just stepped aside, giving her room to pass.

“You enjoy your run,” he said, voice low and smooth. “We’ll… be right upstairs.”

The pause on be right upstairs made her stomach flip.

Elodie stepped past them, out onto the front path.
The air was cool.
Her skin felt too warm against it.

She jogged lightly down the steps, then onto the gravel drive, trying to focus on her breathing.

She didn’t dare look back.

She didn’t have to.

Because behind her, on the front steps and filling the front doorway; tall, broad, unmistakable.

Jay leaning a little too far forward.
Leon grinning, elbow nudging the younger man.
Marcus standing still, arms folded, watching her with an intensity she could feel even through the glass. She could feel three sets of eyes burning into her round firm heart-shapes ass.

And as Elodie jogged down the drive, her ponytail swaying, her gym shorts hugging her with every stride, she felt their eyes on her the entire time.

All three of them.
Silent.
Tracking her.
Following her shape as she ran past the hedges, out of sight, up toward the woods.

Her chest tightened, not from exertion, but from something far deeper.

She had wanted their attention.
She had dressed for it.
And now she felt it burning into her skin even after she disappeared around the bend.


Chapter Nineteen

By the time Elodie reached the bottom of the long lane leading back to the house, her breathing was still steady, but her thoughts were not.

The entire run had passed in a blur, not the scenery, not the rhythm of her feet on the path, but the image of the three men standing watching her leave.

Jay’s stunned stare.
Leon’s wicked grin.
Marcus’s still, focused attention.

She could feel all of it like warmth under her skin.

When she stepped through the front door, the house felt too quiet, too full of possibility. Her cheeks were flushed from the run, her stomach still fluttering with adrenaline and something far hotter.

She slipped off her trainers and hesitated only a beat before heading straight for the downstairs shower room beside the kitchen.
Her whole body felt too aware, too exposed in the tight Gymshark outfit, she needed water, needed space, needed to calm the racing inside her.

She closed the shower-room door behind her, leaned against it for a breath, then pulled off the sports bra and peeled down the shorts, her mind spinning with flashes of Jay’s hungry eyes, Leon’s cheekiness, Marcus’s measured stare. She slipped out of her thong, more thoughts, of Leon finding her underwear under the sofa.

She stepped into the shower, turned on the hot water, and let it rush over her.

But even as the steam filled the small room, her thoughts didn’t settle.
If anything, the heat only made them swirl faster, the memory of three men watching her, the awareness of her own body she couldn’t shake, the guilty thrill of dressing the way she had.

She scrubbed her face, trying to focus, trying to breathe.

Only when she reached for a towel afterward did her stomach drop.

She froze.

She had brought no clothes.

Her gym outfit was soaked in sweat on the floor.
And everything else she owned, every top, every pair of underwear, every safe, normal thing, was upstairs, in the guest room she and Phillip had been sleeping in.

Upstairs.
Where the men were working.
Where their boots thudded across the landing.
Where their voices echoed.
Where they had quite possibly seen her run back toward the house.

Elodie stared at the towel in her hands, pulse racing.

She hadn’t planned this.
She hadn’t thought ahead.
She hadn’t meant for the situation to twist into something that made her whole body thrum with nerves and something even more dangerous.

But here she was:

fresh from the shower,
nothing to wear,
and all her clothes upstairs with them.

Her breath caught. Did she walk past the room where the men were working with only a towel wrapped around herself. Naked beneath. The thought, the thrill! And it all came so close to her fantasy, the one she had played out after they left for the last two evenings.


Chapter Twenty

Elodie wrapped the towel tightly around herself, fingers knotting it at her chest as she stood shaking in the little shower room. Droplets of water slid down her back, cooling too fast, making her even more aware of just how little she was wearing… how exposed she would be if anything slipped.

She stared at the door.

Her clothes were upstairs.
Upstairs, where the men were working.
Upstairs, where their voices rumbled low and warm through the floorboards.
Upstairs, where the air still smelled of sweat and dust and pure, effortless masculinity.

Her pulse hammered.

Could she?
Just walk past the room…
in nothing but a towel…
skin still damp…
heart still pounding from her run?

She felt something tighten low in her stomach, a spark, a throb, a dangerous flare of desire.

It wasn’t the towel.
It wasn’t the situation.
It was the fantasy she had built over the last two evenings, the idea of being seen, really seen, by men who made her feel things she had never felt in her life.

Her breath caught. What if the towel dropped? What if she was stood there naked in front of the three big muscular men? A thrill went right through her.

She opened the door.

The hallway was empty, quiet, sunlit, and yet she could hear them above her, boots shifting on the floorboards, tools scraping, deep voices murmuring instructions to each other.

She took one step.
Then another.

Her bare feet were silent on the carpet as she walked toward the stairs.
Every movement made the towel feel looser, lighter, more precarious.

Her heart pounded harder with every step up.

Halfway up the stairs she paused, gripping the banister, breath trembling. The voices above were clearer now, Jay’s laugh, Leon’s teasing comment, Marcus’s steady, grounding tone.

Her whole body tingled.

Just a towel.
Just her.
Just one turn toward the landing…

The thought made her knees weak.

Elodie climbed the last few stairs, pulse roaring in her ears, the towel clutched so tightly her knuckles ached.

She reached the top.

The door to the master bedroom was open.
Light spilled into the landing.
Their silhouettes moved inside, three broad shapes, working, bending, shifting, powerful and unguarded.

Elodie stood there, hidden just out of sight, her chest rising and falling in short, shaking breaths.

One more step…
One small step…
and they would see her in the towel.
Fresh from the shower.
Still warm, still flushed, still trembling from desire she didn’t understand.

The fantasy swelled in her chest, urgent, intoxicating, terrifying.

She reached for the doorframe.

Her fingers touched the wood.

Her breath caught.

And for a single, dizzy, electrified moment;

she hovered at the threshold, knowing exactly what would happen if she walked in.


Chapter Twenty-One

Elodie’s fingers tightened around the knot of the towel as she stood at the threshold, heart pounding so hard she felt it everywhere, in her throat, her stomach, her legs. She could hear the men moving inside, unaware she was only a few breaths away.

Her mind whispered warnings.
Her body ignored them.

One step.

Just one.

And then;
she crossed the threshold.

Suddenly she was in the room.
The room where she had imagined them last night.
The room where they had torn and stripped and worked all day.
The room still thick with the smell of sweat and dust and heat.

The room where the last two evening she had enjoyed her fantasy. Now she’s standing there as she had in her fantasy, just her towel to cover herself.

Her towel clung to her from the shower, hair damp, cheeks flushed, skin warm beneath the terrycloth. She felt completely exposed, even though she was covered.

The three men turned at once.

The reactions hit her like shockwaves.

Jay was the first to react, his eyes widening, jaw slackening for a split second before a slow, stunned smile curved across his lips. He dragged his gaze up and down her figure in open disbelief, young and mesmerised, like he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing.

Leon froze mid-step, then broke into that wicked grin, wide, delighted, full of cheeky interest. He let out a low whistle, shaking his head as if she had just walked onto a stage.

“Well, hello,” he murmured, eyes dancing. “Didn’t expect that.”

And then there was Marcus.

He didn’t smirk.
He didn’t grin.
He didn’t blink.

He simply stared, steady, deep, unreadable, the kind of look that made her pulse skip. His eyes travelled slowly, carefully, taking in the towel, the damp hair, the way she had clearly come straight from the shower without thinking it through.

His gaze wasn’t hungry or crude.
It was assessing.
Curious.
Intense.

Elodie’s breath hitched.

Her skin felt hot beneath the towel.
Her knees felt weak.
Her entire body buzzed with the thrill of what she’d just done, the thrill of truly standing here, half-covered, vulnerable, the air thick with their attention.

“I… I…”
Her voice trembled.
She swallowed, trying again.
“I just got back from my run. I’m going to change and then I’ll… I’ll make your tea.”

The words tumbled out in pieces, clumsy and breathless.

Leon grinned even wider.
“Take your time, luv. No rush.”

Jay bit back a smile, eyes never leaving her.
“Yeah… no rush at all.”

Marcus’s gaze held hers one moment longer, a calm, heavy moment that made her stomach twist.

Then he nodded once.
“Don’t mind us, luv,” he said softly. “You can stand there like that in just that towel, all day.”

His tone controlled.
Measured.
Like he understood exactly how close she was to the edge of something she didn’t yet have words for.

Elodie backed toward the doorway, cheeks burning, heart racing so fast it made her dizzy.

Leon’s grin grew, seeing her fluster.
“Yeah! Don’t mind us, why get dressed, just air dry!”

Leon’s words hit her like a spark, hot, reckless, impossibly tempting.

“Just air dry,” he’d joked.

Air dry.
In front of them.

The idea slammed into her so hard she almost swayed.

For a split second, one wild, dizzy heartbeat, she saw it in her mind:
the towel slipping from her fingers,
falling away,
leaving her completely bare before three men whose eyes were already burning through her.

Her stomach flipped.
Her knees weakened.
A shiver ran down her spine so sharp she had to grip the doorframe to steady herself.

She couldn’t believe how powerful the thought was:
how dangerous,
how thrilling,
how much it ignited something deep inside her that she had never felt with Phillip, never felt with anyone.

The fantasy terrified her.
And yet…

Part of her, the part she didn’t dare acknowledge;
ached at the idea.
At the attention.
At being seen naked and exposed.

Her breath trembled.

She knew she couldn’t do it.
She knew she shouldn’t even be thinking it.

But the image lingered anyway, bright and burning, refusing to leave her mind.

The thought of dropping the towel had shaken her… but what followed shook her even more.

Because she hadn’t thought beyond this moment.
Not really.
Not honestly.

She hadn’t let herself imagine what might happen if she kept stepping deeper into whatever this was, the growing, pulsing heat between her and the three men working in her house.

Her breath trembled.

What would they do if she kept acting like this?
If she kept showing up in tiny dresses, gym shorts, wrapped in nothing but a towel?
If she kept letting them see how flustered she became under their eyes?

Her mind spun.

Would they push things further?
Would they keep testing her?
Would they call her bluff?

Her pulse fluttered violently in her throat.

And the most dangerous part was the truth she barely dared think:

She wasn’t sure she’d stop them.

Not because she wanted anything wrong…
but because she didn’t know where the line was anymore.

She thought of them in the half-finished bedroom, three powerful men, charged from work, from heat, from her.

Her heart thudded.

What if it went further?
What if she didn’t pull away?
What if all three wanted her at once… in the very room where the fantasies had started?

A hot, guilty shock ran through her.

She squeezed her knees together, shaking, clutching the towel harder.

This wasn’t a plan.
She wasn’t choosing anything.
She wasn’t even deciding.

She was just standing there, trembling, realising that she had stepped past a point she hadn’t even known existed:
and now her imagination was racing far ahead of her courage.

In front of her, the three men stood like statues.

Jay; young, hungry, breath caught in his throat.
Leon; grinning, wicked, thrilled by every second.
Marcus; still, dark-eyed, unreadable, his chest rising and falling in slow, steady breaths.

Three big, powerful black men.
Bare chested.
Muscles tight from work.
Eyes fixed on her.

Waiting.

Watching.

As if the entire room held its breath, waiting to see how far she would go.

Elodie’s heartbeat thundered so loudly she could hardly hear her own thoughts. Her pulse buzzed in her fingertips, in her throat, in her knees, everything inside her wired and trembling and unbearably alive.

She didn’t know what she was doing anymore.

And then;

Her hand moved.

Slowly.
Unsteadily.
Almost as if it no longer belonged to her.

Her fingertips brushed the knot of the towel clutched tight at her chest.

A soft sound escaped her, half breath, half shock.

She wasn’t thinking.
She wasn’t deciding.
She was pulled by something deeper, something reckless, something ignited by two days of longing and danger and attention she’d never felt in her life.

Her fingers slipped beneath the edge of the knot.

Her breath faltered.

A dizzy rush flooded her body, fear, desire, guilt, thrill, all tangled together until she could no longer tell them apart.

For one suspended, breathless moment…
she felt herself on the verge of letting go.
On the edge of crossing a line she had only fantasised about in secret.

The towel shifted against her skin.

The men didn’t move.
They didn’t speak.
They just watched; every muscle in their bodies drawn tight, every breath held, every stare locked on her.

Elodie’s knees weakened.

Because she knew:

If she loosened her hand even a fraction,
if she let that towel slip even an inch,
everything would change.


Chapter Twenty-Two

Her fingers trembled so violently she almost didn’t realise she’d stopped holding the towel.

One tiny slip.

One breath.

And then:

the towel slid from her hands
and dropped soundlessly to the floor.

For a split second, none of them moved.

Not Jay; whose eyes flew wide, breath catching as if the world had tilted.
Not Leon; whose usual grin vanished, replaced by raw, stunned disbelief.
Not Marcus; who went absolutely still, his jaw tightening, his eyes lifting sharply to hers.

The silence was instant.
Heavy.
Electric.
The kind of silence that changes the shape of a room.

Elodie’s heart lurched into her throat.

She didn’t look down.
She didn’t dare.
She could only register the sudden cool air against her damp skin, the terrifying awareness of what she’d just done, and the three stunned men staring at her as if the ground had been pulled out from under all of them.

Her breath shook dangerously.

Shock hit her first, sharp and cold.
Then something hotter, deeper, rolling through her in a dizzying wave she wasn’t ready for.

Her hands hovered uselessly at her sides.
She couldn’t reach for the towel.
She couldn’t run.
She couldn’t breathe properly.

All she could feel was the moment;
huge, irreversible,
and humming with a kind of power she hadn’t meant to touch…
but now could no longer escape.

The three men didn’t speak.
Didn’t move.
Didn’t step toward her.

They simply stared, each one with a different shock in his eyes,
each one locked to the spot,
each one seeing her in a way no one, other than her husband had ever had before.

Elodie swallowed, throat tight, voice barely a whisper.

What… what have I done…?

“Jesus Christ.”

Jay’s voice was a hushed, reverent curse.

The towel pooled at Elodie’s feet, a soft white circle on the dusty floorboards. The air in the room, thick with plaster dust and male sweat, turned electric.

She didn’t move. Couldn’t. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing in the sudden, profound silence. The cool air pebbled her skin, tightening her nipples into hard, sensitive points. She watched, as if from a distance, as Jay’s gaze travelled down her body, a slow, burning slide over the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the auburn curls at the apex of her thighs.

Leon let out a low, appreciative whistle. “Well, now. That’s a hell of a way to check on the paint colour, darling.”

Only Marcus was silent. His dark eyes held hers, steady and deep, not raking over her like Jay’s, not dancing with amusement like Leon’s. He simply watched. His silence was the loudest thing in the room.

Now, exposed, the reality was a thousand times more intense than any fantasy.

Jay took an involuntary step forward. “Fuck,” he breathed again, his voice thick. His gaze was fixated on the triangle of curls, then dragged hungrily back up to her breasts.

Leon climbed down from the ladder, his movements deliberate, cat-like. “Cold, love?” he asked, his voice a warm tease. He didn’t come too close, but his eyes traced every curve, the appreciation in them frank and unhurried.

It was Marcus who moved first with purpose. He set the caulking gun down with a quiet click and stood in one fluid, powerful motion. He didn’t speak. He simply walked toward her, his boots quiet on the drop cloth. He stopped a foot away, his tall frame blocking the window’s light, enveloping her in his shadow and his scent, sawdust, clean sweat, something earthy.

He reached out, not for her breast, not between her legs, but to gently lift a strand of damp auburn hair that clung to her cheek. His thumb brushed her skin, just below her ear. The touch was devastating in its simplicity.

“You’ve been thinking about this,” he stated, his voice a low rumble. It wasn’t a question.

She couldn’t lie. Not here. Not now. A tiny, desperate nod was all she could manage.

“Show me,” he murmured, his dark eyes holding hers captive. “Show me what you think about.”

Her breath hitched. Her own hands, which had been hanging limp at her sides, felt alien. She looked from Marcus’s intense face to Leon’s encouraging smirk, to Jay’s raw, eager hunger. A wave of dizzying power washed through her shame. They wanted her. All of them.

Slowly, her hand rose. Her own touch felt foreign, electrifying. Her fingertips brushed over her collarbone, then lower, skimming the sensitive underside of one breast. A sharp gasp escaped her lips. Her nipple was so tight it ached. She circled it lightly; her eyes fluttering closed for a second at the bolt of sensation that shot straight to her core.

“Look at him,” Marcus commanded softly.

She opened her eyes. He nodded toward Jay.

Jay was staring, mesmerized, his hand unconsciously drifting down to press against the front of his work trousers, where a formidable bulge was already straining the fabric. Seeing her watch him, he groaned, palming himself openly. “Do the other one,” he begged, his voice rough. “Please.”

Compelled, her other hand came up. She cupped her breast, her thumb sweeping over the peak in a slow, tantalizing circle. The dual sensation made her knees weak. A soft, needy sound left her throat.

“She’s a natural,” Leon chuckled, moving closer now. He circled behind her, not touching, but his presence was a warmth against her back. “All that quiet, just waiting for the right audience.”

Marcus’s hand, the one not holding her gaze, came up now. He didn’t grab. He presented his palm, a silent invitation. Trembling, she let her hand fall from her breast and placed it in his. His fingers closed around hers, warm and rough. He guided her hand down, over the flat plane of her own stomach, which clenched under the journey.

“Further,” he whispered.

Her fingertips met her own curls. She was so wet she could feel the heat and slickness. Marcus applied the slightest pressure, and her own fingers, under his guidance, dipped into her own folds.

A choked cry tore from her. Her head fell back against Leon’s shoulder behind her. 

“That’s it,” Leon murmured into her ear, his breath warm. “Let us see what you need.”

Marcus released her hand, letting her take over. Her movements grew bolder, driven by a building, frantic need. Two fingers slid inside herself, and her back arched. The sound was obscene, wet and urgent in the quiet room.

Marcus knelt slowly, his movements deliberate and controlled. The rough fabric of his jeans brushed against her thighs as he settled on his knees. His hands, calloused and warm, came to rest on her hips, steadying her.

“I need to taste you,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. His breath was hot against her skin as he leaned in, his lips hovering just above her folds. “Can I?”

Elodie’s heart thundered in her chest. Her hand stilled, her fingers slick with her own arousal. She nodded, barely able to form words. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Leon let out a low chuckle, “Lucky bastard,” he murmured, his tone laced with amusement and envy.

Jay stood a few feet away, his breathing heavy, his eyes wide and hungry as he watched the scene unfold. His hand was pressed tight against the front of his trousers, but he didn’t move, didn’t speak. He was captivated, just like the rest of them.

Marcus’s tongue flicked out, tracing a slow, deliberate path up her slit. Elodie gasped, her head falling back against Leon’s shoulder. 

Her fingers tangled in Marcus’s short curls as he worked her with a skill that left her breathless.

Marcus’s tongue was everything, broad, deliberate, and so much more experienced than her husband had ever been. It wasn’t just the skill, though there was that it was the way he devoured her, like she was the only thing that mattered in the world. His mouth worked her with a precision that left her gasping, his tongue dipping inside her, then flicking her clit with a rhythm that made her thighs tremble. She’d never felt anything like it.

And then there were the others. The watchers. Jay’s heavy breaths filled the room, his hand still pressed against himself as he stared, transfixed. Leon’s low, teasing murmurs, “So beautiful, darling. Look at how much he wants you” only amplified the heat coursing through her. She’d never felt so exposed, so desired. The illicit thrill of having three men’s attention fixed solely on her was intoxicating.

Marcus didn’t stop. His tongue traced every inch of her, exploring, teasing, until she was writhing under his touch. Her hands fisted in his hair, pulling him closer, desperate for more. The wet, filthy sounds of his mouth on her echoed in the room, and she didn’t care who heard. She was beyond shame; lost in the pleasure he was giving her.

“Oh God, Marcus,” she moaned, her voice breaking as another wave of pleasure crested. He hummed against her, the vibration sending shockwaves through her body. Her hips bucked uncontrollably, but his strong hands held her steady, keeping her right where he wanted her.

Jay let out a strangled groan, his voice thick with need. “Fuck, Marcus, she’s incredible.”

Leon chuckled softly, his hands brushing her waist. “She’s ours to enjoy now, Jay. All ours.”

The words should have shocked her, but they only fuelled the fire burning inside her. Marcus’s tongue pressed harder, faster, and she felt herself teetering on the edge once more. Her breath came in short, desperate gasps as she shattered again, her body convulsing with the force of her orgasm.

Marcus didn’t pull away until she was spent, trembling in the aftermath. He looked up at her, his lips glistening, his dark eyes filled with a possessive pleasure that made her shiver.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. “Now, we begin.”

Leon’s lips brushed against her ear, his voice a low murmur. “Look at him, darling. Watch how much he wants you.”


Chapter Twenty-Three

Marcus didn’t ask. He simply moved.

One moment Elodie was standing, boneless and slick between Leon’s steadying hands and Marcus’s satisfied gaze. The next, Marcus’s powerful arms were around her, lifting her as if she weighed nothing. He turned her, hoisting her up and over his shoulder in a fireman’s carry that stole her breath.

“Ah!” The cry was surprise, not protest. Her world tilted. The floorboards rushed away. Her stomach pressed against the solid muscle of his shoulder, her head hanging down his back. And in a flash of pure, searing humiliation, she knew, every part of her was on display. Her ass, still damp from Marcus’s mouth, was right there, presented to the room. The soft, exposed lips of her pussy, the damp curls, all of it. For Leon and Jay to see.

Heat flooded her cheeks, but a deeper, darker heat pulsed between her legs.

Marcus turned, his hand a firm, possessive span on the back of her thigh. With a sharp, deliberate motion, he brought his palm down hard on her beautiful, full, round ass, the sound echoing through the room like a crack of thunder. Elodie gasped, her body tensing under the sting of his slap, yet a shiver of something darker, more electric, coursed through her.

“Let’s take this somewhere more comfortable,” he said, his voice low and commanding, leaving no room for hesitation. The words hung in the air, heavy with promise, as his grip tightened slightly, grounding her in the moment.

Her breath hitched, her skin still tingling from the impact, and she couldn’t help but feel a thrill at the way he claimed her so boldly, so unapologetically. It was a stark contrast to the careful, controlled touches she’d grown accustomed to, this was raw, primal, and utterly consuming. And as much as she tried to suppress it, a part of her craved more.

He carried her out of the master bedroom, her marital future, and down the hall to the smaller room she and Philip had been using. The guest room. Their bed. The irony was a sharp, thrilling pang. Marcus shouldered the door open and crossed the room in three strides.

Then he tossed her.

It wasn’t rough, but it was decisive. She landed in the centre of the duvet with a soft bounce, her limbs splaying out instinctively. She lay there, naked, breathless, legs falling open as she looked up at the three men who now filled the doorway, then entered, closing the door behind them.

They stood at the foot of the bed, a wall of intent and muscle, looking down at her. No one spoke. The air was thick with the sound of their breathing, of her own frantic pulse in her ears.

Marcus’s eyes held hers as his hands went to his belt. The buckle clinked, a stark sound. He pushed his work trousers and boxers down in one motion, stepping out of them. Leon, with his cat-like grin, did the same, his movements fluid. Jay fumbled with his belt, his eyes never leaving her body, his haste obvious.

Then they were all standing there, naked.

Oh, God.

Her imagination hadn’t come close.

Jay’s cock was exactly as she’d pictured in her most secret thoughts, thick, impressively long, standing rigid and eager against his taut stomach. The head was flushed a deep, plum colour, a bead of moisture already glistening at the tip. It swayed slightly with the quickening of his breath, a promise of youthful, hungry stamina.

Leon’s was different. Leaner, like the man himself, but no less formidable. It curved upward proudly, veins tracing its length. He reached down and gave himself a slow, confident stroke, his eyes crinkling with amusement as he watched her watch him. “See something you like, darling?”

Elodie had never seen anything like his cock, long, thick, and ebony, with a big, bulbous purple head that seemed to demand her attention. It was as if he’d been sculpted from the darkest marble, a masterpiece of power and virility. The sight alone sent a rush of heat to her already soaking little pussy, her body instinctively clenching at the thought of him filling her completely.

Her breath hitched as she took in the sheer size of him, her imagination faltering in the face of reality. He was so much more than she’d ever dared to imagine, thick, heavy, and intimidating in the best possible way. A shiver of anticipation ran through her, her nipples hardening as she felt herself grow even wetter, her core throbbing with a need she could no longer ignore.

Marcus’s lips curved into a knowing smirk as his eyes locked onto hers, his deep voice rumbling with dark amusement. “You like what you see, don’t you?” he asked, his tone both teasing and commanding. His hand moved to grip his length, giving it a slow, deliberate stroke that made her whimper. “You’ve been fantasizing about this for a long time, haven’t you?”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing. There was no point in denying it, not when her body was betraying her so thoroughly. She wanted him. Needed him. And he knew it.

But it was Marcus who commanded her gaze. His was substantial. Thick, heavy, a testament to his power and age. It wasn’t just a cock; it was a statement. Dark, uncut, standing out from a thatch of coarse hair, it looked almost brutal in its readiness. He made no move to touch himself. He simply let her look, his expression one of calm ownership.

Elodie’s at the sight of Marcus’s cock, the sheer size of it sending a ripple of both anticipation and trepidation through her. Oh God, she thought, her pulse racing. He was even bigger, thicker, more imposing. A small flicker of fear danced in the back of her mind, would he even fit?

Three big, black cocks. All for her.

The sight was so profoundly obscene, so exactly what some hidden part of her had craved, that a fresh rush of wetness soaked her thighs. She didn’t close her legs. She let them fall wider, an open invitation.

“Fucking hell,” Jay breathed, his hand wrapping around his own length, pumping slowly. “Look at her. She’s dripping.”

“She knows what she wants,” Leon purred, climbing onto the bed first. He crawled up her body, not touching her, just hovering, his cock swinging near her face. His scent, clean sweat and something citrusy, filled her senses. “Don’t you, Elodie? You want to taste them all.”

She whimpered, turning her head, her lips parting instinctively. That was all the invitation Leon needed.

He guided himself to her mouth. The first touch of him against her lips was silky-soft and hot. She opened wider, and he slid inside, not deep, just letting her get used to the feel, the weight, the alien, salty taste of him. Her tongue tentatively traced the underside, and he groaned.

“Yes. Just like that.”

From the other side of the bed, she felt Jay’s weight dip the mattress. His hands, warm and slightly rough, gripped her ankles, spreading her legs even wider. She felt his breath, hot against her inner thigh, then the wet, open-mouthed kiss he planted right at the crease of her thigh and pelvis. She jumped, a muffled sound escaping around Leon’s cock.

“You’re so fucking pretty here,” Jay muttered, his voice husky with awe. He didn’t go straight for her core. He nuzzled, he kissed, he licked a slow, torturous path up her other thigh, avoiding where she burned for him. The contrast was maddening, Leon’s cock filling her mouth, Jay’s mouth teasing her everywhere but, and Marcus, still standing, watching it all with those dark, approving eyes.

Marcus finally moved. He came to the side of the bed, his hand coming to rest on her stomach, his thumb stroking her hip bone. “You take him so well,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “But your mouth isn’t the only hungry part of you, is it?”

She shook her head, a desperate little motion, her eyes pleading up at him.

He looked at Jay. “Stop teasing her. She’s ready.”

Jay needed no further urging. With a groan of relief, he buried his face between her legs. But this wasn’t like before. This was possession. His tongue speared into her, deep and searching, while his nose pressed against her clit. The sudden, direct assault wrenched a cry from her throat, which vibrated around Leon, making him curse and thrust deeper.

Jay ate her like a starving man, with messy, enthusiastic greed. His hands gripped her ass, pulling her up onto his mouth, holding her there as he licked and sucked. The dual sensation, the stretch of her mouth, the relentless pleasure between her legs, sent her arching off the bed, a broken, continuous moan tearing from her.

Leon pulled back, his cock sliding from her lips with a wet pop. “My turn down there,” he said, his voice tight. He moved with that liquid grace, swapping places with Jay in a tangle of limbs.

Jay came up over her, his cock, slick with his own pre-cum, nudging at her lips. “Please,” he begged, his young face etched with need.

She opened for him, and he pushed in, less controlled than Leon, fucking her mouth in shallow, eager thrusts. His taste was different, more intense. She relaxed her throat, letting him set the pace, her hands coming up to grasp his hips.

Meanwhile, Leon had settled between her thighs. He didn’t dive in like Jay. He was a craftsman. He kissed her inner thighs, then dragged the broad, flat of his tongue through her soaked folds, collecting her taste with a hum of appreciation. Then he focused on her clit, circling it with a pinpoint precision that had her hips bucking off the mattress.

“Oh, god, Leon…” His name was a prayer. He chuckled against her, the vibration exquisite, and slipped one finger, then two, inside her. He curled them, finding a spot that made her see stars. He worked her in a perfect, devastating rhythm, suck, curl, circle, while Jay fucked her mouth.

She was a vessel, filled and used, burning up from the inside. The coil in her belly wound tighter, tighter, fed from both ends.

Marcus’s hand never left her stomach. He watched, his own cock jutting out, thick and angry. “Look at you,” he murmured, his thumb stroking her trembling abs. “Young married woman taking their black cocks. But you know who you belong to, don’t you?”

She couldn’t speak, couldn’t nod. She could only moan around Jay’s thrusting length, her eyes rolling back in her head as Leon’s fingers and tongue pushed her to the very brink.

“When you come,” Marcus continued, his voice dropping to a whisper that cut through the wet, slapping sounds, “you’ll come for me. And then I’m going to claim what’s mine.”

The command, the sheer certainty of it, was the final trigger. The orgasm tore through her with violent, blinding force. Her body bowed, rigid, a silent scream locked in her throat as Jay’s cock filled it. Pleasure detonated from her core, radiating out in shockwaves that left her shaking, milking Leon’s fingers, her inner walls fluttering wildly.

Leon groaned, lapping at her through the pulses, drawing out every last twitch.

As the waves began to subside, leaving her gasping and hollowed out, Jay pulled from her mouth with a ragged breath. Leon gave her clit one last, tender kiss and withdrew his fingers.

They both moved aside, breathing heavily, their bodies glistening.

Marcus climbed onto the bed. He moved between her legs, which fell open bonelessly for him. He leaned over her, his powerful frame blocking out the light, his cock, that heavy, intimidating flesh, nudging against her utterly spent, sensitive entrance.

Marcus hovered above her, his dark eyes locked onto hers, the weight of his presence pressing down on her even before his body did. His thick, black cock rested heavily against her soaked entrance, the broad, purple head nudging at her folds with a tantalising promise of what was to come.

"Now," he said in that deep, commanding voice, "are you ready for this? Is this what you want?"

Elodie’s gaze flickered downward, taking in the sheer size of him, the way his cock seemed almost too much for her, and yet, her body craved it. Her hips shifted instinctively, seeking more of that delicious pressure. She nodded, her lips parting as she drew in a shaky breath.

But Marcus wasn’t satisfied. He caught her chin with one hand, forcing her to meet his eyes. "Tell me,” He demanded, his tone brooking no argument. "I need you to tell me."

Her voice was barely audible, trembling with a mix of desire and nervousness. "I want it."

His thumb brushed over her bottom lip, his expression unyielding. "What do you want?"

The words spilled out of her in a pleading whisper, raw and unfiltered. "Please... I want you to fuck me."

A slow, approving smile curved Marcus’s lips, and he leaned down, his breath hot against her ear. "Good girl."


Chapter Twenty-Four

And then he pushed into her, inch by deliberate inch, filling her completely in a way that left her gasping and clinging to him. 

The gasp that escaped Elodie’s lips was sharp, pained, and utterly involuntary. Marcus was pushing in, and he was so thick, stretching her in a way that felt shockingly, impossibly new. A burning fullness bloomed inside her, a delicious, terrifying ache that made her hips jerk.

“Fuck, you’re tight, Mrs. Caldwell,” Marcus groaned, the words a strained rumble against her ear. His control was evident in the corded muscles of his neck, but his breathing had deepened.

He pushed in further, a slow, relentless invasion that stole the air from her lungs. She could feel every ridge, every pulse of him, as he breached her deeper.

“Please,” she whimpered, her hands flying to his biceps, her nails digging into the hard muscle there. “You’re so big, please… slowly!”

He stilled, buried to about a third of his length. The stretch was immense, a pressure that bordered on pain before it tipped over into a deep, spreading warmth. He looked down at her, his dark eyes holding hers. “Breathe for me, Elodie.”

She sucked in a ragged breath, and as she did, her body seemed to soften, to accept him. He began to move, just as she’d begged, slowly. A shallow, rocking motion that dragged his thick, hot flesh against her most sensitive inner walls. The friction was exquisite, a low, building burn that made her toes curl.

She collapsed back onto the bed, her head pressing into the duvet. Instinctively, she hooked her legs around his waist, trying to open herself wider, to take more of him. Her thighs trembled with the effort.

“That’s it,” Marcus murmured, his voice a low, approving vibration. “Let me in.”

With another controlled push, he seated another inch, then another. Elodie cried out, a strangled sound of overwhelmed pleasure. Her back arched, her breasts pressing against his chest. She was so full. It felt like he was touching a place inside her that had never been touched, never been known. Her hips began to move of their own accord, meeting his shallow thrusts with small, desperate rolls.

From the side of the bed, she heard Jay’s awed whisper. “Christ, look at her take it.”

Leon’s chuckle was warm, close. “She’s a natural, ain’t she?”

Their voices anchored her to the reality of the moment, naked, filled, watched. The humiliation was a live wire, sparking directly into her arousal. Marcus’s pace remained agonisingly slow, each withdrawal making her feel empty, each forward stroke a claiming.

His hands slid under her, gripping the fleshy curves of her ass, lifting her to meet him. The change in angle was subtle but profound. The next push went deeper. The broad head of his cock nudged a spot that made her vision whiten.

“Oh!” The sound was punched out of her. Her eyes flew open, wide and dazed, locking onto his.

“There?” he asked, his voice thick.

She could only nod frantically.

He did it again, and again, establishing a rhythm that targeted that perfect, devastating place with every measured stroke. The slow pace was a torture of its own, making her hyper-aware of every millimetre of his penetration, every twitch of his cock inside her, every drop of sweat that trailed from his chest onto hers.

Leon’s hand appeared in her periphery, his fingers gently tracing the line of her jaw before sliding down to tease her nipple. He pinched the tight peak, rolling it, sending a jolt straight to her core. She moaned, the sound long and low.

“She likes that,” Leon observed, his other hand joining, playing with her other breast, his touch knowledgeable and relentless.

Jay moved to the head of the bed, kneeling beside her. He watched Marcus’s cock slide in and out of her, his own hand stroking his length in time with the rhythm. “Can I…?” he asked, his voice husky.

Marcus glanced at him, then down at Elodie. His thrusts never faltered. “Ask her.”

Jay leaned over, his face close to hers. “Elodie… can I kiss you? Please?”

Overwhelmed by sensation, the deep, stretching fullness, the pinch on her nipples, the raw need in Jay’s eyes, she turned her head and captured his lips. It was a messy, hungry kiss, all tongue and gasped breath. She could taste herself on him, and the depravity of that knowledge made her clench around Marcus, wringing a guttural groan from him.

“Fuck,” Marcus hissed, his composure cracking for a second. His thrusts gained a fraction more force. “You’re getting tighter.”

It was true. The coil of her orgasm, which had never fully unwound from Leon’s ministrations, was tightening again, supercharged by the triple assault on her senses. Marcus’s deep, claiming strokes. Leon’s clever, torturous fingers on her breasts. Jay’s desperate, worshipful kiss.

She broke the kiss, her head thrashing side to side. “I can’t… it’s too much…”

“You can,” Marcus commanded, his voice brooking no argument. He shifted again, hooking her legs over his forearms, spreading her wider, opening her completely. The new angle was devastating. Each stroke now rubbed his length directly over her clit. The pleasure became a sharp, bright point, a star about to go supernova.

“Look at me,” Marcus ordered.

Her eyes, glassy with tears of overstimulation, found his.

“Who do you belong to right now?” he ground out, his pace increasing, the slow, deliberate fucking giving way to something more urgent, more primal.

The words were torn from her. “You! I belong to you!”

A savage, triumphant light flashed in his eyes. “Then come for me. Now.”

It was an order she had no power to disobey. The orgasm exploded through her with a violence that bordered on pain. Her body locked, back bowing off the bed as a raw, ragged scream tore from her throat. Her inner muscles clamped down on him in rhythmic, vicious pulses, milking his thick cock.

Marcus swore, a harsh, beautiful sound. Her climax triggered his own. With a final, deep, driving thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside her, filling her, marking her. He groaned, a deep, shuddering sound that seemed to come from his very soul, as he spilled into her. His hips jerked through the last of his pleasure, each pulse echoing the dying flutters of her own.

He collapsed forward, catching his weight on his arms, his forehead resting against hers, their breath mingling in ragged, shared gasps.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their breathing and the heavy, spent silence. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

Marcus slowly withdrew, the sound of his cock pulling out of her a wet, unmistakable squelch that made Elodie’s cheeks flush with shame and arousal. Her body felt utterly spent, her legs still draped over his forearms as he held her open. She watched, dazed, as he leaned back slightly, his dark eyes focused intently on her glistening, well-used pussy.

His thick, white seed began to ooze out of her, spilling onto the sheets beneath them in a slow, steady trickle. The sight was obscenely intimate, a blatant reminder of what had just happened, of how completely he had claimed her. Marcus exhaled heavily, his chest rising and falling as he finally released her legs, letting them drop limply to the bed.

“There you go,” he murmured, his voice low and gruff, almost reverent. His fingers brushed lightly against her inner thigh, a possessive touch that sent a shiver through her oversensitive body. “Made a mess of you, didn’t I?”

Elodie could only nod weakly, her chest heaving as she stared up at him, completely at his mercy. Her body felt hollowed out, ruined in the most delicious way possible. The emptiness he left behind was profound, but it was also a reminder of the fullness he had given her, of the pleasure that still lingered, even as it ebbed into exhaustion.

Leon’s hand gently brushed the damp hair from her forehead. Jay was still stroking himself, his eyes dark with a need that hadn’t been met.

Marcus shifted to the side, lying next to her, one heavy arm thrown possessively across her stomach. He looked at the other two men, his expression one of calm, post-coital authority.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

The air, thick with the scent of sex and sweat, shifted as Marcus’s weight left the bed. Elodie lay boneless, feeling the warm, wet evidence of his claim slowly seeping from her. Her mind was a blissful haze, her body a map of sensations, the deep, satisfying ache between her legs, the tender marks on her breasts, the taste of Jay still on her lips.

Marcus’s low, authoritative voice cut through the quiet. “Your turn.”

Leon moved with that fluid, panther-like grace, a playful smirk playing on his lips. He wasn’t looking at Marcus; his dark, appreciative eyes were fixed on Elodie’s spent form. “C’mere, youngblood,” he said to Jay, his voice a warm, teasing rumble. “Lie down. Right there.”

Jay, his young face a mask of eager, pent-up need, didn’t need to be told twice. He practically fell onto the mattress beside her, his long, muscular body stretched out. His cock, thick and impressively hard, stood straight up from a nest of dark curls, the head glistening with his own anticipation. He looked at her with a kind of raw, awe-struck hunger that sent a fresh, unexpected jolt through her exhausted system.

“Up you get, beautiful,” Leon murmured, his hands suddenly on her. They were strong, capable hands, sliding under her arms with an easy strength. He guided her up, turning her, manoeuvring her with a confident purpose that left no room for hesitation. Before she could fully process it, she was on her hands and knees, hovering over Jay. The new position made her feel exposed all over again, her well-used pussy on display, her ass in the air.

Jay’s eyes went wide, his breath catching as he stared up at her. “Fuck,” he breathed, the word full of reverence.

As if reading his thoughts, Leon’s voice cut through the haze of desire. “C’mere, youngblood. Lie down. Right there.”

Jay didn’t hesitate, his body moving almost of its own accord as he positioned himself beneath her. He could feel the heat radiating from her, could smell the intoxicating scent of her arousal mixed with the heady musk of sex. It was almost too much to bear, and yet he couldn’t get enough. He wanted all of her, every last inch, every drop of pleasure she had to give.

Jay looked up, his breath catching as he took in the sight of her. Elodie’s lips, full and sensual, were parted slightly, glistening with the remnants of their earlier kisses. Her eyes, big and wet with arousal, locked onto his, reflecting a mixture of vulnerability and desire that made his chest tighten. Her large, firm breasts hung above him, swaying gently with each shallow breath she took, the pink peaks stiff and begging for attention. They hovered tantalizingly close to his aching cock, a teasing reminder of what he craved most.

He reached up, his hands trembling slightly as they cupped the soft, heavy weight of her breasts. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, eliciting a soft, gasping moan from her that sent a fresh surge of heat through him. “God, Elodie,” he murmured, his voice thick with need. “You’re fucking perfect.”

His cock twitched eagerly beneath her, aching for the sweet relief only she could provide. He wanted to feel her lips wrapped around him again, to watch as her beautiful eyes fluttered shut in pleasure, to lose himself in the warmth of her mouth. But more than that, he wanted to see her come undone, to hear her cries of ecstasy as he brought her to the brink and beyond.

As Elodie’s lips closed around his cock once more, Jay let out a ragged groan, his hands tightening in her hair. The sight of her above him, so beautifully submissive and yet so utterly in control of his pleasure, was almost overwhelming. He knew he wouldn’t last long, not with Leon’s powerful thrusts driving her forward onto him, but he didn’t care. In this moment, there was no place he’d rather be.

From behind her, Leon’s voice was a low, approving hum. “Look at that view.” His hands came down on her ass, not in a caress, but in a firm, stinging slap on each cheek. The sound was sharp in the quiet room, the pleasant shock of it making her gasp and clench around nothing. A fresh wave of wetness trickled from her, a visceral, involuntary response to the dual sensations of the slap and the sheer humiliation of the pose.

“Such a beautiful, luscious, round arse,” Leon purred, his thumbs smoothing over the spots he’d just reddened. “Begging for it.”

She heard the soft rustle of him positioning himself, felt the heat of his body close behind her. The broad, slick head of his cock nudged against her soaked, sensitive entrance. She was so wet, so open from Marcus, that he met little resistance.

“Ready for me, darling?” Leon asked, his tone light and playful, but beneath it was a thread of steel-like intent.

Elodie could only manage a shaky nod, her focus divided between the cock beneath her and the one poised at her core. She lowered her head, her auburn hair brushing against Jay’s stomach, and opened her mouth. The first taste of him was salty, musky, uniquely Jay. She took him in, her tongue flattening against the underside as she engulfed the head.

Jay groaned, a deep, guttural sound from his chest. His hands came up to tangle in her hair, not forcing, but holding, guiding. “Yes… just like that… oh, god, Elodie…”

As her mouth began to work him, finding a slow, sucking rhythm, Leon took his opportunity. His hands tightened on her hips, his grip firm and unyielding. He didn’t tease. He didn’t ask. With one powerful, controlled movement, he thrust forward.

It was a single, hard, devastating stroke that buried him to the hilt inside her.

Elodie screamed around Jay’s cock, the sound muffled but intense. The fullness was shocking, a completely different sensation from Marcus. Where Marcus had been a thick, stretching conquest, Leon was a masterful, filling invasion. He was a perfect, deep fit, his lean cock hitting angles that made her see stars. He held himself there for a moment, balls-deep, letting her feel every inch of him, her inner walls fluttering wildly around the sudden intrusion.

“Fuck Marcus! Even after your monster, she’s still so tight,” Leon grunted, his voice tight with strain. He began to move, setting a relentless, driving pace from the very first thrust. There was no gentle warm-up, no slow build. This was fucking, pure and simple. Each powerful snap of his hips drove her forward onto Jay’s cock, forcing her to take him deeper into her throat.

She was the nexus of their pleasure, a conduit between them. Jay’s groans vibrated through her skull as she bobbed her head, her saliva slicking his length. Leon’s grunts were a counterpoint from behind, each one punctuated by the sharp slap of his skin against her ass. The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of her mouth on Jay and Leon’s cock plunging in and out of her dripping pussy.

Her own pleasure, which she thought had been utterly spent by Marcus, began to coil again, tighter and hotter than before. It was a different kind of peak, built on being utterly used, on the sheer animalistic mechanics of taking two men at once. Leon’s thrusts were expert, each one grinding against that blissful spot inside her while the base of his cock provided a thrilling friction against her clit.

OMG! thought Elodie, her mind reeling as she tried to process what had just happened. How have I agreed to this? To be their sex toy? How have I gone from being a loving wife to these workmen’s cheap slut? The humiliation of it burned through her, but it also set her alight in ways she couldn’t deny. There was something primal, something animalistic, about the way they used her, took her, claimed her. It awakened a need deep within her, a need to surrender, to be dominated, to be used.

Her body still trembled with the aftershocks of her climax, her pussy still throbbing from Leon’s relentless pounding, her mouth still tingling with the taste of Jay. She felt filthy, utterly debauched, and yet she couldn’t stop the flood of arousal that coursed through her at the memory of it all. The way Marcus had watched her with those dark, possessive eyes, the way Leon had whispered those crude, degrading words in her ear, the way Jay had looked at her like she was the most precious thing in the world, it all combined to make her feel more alive, more desired, than she ever had before.

She glanced up at Marcus, who was still sitting on the edge of the bed, his gaze fixed on her with an intensity that made her shiver. He didn’t say anything, but the look in his eyes spoke volumes. She was his, and theirs. A part of her wanted to protest, to reclaim some semblance of control, but another, deeper part of her revelled in it. She was their plaything, their slut, and she loved it.

Elodie felt a fresh wave of wetness trickle down her thighs, a visceral reminder of their claim on her. She couldn’t believe how much it turned her on; how much she craved more of it. This is wrong, she thought, but even as the thought crossed her mind, she knew it didn’t matter. In this moment, she was theirs, body and soul, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.

“You hear that, Jay?” Leon panted, his rhythm never faltering. “Hear how wet she is for me? This pretty married pussy is loving this black cock.”

The crude, possessive words sent a bolt of white-hot shame and arousal straight through her. She moaned around Jay, the vibration making him curse and thrust upward gently.

“She’s so deep,” Jay gasped, his fingers tightening in her hair. “I can feel you… fucking her… I can feel her throat clenching…”

Leon chuckled, a dark, sexy sound. He leaned over her, bracing one hand on the bed next to Jay’s head, his chest pressing against her sweat-slicked back. The new angle drove him even deeper. His other hand snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her swollen clit with unerring accuracy.

The triple sensation was her undoing. The deep, pounding fullness. The expert circles on her clit. The taste and feel of Jay on her tongue. Her orgasm ripped through her with a silent, seismic intensity. Her body seized, her back arching as much as Leon’s weight would allow, her internal muscles clamping down on Leon’s cock in a vicious, rhythmic grip. A high, ragged whine escaped her, muffled by the cock in her mouth.

Leon cursed vividly, his thrusts becoming erratic, pounding into her through the convulsions. “That’s it, girl. Squeeze me. Milk me.”

Leon’s touch was deliberate, his hand gliding down the curve of her ass with a possessive familiarity. His fingers traced the seam of her until they found her tight, puckered star. Elodie tensed instinctively, her breath catching in her throat. No one had ever touched her there—not Philip, not anyone. The sensation was foreign, invasive, and yet... it sent a shiver of something electric through her.

His thumb began to massage the sensitive ring of muscle, gentle but persistent, coaxing her to relax. She felt her body yield, inch by reluctant inch, as he pressed against her. The pressure was firm but not painful, and then, with a slow, deliberate push, he slid his thumb knuckle-deep inside her.

Elodie gasped, her back arching slightly as her body responded to the intrusion. It was an entirely new kind of fullness, a stretch that both startled and thrilled her. Her mind raced with conflicting emotions, shame, curiosity, and a dark, undeniable arousal. She could feel herself clenching around his thumb, her body betraying her as it adjusted to the unfamiliar sensation.

“You like that, love,” Leon murmured, his voice a low, soothing rumble. He continued to work his thumb in shallow, careful movements, his other hand resting firmly on her hip to keep her steady. “You’re doing so well.”

The words should have been comforting, but they only deepened her sense of vulnerability. She was exposed, utterly and completely, in a way she had never been before. And yet, there was something intoxicating about it, something that made her crave more. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her hips shifting involuntarily as if seeking further contact.

Marcus leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “Relax, Elodie. Let them take care of you.”

She swallowed hard, her body trembling as she surrendered. Leon’s thumb withdrew slightly before pressing in again, each movement a little deeper, a little bolder. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and intensity that threatened to consume her. Her mind swam with thoughts she couldn’t fully process, Is this wrong? Should I stop him? but her body had already answered, pushing back against his touch and his cock with a need she couldn’t deny.

This is happening, she thought, her heart pounding as Leon continued to explore her in ways no one ever had. And somehow, despite the shame, she didn’t want him to stop.

Jay, feeling the vibrations of her cry and seeing the way her body shook, lost his own tenuous control. “I’m gonna… Elodie, I’m gonna come!”

She didn’t pull away. She opened her throat, taking him as deep as she could, a silent, desperate permission.

With a choked, guttural cry, Jay erupted into her mouth. The taste was bitter, salty, and profoundly intimate. She swallowed instinctively, again and again, feeling his pulses on her tongue as Leon continued to pound into her from behind, chasing his own finish.

Just as Jay’s tremors began to subside, Leon gave one final, brutal thrust and held there, buried to the root. A hot, groaning sigh escaped him as he emptied himself into her, his release joining Marcus’s inside her trembling, overfilled body. He collapsed over her for a moment, his weight a heavy, comforting burden, his breath hot on her shoulder.

Leon’s hands gripped her ass with a firm possessiveness, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he pulled her cheeks apart, exposing her completely. He leaned back slightly; his eyes locked on the sight of his still-hard cock slowly sliding out of her well-used pussy. The sight was obscene, her slick, swollen lips stretched around him, glistening with a mix of their shared sweat and her arousal. As he withdrew fully, a thick stream of his release, mingled with Marcus’s, began to pour out of her, dripping down her inner thighs in a sticky, undeniable claim.

“Look at that,” he muttered, his voice low and rough with satisfaction. “Two loads deep in your pretty little cunt.” His hands tightened on her ass, spreading her even wider as he watched the evidence of their dominance spill from her.

Without warning, he brought his palm down on one cheek then the other, two sharp, stinging slaps that echoed in the room. Elodie gasped, her body jolting from the sudden sting, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she stayed still, her pussy pulsing almost gratefully, as if it craved the harshness of his touch.

“Two in quick succession, luv,” Leon said with a dark chuckle, his tone dripping with both amusement and approval. “A real slut.”

The words burned through her, a mixture of shame and raw, unrelenting desire. She felt utterly exposed, utterly used, and yet something deep within her revelled in it. Her body trembled, her thighs slick with their combined essence, as Leon’s laughter filled the room, a testament to the power they had over her.

Elodie released Jay, who fell back onto the mattress with a blissful, dazed sigh. She stayed on her hands and knees, head hanging, trying to catch her breath. She could feel the combined evidence of two men now trickling down her inner thighs.

The bed dipped. Marcus was there, sitting on the edge, watching her with those dark, unreadable eyes. He reached out and ran a single, possessive finger through the mess on her thigh, then brought it to her lips. She took it in her mouth and licked his finger clean.

The intoxicating haze of her submission still clung to her as she collapsed onto her martial bed. The scent of sex and sweat was thick in the air, a heady perfume marking the room as theirs. Elodie’s body felt thoroughly used, her thighs still slick with the tangible proof of Leon and Jay’s possession. Her mind drifted in a strange, blissful limbo, floating between shame and an all-consuming need for more.

Marcus sat on the edge of the bed, a king surveying his kingdom. He was a vision of pure, unadulterated masculinity, his powerful thighs spread, his chest rising and falling with a calm, even rhythm that felt at odds with the frenetic energy still buzzing through her veins.

“Come here, luv,” he said, his voice a low, grounding rumble that cut through her daze. He gestured to the space between his legs.

She moved without thought, her body obeying a command her mind was still processing. The floor was cool beneath her knees. From this vantage point, he seemed even larger, more immense. His cock, thick and heavy, hung there in its soft state, and she was struck anew by the sheer magnitude of it. Even now, soft, it’s still thicker and longer than Philip’s when he’s hard. The traitorous comparison sent a fresh, guilty thrill through her, a shiver that had nothing to do with the cool air.

He simply looked down at her, his dark eyes holding hers, and uttered a single, soft command.

“Suck.”

It was not a request. It was a decree.

A wave of pure, liquid heat flooded her core. She leaned forward, her auburn hair brushing his muscular thighs. The scent of him was overwhelming, musky, primal, and mingled with the distinct, sweet-tangy scent of her own arousal. He’s still slick with me. With us.

Her first touch was tentative, a soft, questioning lick along his length. The taste was complex, a potent mixture of his essence and hers, and it awakened something feral deep within her. She began to lick and slurp along his shaft, a deliberate, cleansing ritual. Her tongue flattened, exploring every thick vein, every contour, savouring the weight of him on her tongue even as he began to stir, thickening and hardening with each pass of her mouth.

She was lost in the act, in the service of it. Taking him into her mouth was an act of worship, of pure submission. She opened her beautiful, sensual lips wider, her eyes fluttering shut as she took the broad head of his cock past her lips. She hollowed her cheeks, creating a gentle suction as she began to bob her head, slowly at first, then with more confidence.

A low, appreciative groan sounded from above her. Marcus’s large hand came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding, his fingers tangling gently in her hair. The weight of his touch was electric, a silent communication of his approval that made her moan around him, the vibration eliciting another deep, guttural sound from his chest.

She found a rhythm, one hand coming up to cradle his heavy sac, rolling his balls gently in her palm while her mouth worked his length. She took him deeper, testing her limits, feeling the head of his cock nudge the back of her throat. She relaxed her jaw, breathed through her nose, and took him deeper still, until her lips met the coarse hair at his base.

“That’s my girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with pleasure. “Take all of me.”

From the bed, she heard a soft, awestruck curse. “Damn, Marcus. Look at her go.” It was Jay, his voice filled with a mixture of reverence and envy.

Leon’s low chuckle followed. “Told you she had a talented mouth on her. Knew it the first time I saw those lips.”

Their commentary should have shamed her, but instead, it fuelled her. She was their spectacle, their shared pleasure, and the power of that role made her feel more alive than any whispered “I love you” from her husband ever had. She redoubled her efforts, her tongue swirling around the sensitive crown on each upward stroke, her hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach.

Marcus’s breathing grew heavier, his grip in her hair tightening almost imperceptibly. She could feel the tension coiling in his powerful thighs beneath her hands, the telltale throbbing of his cock against her tongue. He was close.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice strained.

Elodie’s eyes, heavy-lidded and glazed with lust, fluttered open. She looked up the formidable length of his torso, meeting his dark, intense gaze. The connection was devastating. He was watching her, really seeing her, not as Elodie the wife, but as Elodie the wanton creature on her knees, serving.


Chapter Twenty-Five

Marcus reaches down and lifts Ellodie up, his thick cock plopping out of her eager mouth. He drops her onto the bed, then rolls her onto her stomach.

“Suck, Leon,” He commands.

Leon walks round to her head and she takes him into he mouth.

The taste of Leon, clean and masculine, filled her mouth as she worked him to fullness. His gentle hands cradled her head, a stark contrast to the storm brewing behind her. Her world had narrowed to two points of contact: the silken hardness growing on her tongue, and the terrifying, thrilling pressure at her rear.

Marcus’s weight settled astride her, his powerful thighs pinning her hips. The cool air kissed her exposed skin, followed by the warm, heavy weight of his cock resting in the cleft of her ass. She flinched at the intimacy of it, the sheer audacity. A soft, wet sound, his spit landing directly on her most private pucker, made her gasp, the vibration earning a low groan from Leon.

“Easy, darling,” Leon soothed, his thumbs stroking her temples. “Just relax for us.”

But relaxation was a distant country. Marcus used the broad, slick head of his cock to massage the spit into her, a slow, circular pressure that made her clench instinctively. It was an alien sensation, too intimate, too raw. Then his thumb, calloused and firm, replaced the crown of his cock, pressing against the tight ring of muscle.

“Breathe, Elodie,” Marcus commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her very bones.

She tried, sucking in a shaky breath as Leon’s length slid deeper into her mouth. The dual focus was her only anchor. As long as she concentrated on sucking, on the familiar act of giving oral pleasure, she could maybe endure the violation happening behind her.

The pressure from Marcus’s thumb intensified. It wasn’t a sharp pain, but a deep, stretching, burning sensation that made her eyes water. She felt herself resisting, her body fighting the invasion. A panicked noise escaped her, muffled by Leon’s flesh.

Immediately, she tried to shake her head, to signal stop, but Leon’s hands held her firm, his grip gentle but unyielding. Her mouth remained a captive vessel for his pleasure.

“Don’t worry, luv,” Marcus murmured, his voice hypnotically calm. “I’m going to take it nice and slow. You just have to relax. Let me in.”

His words coiled around her fear, soothing the sharpest edges. Nice and slow. She focused on that promise. Beneath the fear was a thrumming wire of something else, something dark and deeply taboo. This was a line she had never envisioned crossing. Philip had never dreamed of asking for this. It was forbidden, debauched. And the sheer illicitness of it sent a treacherous pulse of heat straight to her already sensitized core. She wanted him to carry on. She just needed him to be gentle.

His thumb pushed deeper, the thick knuckle stretching her impossibly wide. A tear escaped and traced a path down her cheek. Leon saw it and made a soft, comforting sound, his hips stilling to let her adjust.

Then, the thumb withdrew. For a moment, there was only emptiness and the shocking awareness of how open she was. Before she could process the relief, she felt a new pressure. Not a thumb this time. Something much larger, much more formidable. The broad, slick crown of Marcus’s cock settled directly against her loosened entrance.

Her entire body went rigid. A silent scream lodged in her throat. This was it. The point of no return.

“Ready?” Marcus asked, though it was less a question and more a final warning.

She couldn’t speak, couldn’t nod. All she could do was moan around Leon, a long, desperate sound that was part plea, part surrender.

He took it as consent.

With an inexorable, steady pressure, he began to push.

The stretch was breathtaking. It was a full, burning ache that stole the air from her lungs. She felt herself being opened in a way she hadn’t known was possible, the tight muscle fighting then yielding, millimetre by agonizing millimetre. Her fingers clutched at the rumpled duvet, her knuckles white. The feeling of being filled so completely, so wrongly, was overwhelming. She was grateful for Leon in her mouth, a necessary distraction from the intense, singular focus of being taken there.

Jay shifted in his chair, his hand moving rhythmically over his thick, rigid length. His dark eyes traced every detail of the scene before him. Marcus, powerful and unyielding, held Elodie’s round ass cheeks apart with both hands. The contrast was striking, her pale, trembling flesh framed by Marcus’s rough, calloused black fingers. Jay’s breath hitched as he watched the big, bulbous purple head of Marcus’s cock press insistently against her tight little star, glistening with spit and slickness.

“Fuck, that is so hot,” Jay muttered under his breath. His own cock twitched in response, a bead of pre-cum forming at the tip. He could feel the weight of it in his hand, heavy and throbbing with need. It had been a while since he’d seen anything this intense, this raw.

Elodie’s muffled cries echoed through the room, swallowed by Leon’s cock buried deep in her mouth. Jay’s gaze lingered on the way her body arched between the two men, utterly at their mercy. Her back muscles tensed and then relaxed with each thrust.

He couldn’t help but imagine what it would feel like to be part of it, to take his place behind her, to feel that incredible tightness around his cock. The thought alone sent a shiver down his spine. “Christ,” he muttered, his voice low and husky. “You’re a lucky bastard, Marcus.”

But for now, he was content to watch, to stroke and to let the heat of the moment consume him. His free hand reached down to cup his balls, rolling them gently as he imagined the delicious weight of filling her next. It wouldn’t be long before he joined them, but for now, the show was more than enough to keep him on edge.

Marcus paused, buried only an inch or two inside. “Breathe out, luv,” he instructed, his own voice tight with strain. “Push out against me.”

She obeyed, exhaling a shuddering breath and bearing down slightly. The effect was instantaneous. The burning resistance eased, and he slid deeper, another thick, incredible inch. A broken cry was torn from her, swallowed by Leon. It was still an intense, fullness, but the sharp edge of pain was blurring, transforming into a strange, deep pressure that resonated through her entire pelvis.

He began to move, a tiny, shallow rocking motion that made her gasp. Each micro-movement lit up nerve endings she never knew existed. The friction was internal, profound, and with each retreat and advance, the initial burn faded, replaced by a shocking, coiling thread of pleasure. Her body, traitorously, began to respond. Wetness seeped from her well-used pussy, slicking her inner thighs. The shame was immediate and hot, but it was drowned out by the shocking physical reality. It feels… good.

Marcus leaned over her, his chest a solid, sweating wall against her back. His voice was a hot whisper in her ear. “That’s it. Take it. That’s it, luv, this is better than anything.”

His praise washed over her, eroding the last fragments of resistance. He withdrew slightly, then pushed forward again, deeper this time. The head of his cock passed a second, tighter ring of muscle, and she cried out, a strangled sound of shock and unexpected bliss. The sensation was acute, a direct line to the core of her being.

Leon, feeling the change in her vibrations, began to move his hips again, a slow, steady rhythm that matched Marcus’s thrusts. She was the pivot point between them, filled at both ends, utterly possessed. The shame melted away, burned up by a pure, animalistic need. Her hips pushed back, meeting Marcus’s next thrust, a silent, desperate plea for more.

He groaned, a sound of pure masculine triumph, and his pace increased. The strokes were still controlled, still deep and measured, but they carried a new urgency. The slap of his skin against her ass echoed in the room, a primal percussion to the wet sounds of her mouth on Leon and the guttural groans of the men. The pain was a distant memory, now entirely consumed by a mounting, terrifyingly intense pleasure, so different from anything she had ever felt. It was darker, deeper, a climax building from a place of total surrender.

Jay couldn’t resist any longer. The sight before him was too intoxicating, too perfect to let slip away. With a low, appreciative chuckle, he leaned forward slightly, his free hand reaching down beside the chair. His fingers brushed against his phone, and he lifted it with a practiced ease. The screen lit up as he unlocked it, his thumb swiping to open the camera app.

He adjusted the angle, framing the scene with a filmmaker’s precision. Elodie, her back arched like a bowstring, trapped between Marcus and Leon, was the centrepiece. The camera captured every detail: the way Marcus’s powerful hips pistoned into her, his thick cock disappearing into her tight ass with each thrust; the way Leon’s hand cradled her head, guiding her lips along his length as she sucked with desperate fervour.

Jay zoomed in slightly, focusing on Elodie’s face. Her eyes were closed, tears of pleasure streaking her cheeks, her lips stretched around Leon’s girth. He panned down to where Marcus’s cock plunged into her again and again, the sight obscene yet mesmerizing. “Fucking hell,” Jay muttered under his breath, his own hand still working his neglected cock. “This is gold.”

He tilted the phone slightly to capture Marcus’s face, the grimace of concentration, the sweat glistening on his brow, before shifting back to the full view. The rhythmic slap of skin on skin filled the room, punctuated by Elodie’s muffled moans and the men’s guttural grunts. Jay’s heart raced as he filmed, his arousal spiking with every second.

For a moment, he imagined showing her the footage later, watching her blush and squirm as she saw herself in such a vulnerable, debauched state. The thought of her reaction turned him on even more. “Yeah, take it all,” he whispered softly, his voice barely audible over the symphony of their coupling. “You’re fucking perfect.”

The phone steadied in his hand as he continued to film, capturing every salacious detail of the trio lost in their primal rhythm. It was a moment Jay knew he’d revisit often, a private treasure locked away in his device.

Marcus’s thrusts became harder, deeper, each one jolting her forward onto Leon. “You like that, don’t you?” he growled in her ear. “You like having your tight little arse filled.”

She couldn’t deny it. A frantic, nodding motion of her head was her only answer as she sucked Leon with a newfound desperation, her own climax coiling like a spring in her depths, ready to snap.

Marcus’s relentless pace ignited a storm within her, the pressure building to a breaking point. With one particularly deep thrust, she felt everything snap.

Her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, intense and all-consuming. Her ass clenched around Marcus’s thick shaft, milking him as he continued to piston into her with unrelenting force. At the same time, her throat tightened around Leon, drawing a guttural groan from him as he thrust deeper, his cock hitting the back of her throat in perfect rhythm with Marcus’s movements. She was being pulled apart, torn between two points of ecstasy, her body shuddering uncontrollably.

Her body convulsed wildly, caught in the crossfire of their pleasure. It was too much, yet not enough, a paradox that left her gasping, trembling, and utterly spent.

The world tilted as Marcus withdrew from her with a soft, wet sound, leaving her feeling emptier than she’d ever thought possible. Her body hummed, a live wire of oversensitivity and raw, ragged need. He lay back on the floor, a powerful expanse of dark skin and hard muscle against the worn wooden boards. His gaze, heavy-lidded and possessive, held hers.

“Come here, Mrs. Caldwell,” he commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the floorboards and up into her soul. “Sit on my cock.”

Elodie’s limbs felt like lead, her muscles trembling with exertion and the aftershocks of her climax. With a soft, shaky grunt of effort, she pushed herself off the bed, her feet finding the cool floor. The journey to him felt immense, each step a conscious decision, a further step away from the woman she was just an hour ago. She straddled his powerful thighs, her back to his chest, facing the room, facing Jay.

Her gaze locked with his. Jay still sat in the chair, his hand a slow methodical stroke on his thick, glistening cock, his mouth agape with pure, unadulterated awe. He was watching her, only her, and the hunger in his eyes was a tangible force.

“That’s it,” Marcus murmured from beneath her, his large, warm hands settling on her hips, guiding her. “Now, slide that beautiful, gaping little rear hole down on me. Show Jay how well you can take it.”

A fresh wave of heat, both shameful and thrilling, washed over her. She reached behind herself, her fingers finding his incredible hardness, slick with her own arousal. She guided the broad, blunt head to her loosened, sensitive entrance. With a slow, deliberate exhale, she sank down.

The sensation was immense. A deep, full, stretching ache that was somehow both comfortable and exquisitely intense. She was so open, so pliant for him now. She took him to the hilt, a low moan escaping her lips as she felt his coarse pubic hair against her tender flesh, his thickness buried impossibly deep inside her.

From his vantage point on the chair, Jay drank in the sight. His stroking hand stilled. “Fuck, Marcus,” he breathed, his voice thick. “Look at that. Her ass is just… swallowing you.”

Marcus’s hands tightened on her hips, holding her firmly in place as he gave a slight, testing thrust upward that made her gasp. “Jay,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Come and fuck this slut’s used little pussy.”

The crude words sent a jolt straight to her core. Jay was moving before the sentence was finished, approaching her like a man drawn by a magnet. He knelt between her splayed thighs; his eyes fixed on where her body was joined with Marcus’s. His gaze was hot, intense, worshipful.

“What a fucking slut,” he whispered, more to himself than to anyone, his voice filled with a kind of reverent lust. “You’re gonna take two black cocks into your hot little married body at the same time.”

Elodie could only watch, her breath caught in her throat, as Jay positioned himself. The big, bulbous head of his cock, slick with his own pre-cum, nudged at her wet, swollen entrance. It was already so sensitive, so thoroughly used, and the prospect of being filled there again, while Marcus stretched her from behind, was terrifying. And utterly intoxicating.

He pushed.

Oh, God.

A sharp, breathy cry was torn from her lips. The stretch was unbelievable, a burning, overwhelming pressure that made her eyes water. She felt stretched to her absolute limit, a feeling of being split in two, claimed and invaded in a way that shattered every boundary she had ever known. She was pinned between them, a delicious, helpless sandwich of flesh and desire.

For a split second, her thoughts drifted to Philip,her sweet, unassuming husband with his slender, pale body and modest, unremarkable cock. The memory of him felt distant, almost foreign, like a relic from another life. I’ll never feel him again, she thought, a pang of guilt and longing slicing through the haze of pleasure. But before she could dwell on it, the overwhelming sensation of thick, hard cocks stretching her to her absolute limit dragged her back to the present.

Her body was alive in a way it never had been before, every nerve ending singing with raw, unfiltered sensation. Marcus’s girth filled her ass so completely it was as if he’d been made for her, while Jay’s relentless thrusts into her pussy pushed her higher and higher

The stretch was exquisite, almost too much but not quite, a perfect balance of pain and pleasure that made her feel wild, untamed, and utterly owned. Her earlier guilt was swallowed up by the sheer intensity of the moment, replaced by a primal need to be filled, claimed, and used. She was their canvas, and they were painting her with their desire, their dominance, their lust.

Her hands trembled as they gripped Marcus’s broad chest behind her, seeking some anchor in the storm of sensations. Her body was no longer just hers, it was theirs, a vessel for their pleasure and her own. And she loved it. The thought of Philip’s meek touch, his hesitant caresses, paled in comparison to this, the raw masculinity surrounding her, consuming her, reshaping her into something new.

“That’s it,” Marcus rumbled low in her ear, his voice a deep vibration that sent shivers down her spine. “Take all of us, my slut. Every inch.”

Philip felt like a distant dream now, a shadow eclipsed by the blinding light of this new reality. She didn’t want to go back. She didn’t want to feel empty or untouched ever again. This was where she belonged, between these men, filled by them, owned by them.

For a moment, all three of them were frozen in that perfect, painful, blissful tension. Then Marcus beneath her shifted, a shallow thrust that reminded her of his own presence deep inside her. The movement forced a corresponding clench around Jay, and the young man groaned, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

“Yeah,” Jay hissed, his eyes rolling back for a second. “Fuck, yeah. Just like that.”

He began to move, a slow, tentative rhythm that quickly grew bolder. Marcus matched his pace, a counter-rhythm that made Elodie feel like she was the centre of a devastating, sensual storm. Each inward thrust from Jay was met by a retreat from Marcus, and each of Marcus’s deep, penetrating drives forced her down harder onto Jay’s length. The dual sensation was mind-numbing, a feedback loop of pleasure and fullness that short-circuited every thought except more.

This is it, she thought, her head falling back against Marcus’s solid chest. This is what I didn’t know I needed.

Her moans became constant, a low, continuous stream of sound that was part plea, part prayer. She was lost in it, consumed by the feel of them, by the raw masculinity surrounding her, using her, worshipping her.

Then, a new presence. Leon appeared at her side, his playful smirk replaced by a look of intense, focused desire. He gently cupped her chin, his touch surprisingly soft amidst the roughness.

“Open up, darling,” he murmured, his voice a warm caress. “Don’t forget about me.”

His other hand guided his hard, impressive cock to her lips. Dazed, overwhelmed, and more turned on than she had ever been in her life, Elodie opened her mouth willingly. The familiar, clean taste of him filled her senses as he slid past her lips, his thickness a welcome anchor in the tempest of sensation. She began to suckle him instinctively, her tongue swirling around his crown, her noisy, desperate moans vibrating around his shaft.

Now she was truly, completely filled. Marcus pistoning into her ass, Jay pounding into her pussy, Leon fucking her mouth. She was their plaything, their centre, their shared pleasure. The sounds in the room were a symphony of sex: the wet slap of skin on skin, the ragged grunts of the men, her own muffled cries of ecstasy, the creak of the floorboards under their combined weight.

The pleasure built, a coiling, unbearable tension in her core, fed from three different points. She was hurtling toward another climax; one she knew would break her completely.

Leon’s hips stuttered, his control fraying. “Gonna come, darling,” he warned, his voice strained.

Jay’s thrusts became frantic, slamming into her with abandon. “Me too, fuck, me too!”

Marcus’s grip on her hips was iron, holding her steady for their use. “Take it,” he growled into her ear, his own rhythm becoming erratic. “Take all of it.”

Elodie’s eyes, wide and unfocused, met Leon’s just as he let out a choked groan. She felt the first hot, salty pulse of his release hit the back of her throat. The sensation, combined with the two men fucking her relentlessly, was the final trigger.

Her orgasm detonated, a silent, screaming wave of pure, uncut pleasure that seized every muscle in her body. She clenched around both cocks inside her, her convulsions milking them, pulling them deeper into her bliss.

Through the haze, she felt Jay shout, his body slamming into hers one final time as he emptied himself into her already overflowing core. The hot flood was a shocking, branding sensation that seemed to go on and on.

Marcus, feeling her violent clenching and Jay’s final thrust, followed them over the edge with a deep, guttural roar, his own release flooding her depths for the second time.

The silence that followed was broken only by their ragged, panting breaths. Elodie went limp, a boneless, spent doll held up only by the three men still connected to her. Leon gently withdrew from her mouth, and Jay, with a soft sigh, slipped from her warmth.

Jay’s gaze dropped, his smirk widening as he watched the aftermath of their shared indulgence. His spend, thick and pearly-white, began to seep out of Elodie’s swollen, overused pussy, sliding down in glistening trails to coat Marcus’s heavy, hanging balls below. The sight was almost obscenely intimate, a visual testament to just how thoroughly they had claimed her. Her delicate folds were inflamed; the skin flushed a deep pink from the relentless pounding they had subjected her to. She looked ruined, Jay thought with a mix of pride and arousal, and it was fucking beautiful.

Marcus felt it too, the warm trickle of Jay’s release mixing with his own against his skin. He let out a low, satisfied chuckle, his hands rubbing circles on Elodie’s trembling thighs. “Look at that,” he murmured, voice rough with spent desire. “Our little slut can’t even keep us inside her. She’s too full, too broken.”

Elodie whimpered softly, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her climax. She could feel the slow, sticky slide of their combined release escaping her, and a strange mix of shame and pride burned through her. She had been pushed to her limits, stretched and filled like never before, and the evidence of it was now dripping down onto Marcus’s dark, glistening skin.

Marcus lifted her off him with a grunt, his powerful hands gripping her waist as he pulled her away from his softening cock. With a wet, obscene sound, his thick length slipped free from her stretched, sore rear hole, and she felt the warm dribble of his own release slide down to coat him. Elodie trembled at the sensation, her body still thrumming from the intensity of what they had just done.

"Mrs. Caldwell," Marcus rumbled, his deep voice dripping with authority as he leaned back on his elbows, his dark eyes fixed on her. "You need to clean me."

For a moment, Elodie blinked at him, dazed and disoriented, her mind foggy from the aftershocks of her climax. Then, slowly, comprehension dawned. Her heart raced, a mix of shame and arousal flooding her as she realized what he wanted.

She knelt beside him, her trembling legs barely able to support her. Her gaze fell to his cock, now glistening with the sticky, white mess of their combined release. His balls were coated too, dripping with Jay’s release. The sight was both filthy and mesmerizing.

With a shaky breath, Elodie leaned forward, her hazel eyes locking with his for a fleeting moment before she lowered her head. Her tongue darted out tentatively, the first taste of their mingled spend sending a jolt through her. It was salty, tangy, and unmistakably them. 

Encouraged by Marcus's low growl of approval, she began to lick in earnest. Her tongue swirled around his sensitive flesh, lapping up every drop of their release. She sucked gently at the base of his cock, then moved lower to clean his heavy, hanging balls. The act was humiliating, debauched, and yet, it filled her with a strange sense of pride. She was theirs now, their shared possession, and this was just another way to prove it.

As she worked, Marcus’s hand came to rest on the back of her head, guiding her movements with a firm but gentle touch. “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice laced with satisfaction. “Take it all. Clean your masters.”

Elodie moaned softly around him, the vibrations drawing a low groan from Marcus. She could feel Jay and Leon watching her, their gazes hot and heavy on her bare, trembling form. But she didn’t care. In that moment, there was nothing but Marcus and the taste of their shared lust, the proof of her surrender clinging to his skin.

When she finally pulled back, her lips and chin glistening, Marcus let out a low chuckle. "Good girl," he said, his tone possessive and approving. "Now you know your place."

Elodie shivered at the words, her body reacting instinctively despite being utterly spent. She was theirs now, marked, claimed, and thoroughly used. And though part of her mind whispered reminders of Philip, of the life she was leaving behind, the rest of her revelled in the truth of Marcus’s statement. She was a mess, their mess, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.

Marcus let out a low chuckle, his hand brushing a strand of damp hair from her forehead. “Sorry, luv,” he murmured, his voice rough but tinged with a strange softness. “We need to get back to work, or your husband isn’t going to be pleased.” His thumb traced her cheekbone, the gesture almost tender despite the raw intensity of what they’d just done. “You rest here. But I’m sure once we’ve regained some energy, we’ll all be back to use that hot body of yours again before the end of the day.”

Elodie shivered at his words, her spent body reacting despite itself. The thought of them returning, of being filled and claimed once more, sent a faint spark of heat through her, even as exhaustion weighed heavily on her limbs. She nodded faintly, unable to find the words to respond.

Leon leaned in, pressing a kiss to her temple, his lips warm against her flushed skin. “You were incredible, darling,” he whispered, his voice thick with admiration. “We’ll make sure you’re well taken care of when we come back.”

Jay lingered for a moment, his gaze lingering on her with a mix of awe and hunger. He reached out, brushing his fingers over her thigh in a fleeting caress before stepping back. “Rest up, Elodie,” he said softly, his tone uncharacteristically gentle. “You’ll need it.”

As they began to gather their things, Elodie lay back against the cool floor, her body still trembling faintly. She watched them through half-lidded eyes, her mind a swirl of conflicting emotions, shame, pride, desire, and something deeper, something she couldn’t quite name.

The door clicked shut behind them, leaving her alone in the quiet room. She closed her eyes, the heavy ache between her thighs a reminder of what had transpired. And yet, beneath the exhaustion and the lingering thrum of pleasure, there was a strange sense of anticipation. She wasn’t sure what this made her, but she knew one thing for certain: this wasn’t over. Not yet.


Epilogue

For the rest of the day, Elodie lay in the spare bedroom, utterly spent.
The house moved around her in distant sounds, footsteps above, tools shifting, voices murmuring, while she drifted in and out of sleep, her body heavy, her mind quiet in a way it had never been before.

Time seemed to blur. Jay came back for another fast hard fuck. Leon came in and told her he wanted to use her arse and he left her stretched and leaking his cum.

At moments she stirred, half-aware, before sinking back into deep, dreamless rest. When Marcus came to her later in the afternoon, she barely had the strength to open her eyes. After he left, she slept again, more deeply than she ever had in her life.

When Phillip arrived home early that evening, the house felt wrong to him at once.

Too quiet.

“Elodie?” he called out, setting his briefcase down. No answer.

He moved through the ground floor, expecting to find her in the kitchen, preparing dinner as she always did. The lights were off. The room was empty.

Unease crept in.

Upstairs, he checked the master bedroom first. The work in the room and ensuite had stalled in a way he hadn’t expected. Tools were moved but not finished. Something about it felt… interrupted.

His heart began to race.

He crossed the landing and opened the door to the spare room.

Elodie lay sprawled across the bed, she lay naked, splayed on the bed. Her legs were open and his eyes were immediately drawn to her gaping oozing swollen holes. She looked deeply asleep, utterly unashamed, her body relaxed in a way he had never seen before.

Her body a map of bruises and bite marks. Her beautiful, luscious firm breasts a litany of bruises and bite marks. Bruising across her hips and on the smooth skin of her inner thighs.

Phillip rushed to her side, panic flaring.
“Elodie!” he whispered urgently, touching her shoulder. “El….”

Her eyes fluttered open.

She looked up at him, not startled, not frightened.

But calm.
Warm.
Satisfied.

There was a softness in her gaze that stopped him cold.

He sat down heavily on the edge of the bed, cradling her head as a thousand terrible possibilities raced through his mind. But as he searched her face, he saw no distress. No confusion. No shame.

Only peace.

Slowly, painfully, the truth settled over him.

Not all at once.
Not with words.
But with understanding.

Elodie smiled faintly up at him, closed her eyes again, and rested her cheek into his palm.

And in that moment, Phillip knew his marriage had crossed into something he could never undo.


Book Two Teaser

Elodie Caldwell had crossed a line, and discovered she never wanted to step back.

After tasting a kind of desire that stripped her of every polite illusion, she found herself wanting more. More attention. More intensity. More of the raw physical presence that the three big black men had awakened something deep and unstoppable inside her.

When Phillip confronted the truth, fear nearly drove him to end it all, to fire the men, to shut the door on what had happened. But Elodie didn’t beg. She didn’t deny it.

She owned it.

And terrified of losing the woman he loved, Phillip gave in.

The renovations continued.

Marcus.
Leon.
Jay.

And soon, other men arrived.

Tradesmen. Builders. Workers drawn into Elodie’s orbit as the house transformed, and so did she. What began as a single forbidden surrender grew into something darker, harder, and far more dangerous. She craved more of that primal lust filled sex with rougher men, that didn’t ask they took.

Because now Elodie didn’t just want desire.

She wanted to be taken to her limits, again and again.

And this time… she knew exactly what she was asking for.
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