
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taboo: From Student to Possession

BOOK ONE

An Innocent Girl’s Dark Awakening in London’s Underworld

Written & published by Emma Sluttily


Copyright © 2025 All rights reserved

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


Disclaimer

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

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

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

Content Note

This novel explores:

	Humiliation, spanking, and group use 

	Multiple partners 

	Rough sex, messy creampies, and cum play 

	Interracial themes 

	Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics 



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

Reader discretion is strongly advised.


Other titles by Emma Sluttily available on Amazon Kindle:

Taboo Story of Candy the Office Tease

From Office Tease to Office Property

The Psychology of Submission

An illicit taboo professor–student erotic novel of BDSM & Submission

Taboo: Taming Geneva Ashford

An Illicit Tale of Dominating the Office Tease; Her Kinky Erotic

Taboo: His Obedient Slut!

From Virgin Innocence to Humiliated Plaything


Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Epilogue

Book Two Teaser

Taboo Lessons: Once You’ve Had Black… By Emma Sluttily

Discover more by Emma Sluttily


Chapter One

The train eased out of Chippenham station with a slow, almost reluctant grace, as though the town itself were hesitant to let Amelia Tisbury go. She watched through the window as the platform drifted away, the familiar shapes of everyday life slipping quietly into the past; the parked cars, the tidy brick buildings, the little parade of shops she had passed so often that they had become almost invisible through repetition.

It struck her as oddly unsettling that everything looked so unchanged when her own life had shifted so completely.

Seated by the window, her bag tucked neatly at her feet, Amelia held herself in a composed stillness that would have reassured anyone observing her. Yet beneath that calm exterior, anticipation and nervous excitement moved restlessly through her. London, Greenwich, university; the words still felt abstract, more like a plan than a reality.

Her reflection lingered faintly in the glass as the countryside rolled by in soft stretches of green. Late summer fields blurred into hedgerows beneath a wide, pale sky, and for a moment she found herself studying the familiar face looking back at her.

Her curly brunette hair had refused to be fully tamed that morning, falling in soft waves around her shoulders despite her best efforts. Her large hazel eyes held that open, searching look she had never quite learned to disguise, and when she pressed her lips together thoughtfully, she was reminded once again of how often people commented on them.

Full lips, her mother always said warmly, as if that were a blessing.

Amelia had never been entirely convinced.

She shifted slightly in her seat, and the fabric of her top adjusted with the movement, settling across her chest before smoothing down over her stomach. Almost without thinking, she reached to tug it into place, a small, habitual gesture born of years spent trying to manage a body that seemed, in her mind at least, more conspicuous than she would have liked.

She had long felt that she arrived in a room after her figure did.

Seated by the window, her bag tucked neatly at her feet, Amelia held herself in a composed stillness that would have reassured anyone observing her. Yet beneath that calm exterior, anticipation and nervous excitement moved restlessly through her. Opposite her, a young man about her age had taken the facing seat, and she had become quietly aware of his intermittent glances. Each time she shifted, she felt his eyes return to her, curious, lingering just a moment too long. She made a point of never meeting them, fixing her attention instead on the landscape beyond the glass, silently wishing he would either lose himself in a book or, like her, turn his gaze outward rather than back toward her.

At school, at the local pool, even on ordinary walks through town, there had been that quiet awareness of being noticed before she had spoken a word. The fullness she could not hide, the softness she could not harden, the curves she believed drew attention she neither invited nor knew how to refuse. Despite her best efforts, hours spent in the gym, on the treadmill, and at Pilates had done little to change it. They kept her fit, certainly, but they did nothing to lessen the shape of her hips or the weight of her chest, leaving her with the uneasy sense that her body insisted on announcing itself no matter how much discipline she applied.

She crossed her legs and turned her gaze back to the passing landscape, allowing the rhythm of the train to steady her thoughts. Soon, the open spaces would give way to something else entirely.

As the journey carried her eastward, the countryside gradually yielded to the outskirts of the city. Fields dissolved into housing estates, open sky narrowed between rows of buildings, and the gentle order of Wiltshire gave way to the layered complexity of London.

By the time the train reached Paddington, Amelia felt as though she had crossed an unseen threshold.

The platform was alive with movement. People walked with purpose, their pace brisk and assured, as though the city itself demanded momentum. Conversations overlapped, footsteps echoed, and announcements drifted through the air with casual authority.

No one paid her any particular attention, apart from some older men whose eyes followed her as she walked. For a moment, the anonymity felt startling.

For a moment, the anonymity felt startling.

In Chippenham, she had always existed within a web of familiarity, someone’s daughter, someone’s friend, a known presence. Here, she was simply another arrival among many, a name on a ticket, a face in the crowd.

She followed the signs carefully as she navigated the Underground for the first time, absorbing the noise and motion around her. The press of strangers, the rush of air from arriving trains, the closeness of bodies moving in shared direction created an energy unlike anything she had known.

London did not pause.

It flowed.

As she moved with the crowd, she became aware once more of her own presence within it, the subtle sway of her steps, the way fabric shifted as she walked. A man stepped aside to let her pass through a narrow gap, his glance brief but perceptible, flickering downward before returning politely to her face.

She felt the moment despite its brevity and looked away, a faint warmth rising in her cheeks.

Even here, it seemed, she could not entirely vanish.

By the time she arrived in Greenwich, the atmosphere had softened. The intensity of central London gave way to tree-lined streets and historic facades bathed in the mellow light of late afternoon. Students moved along the pavements in easy groups, their laughter unguarded, their confidence suggesting that they already belonged.

Amelia stepped from the taxi outside her halls and drew in a slow breath, letting the air steady her.

This was where her new life would begin.

As she lifted her suitcase from the boot, she found herself instinctively smoothing her top again, the fabric pulling lightly across her hips before settling back into place. The gesture was almost unconscious, yet it reminded her once more of the shape she carried with her into this unfamiliar world.

Inside, the reception area hummed with quiet activity. Students checked in while parents lingered nearby, and the sound of laughter drifted from somewhere deeper within the building. A few of the male students glanced her way, their eyes briefly drawn to the easy curve of her figure before returning to their conversations.

At the desk, a girl greeted her with a friendly smile.

“Hi, checking in?”

“Yes,” Amelia replied, offering her name. “Amelia Tisbury.”

The girl found it on the list and returned the smile with easy warmth, her gaze briefly taking in the new arrival before settling into professional efficiency.

Amelia signed the necessary forms, accepted her key, and followed the directions to her room.

The space that awaited her was small but bright, its simplicity holding the promise of possibility. A bed, a desk, a wardrobe, each piece waiting to be claimed as part of a new routine.

She placed her bag down and stood for a moment in the quiet.

Outside the window, students crossed the courtyard, some moving with effortless confidence, others with the tentative curiosity she recognised in herself.

Her reflection appeared once more in the glass; curly hair resting loosely against her shoulders, hazel eyes wide with expectation, the soft outline of her figure caught in the light behind her.

She folded her arms loosely, then let them fall again.

This was who she was.

Amelia Tisbury, in a place where no one knew her story.

Down below, laughter rose again, bright and inviting, and as she turned from the window, she felt, for the first time, that the anonymity of the city might not erase her, but allow her to become something new within it.

London was waiting.


Chapter Two

By morning, the unfamiliar quiet of her room had given way to the low, constant hum of shared living.

Voices drifted along the corridor. Doors opened and closed. Somewhere nearby, someone laughed loudly enough to suggest instant friendship, the kind formed within hours rather than years.

Amelia Tisbury dressed carefully before stepping out, smoothing her top in the mirror with a habitual movement she scarcely noticed anymore. It was not vanity so much as reassurance, a small attempt to feel composed before facing a world that already seemed louder and faster than the one she had left behind.

The kitchen was alive when she entered.

Two girls leaned against the counter, mugs in hand, talking easily as though they had known each other far longer than the single night that had passed since arrival. A third sat on one of the stools, scrolling through her phone while she spoke, her tone confident, relaxed, entirely at home.

They looked up as Amelia stepped inside.

There was a brief pause, not unfriendly, simply assessing.

“Hey,” one of them said, smiling. “You must be in our flat.”

Amelia nodded, returning the smile with the quiet politeness that had served her well all her life.

Introductions followed quickly. Names she tried to hold onto, voices already familiar in their ease.

Mia was from London itself, her speech quick and assured, her posture loose with confidence. She was slim in the way that suggested effort rather than accident, with a narrow waist and long toned limbs that moved with easy certainty. Her dark hair fell straight to her shoulders, framing sharp cheekbones and knowing brown eyes that seemed to take everything in at once. Even in simple lounge clothes, she carried herself with the relaxed self-awareness of someone entirely at ease with being looked at.

Chloe came from Manchester, softer in build but no less confident, her curvy figure filling out her fitted joggers and cropped top with unapologetic ease. Her blonde hair was pulled into a loose ponytail that bounced as she laughed, and her full cheeks and bright eyes gave her an open, animated warmth. She spoke as though she expected to be heard, her body language expansive and unguarded, comfortable in the space she occupied.

Yasmin, calm and self-possessed, carried herself with the quiet certainty of someone entirely comfortable in her own skin. Tall and elegantly proportioned, she had long limbs and a graceful posture that made even stillness look deliberate. Her smooth, dark hair was worn in a low bun that accentuated the clean line of her neck, and her deep-set eyes held a steady composure. There was a natural poise to her, a sense that she moved through the world without ever needing to adjust herself to fit it.

They were all pretty.

They moved through the space as though it belonged to them already.

Amelia felt as though she were visiting.

Their conversation flowed effortlessly, slipping between nights out, relationships, and stories told with the casual openness of people untroubled by embarrassment. There was an ease to the way they spoke about their lives, their bodies, their experiences that Amelia found both fascinating and faintly unsettling.

Nothing seemed guarded.

Nothing seemed hidden.

Mia leaned back against the counter, her cropped top riding up without concern as she reached for her mug, revealing a smooth stretch of toned stomach she seemed entirely unaware of displaying.

“I swear, if Freshers’ Week doesn’t kill us, the hangovers will,” she said lightly.

Chloe laughed. “Speak for yourself. I’m pacing myself this year.”

“You said that last year,” Yasmin replied, amusement in her voice.

Their laughter filled the space.

Amelia joined in softly, though she felt more observer than participant.

There was a confidence in the way they inhabited themselves that she could not quite imitate. The way they dressed, the way they moved, the way they spoke without hesitation or apology.

They seemed entirely at ease in their own bodies.

She was not.

She became quietly aware of it as she sat, of how she adjusted her posture, how she chose her movements carefully, how she remained conscious of the shape she occupied in the room. The others stretched, leaned, and shifted without thought.

Amelia noticed everything.

The contrast between them settled into her thoughts without accusation, yet with undeniable presence.

Conversation turned, as it inevitably did, to plans.

“What are we doing tonight?” Chloe asked.

“Depends,” Mia said, with the air of someone who already had options. “There’s a few places people are going.”

Yasmin nodded. “But if you want the real Freshers’ experience…”

She smiled slightly.

“There’s only one place everyone ends up.”

Amelia glanced up.

“What place?”

Mia looked at her with mild surprise.

“You haven’t heard yet?”

Chloe leaned forward conspiratorially.

“The nightclub. Down by the river.”

“They all go there,” Yasmin added. “Students. Locals. Everyone.”

Mia shrugged.

“It’s kind of the place.”

Amelia felt a flicker of curiosity stir within her.

A place everyone went.

Somewhere beyond the halls, beyond lectures and shared kitchens.

A space that belonged to the city itself.

The idea lingered as their conversation moved on, settling quietly in her thoughts like an unopened door.

Outside, the afternoon stretched ahead, bright with possibility.

And somewhere nearby, beyond the rhythm of university life, there was a world already waiting.


Chapter Three

The invitation to go out came easily.

The decision of what to wear did not.

Amelia stood in front of the mirror in her room, surrounded by carefully folded clothes that suddenly seemed to belong to a different version of herself. The soft knit tops, the modest skirts, the safe, neutral colours that had always helped her feel appropriately dressed without ever feeling exposed.

Tonight, for the first time, she was aware that safety and invisibility were not the same thing.

Her reflection looked back at her with quiet uncertainty. Her curly brunette hair framed her face in loose waves she had tried, unsuccessfully, to smooth into something neater. Her hazel eyes held the question she had not yet answered.

Was she dressing to disappear… or to be seen?

She lifted one of her usual tops, holding it briefly against herself before setting it down again. It felt wrong for the night the others had described the kind of night that belonged to music and movement and crowded rooms where no one stayed still for long.

In the end, she chose something careful.

When she stepped out to join the others, there was a moment of silence.

All three of them looked at her.

Chloe was the first to speak.

“Where are you going,” she asked, laughter already forming in her voice, “a Salvation Army night in?”

Heat rose instantly to Amelia’s cheeks.

“This is no good,” Mia declared, pushing herself upright from the bed.

Before Amelia could protest, Mia was already guiding her toward her room, the others following with an energy that felt both conspiratorial and unstoppable.

The transformation happened quickly.

Drawers opened. Hangers slid aside. Fabric was offered, rejected, replaced.

Soon Amelia found herself standing once more in front of a mirror, but this time in clothes she would never have chosen alone.

The skirt was short, stopping at mid-thigh, the fabric hugging the natural curve of her hips in a way that made her immediately conscious of how she stood. The crop top was fitted, soft but unmistakably tight, clinging to her figure with an intimacy that felt almost daring.

She hesitated.

“I can’t,” she murmured.

“You can,” Chloe replied gently.

The bra became the final point of debate.

They tried, with varying degrees of persuasion, to convince her to go without one entirely. Amelia resisted, her discomfort immediate and instinctive.

Eventually, a compromise was reached.

A light lace bra, delicate and barely structured, offering the reassurance she needed even if it provided little real support.

Not that she required much.

When she turned to face them, the response was immediate.

“Oh my God,” Mia said, her eyes widening.

Yasmin let out a soft laugh, shaking her head.

“Do you realise what you look like?”

Amelia glanced back at the mirror.

The girl staring at her was unfamiliar.

The shape she had always tried to soften or hide was now unmistakable, outlined rather than disguised. The fullness she had long considered excessive now seemed, in the eyes of the others at least, something entirely different.

“Honestly,” Chloe said, stepping closer, her tone warm rather than teasing, “your boobs are incredible.”

Amelia blinked, caught off guard by the ease of it.

“I’m serious,” Mia added. “Most of us would love breasts like that.”

Yasmin nodded in agreement. “They’re beautiful. You shouldn’t hide them.”

Amelia felt her cheeks warm, unsure whether to believe them, yet unable to dismiss the sincerity in their voices.

Amelia laughed nervously, certain they were exaggerating.

Yet the doubt did not vanish.

As they prepared to leave, she remained conscious of every line and curve the outfit revealed, every movement of fabric against her skin.

She did not feel transformed.

She felt exposed.

But when Mia asked, “Ready?”

Amelia hesitated only briefly.

Then she nodded.

Whatever waited beyond the safety of the halls, she had chosen not to step back from it.

And for the first time, she would meet it without trying to hide.


Chapter Four

By the time they reached the nightclub, the air had shifted.

The easy laughter of the walk there had softened into something quieter, edged with anticipation. The building itself stood slightly apart from the surrounding street, its entrance framed by low lighting and subtle architecture that suggested intention rather than ostentation.

This was not a student bar.

This was somewhere that chose its guests.

A short queue had formed outside, contained neatly by velvet ropes that were as much a signal as a barrier. The faint pulse of music reached them even before the doors opened, its bass threading through the pavement beneath their feet.

Two men stood at the entrance.

They did not speak unless necessary.

They did not need to.

Amelia felt their presence before she fully registered them, the way the small crowd instinctively adjusted around them, the way conversations lowered slightly as people approached.

She expected hesitation when it was their turn.

Instead, something else happened.

As she and the others stepped forward, the men’s attention moved over them briefly, not with crudeness, but with practiced assessment. The glance was measured, professional, yet unmistakably aware of the way each of them had dressed for the night.

The skirt.

The crop tops.

The confidence, even when it was newly borrowed.

Mia offered an easy smile.

Yasmin held her posture steady.

Chloe leaned slightly closer to Amelia as if sharing a private joke.

The rope was lifted without discussion.

“Evening, ladies.”

They were waved inside.

Behind them, a small group of university boys approached, still laughing from whatever story had carried them there. Their tone changed quickly when the same welcome was not extended.

“Not tonight, lads,” one of the men said calmly.

No argument followed.

Amelia glanced back instinctively.

It became clear within moments that this was not an accident.

Most of the young men dressed for student nights out were being turned away with quiet efficiency. A few protested mildly, but the refusal was delivered without confrontation, as though the outcome had never been in doubt.

Those who were admitted were different.

Older.

Better dressed.

Self-assured in a way that did not rely on volume.

Late twenties.

Thirties.

Some older still.

Men who did not look as though they were hoping to be noticed.

Men who looked as though they expected to be.

Some of the girls waiting nearby faltered when they realised their male friends would not be joining them. A few drifted away, laughter thinning into uncertainty as they chose somewhere else instead.

Mia did not hesitate.

Neither did Chloe.

Yasmin simply stepped forward.

Amelia followed.

Inside, the contrast was immediate.

The club was not loud in the chaotic way she had imagined. Instead, it carried a quiet glamour that felt deliberate and composed. The lighting was soft but precise, catching polished surfaces and reflecting gently from mirrored panels that made the space feel larger than it was.

The bar stretched along one wall, its surface gleaming beneath low hanging lights that illuminated rows of glass with careful warmth. Seating was arranged in curved clusters rather than crowded lines, encouraging proximity without pressure.

It was a place designed not merely for dancing, but for watching.

And for being watched.

The music was present but not overwhelming, allowing voices to exist alongside it. Conversations unfolded easily in low tones. Laughter rose and fell without needing to compete.

Amelia sensed the nature of the room almost immediately, though she could not have explained it in words. Attention moved differently here, subtle yet constant, shifting through the space like an undercurrent. Conversations paused just briefly as new arrivals entered, eyes lifting in quiet acknowledgement before returning to whatever had held them before. It was not overt or impolite, but it was unmistakable.

There was also a balance within the room that revealed itself the longer she observed. The girls were young, their energy bright and spontaneous as they gathered near the dance floor in laughing clusters. Around them, seated in the softer-lit corners and curved booths, were older patrons whose presence felt calm rather than intrusive. They watched without urgency, their composure suggesting a patience that contrasted sharply with the restless enthusiasm of student life.

These were men who did not rush because they did not need to.

As Amelia and the others made their way toward the bar, she became increasingly aware that they had entered a place governed by expectations she did not yet understand. No one stopped them or questioned their presence, yet she could not shake the quiet sense that their admission had not been accidental.

Mia leaned in slightly as they moved through the space.

“Told you,” She said with a light smile.

Amelia nodded, though her attention remained fixed on the room around them. The glamour was understated but undeniable, the composure of the space lending it an atmosphere that felt entirely separate from the easy chaos of student nights out.

This was somewhere different.

A place where rules existed, even if they were unspoken.

And for the first time that evening, Amelia realised she was curious to discover what those rules might be.


Chapter Five

By the time they reached the bar and ordered their drinks, Amelia had begun to feel the steady rhythm of the place settle around her.

The bartender served them with smooth efficiency, placing each glass down with a practiced motion that seemed part of the club’s wider choreography. Mia leaned casually against the counter, Chloe laughed at something on her phone, and Yasmin accepted her drink with the quiet poise that never seemed to leave her.

Amelia wrapped her fingers around her glass, the cool surface grounding her.

As they turned back toward the room, she became aware, almost immediately, that they were being noticed.

Not in the clumsy, obvious way she had grown used to at school or in small-town pubs, where attention often arrived with noise or awkward boldness. This was quieter. More assured.

Eyes lifted.

Lingering just long enough.

Then returning to conversation.

She felt it in the same subtle way she had felt the young man’s gaze on the train; the brief pauses in movement, the flicker of interest that settled before moving on again.

The short skirt she had resisted wearing now seemed to move with her as she shifted her weight, the soft fabric outlining the curve of her hips before falling back into place. The fitted top held its shape against her, and she resisted the instinct to adjust it.

Beside her, Mia smirked slightly.

“See?” she murmured.

Amelia followed her gaze.

Across the room, a small group of men stood near one of the curved seating areas. Two of them, both in their late twenties perhaps, had noticed them in return. They were not students, that much was clear. Their clothes were sharp without being showy, their posture relaxed in a way that suggested comfort rather than effort.

One of them caught Mia’s eye briefly and smiled.

Chloe noticed too.

“Well,” she said under her breath, “that didn’t take long.”

Yasmin’s expression remained calm, though amusement flickered at the corners of her mouth.

The four of them drifted slightly closer together, their conversation lowering into the easy, conspiratorial tone that came naturally in such moments.

“Which one?” Chloe asked lightly.

Mia laughed.

“Both.”

Amelia felt warmth rise to her cheeks as the joking began, casual and unembarrassed in a way she was still learning to understand.

“First night,” Chloe added, raising an eyebrow. “What are we saying?”

“How far are we going?” Mia teased.

Yasmin shook her head gently. “You two are terrible.”

Amelia, still trying to follow the easy confidence of their conversation, found herself leaning slightly closer.

“How far would you go tonight?” she asked, her curiosity slipping out before she could second-guess it.

Mia grinned.

“First base,” she said lightly, lifting her glass.

Yasmin laughed, glancing toward the dance floor.

“Depends how many cocktails I’ve had by the time I get there,” she replied. Then, with a small nod toward a man across the room, she added, “And I might go all the way… especially with him.”

Amelia followed her gaze.

The man stood slightly apart from the others, early thirties perhaps, composed in a way that drew attention without demanding it.

Chloe leaned in, amused.

“But he’s probably only a few years younger than your dad.”

Yasmin didn’t hesitate.

“Yeah,” she said with a smile. “You’ve spotted I’ve got daddy issues.”

They all laughed, the sound light and easy, while Amelia remained quietly aware of how naturally the others spoke about possibilities she was still only beginning to imagine.

The conversation remained playful, built more on suggestion than intent, yet Amelia found herself listening closely despite herself.

There was an ease in the way the others spoke, as though such possibilities were simply part of the evening’s landscape rather than something to be hidden or overthought.

She became aware, too, of how naturally they occupied the space. The confidence in the way Mia leaned against the bar, the way Chloe tilted her head as she laughed, the quiet steadiness of Yasmin’s posture.

And of herself.

The fall of her curly hair against her shoulders.

The way the light caught briefly in her hazel eyes when she turned her head.

The subtle awareness of how she stood, how the outline of her figure was perceived before she spoke.

The conversation around her continued, full of laughter and teasing speculation, but Amelia found her attention drawn outward once more.

The men across the room had not stopped looking entirely.

Not staring.

Simply noticing.

And for the first time, she felt something shift within that awareness.

Not discomfort.

Curiosity.


Chapter Six

As the evening settled into its rhythm, the room began to shift around them.

The first approach came gently enough; a pair of men drifting over with easy smiles and practiced introductions, their tone polite, their conversation light. They stayed only briefly before moving on, sensing, perhaps, the unspoken unity that held the four girls together.

More followed.

Sometimes two at a time, occasionally three, their presence marked by the same relaxed confidence that seemed to define the club. One group even returned from the bar carrying drinks, placing them down with a casual generosity that suggested habit rather than strategy.

“For you,” one of them said, with a nod that carried neither expectation nor insistence.

The gesture was accepted with smiles and thanks, but nothing more.

Conversation came and went. Names were exchanged and forgotten. Compliments offered, laughter shared, and yet something in the dynamic remained unchanged.

The four of them stayed together.

They shifted positions, leaned closer to hear one another over the music, drifted slightly across the floor as the night unfolded, but always as a unit. No one allowed themselves to be drawn away by charm or curiosity, no matter how well delivered.

It was not that the men who approached were unpleasant, nor that their interest was unwelcome. Several were charming in their own way, and one group in particular returned from the bar with fresh drinks, their easy generosity suggesting familiarity with the rhythms of the place. Conversation flowed politely enough, laughter shared, names exchanged and quickly forgotten. Yet none of them created quite enough of a pull to disturb the quiet cohesion of the group.

As the evening deepened, Amelia became increasingly aware of how instinctively the others held that cohesion in place. Mia had a subtle way of guiding conversations back toward their shared circle, never dismissive, never abrupt, but always ensuring that no one drifted too far. Chloe transformed direct questions into shared jokes, keeping the tone light and collective rather than personal. Yasmin’s calm presence anchored them all, her steady composure setting an unspoken boundary that was never explicitly declared yet always understood.

And throughout it all, they included Amelia without effort.

No one teased her when she hesitated before answering. No one pushed her forward when conversation lingered too long on her. She was allowed simply to be there, within the space they created together.

As the music settled into a deeper rhythm and the warmth of the room grew around them, Amelia felt something she had not expected.

A sense of safety.

Protected not by walls or rules, but by the quiet strength of the companionship she found herself within. This was not the fragile politeness of acquaintances brought together by circumstance. It was something firmer; a shared understanding that none of them would leave the others behind.

She became aware, too, of how the room responded to her even within that safety. The fall of her curly hair caught the low light as she turned her head to listen, the movement drawing brief glances that settled on the soft outline of her figure before returning to conversation. Her hazel eyes, wide with curiosity rather than calculation, seemed to invite notice she did not yet know how to command, while the gentle sway of her hips as she shifted her stance spoke of a confidence she had not consciously claimed.

Another trio approached, their manner friendly, their interest clear. Amelia greeted them politely yet felt no urgency to move beyond courtesy.

They were here together.

And for the first time that evening, she realised that belonging to this small circle mattered more than the attention surrounding them.

Whatever the night might yet bring, she would meet it from within the quiet strength they had formed.


Chapter Seven

As the evening moved deeper into night and the music settled into a steady, hypnotic pulse, Amelia found her attention drifting beyond the easy warmth of her friends’ laughter. There was something about the atmosphere of the club that encouraged observation as much as participation, and she realised she had begun to look outward rather than simply around.

It was then that she noticed him.

He was seated in one of the curved corner booths, positioned just far enough from the main flow of movement to suggest intention rather than accident. Two other men sat with him, their posture attentive without being deferential, their conversation measured. Yet it was he who drew the eye.

He appeared older than most of the men in the room, though not in any way that diminished him. Mid-fifties perhaps, though Amelia could not be certain. His presence carried a quiet distinction that set him apart from the restless confidence of the younger patrons. There was nothing ostentatious about him; his clothes were elegant without display, his posture relaxed yet precise.

He did not scan the room as others did.

He simply occupied it.

And somehow, the space seemed to acknowledge that.

Amelia became aware of him in the same way one notices a shift in tone rather than a change in sound. His stillness contrasted with the movement around him, his calm suggesting a control that required no demonstration.

She felt drawn to that composure before she understood why.

Her gaze lingered for a moment longer than intended, and in that moment he looked up.

Their eyes met.

It was not a long exchange, nor a dramatic one. Yet something in the steadiness of his expression held her attention in a way she had not anticipated. His face revealed little, but his gaze was clear and unhurried, as though nothing in the room surprised him.

Amelia looked away first, her pulse quickening slightly for reasons she could not quite explain.

In her mind, she found herself framing him in the language of the stories she had always been fascinated by. He reminded her of the figures she had seen in films or music videos; the calm presence at the centre of a world that moved around them.

A cool, composed gangster, she thought, though the word carried more intrigue than fear.

She had no way of knowing how close the instinct might be.

To her, he was simply another man in a room full of strangers, one who seemed to carry himself with a quiet authority she had never encountered before.

She did not know that he owned the club.

She did not know that the calm she had noticed was not merely personal, but structural.

She only knew that, for a brief moment, his attention had settled on her.

And that she had felt it.

Amelia tried to return her attention to the conversation around her, but it no longer held her in quite the same way. Laughter rose and fell beside her, Chloe’s voice blending easily with Mia’s as they debated something trivial about the music, yet Amelia found herself only half-listening.

Her gaze drifted back toward the corner.

He had not moved much.

The two men beside him spoke occasionally, leaning in to exchange words, but he remained composed, his posture relaxed yet unmistakably deliberate. There was nothing idle in the way he sat. Even stillness seemed intentional, as though he occupied the space rather than merely rested within it.

Amelia told herself not to look again.

Yet she did.

And again.

Each time her attention returned to him, she felt the same quiet pull, an interest that had little to do with curiosity alone. There was something about him she could not easily name. Not just his appearance, though she found herself drawn to that as well; the strength of his features, the calm assurance that seemed to shape every movement.

He was attractive in a way entirely unlike the men who had approached them earlier in the evening.

Less eager.

More certain.

As though he had nothing to prove.

The thought lingered.

She wondered, briefly, what he might be like to speak to.

Before she realised what she was doing, she leaned slightly toward Mia.

“That man,” she murmured, nodding subtly toward the corner. “The one over there.”

Mia followed her gaze.

For a moment she simply stared.

Then her expression shifted into amusement.

“Oh my God,” she said under her breath. “He could be your grandfather.”

She paused, her grin widening.

“Except he’s black, so obviously you’re not mixed race.”

Chloe let out a surprised laugh, and even Yasmin’s composure softened as she joined in.

Amelia laughed with them, though her eyes drifted back toward the booth once more.

The teasing did nothing to lessen her interest.

If anything, it sharpened it.

There was still something about him she could not quite explain, a quiet gravity that drew her attention again and again despite herself.

And though she did not yet understand why, she found that she wanted to know more.




Chapter Eight

It was nearing midnight when the shift occurred.

Amelia had only just forced herself to return her attention to the conversation around her when a man in a dark suit approached their table. His manner was composed, professional in a way that distinguished him immediately from the other patrons moving through the room.

He did not interrupt abruptly.

Instead, he waited for a natural pause before addressing them.

“Ladies,” he said, inclining his head slightly. “The owner would like to invite you to join him in his booth. He has arranged champagne.”

The words were delivered with quiet politeness, yet there was something in the tone that suggested this was not a casual offer. Amelia felt the shift in her friends at once. Mia straightened almost imperceptibly, while Chloe and Yasmin exchanged a brief glance that carried curiosity rather than hesitation. There was no pressure in the man’s voice, no suggestion that refusal would be unwelcome, and yet the invitation possessed a weight that set it apart from the approaches they had politely declined throughout the evening. It felt different, as though they were being singled out rather than merely included.

“Of course,” Mia replied, her ease masking the interest that flickered beneath it.

The man gestured toward the far corner, and Amelia’s gaze followed instinctively. Her attention settled once more on the booth and on the man seated within it. The same man she had already noticed earlier in the night. Julian Baptiste, though she did not yet know his name. She only recognised the calm authority he carried, a presence that seemed to shape the space around him without effort.

They followed the staff member across the room, aware of the subtle shift in atmosphere as they moved. The path appeared to open before them, the lighting softening as they approached the more secluded area. The booth itself was arranged with understated elegance, its curved seating framing a low table already prepared with glasses and a chilled bottle resting in a silver holder.

Julian sat at its centre.

The two men beside him adjusted slightly as the girls arrived, their posture acknowledging the moment without ceremony. Julian rose as they approached, not hurriedly and without any display, but with a composed courtesy that made the gesture feel deliberate rather than obligatory.

“Good evening,” he said, his voice calm and measured.

As the staff member withdrew discreetly and the champagne was poured, he paused just long enough to offer a brief introduction.

“This is Mr. Baptiste,” he said, his tone respectful without being formal.

He turned politely to the girls in turn, asking for their names so that Julian might know who he was welcoming to his table. Mia spoke first, followed by Chloe and Yasmin, each offering their name with the easy confidence the evening had already drawn from them.

“Amelia,” she said when it was her turn. “Amelia Tisbury.”

The staff member inclined his head once more before departing, leaving the conversation to settle naturally in his absence.

Julian regarded them with calm interest.

“I trust you’re enjoying your evening,” he said.

The question was simple, yet the way he asked it suggested genuine curiosity rather than polite obligation. He went on to enquire about their studies, asking what had brought them to Greenwich.

Each girl answered in turn, describing their course with varying degrees of enthusiasm. Mia spoke quickly, Chloe with laughter threaded through her explanation, Yasmin with her usual composed clarity.

When Amelia spoke, however, Julian’s attention seemed to rest a moment longer.

She explained her criminology course quietly, aware of his gaze yet not unsettled by it. If anything, there was a steadiness in his manner that invited rather than demanded her words.

He listened without interruption, the briefest hint of interest touching his expression before the conversation moved on.

Amelia felt, more strongly than before, that she had entered a different layer of the evening, one that operated by quieter, unspoken rules. Though she did not yet understand them, she sensed instinctively that this invitation had not been offered lightly.

The conversation unfolded easily once the introductions were complete. The champagne was poured with quiet precision, the pale gold liquid catching the low light as each glass was passed along the curve of the table. Mia lifted hers with an appreciative smile, Chloe laughed softly at the indulgence of it, and even Yasmin allowed herself a moment of quiet enjoyment.

Amelia took a sip and found the taste far smoother than she had expected, its refinement matching the atmosphere of the booth itself.

Yet as the others settled into conversation with the men seated nearby, it became clear that Julian’s attention had returned to her.

Not insistently.

Not in a way that excluded the others.

But steadily.

He asked about her criminology course again, this time with a depth of interest that went beyond polite curiosity. What had drawn her to it? Which areas interested her most? Did she imagine herself working within the system, or observing it from the outside?

Amelia found herself answering more fully than she might have with anyone else. There was something in the calmness of his manner that encouraged explanation rather than defence. He listened carefully, occasionally offering an observation of his own that suggested a familiarity with the realities behind the theories she described.

Their exchange was thoughtful, almost unexpectedly so, and it held her attention in a way the noise of the club did not.

From time to time, his gaze would settle on her with quiet warmth.

“You speak about it well,” he said at one point. “It suits you.”

Later, as she laughed softly at one of his remarks, he added, almost as an aside, “You are very beautiful when you speak with conviction.”

The comment was delivered without flourish, as though it were a simple truth rather than a compliment.

Amelia felt a warmth rise within her that had little to do with the champagne.

She had been noticed before, of course. She had long been aware of the way eyes followed her in passing, the brief glances that settled on her shape before moving on again.

But this was different.

Here, she felt seen not only for how she appeared, but for how she spoke, how she thought, how she carried herself in the moment.

It was a kind of attention she had never experienced before.

And she found that she enjoyed it.


Chapter Nine

Morning arrived slowly, filtered through drawn curtains and the dull insistence of daylight that seemed far too bright for the state any of them were in.

Amelia woke with the lingering heaviness of too little sleep and too much champagne, her thoughts taking a moment to gather themselves into anything resembling coherence. For a few seconds she lay still, aware only of the quiet hum of the building around her and the faint throb at her temples.

Then memory returned.

The club.

The booth.

Julian Baptiste.

She closed her eyes briefly, unsure whether the warmth she felt was embarrassment or something else entirely.

By the time she made her way to the kitchen, it was close to midday. The corridor was quiet, the usual early bustle replaced by the languid stillness of a Saturday morning.

Inside, she found the others already gathered.

Mia sat at the table with a mug clasped between both hands, Chloe leaned against the counter nursing a glass of water, and Yasmin stirred something in a saucepan with deliberate care.

All three looked up as Amelia entered.

There was a pause.

Then Mia grinned.

“Well, look who’s up.”

Chloe straightened, her expression brightening with mischief despite the clear signs of her own hangover.

“Morning,” she said. “Or should we say… madam?”

Amelia frowned slightly as she poured herself a drink.

“What?”

Yasmin turned from the stove, a faint smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“Don’t pretend you don’t know,” she said gently.

Chloe was less restrained.

“Our Amelia,” she announced, “has clearly found herself a position.”

Mia raised an eyebrow.

“A gangster’s moll,” she said, her tone mockingly impressed.

Amelia felt heat rise to her cheeks.

“That’s ridiculous.”

“Is it?” Chloe asked, leaning back against the counter. “He invited us over and then barely spoke to anyone else.”

Yasmin’s voice remained calm.

“He was interested in you,” she observed simply.

Amelia tried to dismiss it with a shake of her head, though she could not quite suppress the memory of his attention, the quiet steadiness of his conversation.

“It was just a chat,” she said.

Mia laughed.

“If that was just a chat, I’d hate to see what happens next.”

The teasing remained light, affectionate rather than cutting, yet Amelia found herself both embarrassed and oddly pleased by it.

She sat down, wrapping her hands around her mug as though to steady herself.

Outside, the day moved forward with gentle indifference.

Inside, the conversation turned to shared recollections of the night before, each detail growing softer and funnier in the retelling.

And though she protested when the teasing returned to her, Amelia could not entirely deny the quiet thrill that lingered beneath it.


Chapter Ten

The afternoon unfolded slowly, the residue of the night before still clinging to them in the form of headaches, half-finished mugs of tea, and a general reluctance to move too quickly.

By mid-afternoon, the flat had settled into a quiet ease. Chloe lay stretched across the sofa scrolling through her phone, Mia had retreated to her room for what she insisted was a “strategic nap,” and Yasmin sat at the kitchen table with a notebook open in front of her, though she had yet to write anything.

Amelia had just begun to feel properly human again when the low purr of an engine outside drew their attention.

It was not the usual passing traffic.

It lingered.

Curiosity brought Chloe to the window first.

“Oh,” she said softly.

Yasmin looked up.

“What?”

Chloe turned back, her expression shifting from mild interest to something closer to disbelief.

“There’s a car,” she said. “A big one.”

Amelia joined her at the window.

Parked neatly outside the building was a black Mercedes, its polished surface catching the muted afternoon light. It did not look out of place exactly, yet it carried a quiet distinction that made it impossible to ignore.

Before they could speculate further, the bell rang.

A moment later, footsteps sounded in the corridor beyond the flat door, followed by a firm but courteous knock.

Mia emerged from her room just as Yasmin moved to answer it.

The man standing outside was dressed in a black suit that seemed cut with precision rather than fashion. His posture was upright, his manner composed. In one hand he held an enormous bouquet of red roses, their colour rich and unmistakable. In the other was a cream envelope.

“Good afternoon,” he said politely. “I am looking for Miss Amelia Tisbury.”

For a moment, no one spoke.

Then Chloe turned slowly toward her.

Amelia felt her pulse quicken as she stepped forward.

“That’s me.”

The man inclined his head and extended the bouquet toward her.

“These are for you.”

He then offered the envelope.

“Along with an invitation.”

Amelia accepted both with hands that felt suddenly less steady than she would have liked.

The envelope was thick, the paper textured beneath her fingers. Her name was written across the front in neat, deliberate script.

She opened it carefully.

Inside was a handwritten card.

Julian Baptiste would be delighted if she would join him for dinner that evening at L’Argentier in the West End.

For a moment, the room seemed very quiet.

Behind her, Mia let out a soft, incredulous laugh.

“Well,” she said, “that’s not subtle.”


Chapter Eleven

By the time evening arrived, Amelia had changed her mind about her outfit at least three times before returning, inevitably, to the only evening dress she owned.

It was simple, elegant in a quiet way rather than striking, and she hoped it would be enough for a place like L’Argentier. As she adjusted the fabric for the final time, smoothing it instinctively over her hips, she caught sight of herself in the mirror and felt again that curious blend of uncertainty and anticipation that had accompanied her since the invitation had arrived.

When the bell rang, she knew without needing to check that the car had come.

Outside, the black Mercedes waited at the kerb with the same composed presence it had carried earlier that afternoon. The rear door was opened for her before she reached it, and as she stepped inside, she found Julian Baptiste already seated within.

“Good evening,” he said, his tone warm but measured.

“Good evening,” she replied, settling beside him.

The door closed, and the car moved smoothly into the flow of the Saturday night traffic.

The journey from Greenwich toward the West End unfolded at an unhurried pace, the city alive with weekend energy beyond the tinted glass. What might have felt like a long drive in other circumstances seemed instead to pass easily, carried by conversation and the quiet comfort of the space around them.

Amelia became aware of how indulgent it felt to be there, seated in the back of such an elegant car beside a man whose presence was both calm and attentive. She felt, perhaps for the first time, quietly spoiled by the experience.

Julian spoke easily, asking about her week, her studies, her impressions of London so far. In turn, he pointed out the landmarks they passed; the bridges that marked the river’s curve, the historic facades softened by evening light, the subtle changes in neighbourhood as they moved westward.

He seemed to know the city intimately.

Not as a visitor might, but as someone who had long moved within its layers.

As they crossed the river and the streets grew brighter with theatre lights and evening crowds, he gestured toward familiar silhouettes and hidden corners alike, offering small observations that suggested a deep familiarity with the rhythms of London life.

The journey took close to forty-five minutes, yet Amelia scarcely noticed the time passing.

For her, it felt less like travel and more like an introduction; not just to the city beyond Greenwich, but to the world Julian inhabited within it.

And as the car turned toward the West End, she realised she was looking forward to what awaited them at the end of it.

As the car turned into a quieter street and came to a smooth halt outside L’Argentier, Amelia felt the subtle shift that accompanies arrival at somewhere important. The restaurant’s exterior was understated rather than ostentatious, its name etched discreetly above the entrance, the warm glow from within hinting at refinement without display.

A doorman opened her door, offering a polite greeting as she stepped out beside Julian. Inside, the atmosphere was hushed yet alive, the low murmur of conversation and the soft clink of glass creating an ambience that felt worlds away from the lively noise of the club the night before.

The head waiter approached almost immediately.

“Mr. Baptiste,” he said with evident warmth.

Julian greeted him in return with a familiarity that suggested a relationship built over time rather than occasion. Their exchange was brief but comfortable, and it was clear from the waiter’s manner that Julian was regarded with a particular respect. There was no need for introduction or explanation; the deference was natural, as though he were greeting someone who belonged there.

Amelia sensed it at once.

The staff moved with quiet attentiveness, and as they were led to their table, she became aware of how easily the evening seemed to arrange itself around Julian’s presence. It carried the same calm authority she had noticed in the club, yet here it felt even more assured.

They were shown to a table set slightly apart, offering both privacy and a view of the softly lit dining room. Julian held her chair as she sat, the gesture simple yet deliberate, and soon the quiet ritual of dining began.

The conversation continued much as it had in the car, unhurried and thoughtful. Julian spoke of the city with the ease of someone deeply familiar with its rhythms, and he invited her reflections in return. Amelia found herself answering freely, her earlier uncertainty replaced by a growing comfort in his company.

He listened with the same attentiveness she had noticed before, occasionally offering observations that revealed a breadth of experience beyond her own.

The evening unfolded without haste.

Courses arrived and departed, each one more carefully prepared than the last, yet it was the conversation that defined the meal rather than the food itself. Amelia felt again that rare sensation of being noticed, not merely for her presence but for her thoughts and responses.

And as the evening progressed, she found that this quiet recognition excited her more than she might have expected.


Chapter Twelve

The return journey began in the same quiet comfort as the first.

London moved past them in soft reflections against the glass, its Saturday night energy still alive in the streets they left behind. Amelia sat beside Julian in the back of the Mercedes, the warmth of the evening lingering pleasantly around her.

“I will unhappily return you to your place in Greenwich,” Julian said after a time, his tone calm, almost reflective. “However…”

He paused just long enough for the word to carry its weight.

“It would honour me very much if you were to come with me to my apartment here in the West End.”

The words were offered without pressure, yet their meaning was unmistakable.

Amelia felt the quiet shift in herself as she considered what he was asking. She was not naïve about the implication. To go with him would almost certainly mean crossing into something more intimate than conversation and shared meals.

The thought stirred a mixture of hesitation and awareness.

She found him attractive, undeniably so, and the idea of being alone with him carried a thrill she could not easily dismiss. Yet the ease with which the evening had unfolded left her wondering whether she should allow it to continue so readily.

Julian seemed to sense her uncertainty.

“If you were to come,” he added gently, “I would be a complete gentleman. Nothing would happen unless it was something you wished.”

His reassurance was given simply, without flourish, as though he meant it as a statement rather than a persuasion.

Amelia looked out at the passing lights, weighing the invitation against her own instincts.

The decision, she realised, was hers alone.

Amelia remained silent for a time, her thoughts turning inward as the city lights slipped past outside the window.

Desire and hesitation sat uneasily beside one another.

She was not naïve about what the invitation meant. If she went to his apartment, the evening would almost certainly lead somewhere more intimate. That was the unspoken understanding beneath his careful courtesy.

And the truth was, the idea stirred something within her.

She wanted to.

That was the part she found hardest to admit, even to herself.

Yet wanting was not the same as deciding. A quiet voice lingered at the back of her mind, asking whether it was wise to move so quickly, whether it was right. She thought briefly of her friends back in Greenwich, of the teasing that had already followed the night before. What would they say if they knew?

Beneath that lay a deeper uncertainty.

Her inexperience.

She had never hidden from herself how little she knew in that regard, and the thought of being alone with someone so assured made her question whether she would fall short of what he expected.

The words left her before she had time to reconsider them.

“I have so little sexual experience,” she admitted softly. “I’ll be a disappointment.”

Julian regarded her calmly.

“You are beautiful, Amelia,” he said. “You will never be a disappointment to me.”

The simplicity of it steadied her more than any reassurance might have.

Then he leaned closer.

The kiss was unhurried, gentle yet certain, his confidence carrying none of the urgency she might have feared. It was not a demand, nor a promise, but something in between; an invitation expressed without words.

Amelia felt the warmth of it settle through her, easing the last of her doubt.

When he drew back, she did not hesitate.

“Yes,” she said quietly. “I’ll come with you.”


Chapter Thirteen

The car turned from the livelier streets of the West End into a quieter, more discreet avenue lined with tall buildings whose facades spoke of permanence rather than display.

Julian’s apartment was housed within one of them.

The entrance was understated but unmistakably refined; polished stone, soft lighting, a doorman who greeted Julian with quiet familiarity. Inside, the lift carried them upward in near silence, its mirrored walls reflecting the muted glow of the evening.

When the doors opened, they stepped into a private hallway that led directly to his apartment.

Julian unlocked the door and stood aside, allowing Amelia to enter first.

The space beyond was warm and composed, its elegance revealing itself not through extravagance but through careful choice. The lighting was soft, designed to illuminate rather than overwhelm, casting gentle shadows across polished wood and textured fabrics.

She stepped over the threshold, and the heavy door closed behind her with a soft, final thud. The sound sealed her in. The noise of London vanished, replaced by a profound, expensive silence. And she realised she had stepped fully into his world.

It was an apartment of textures and shadows. Polished dark wood floors gleamed under soft, recessed lighting. The walls were a deep charcoal, hung with large abstract canvases in bold slashes of crimson and gold. A Chesterfield sofa in oxblood leather sat opposite a stone fireplace, cold and clean. It smelled of sandalwood, old paper, and a faint, crisp note of his cologne. It was a man’s space. A powerful man’s sanctuary.

“May I take your coat?” Julian’s voice was a low murmur in the quiet.

She nodded, her throat tight. He moved behind her, his hands brushing her shoulders as he slid the light jacket off. His fingers trailed, just for a second, over the bare skin of her upper arms. A shiver, hot and cold at once, raced down her spine. He hung the coat in a discreet closet, his movements economical, unhurried.

“Would you like a drink? Something to settle the evening?” He moved to a crystal decanter on a sideboard.

“Just water, please.” Her voice came out a little thin. She was hyper-aware of everything: the weight of her dress, the pulse between her legs, the sheer scale of him in this private domain.

He brought her a heavy cut-crystal glass, his fingers brushing hers as she took it. The ice clinked, a sharp sound. He didn’t take a drink for himself. He simply watched her, his dark eyes reflecting the low light. The social charm of the restaurant was gone, pared away. What remained was a focused, potent attention that felt like a physical touch.

“You’re nervous,” he stated, not unkindly.

“A little.” She took a sip, the cold water a shock. “It’s… very different here.”

“It’s honest,” he corrected gently. He took a step closer. The space between them, once a polite social buffer, now felt charged, intimate. “No music, no waiters, no audience. Just you. And me.”

Amelia set the glass down on a stone coaster, her hand trembling slightly. She looked up at him. In the club, under the strobes, he had been impressive. Here, he was overwhelming. The fine lines at the corners of his eyes, the strong line of his jaw, the quiet power in his stillness. It was all so… adult. It made the boys from her lectures seem like chattering children.

He reached out, and his thumb traced the line of her jaw. His touch was warm, dry, infinitely sure. “You have the most expressive eyes, Amelia. They tell me everything. The curiosity. The intelligence.” His thumb moved to her lower lip, stroking it softly. “The desire.”

Her breath hitched. She couldn’t look away. This was it. The precipice.

He leaned in slowly, giving her every chance to turn her head, to step back. She didn’t. She rose onto her toes to meet him.

The kiss was nothing like the fumbled, wet presses she’d known. It was a slow, deliberate claiming. His lips were firm, moving over hers with a confident rhythm that made her knees weak. He tasted of expensive wine and dark mint. One hand cradled the back of her head, fingers tangling in her curls, while the other settled possessively on the curve of her waist. A low sound escaped her throat, a surrender she hadn’t known she was holding back.

When he finally broke the kiss, they were both breathing harder. He rested his forehead against hers. “Beautiful,” he whispered, the word vibrating through her.

His hands moved to the thin straps of her dress. With a gentle tug, they slid off her shoulders. The silky fabric whispered down her body, pooling at her feet in a dark circle. She stood before him in only her matching pale lace bra and panties, her heels making her legs look impossibly long. The cool air of the apartment kissed her skin, pebbling her nipples instantly against the lace.

She expected a hungry look, a crude grab. But Julian just took a half-step back, his gaze traveling over her with the appreciative focus of a connoisseur. “My god,” he breathed, the calm composure cracking for just a second. “You are a vision.”

His eyes drank her in. The full, firm swell of her 36DD breasts, straining against the lace cups, the deep valley between them. The soft, gentle curve of her stomach, leading down to the gentle swell of her hips. The shadow of brunette curls visible through the delicate fabric of her knickers. The full, heart-shaped curve of her behind. The long, shapely line of her legs, toned from country walks, now clad in sheer stockings.

“So lush,” he murmured, his voice thick. “So perfectly made.”

He came to her then, and his kiss was hotter, deeper. His hands began to explore. He unhooked her bra with a deft flick, letting it fall away. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and full, their weight a sensation she was suddenly, acutely aware of. His large, warm hands cupped them, his thumbs circling her hardening nipples with a maddening, perfect pressure. A sharp gasp tore from her lips. She arched into his touch, her own hands clutching at the fine wool of his suit jacket.

“Julian…” It was a plea, a prayer.

“I know, darling,” he soothed. He bent his head and took one peaked nipple into his mouth.

The sensation was electric, a direct line of pure pleasure from her breast to her core. His tongue was hot and wet, laving and flicking, while his lips suckled firmly. He worshipped one breast, then the other, until she was trembling, her fingers clenched in his hair. The rough texture of his close-cropped curls against her palms was another new, thrilling sensation.

He knelt before her.

The sight of this powerful, elegant man on his knees before her sent a jolt of dizzying power through her veins. He looked up, his eyes dark and intent. He hooked his thumbs into the sides of her panties and drew them down her legs, helping her step out of them. He left her stockings and heels on.

Now she was completely bare to him. She felt the cool air on her most intimate skin, the faint brush of the lace-top of her stocking against her upper thigh. She was exposed, vulnerable, and yet she had never felt more powerful, more beautiful.

His hands slid up the back of her thighs, over the full curves of her bottom, pulling her gently toward him. He placed a soft, open-mouthed kiss on the inside of her thigh, just below the stocking. Then the other. His breath was hot against her dampening skin.

“So perfect,” he whispered again, his voice vibrating against her.

And then his mouth was on her.

The first touch of his tongue was a soft, exploratory stroke through her folds. She cried out, her head falling back. It was unlike anything. It was wet, and hot, and so specific. He didn’t rush. He explored her with his tongue as he had with his eyes, learning her shape, her taste. He found her clit, a bundle of nerves she’d only ever touched hesitantly herself, and circled it with a slow, relentless pressure.

“Oh, God… Julian…” Her hands were back in his hair, not guiding, just holding on as her hips began to move of their own accord, seeking more of that exquisite friction.

He hummed against her, the vibration ripping another moan from her throat. One of his hands slid around to her front, his fingers delving lower, finding her entrance. He slid one, then two fingers inside her with a smooth, firm pressure that made her gasp. He began to move them in a slow, curling rhythm, matching the pace of his tongue on her clit.

The dual sensations were too much. A coil of pleasure, tight and burning, was winding deep in her belly. Her breaths came in short, sharp pants. The world narrowed to this point of contact, to the skilled, relentless attention of his mouth and hands. She was climbing, climbing, the pressure building to a terrifying, beautiful peak.

“I… I can’t…” she whimpered, her thighs trembling around his head.

He held her firmly, his tongue flicking faster, his fingers curling just right. And then it broke.

The orgasm crashed over her in a roaring wave of pure, unadulterated sensation. It tore a ragged scream from her lips. Her body arched violently, her back bowing as pulses of electric pleasure radiated out from her core, flooding every limb, washing away every thought, every insecurity, everything that wasn’t this feeling. She shook with it, her knees buckling.

Julian held her up, his mouth gentling, softening, guiding her through the last, shuddering aftershocks until she was limp, panting, and utterly spent.

He rose smoothly, gathering her trembling body against his. She collapsed into his chest, her face buried in the fine linen of his shirt, smelling his scent mixed with her own. Her mind was a blissful, white blank. He had unravelled her completely.

He kissed the top of her head. “There now,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble she felt through his chest.


Chapter Fourteen

He doesn’t ask. In one smooth, shockingly effortless motion, his hands slide under her, one arm behind her knees, the other cradling her back, and he lifts her from the floor. Her spent body is a pliant weight in his arms. A small, breathy sound escapes her lips, not protest, but pure wonder. She is being carried. Like something precious, something claimed.

His bedroom is through a wide archway, darker, more intimate. It’s dominated by a vast bed with a dark, upholstered headboard. The sheets are a deep charcoal, crisp and cool. He lays her down in the centre of it, her body sinking into the mattress. The contrast of the cold linen against her heated, naked skin is a sharp, delicious shock. She is a pale blossom against the dark fabric, her stockings and heels still on, a stark, erotic detail.

She watches him.

He stands beside the bed, his gaze holding hers as he begins to undress. The calm, deliberate focus is back, but there’s a new intensity humming beneath it. He removes his suit jacket, draping it over a chair. His cufflinks come next, placed with a soft click on the nightstand. Then his tie, slowly pulled free, the silk whispering as it slips from his collar.

Her heart is hammering against her ribs. This is a reveal. A stripping away of the final layers of the public man.

He unbuttons his shirt, one button at a time, revealing a chest that is broad and powerfully built. He is not lean like the boys at university. This is the solid, mature strength of a man in his prime. His shoulders are heavy with muscle, his chest defined, dusted with dark, tight curls that trail down his flat abdomen. He is substantial. The light plays over the ridges of his stomach, the definition of his arms as he lets the shirt fall away.

Her mouth goes dry.

His hands go to his belt. The buckle opens with a soft, metallic snick. The zip of his trousers is a slow, deliberate rasp in the quiet room. He pushes them and his underwear down together in one motion, stepping out of them.

And then he is fully, magnificently naked before her.

Amelia’s breath stops in her throat.

His body is a testament to disciplined power. But her eyes, wide and shocked, are drawn inevitably downwards.

Oh, god.

She had imagined… something. Something proportional to the man. But this… this was beyond any imagining, any whispered rumour, any furtive glance at pornography.

His cock is enormous.

It juts thick and heavy from a thatch of dark curls, impossibly long, impossibly thick. It must be nine inches, maybe more. It’s the girth that steals her reason, as thick as her wrist, a column of rigid, veined flesh that curves slightly upwards. The head is a large, blunted bulb, flushed a deep, angry purple, already glistening with a bead of clear fluid.

A spike of pure, primal fear lances through her. How? How will that fit? The thought is a scream in her head. Her own body, which had felt so lush and womanly moments ago, now seems impossibly small, too tight, too virginal.

But the fear is inextricably tangled with a wave of awe so powerful it makes her dizzy. It is a thing of terrifying, absolute male beauty. A symbol of his potency, his experience, his raw, physical dominance. And because he is Julian, because of his reverent hands, his worshipful mouth, the deep, calming intelligence in his eyes, the awe wins.

He sees the cascade of emotions on her face. He doesn’t move. He lets her look, lets the reality of him settle into her nervous system. His own arousal is evident in the rigid length of him, the tightness of his sac, but his expression is patient, watchful.

A deep, throbbing need blooms between her own legs, wet and insistent, answering the sheer visual power of him. She wants to touch it. To taste it. To offer something in return for the pleasure he gave her.

Without conscious thought, she slides from the bed. Her legs, still trembling from her orgasm, hold her up. The cool air on her bare skin is a fleeting sensation. She sinks to her knees on the plush carpet before him, her face now level with his hips.

From here, the sheer magnitude of him is almost overwhelming. He smells of clean, heated skin and musk. She hears his sharp intake of breath as she kneels, but he remains still, a statue of restrained power.

“Amelia,” he murmurs, a warning, or perhaps just awe.

She ignores it. Her eyes are fixed on the gleaming tip. Her small hands come up, trembling, to cradle the heavy base. The skin is hot, like satin over steel. The weight of him in her palms is immense, thrilling. She leans forward, her curls brushing his thigh.

She places a soft, chaste kiss on the very tip, right over the slit. The taste is salty, musky, uniquely him. The bead of pre-cum coats her lips. A low groan rumbles in his chest, vibrating through her. Emboldened, she darts her tongue out, licking it clean, chasing that intimate flavour.

He is silent now, his control a palpable force in the room.

She opens her mouth, wider than she thought possible, and takes the broad head inside. It stretches her lips into a tight, burning ring. She can’t take much more, not yet. She swirls her tongue around the sensitive ridge beneath the crown, tasting more of him, feeling the thick vein pulse against her tongue.

His hands come to rest lightly on her head, not pushing, just resting. The touch is an anchor.

She pulls back, then sinks forward again, taking a little more. It’s a struggle. Her jaw aches. She focuses on the feel of him, the smooth, hot glide against her tongue, the low, ragged sounds of his breathing above her. She bobs her head, slowly, experimentally, using her hand to stroke what she cannot take. Her other hand cups the heavy weight of his sac, rolling the tight orbs gently.

She loses herself in the rhythm, in the act of worshipping him. Her own arousal is a dull, persistent throb, her nipples tight and sensitive against the cool air. She is giving him pleasure. The powerful, controlled Julian Baptiste is letting her unravel him, bit by bit.

His fingers tighten slightly in her hair. “That’s it, darling,” he grits out, his voice thick and strained. “Just like that. So good. Your perfect mouth.”

His praise fuels her. She takes him deeper, ignoring the ache, focusing on the salty-sweet taste, the way his hips give a tiny, involuntary jerk forward. She hollows her cheeks, sucks harder, her tongue working furiously along the underside of his shaft.

She can feel him growing even harder, thicker, the tension in his body coiling to a breaking point. A wild thought flashes: Could she make him come like this? The power of it is intoxicating.

But he has other plans.

With a sudden, guttural sound, his hands leave her hair. They slide under her arms, and he lifts her from her knees as easily as he had lifted her from the floor. Her mouth pops free from him with a wet, obscene sound. He sets her on her feet, her body trembling against his.

His eyes are black with need, his composure fractured. “Enough,” he rasps. “I need to be inside you.”

He turns and lays her back on the bed, her head on the pillows. He looms over her, his powerful frame blocking the light, his massive erection pressing against her inner thigh. The heat of it is a brand. Her heart is a frantic bird in her chest. Excitement and that sliver of fear twine together.

She looks up into his face, her hazel eyes wide and trusting. Her voice is a whisper, a plea born of awe and trepidation. “Please… go slow.”


Chapter Fifteen

Julian’s hands, broad and warm, slide to the backs of her thighs. He lifts them, bending her knees, and gently presses them outwards. Amelia has never felt so open, so exposed. The cool air of the bedroom touches her most intimate skin, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from her core. Her stockings rasp softly against the dark sheets as her legs fall wider apart.

He shifts his body, settling between her splayed thighs. The thick, hard length of his black cock rests heavily against her inner leg for a moment, a teasing promise. Then he guides it lower, the broad head sliding through her dripping wet folds with a smooth, deliberate glide.

Amelia gasps, a sharp intake of breath. The sensation is electrifying, the hot, silken skin of his shaft stroking through her slickness, coating himself in her. He slides up and down, once, twice, a slow, possessive anointing that makes her hips jerk helplessly. The sound is obscenely wet in the quiet room. Soon, his entire length is glistening with her arousal.

He positions himself, the bulbous head nudging against her tight little opening. The pressure is immense, a blunt, impossible presence. Her body tenses instinctively, a flutter of panic tightening her muscles.

“I will go slow,” Julian murmurs, his voice a low, steady anchor in the storm of her nerves. His eyes lock with hers, dark and unblinking. “Relax and I will be very gentle. But, baby-girl,” he adds, a hint of possessiveness colouring the endearment, “you are made for this.”

And slowly, with inexorable patience, he pushes in.

“OMG!”

The word is torn from her, a choked sound of shock and overwhelming sensation. She has never felt so stretched. To be fair, she has never really been entered before, clumsy, fumbling nudges from boys who didn’t know what they were doing, but never fully inside, deliberate penetration. For the first time, a man is truly inside her, and it’s the sexiest, most gorgeous older man she could have imagined. But it’s also the biggest cock she could possibly conceive of.

The stretch is a burning, aching fullness that steals the air from her lungs. It’s not pain, not exactly, but a profound, shocking occupation. He is there, a part of him claiming a part of her that has never been touched. She feels every ridge, every vein, the impossible girth of him as he inches deeper, giving her tight, wet tunnel time to accommodate, to soften, to accept.

He eases in with a torturous slowness, his breath a controlled hiss through his teeth. His muscles are corded with the effort of his restraint. “Breathe, Amelia,” he coaxes, his hands smoothing over her trembling thighs. “Just breathe for me.”

She obeys, forcing a shuddering breath into her lungs. As she exhales, her body relaxes a fraction, and he sinks another impossible inch. A low, guttural moan escapes him. “Fuck… you’re so tight. So perfect.”

Eventually, with a final, deep roll of his hips, he is fully seated inside her. He is buried to the hilt. She feels impossibly full, stretched to her limit, yet somehow… complete. The burning ache begins to transform, mutating into a deep, throbbing pressure that sparks with flashes of startling pleasure.

He holds himself there, perfectly still, letting her adjust. His forehead drops to hers, their breaths mingling. “All right?” he asks, the words a rough vibration.

She nods, unable to speak, her hazel eyes wide and dazed.

He begins to move.

It’s a shallow retreat, then a slow, grinding return. The friction is exquisite, a hot, slick drag that makes her toes curl inside her heels. Her hands fly to his biceps, clinging to the solid rock of his muscles. He sets a deliberate, deep rhythm, each stroke a measured conquest. He holds her thighs up and out, his grip firm, keeping her open and utterly vulnerable to his pace.

The power dynamic is absolute. She is completely at his mercy, and the surrender is its own intoxicating thrill. He fucks her with a calm, controlled authority that is more dominant than any frantic thrust. He watches her face, studies every fluttering eyelid, every bitten lip, reading her body’s responses like a map.

The pace builds gradually. The slow, deep strokes become more purposeful, more urgent. The slick, wet sounds of their joining fill the room. Pleasure, bright and coiling, begins to spiral deep in her belly, intertwining with the sensation of being filled, of being used in the most beautiful way. Her back arches, her full breasts pressing against his chest. Her nipples, already hard, rub against the rough hair on his torso, sending jolts of sensation straight to her core.

“That’s it,” he growls, his composure fraying at the edges. “Take me. All of me.”

He shifts angle slightly, and on the next deep drive, the head of his cock brushes a spot inside her that makes her see stars. A sharp, broken cry rips from her throat. “There! Oh, God, Julian, right there!”

A savage grin touches his lips. He finds that angle again, and again, pounding into it with relentless precision. The coil of pleasure tightens, burning white-hot. Her orgasm gathers, not as a slow wave this time, but as a sudden, terrifying precipice. She can feel his own control shattering, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, more ragged.

“Come with me,” he commands, his voice raw. “Now, Amelia.”

It’s the command that breaks her. The orgasm detonates, a cataclysm of feeling that obliterates thought. It’s different from the one his mouth gave her, deeper, more convulsive, rooted in the very core of her being where he is joined to her. Her inner muscles clamp around him in frantic, rhythmic pulses, milking his length. She screams, a sound of pure, shattered pleasure, her body bowing off the bed.

Her climax triggers his. With a final, brutal thrust, he buries himself as deep as he can go and holds there. A raw, animal groan tears from his chest as he pulses inside her, jet after hot jet of his release filling her, marking her in the most primal way. She feels the scalding heat of it, the intimate flood, and it sends another, smaller aftershock rippling through her.

Amelia lay there, her body still trembling from the intensity of it all, her mind struggling to process the overwhelming sensation of Julian’s release inside her. She felt him, every hot pulse of his cum filling her, claiming her in a way that was both shocking and deeply primal. Her breath hitched as she realized the intimacy of it, the sheer vulnerability of being flooded by him, marked by him.

Her thighs trembled as he kept her spread wide, his hand firm on her leg, ensuring she stayed open, exposed. She could feel the wetness of him trickling out of her, a stark reminder of what had just happened. Her stomach fluttered with a mix of awe and disbelief. She had taken him, all of him, and now he was leaving part of himself inside her. It was a feeling she could never have imagined, so raw, so possessive, so complete.

She felt owned. The thought should have scared her, but instead, it sent a shiver of excitement through her. Julian had claimed her in the most intimate way possible, and she knew, deep in her core, that she would never be the same again. Her body felt different, her mind felt different. She had crossed a threshold, and there was no going back.

Her fingers instinctively pressed against her lower belly, as if she could feel the warmth of him deeper inside her. The sensation was overwhelming, both physical and emotional. She had given herself to him completely, and he had taken her just as fully. The thought of it made her heart race, her skin flush with a mixture of pride and surrender.

Julian’s arm tightened around her, pulling her closer, his hand resting possessively on her stomach. She was his, and she knew it. The knowledge settled over her like a warm blanket, comforting and exhilarating all at once. She had never felt so connected to another person, so completely bound to someone in body and soul.

As she lay there, curled against his chest, she realized that this moment, this feeling, would forever change her. She was no longer the same girl who had walked into his apartment hours ago. She was something new, something deeper, something irrevocably his. And she wouldn’t have it any other way.

For a long moment, there is only the sound of their ragged breathing, his weight a welcome anchor, before quickly rolling to his side to keep from crushing her. But he doesn’t pull out. Not yet.

He keeps her legs held wide, one hand on her thigh, as he finally, slowly, withdraws his softening cock. They both watch, mesmerized, as a thick stream of his spend follows, oozing out of her well-used opening and trickling down into the deep cleft between her full, round ass cheeks. The visual is deeply possessive, profoundly intimate.

He lets out a long, satisfied breath. Then, with a tenderness that contrasts violently with the intensity of their joining, he pulls her into his side. He arranges them on the tangled sheets, her head on his shoulder, her spent body curled against his. His arm comes around her, heavy and possessive, his hand splayed over her stomach.

Amelia is boneless, her mind a blissful blank. The throbbing between her legs is a sweet, aching reminder. She is no longer a girl. She has been properly, thoroughly fucked. And she loved it.

He kisses her damp temple. “Sleep, baby-girl,” he murmurs, his voice already thick with exhaustion.

Her eyes are too heavy to open. She nuzzles into the solid warmth of his chest, hearing the strong, steady beat of his heart. Within minutes, wrapped in the scent of sex and sandalwood and him, they both fall asleep.


Epilogue

The first thing she was aware of was the deep, rhythmic sound of Julian’s breathing beside her. The second was the heavy, pleasant ache between her legs. Amelia blinked slowly in the soft, grey light of morning filtering through the blinds. She was on her side, facing him, the charcoal sheets pooled around her waist.

She had never slept naked before. She had certainly never woken up naked beside a man. The memory of the night crashed over her in a warm, shocking wave. His mouth on her. His hands everywhere. The impossible stretch as he filled her. She had been looked at, tasted, opened, and claimed. A flush crept up her chest at the sheer, brazen intimacy of it all.

Her gaze drifted down his sleeping form, over the powerful planes of his chest, the flat stomach, and lower. There, resting thick and heavy across his muscular thigh, was his cock. Even in complete softness, it was impressive; a long, dark, flaccid snake that seemed to possess a latent, threatening power all its own. It was the most alpha thing she had ever seen. A symbol of everything that had happened.

A curious, compelling heat kindled low in her belly. She felt a debt, a deep, submissive urge to serve the pleasure he had given her. Before her mind could catch up with the audacity of the act, she was moving.

She eased up on one elbow, the sheets slipping further. Leaning over, she placed her lips against the soft, velvety skin of his shaft. A gentle, chaste kiss. She felt a tiny tremor run through it. Emboldened, she kissed it again, a little further up. Then again, her lips lingering.

As she did, a miraculous change began. Under her ministrations, the thick flesh began to stir, to swell, to grow. It was like watching a dormant beast awaken. It lengthened, thickened, rising from his thigh with a slow, inevitable gravity. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She had done this. Even in his sleep, his body responded to her.

The obligation, the desire, became a compulsion. Her mouth watered. She wanted to taste him again, to feel that power under her command. She shifted, lowering her head, and as his cock reached half-mast, she opened her mouth and took the burgeoning head inside.

The taste of sleep and salt and him flooded her senses. She swirled her tongue, suckling gently. He grew harder, fuller, pushing deeper into her mouth without any effort from him at all. She worked her lips and tongue, taking more, her small hand wrapping around the base to stroke what she couldn’t yet accommodate. Soon, he was fully, brutally erect, and her mouth was stretched into a tight, burning ring around his girth.

That’s when he woke.

She felt the change in his breathing first. A deep, slow inhale. Then a low, sleepy hum of pleasure. She glanced up, her hazel eyes meeting his dark, drowsy gaze. He looked down his body, a lazy, possessive smile touching his lips as he saw her, her face flushed, her lips stretched obscenely around his thick black cock, her big eyes looking up at him with a mix of devotion and uncertainty.

“Good morning, beautiful,” he rumbled, his voice thick with sleep and arousal. His hand came to rest on her head, not guiding, just possessing. “What a perfect way to wake up.”

He let her continue for a few more exquisite moments, watching her bob her head, his fingers threading through her curls. Then, with a grunt, he shifted. His hands went to her shoulders, easing her off him with a soft, wet pop. “Come here,” he commanded, his voice now fully awake and edged with need.

In one smooth motion, he rolled her onto her back. The morning air was cool on her heated skin. He moved between her legs, his hands sliding under her thighs, lifting and opening her with the same practiced ease as the night before. She was already wet, her body remembering, anticipating.

The thick, bulbous head of his cock found her entrance, nudging through her slick folds. She gasped, her back arching. There was no long, slow penetration this time. With a single, deep, rolling thrust, he buried himself inside her to the hilt.

“Julian!” she cried out, her hands flying to his forearms. The fullness was shocking, a glorious, aching stretch that chased away the last remnants of sleep. He was so big, and she was so sensitized from the night before, every ridge and vein was a brand of pleasure.

He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a hard, driving pace from the start, his hips pistoning against her. Each thrust was a deep, claiming stroke that pushed the air from her lungs. The bed rocked with their rhythm. He held her legs wide, her stockings rasping against the sheets, her heels digging into the small of his back.

“That’s it,” he growled, his eyes locked on where they were joined. “Take your breakfast, baby-girl.”

The crude words, the sheer carnal reality of him fucking her in the morning light, sent her spiralling. Her orgasm built with terrifying speed, a coil of white-hot tension winding tighter and tighter in her core. It crested suddenly, violently. She shattered with a sharp, broken scream, her inner muscles convulsing around his invading length.

He didn’t stop. He fucked her through the pulsing waves, his pace never faltering, pushing her into a second, overlapping peak almost immediately. She was sobbing with the intensity of it, her body alight with sensation. Only then, when she was limp and boneless beneath him, did his own control fracture. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he poured himself into her, a hot, liquid claim that made her shudder with one last, tiny aftershock.

He collapsed over her for a moment, his weight a crushing, wonderful anchor, before rolling away. He stood, naked and magnificent, and walked into the en-suite bathroom without a word. Amelia lay sprawled on the tangled sheets, utterly spent, feeling the warm evidence of his possession begin to trickle out of her.

A moment later, he returned, a light silk dressing gown tied loosely around his waist. He looked down at her, his gaze appreciative, hungry. “Let’s have breakfast,” he said, his tone casual, as if he hadn’t just wrecked her body twice. “But I want you to remain naked. I love looking at how beautiful and sexy you are.”

A shiver of something, shyness, exhibitionism, submission, raced through her. But she nodded, pushing herself up. She felt the wet trail slide down her inner thigh as she stood. She followed him, barefoot and completely nude, out of the bedroom and into the apartment’s vast, modern kitchen.

He gestured to a stool at the marble island. She perched on it, the cool stone a shock against her bare bottom. She could feel the slow, steady leak of him from her body, a constant, intimate reminder. Julian moved with an easy grace, grinding coffee beans, fetching eggs from the stainless-steel refrigerator.

It was then she saw it. The floor-to-ceiling windows of his kitchen looked directly into the floor-to-ceiling windows of another luxury tower across the street. The distance wasn’t vast. In the bright morning light, she could see the vague shapes of people moving in other apartments.

A jolt of pure panic seized her. She was sitting naked in a man’s kitchen, fully on display. Her hands flew instinctively to cover her breasts, her thighs clamping together.

Julian followed her gaze. He didn’t stop what he was doing. He simply cracked an egg into a bowl. “Let them see you,” he said, his voice calm and firm. “Let them see how I am the luckiest man in the world.”

Her breath hitched. How could she refuse him? This man who had seen her, tasted her, owned her in every way. The panic melted, replaced by a hot, dizzying wave of submissive thrill. Slowly, deliberately, she let her hands fall to her sides. She uncrossed her legs, letting her knees fall slightly apart. She sat up straight, letting her full, firm 36DD breasts lift, her nipples pebbling in the cool air.

She was on show. For him. And the thrill of it, the shocking audacity, made her core clench anew. She was no longer the shy girl from Chippenham. She was Amelia, naked in Julian’s kitchen, and she was his.


Book Two Teaser

Julian Baptiste did not invite Amelia into his world to hide her.

He intends to show her.

In the days that follow their first night together, Amelia discovers that belonging to Julian means stepping further beyond the quiet boundaries of the life she left behind. The shy girl from Chippenham is slowly replaced by someone bolder, someone willing to explore the power of being desired… and displayed.

New clothes arrive. One that don’t hide anything.

Softer fabrics. Shorter cuts. Bolder silhouettes.

Each one chosen not only to flatter her curves, but to make a statement.

To be seen is no longer something she avoids.

It becomes something she is taught to enjoy.

As Julian introduces her to the wider circle of his world, Amelia begins to realise that admiration can take many forms. Attention becomes a currency, confidence a language she is learning to speak fluently.

And sometimes, sharing is a form of trust.

What begins as hesitation becomes curiosity.

Curiosity becomes willingness.

And willingness opens the door to a deeper exploration of her own desires; not just to be wanted, but to surrender control in ways she never imagined.

In Book Two, Amelia discovers that power is not always held by the one in charge.

Sometimes, it belongs to the one who chooses to yield.
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Taboo Lessons: Once You’ve Had Black…
By Emma Sluttily

Lily thought she was just moving into a new flat for her first year at uni.

Beautiful, innocent, with long legs, a perfect figure and a face that turned heads everywhere, she was used to being admired but never imagined what her new life would bring.

Her roommate Chloe has a boyfriend, Darius. Tall. Handsome. Black. Dominant. From the moment his eyes fell on Lily, she knew she was in danger.

At night, she hears them through the thin walls. His voice. Chloe’s moans. The sound of the bed shaking. She touches herself, ashamed, knowing she wants the very man she can’t have.

But Chloe knows. Chloe wants this. And soon, Lily is pulled into their secret world.

What begins with stolen glances and one forbidden night quickly becomes something far darker, hotter, and more dangerous. Darius isn’t satisfied with having her once. Chloe isn’t satisfied until Lily proves she’ll do anything to please them.

The test is simple: submit, be shared, and take every one of his friends until she’s more than just a pretty new roommate. Until she’s truly theirs.

Lily thought she was moving to the city to study. Instead, she’s about to learn what it means to be claimed, used, and remade… as their slut.

Lily never meant to want him.

Darius was her flatmate’s boyfriend, tall, strong, commanding, and completely

off-limits. But every night, through the thin walls, she heard him using Chloe, taking her in ways Lily had never dared to imagine. Each sound stoked the fire inside her, until her innocent curiosity twisted into a dangerous hunger.

When Chloe catches Lily listening, the punishment is swift, humiliating… and addictive. Naked chores. Toys that stretch her in ways she never thought possible. Ruthless spankings that make her burn with shame and arousal.

And then comes the moment Lily has secretly dreamed of, when Darius’s thick, powerful cock finally claims her.

Now there’s no going back. Lily has fallen. She isn’t just Chloe’s flatmate anymore… she’s their slut. Their toy. Their plaything to use, share, and train.


Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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