
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taboo: Her First Threesome Turns Interracial

BOOK ONE

A Dark Erotic Story of Watching, Wanting, and Losing Control

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 

	First time 

	Threesome 

	Cuckold 

	Interracial 

	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.
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Prologue

Friday evening. Ella trailed behind Ryan as they climbed the narrow stairwell of his north London studio, the air thick with that mix of city grit and late-week anticipation. She loved arriving here with him, loved the feeling that for a night or two, she belonged to him entirely.

He pushed the door open, dropped his jacket across a chair, and grinned back at her. “Shower before the pub?”

She nodded quickly. After a day in the office, pressed shirts and pencil skirts, she always felt a little self-conscious, like she had to wash the city off her before meeting his friends at the local.

In the tiny flat’s corner, she peeled her clothes away. Even after six months, undressing in front of Ryan made her blush. His eyes never left her. She let her skirt fall, then her blouse, bra, panties — everything — until she stood bare-skinned, biting her lip as if she had never done this before.

“God, Ella,” he murmured. “You’re unreal.”

She slipped into the shower, hot water pelting across her shoulders. The steam curled around her when suddenly Ryan was there too, sliding the door open, naked, unashamed. His body pressed against hers as water cascaded over them both.

Large hands roamed across her skin, cupping her breasts, tracing her narrow waist, spreading over the curve of her hips. Ella gasped, heat blooming inside her.

Her heart-shaped ass pressed against him, and she closed her eyes. She’d always thought it was too big, a flaw. But Ryan adored it. He gripped her cheeks, kneading them firmly. “Perfect,” he whispered against her ear. “So perfect.”

She shivered under his touch. His hands slid lower, down her long toned legs, then back up, spreading her apart beneath the water. Her breath came faster, the roar of the shower masking her moans.

She had only been with him six months, but every time he touched her, it felt like another boundary dissolving.


Chapter One – The Shape of Her Life

Ella’s alarm went off at 6:45 a.m., thin and insistent in the grey half-light of her room. She lay still for a moment, listening to the house wake up around her. A door opening. A kettle clicking on. Someone swearing softly at the bathroom lock. Five people lived here, all young, all loosely unattached, sharing space without sharing much else.

When she finally sat up, the sheet slipped down her body, pooling at her waist. She moved without self-consciousness when she was alone, stretching slowly, aware of the pleasant heaviness in her limbs. Her body had always been her quiet advantage, even when she pretended not to notice it. Long legs, toned without effort. A flat stomach that dipped inward before curving into full hips. Her breasts were firm and high, filling her hands when she cupped them absentmindedly as she crossed the room.

The mirror leaned against the wall caught her reflection as she stood. Twenty-three, but already composed, already unmistakably feminine. Thick hair fell past her shoulders, still slightly tangled from sleep. Her face was soft and symmetrical, wide eyes that made people underestimate her, lips that drew attention whether she wanted them to or not. She had learned early that men looked twice, sometimes three times, even when she dressed modestly, even when she didn’t invite it.

She showered quickly, the water warming her skin, then dressed with care. Work clothes that skimmed rather than clung. A blouse that hinted at her shape without announcing it. A skirt that followed the line of her hips when she walked. She liked feeling polished, contained, as though her body were something she chose to reveal rather than something on display.

The shared kitchen was already busy. One housemate scrolling on a phone. Another nursing coffee. Amelia was perched on the counter in her dressing gown, hair scraped into a messy bun, smiling at Ella over her mug, her closest friend in the house and the one person she trusted completely. Ella moved through them easily, the way attractive people learn to do, not apologising for the attention they draw, but not encouraging it either.

Outside, the morning air was cool. She walked to the DLR with long, confident strides, bag settled on her shoulder. On the platform, she felt it again, the subtle awareness of being watched. A man’s eyes flicking up, then away. Another lingering a second too long. She pretended not to notice, as she always did.

On the train, her reflection ghosted in the glass as the city slid past. Residential streets giving way to steel and glass. Each morning felt like a transition, from private to public, from softness to structure. From the woman she was alone to the woman she presented to the world.

Ryan had entered her life almost immediately after she started this job. A coworker, close enough to feel familiar, far enough to feel safe. Twenty-six, tall, lean, with a calm confidence that wrapped around her without pressing. He moved like someone comfortable in his own skin, like someone who expected to be wanted.

They had started dating within days. Coffee that became dinner. Dinner that became staying over. Six months later, they still hadn’t rushed the practical things. No toothbrush at his place. No drawer for her clothes. Just chosen nights together, deliberate, unspoken agreements. Two or three evenings during the week. Almost every weekend.

Sometimes he stayed at her house, navigating the shared bathroom and the quiet curiosity of her housemates with ease. Other times she stayed at his studio in north London, a compact, warm space that felt like an extension of him. When she was there, she felt different. More seen. More aware of herself. As if her body mattered in a way it didn’t anywhere else.

At work, they were careful. No touching. No flirting. But she always knew when he was nearby. A glance across the floor. A message on her phone. The promise of later humming beneath her skin.

Ryan had already changed her, gently, patiently. He made her feel beautiful without making her feel careless. Desired without being diminished. She trusted him. Or at least, she believed she did.

As the DLR slowed into her stop, Ella stood, smoothing her skirt, lifting her chin. Another day. Another version of herself stepping forward.

She didn’t yet realise how much that version was about to be tested.


Chapter Two – Tuesday Night

By Tuesday evening, Ella was already aching for him.

She felt it the moment she stepped into Ryan’s studio, the door closing behind her, the city cut off. The flat was warm, dimly lit, familiar in a way that made her shoulders loosen. He barely had time to greet her before she was pressed into him, her body fitting against his with instinctive ease.

“Hi,” she said, breathless already.

He smiled down at her, slow and knowing. “Come here.”

His hands were on her almost immediately, not rushing, but deliberate, palms warm against her back, fingers spreading as if memorising her. She liked how he touched her, like he had all the time in the world, like she was something to be enjoyed properly.

She was still shy. She always would be, she thought. Even now, she waited for him to lead, to decide the pace, to tell her without words what came next. When he leaned in to kiss her, she melted into it, lips parting softly, her body answering before her thoughts could catch up.

They didn’t make it far from the door.

He backed her against the wall, not hard, just enough to make her aware of it at her spine. His mouth moved slowly over hers, unhurried, drawing something out of her that made her knees weaken. She clutched at his shirt, fingers curling, a small sound slipping from her before she could stop it.

“God,” he murmured, low, pleased. “You feel so good like this.”

She blushed, even as heat spread through her. She always did when he said things like that, when he noticed how she reacted to him, how easily she came undone.

He led her to the sofa, sitting first and pulling her down onto his lap. She straddled him awkwardly at first, then relaxed as his hands settled at her hips, guiding her without forcing. The closeness made her dizzy, the way her body responded without hesitation, pressing closer, breathing shallow and quick.

She kissed him again, more confidently now, following his rhythm, her body swaying slightly as if she were learning a dance. Every touch seemed to land exactly where she needed it. His hands, his mouth, the low sounds he made when she moved just right.

By the time he guided her toward the bedroom, she was trembling.

The lights were low, the air heavy with anticipation. He undressed her slowly, and she let him, standing still, arms lifting when he wanted them to, heart racing as her skin met the cooler air. When she hesitated, instinctively folding in on herself, he stopped her gently.

“Hey,” he said, meeting her eyes. “You don’t have to hide.”

She nodded, swallowing, letting herself be seen. The way he looked at her made her feel wanted, cherished, powerful in her softness. When he kissed her again, it was deeper, hungrier, and she answered him with a quiet eagerness that surprised her.

She let him guide her onto the bed, let him decide the pace, the shape of things. She followed his cues, trusted his hands, trusted the way he read her reactions so easily. When pleasure built, it built steadily, overwhelming in the best possible way, her body arching toward him without thought or modesty.

On the edge of the bed, he’d undressed her with a focus that felt like worship. The t-shirt went first, then her shorts, then the lace of her panties. The cool air had pebbled her skin, but his gaze was hotter. It travelled over her, lingering on the swell of her 34C breasts, the proud, dusky pink nipples already hard and begging for his mouth. It dipped to the dramatic curve of her waist, then lower, over the full, rounded heart-shape of her ass as he turned her gently.

“God, Ella,” he breathed, his hands spanning her waist from behind, pulling her back against him. She felt the hard length of him, still confined in his jeans, press against the cleft of her bottom. His mouth found the sensitive spot where her neck met her shoulder, and he sucked lightly, drawing a shaky moan from her lips.

He laid her back on the cool sheets, following her down, covering her body with his lean, strong frame. He took his time. His mouth was everywhere, sucking a nipple deep, his tongue flicking the rigid tip until her back arched clear off the mattress, then moving to lavish the same attention on the other. He kissed a blazing trail down the plane of her stomach, his fingers hooking into the tops of her thighs, spreading her long legs apart.

He didn’t ask. He just looked, his eyes dark with wanting. “You’re so beautiful here,” he said, his voice thick. And then his mouth was on her, and Ella cried out, her hands fisting in the sheets. He used his tongue with a skilled, patient precision that she still couldn’t believe was for her. He lapped at her, circled her clit, dipped inside, reading every gasp and tremble like a map. The pleasure built not in a spike, but in a relentless, rising tide, pooling low in her belly, tightening every muscle.

When she was writhing, her hips lifting off the bed to meet his mouth, he moved up her body. He sheathed himself in a condom with quick, practiced motions, his eyes never leaving hers. Then he was there, at her entrance, the blunt, solid head of him pressing against her slick heat.

He was six inches, average girth by any chart, but to Ella, who had little to compare him to, he felt huge. A perfect, filling stretch. He pushed in slowly, inch by breathtaking inch, letting her body adjust, swallow him whole.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, his forehead dropping to hers as he finally seated himself fully inside her. “Take me. All of me.”

And then he began to move.

That was when he’d demanded her eyes. Now, pinned by his gaze and his body, Ella felt the first climax rip through her. It started as a fluttering deep inside, a quickening pulse where they were joined, and then it exploded outward in hot, electric waves. Her vision blurred at the edges, a broken cry tearing from her throat as her internal muscles clenched around him, once, twice, a dozen times, milking his length.

Ryan groaned, a deep, ragged sound of pure male satisfaction. “Fuck, Ella… feel that,” he gritted out, his rhythm faltering for just a second as he rode out the convulsions of her body. But he didn’t stop. He drove into her, again and again, the pace turning harder, more urgent. The wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin filled the room, a obscene, intimate soundtrack.

He shifted her legs, hooking them over his elbows, opening her wider, sinking even deeper. The new angle brushed a spot inside her that made her see stars. The over-sensitivity from her first climax melted into a new, raw hunger.

“Ryan… please…” she begged, not even knowing what she was asking for.

He knew. His hand slid between them, his fingers finding her swollen clit. He rubbed tight, quick circles exactly where she needed it, his thrusts becoming shorter, harder, more focused. “Come with me,” he commanded, his voice strained. “I want to feel you come when I fill you up.”

The second climax didn’t build. It detonated. It was deeper, more consuming than the first, a full-body convulsion that locked her around him. Her cries were choked, desperate, as pleasure, white-hot and endless, radiated from her core.

With a final, driving thrust, he buried himself to the hilt. His body went rigid above her, a guttural groan wrenching from his chest as he found his own release inside the condom. Ella felt every pulse, every hot jet, through the thin barrier, and it triggered another, smaller aftershock that made her tremble violently beneath him.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the heavy scent of sex and sweat in the air. Ryan’s weight collapsed onto her, then he rolled, taking her with him, keeping her wrapped in his arms, still joined. He nuzzled into her hair, his lips pressing a damp kiss to her temple.

Ella melted into him, every muscle liquid and warm. A profound, sleepy satisfaction settled over her. She felt claimed. Cherished. Utterly safe. The shy girl who worried about drawing attention was gone, replaced by a woman who knew, without a doubt, that she was wanted exactly as she was. In his arms, with the memory of his release still echoing in her body, she couldn’t imagine anything more complete.

His breathing began to even out. His hand stroked lazily down the long line of her spine, coming to rest possessively on the curve of her ass.

Afterwards, she lay curled against him, skin warm, limbs loose, the world reduced to the steady rise and fall of his chest beneath her cheek. His fingers traced lazy patterns along her back, possessive but gentle.

She felt content in a way that made her smile.

“This,” she said quietly, her voice soft with honesty, “makes me really happy.”

He kissed the top of her head. “Good.”

She closed her eyes, completely at ease, convinced in that moment that what they had was enough. More than enough.

She had no idea how fragile that certainty was.


Chapter Three – Attention

Ella noticed him before he noticed her.

He stood out immediately, tall and broad-shouldered, dressed sharply in a dark suit that fit him like it had been tailored with intention rather than obligation. New staff always had a certain energy about them, but his was different. Calm. Assured. As if he already belonged.

When introductions were made, his smile lingered on her just a second longer than professional courtesy required.

“Ella,” he repeated, as if testing the sound of it.

She felt a small, unexpected warmth bloom low in her stomach.

He’d joined her department that morning, a senior hire brought in to strengthen the team. Someone important enough to attract attention, but not so senior that he disappeared into meetings all day. He sat two desks away from her, close enough that she could sense him there without looking.

She tried not to.

She was used to attention, of course. She’d learned to manage it early on, to smile politely, to redirect, to keep things contained. But this felt different. This felt deliberate. He asked her questions he didn’t strictly need help with. Leaned a little closer than necessary. Laughed easily at her replies.

“You’re very calm under pressure,” he said at one point, watching her work. “That’s rare.”

She smiled, surprised by how much she liked being seen like that. “You’ve known me for about three hours.”

“Long enough,” he replied lightly.

She didn’t mention Ryan.

Not because she was hiding him, exactly. It just… didn’t come up. And she didn’t rush to make it come up either. She told herself she was being polite. That it was harmless. That enjoying attention didn’t mean anything if she didn’t act on it.

Still, she was aware of herself in a way she hadn’t been earlier. The way she sat. The way she crossed her legs. The softness of her blouse against her skin. She caught him watching her reflection in her screen once, his gaze steady, unembarrassed.

He found reasons to talk to her all morning.

Questions that didn’t really need asking. Observations that could have stayed unspoken. Each time, he angled his body toward her, attention unmistakably focused. When he leaned on the edge of her desk, his presence felt deliberate, contained, as if he knew exactly how much space he was taking up.

“You make this place look less intimidating,” he said lightly, glancing around the open-plan floor. “Most people barely look up.”

She smiled without thinking. “We’re friendly. Eventually.”

“Eventually,” he repeated, amused. “And you?”

“What about me?”

“Friendly right away. Or selective?”

She met his gaze, held it a second longer than necessary. “Selective.”

That seemed to please him.

At lunch, they walked together without quite acknowledging the decision. Side by side through the lobby, his stride easy, unhurried, as if he expected her to keep up. He asked where she lived, how long she’d been at the firm, what she did when she wasn’t here.

“And what about you?” she asked. “You always this smooth, or just on your first week?”

He laughed, low and warm. “Only when I’m interested.”

She felt that again, that small, dangerous flicker. She didn’t shut it down. She told herself it was harmless. She liked being seen this way, not as someone’s girlfriend, not as a certainty, but as a woman who could still draw attention.

They paused outside the café, the moment stretching comfortably.

“So,” he said at last, casual again, but watching her closely now. “Should I assume you’re taken?”

She tilted her head slightly, considering him.

“Yes,” she said, smiling. “But he’s upstairs.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Upstairs?”

“In Strategy,” she added, enjoying this more than she should have. “Risk. Internal Consulting.”

Something shifted in his expression, not disappointment, not retreat. Interest, sharpened.

“Ah,” he said slowly. “So you work with him.”

“Same firm,” she corrected. “Different worlds.”

He smiled at that, the look unmistakably appreciative. “That’s usually where things get interesting.”

Her phone buzzed in her bag. She knew without checking who it would be.

This time, she didn’t reach for it at all.


Chapter Four – After

The room was quiet except for their breathing.

Ella lay curled against Ryan beneath the sheets, her skin still warm, her body loose and pleasantly heavy. This was her favourite part. The moment after, when everything felt soft and safe, when the world narrowed to this bed and the steady reassurance of his arms around her.

She traced idle shapes on his chest, smiling to herself. She always felt happy like this. Grounded. Chosen. Whatever doubts she carried through the week seemed to melt away once she was here, once he’d touched her, guided her, left her glowing and content.

Ryan kissed the top of her head, absent-minded at first. Then again, more deliberately.

“You, okay?” he asked.

She laughed quietly. “I’m more than okay.”

“Good.” He hesitated, then added, “You always look so… relaxed afterwards.”

“I am,” she said easily. “With you, I am.”

He shifted slightly beneath her, just enough that she noticed. The pause stretched. His hand moved slowly along her back, comforting, familiar, but his breathing had changed.

“Can I ask you something?” he said.

She lifted her head, propping herself on her elbow to look at him. “Of course.”

He didn’t meet her eyes straight away. That was new.

“It’s not a big thing,” he said quickly, then stopped, reconsidering. “Well. It is. But… only if you want it to be.”

Her smile softened. “You’re being very mysterious.”

He exhaled, a quiet laugh escaping him. “I’m not great at this part.”

“At what part?”

“At saying things that might sound strange.”

That made her curious rather than nervous. She settled back against him, waiting.

“I was thinking,” he said slowly, choosing each word with care, “about how confident you’ve become. How much you’ve opened up. How… beautiful you look when you’re wanted.”

She felt a small flutter in her stomach. Compliments from Ryan always landed deeper than she expected.

“And?” she prompted gently.

“And sometimes,” he continued, a little awkward now, “I imagine what it would be like to see you like that. To watch you be desired. Not instead of me. With me still there.”

She went still.

He felt it immediately. “I don’t mean now,” he added. “Or ever, if it’s not something you’d want. It’s just… a thought. A fantasy.”

Ella’s heart was beating faster, but not with fear. With surprise.

“You mean… watching me with someone else?” she asked quietly.

He nodded once. “Only if you felt safe. Only if you wanted it. I’d never push you into anything.”

She searched his face. He wasn’t smiling. He wasn’t testing her. He looked almost vulnerable.

“I don’t even know what I think about that,” she admitted.

“That’s okay,” he said immediately. “You don’t have to think anything. I just wanted to be honest with you.”

She lay back down, resting her head on his chest again, listening to his heartbeat. It was steady. Familiar.

“I like that you tell me things,” she said after a moment. “Even strange things.”

He relaxed slightly at that, his arm tightening around her.

“We don’t have to talk about it again,” he said. “Unless you want to.”

She didn’t answer right away.

Her mind was busy, flickering with images she hadn’t invited, feelings she hadn’t expected. The idea unsettled her, yes, but it also lingered in a way that made her breath catch.

Eventually, she smiled softly into his skin.

“Let’s just sleep,” she said.

He kissed her hair. “Okay.”

She closed her eyes, warm and content, still wrapped in him. Still happy.

But as sleep crept in, the thought he’d planted stayed with her, quiet and persistent, waiting.


Chapter Five – Tea

The kitchen was quiet in a way Ella rarely experienced.

No music. No housemates drifting in and out. Just the low hum of the fridge and the rain tapping faintly against the window. Amelia sat opposite her at the small table, legs tucked beneath her, both hands wrapped around her mug.

Ella stirred her tea long after the sugar had dissolved.

Amelia watched her for a moment, then smiled softly. “You’ve got that look.”

Ella glanced up. “What look?”

“The one you get when you’re about to say something and you’re not sure if you should.”

Ella huffed a quiet laugh. “Am I that obvious?”

“To me? Always.”

She took a breath, then another. Her fingers tightened around the mug, warmth seeping into her palms.

“Can I ask you something?” she said.

Amelia nodded immediately. “Of course.”

Ella stared down at the surface of her tea. “Ryan said something last night. After we’d… after we were lying there.”

Amelia didn’t interrupt. She waited.

“He asked how I’d feel,” Ella continued slowly, choosing her words with care, “about him watching me have sex with someone else.”

The silence that followed felt heavy, but not uncomfortable.

Amelia’s eyebrows lifted, just slightly. “Okay,” she said. Not shocked. Just attentive. “And how did he say it?”

“Carefully,” Ella admitted. “Awkwardly. Like he was afraid I’d laugh or get upset.”

“And did you?”

“No.” She shook her head. “I didn’t know what to feel. I still don’t.”

Amelia leaned back in her chair, studying her. “Do you feel pressured?”

“No. Not at all. He was very clear about that.” Ella hesitated. “That almost makes it harder.”

“How so?”

“If he’d been pushy, it would be easy to say no. But he wasn’t. He just… shared it. Like a thought.”

Amelia took a sip of her tea. “And you?”

Ella swallowed. “Part of me was shocked. I mean, I’ve only ever been with him. And one other person before. I never thought I’d even hear something like that.”

“But?” Amelia prompted gently.

“But part of me didn’t hate the idea,” Ella said quietly. “And that’s what’s messing with my head.”

Amelia’s expression softened. “It doesn’t mean anything by itself, you know. Thinking about something isn’t the same as wanting it.”

“I know. I just…” Ella sighed. “I’m happy with him. Really happy. I don’t feel like anything’s missing.”

“Wanting to be wanted isn’t the same as wanting to leave,” Amelia said. “Sometimes it’s just about being seen.”

Ella looked up at her then. “That’s what scares me. What if I like being seen too much?”

Amelia smiled, not unkindly. “Then you’re human.”

They sat in silence for a moment; the kitchen wrapped around them like a cocoon.

“What would you do?” Ella asked.

Amelia shrugged lightly. “I’d take my time. I’d ask myself if the idea excites me or if it makes me feel small. And I’d pay attention to who benefits most.”

Ella nodded slowly, letting that settle.

“I trust him,” she said.

“I know you do,” Amelia replied. “Just make sure you’re not trusting the idea more than yourself.”

Ella smiled faintly. “You’re good at this.”

Amelia laughed. “I’m good at being your friend.”

They clinked mugs softly, the sound small but reassuring.

Later, lying in her bed, Ella stared at the ceiling. Ryan’s words replayed themselves, not louder, just clearer.

She still wasn’t sure what she thought.

But she knew one thing for certain.

The question wasn’t going away.


Chapter Six – Normal

Outwardly, nothing changed.

Ella still spent her week divided neatly between work and Ryan, routine holding everything in place. Tuesdays and Thursdays at his studio. Lazy Fridays when she arrived with a bag and stayed until Sunday morning. Walks to the corner shop, shared meals, sex that left her relaxed and glowing in the way she had come to expect.

She liked his flat most on weekends. The way time slowed there. Coffee in bed. Music drifting through open windows. His arm heavy around her waist while they watched films they barely followed. With Ryan, she felt chosen, secure, wrapped in something warm and familiar.

If there was any shift, it was subtle. Easier to ignore than confront.

At work, the days carried on as usual too. Meetings, deadlines, emails piling up. And Daryl.

His name slipped into her thoughts more often than she expected. Daryl had settled into the team quickly, confident without being loud, his presence impossible to miss. Tall, broad-shouldered, sharply dressed, his dark skin a striking contrast among the grey suits and pale faces that filled the floor.

He was openly charming with everyone, but with Ella there was an ease that felt personal. A look held just a fraction longer. A smile that suggested shared understanding. He teased her lightly, praised her work with warmth, stood a little closer than necessary when they spoke.

Nothing she could point to. Nothing she could accuse.

She found herself dressing with a little more intention on the mornings she knew she’d see him. Sitting up straighter. Laughing more easily. When he complimented her, she didn’t deflect the way she usually did. She let it land.

Sometimes, when her phone buzzed with a message from Ryan, she waited a moment before replying.

That unsettled her more than anything else.

At the weekends, wrapped in Ryan’s arms, the flirtation felt distant, harmless. She told herself it was nothing more than attention, a reminder that she was still desirable, still visible. Ryan made her feel wanted in a way that was deep and steady. Daryl’s attention was lighter, sharper, sparking something restless she didn’t quite recognise.

They never crossed a line.

But the space between lines was starting to feel thinner.

One evening, as she stood at Ryan’s window watching the city lights flicker on, she caught herself wondering what it would feel like to be seen the way Daryl looked at her, while Ryan watched. The thought startled her, quick and unwelcome.

She pushed it away.

Everything was normal, she told herself. Perfectly, reassuringly normal.

And yet, somewhere beneath the routine, something was quietly, patiently shifting.


Chapter Seven – Familiar Faces

Two weeks passed, quietly, almost convincingly.

Ella slipped back into the rhythm of things. Work, home, Ryan. Daryl’s presence at the office stayed where it belonged, contained within glances and easy conversation. With Ryan, the weekends remained warm and uncomplicated, full of laughter, shared routines, and the kind of closeness that made her feel settled again.

So, when Ryan’s message came through late on Thursday afternoon, it felt reassuringly normal.

Pub tonight. Meeting Richard. You in?

She smiled at her phone.

Richard was a constant. One of Ryan’s oldest friends, someone he’d known since school, the sort of friendship that didn’t need effort or explanation. They met up every month or so, always easy, always familiar. Ella liked Richard. Everyone did.

Of course, she replied. See you after work.

The pub was busy but not loud, the kind of place where conversations overlapped comfortably without competing. Richard was already there when they arrived, pint in hand, grin spreading across his face as he stood to hug Ryan, then her.

“Still treating him well?” he asked her with a smile.

“I try,” Ella said lightly.

They settled into a booth, drinks arriving quickly, the conversation flowing just as easily. Richard was a lot like Ryan, she realised again. Same relaxed confidence. Same warmth. Less intensity, perhaps, but a similar energy that made it easy to sit back and be yourself.

They laughed about old stories, work frustrations, ridiculous memories from school days Ella could only half follow. Richard had a way of including her without trying too hard, asking her opinion, listening when she spoke.

She found herself comfortable in his company. More than comfortable. At ease in a way that felt natural, uncomplicated.

When they finally left, the night air cool against her skin, Ella felt pleasantly buoyant. Tipsy enough to be loose, not enough to be careless.

Back at Ryan’s, things unfolded the way they always did. Familiar touches. Familiar rhythms. The kind of intimacy that came from knowing each other well, from bodies that understood one another without instruction.

Afterwards, they lay tangled together beneath the sheets, the room quiet again, the city muted beyond the windows.

Ella rested her head against his chest, fingers tracing absent-minded shapes. She felt good. Relaxed. Happy in the simple, unguarded way she always did after being with him.

Ryan was quiet longer than usual.

She noticed it but didn’t pull away.

“What are you thinking?” she asked softly.

He shifted slightly beneath her. “Just… tonight.”

“Richard?”

“Yeah.” He paused, then added carefully, “You seemed comfortable with him.”

“I am,” she said easily. “He’s lovely.”

Ryan nodded, then hesitated, as if weighing something.

“Can I ask you something?” he said.

Her stomach fluttered, not unpleasantly. “Okay.”

He took a breath. “What do you think about him?”

She lifted her head to look at him. “In what way?”

He met her gaze this time, expression open, searching. “Do you find him attractive?”

The question hung between them, gentle but deliberate.

Ella didn’t answer straight away.

She thought about Richard’s smile, his easy presence, the way she hadn’t felt guarded or tense all evening. She thought about Ryan’s earlier words, about being seen, about desire.

“I think he’s… attractive, yes,” she said finally, carefully. “In a normal way.”

Ryan didn’t smile, but he didn’t look upset either. If anything, he seemed thoughtful, almost relieved.

“That’s all I meant,” he said quietly. “I just wondered.”

She settled back against him, heart beating a little faster now.

“Why?” she asked.

He kissed the top of her head, not answering immediately.

“I like knowing what you see,” he said at last. “That’s all.”

She closed her eyes, listening to his heartbeat, aware that the question had been asked for a reason.

And that, slowly, unmistakably, things were no longer just hypothetical.


Chapter Eight – Undress

Friday nights always felt heavier with expectation.

Ella stood in Ryan’s studio, the lights low, the city humming faintly beyond the windows. She could still feel the residue of the week on her skin, the hum of routine giving way to something slower, more deliberate. Ryan sat on the edge of the bed, relaxed, watching her in that quiet, attentive way of his.

He didn’t touch her right away.

“Undress for me,” he said calmly. “Like you do sometimes. I want to watch you.”

Her stomach fluttered instantly.

This was something he liked. Something she knew he enjoyed more than he ever admitted outright. And even now, even after months together, it made her nervous in a way that felt oddly sweet.

She hesitated, just for a second.

“Okay,” she said softly.

She stood in front of him, suddenly very aware of her body, of the space between them. His eyes never left her as she reached for the hem of her top. She pulled it up slowly, deliberately, letting it slide over her head before folding it neatly and setting it aside.

Ryan’s gaze followed every movement.

She unbuttoned her skirt next, fingers slightly clumsy, breath shallow. It dropped to the floor at her feet, leaving her standing there in just her underwear, arms instinctively hovering before she let them fall again.

He didn’t rush her. That was part of it. The waiting.

“You’re beautiful,” he said quietly.

The words warmed her even as her cheeks flushed.

She reached back and unclasped her bra, letting it slide slowly from her shoulders. For a moment her arms crossed over her chest without thinking, a reflex born of habit rather than modesty. Then she saw his face.

Ryan didn’t rush her. He didn’t speak. His eyes were fixed on her, dark and intent, taking in the soft weight of her breasts as they settled naturally, full and high against her chest. She could feel his attention like a touch, the way his gaze lingered, appreciative and unhurried, as if he were committing the sight of her to memory.

They were beautiful, she knew that in an abstract way, but the way he looked at them made it feel real. The gentle curve, the firmness, the way they moved when she shifted her weight. He watched as though nothing else existed, as though this alone was enough to hold him.

Slowly, deliberately, she let her arms fall to her sides.

A quiet breath left him, almost a sound of approval.

“God,” he murmured. “You have no idea what you do to me when you stand there like that.”

Her skin warmed under his gaze, a mixture of shyness and a deeper, unfamiliar thrill. Being seen like this made her feel exposed but also wanted in a way that went beyond touch. She stayed where she was, naked and still, letting him look for as long as he wanted.

Her panties came last.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and eased them down over her hips, slow enough that she felt every second of it, the fabric sliding away from her skin. She stepped out of them carefully, nudging them aside with her foot. When she was finally naked, she stood there, arms loose at her sides, unsure what to do with her hands, her weight shifting subtly from one foot to the other.

She felt exposed. Fully, undeniably seen. Her heart beat loudly in her chest, a steady reminder of how vulnerable she was standing there for him.

Ryan leaned back slightly, resting his hands on his thighs, his posture relaxed but his attention absolute. His eyes moved over her with deliberate slowness, not missing anything. From the smooth line of her shoulders, down over her beautiful firm 34C breasts, lingering there as if drawn by instinct, then following the gentle inward curve of her waist before tracing the generous sweep of her hips.

He took in the length of her legs, the soft strength in them, the way she stood with a natural, unpractised grace. The curve of her body was unmistakably feminine, balanced and full in all the places that mattered. Nothing exaggerated, nothing hidden.

She could feel where his gaze paused, where it lingered, and each pause made her skin prickle. It wasn’t just that he found her attractive, it was the way he looked at her as if she were something rare, something worth taking his time over.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said quietly, almost to himself.

She felt the words land, warm and steadying, but her nerves still fluttered. Before she could respond, he added, just as calmly,

“Turn around for me. I want to see your ass.”

Her first instinct was to protest. She shook her head slightly, a soft, embarrassed laugh escaping her. “No. You know I think it’s too big.”

Ryan smiled, not unkindly, not backing down either. “Just turn,” he said gently. “Let me look.”

She hesitated for a heartbeat longer, then slowly turned around, her movements unhurried, deliberate. She felt the cool air against her skin, felt exposed all over again as she stood with her back to him, shoulders drawn in slightly, weight shifting.

Behind her, she heard him breathe out.

“There,” he said, his voice lower now. “That’s exactly what I mean.”

She glanced back over her shoulder, still uncertain. “I always think it looks… too much.”

He stood, closing the distance just enough that she could feel his presence without his hands touching her. “It’s not,” he said firmly. “It’s perfect. It’s full and sexy and it fits the rest of you perfectly.”

His eyes traced her slowly, appreciatively, taking in the soft curve, the way her body flowed so naturally from her waist into her hips. There was no hurry in the way he looked, no critique, only admiration.

“You don’t see what I see,” he added quietly. “But I love it. I always have.”

Her skin tingled under his gaze, a mix of embarrassment and something deeper, warmer. She stayed where she was, letting him look, letting his words replace the familiar doubt with something new.

Something that felt a lot like being proud of herself.

And for the first time, standing there naked and turned away from him, Ella realised she didn’t want to hide that part of herself anymore.

The words settled over her like a touch.

She stayed where she was, naked and breathing, letting him look for as long as he wanted. Letting herself be admired, measured, appreciated. The nervousness was still there, fluttering in her stomach, but beneath it was something warmer.

Something that felt dangerously like pleasure.

“I love this,” he said softly. “When you let me look at you.”

She swallowed. “I always feel a bit silly.”

He smiled faintly. “I know. That’s why it’s so good.”

She met his eyes then, holding his gaze despite the urge to look away. Something passed between them, quiet and charged. Not just desire, but trust. The kind that made her stay standing there, naked and vulnerable, because she knew he wanted her exactly like this.

He stood at last and crossed the space between them, hands warm as they came to rest at her waist.

“Come here,” he murmured.

She was about to move when he stopped her with a look instead of a touch.

“Wait,” he said quietly.

She stayed where she was, naked and warm, her back still turned to him. He stepped closer, not close enough to touch, just close enough that she could feel his presence behind her.

“I keep thinking,” he said slowly, carefully, “that Richard would find you just as sexy as I do.”

Her breath caught.

She turned her head slightly unsure she’d heard him properly. “Ryan…”

“I’m not asking you to do anything,” he said at once. “I just want to know what you feel.”

He paused, then added, his voice lower now, more intimate,

“How turned on do you think you’d be… standing here like this, naked, knowing both of us were looking at you?”

The question settled between them, heavy and deliberate.

Ella’s heart raced. Heat spread through her, not sharp, but deep and unsettling. She hugged her arms loosely around herself, more from habit than refusal.

“I don’t know,” she said honestly. “I’ve never thought about something like that.”

He nodded, as if that answer mattered. “That’s okay. You don’t have to.”

She stayed where she was, aware now not just of being seen, but of being imagined. The idea lingered, unwelcome and yet impossible to dismiss, wrapping itself around her thoughts.

Ryan didn’t touch her. He didn’t push.

But as she finally turned back toward him, she knew the moment had changed something.

The fantasy had been spoken aloud.

And it wasn’t leaving.


Chapter Nine – The Thought That Stayed

The next few weeks passed as though nothing had changed.

On the surface, everything flowed exactly as it always had. Work moved at its usual pace, deadlines and meetings filling her days. Ryan remained attentive, affectionate, familiar. Their time together followed the same reassuring pattern, evenings at his flat, weekends folded into one another with ease.

And Daryl continued to flirt.

Nothing overt. Nothing that crossed a line. Just the same low-level attention that had become almost routine. A comment here. A smile there. A look that lingered long enough to feel intentional. Ella told herself it was harmless. That it didn’t mean anything as long as it stayed where it was.

Most of the time, she believed that.

But something had changed all the same.

It surfaced in quiet moments, uninvited. When she caught her reflection in the mirror while getting dressed. When she stood under the shower and closed her eyes. When Ryan looked at her in that familiar way that once felt complete on its own.

She would remember standing there in his flat, naked, her skin warm, his eyes on her. And then, without meaning to, the image would shift.

It wouldn’t just be Ryan anymore.

Sometimes it was Richard. Standing nearby, watching with that same easy confidence he carried at the pub. Not touching. Just looking. Seeing her. Sometimes the second presence was indistinct, more a sense than a person, but it was always there. Another set of eyes. Another awareness.

The thought unsettled her.

And yet, her body reacted before her mind could decide what to make of it.

On Wednesday night, she slept alone in her room at the house. Amelia was out, the rest of the house quiet. Ella lay on her back beneath the covers, the dark wrapping around her, the city muted beyond the window.

She tried to sleep.

Instead, the image returned, clearer this time.

Standing naked. Exposed. Ryan watching her the way he liked to, patient and intent. And then someone else there too, close enough to feel real. The idea made her breath hitch, a soft wave of heat spreading through her before she could stop it.

She imagined not just being looked at but being desired. Being wanted in that way by more than one person, while still belonging to Ryan, still anchored by him.

The thought was dizzying.

Could she really do that? Let someone else touch her while Ryan watched? Let herself be seen like that, known like that, without losing what she had? Could she really have sex with someone else with? Could she do it while Ryan watched?

She lay still for a long time, staring up at the ceiling, the house quiet around her. The image wouldn’t leave her. It lingered behind her eyes, returning no matter how she tried to push it away.

She shifted beneath the covers, restless.

It surprised her how much it affected her. She had never been someone who needed to touch herself. Sex with Ryan had always been enough, more than enough. He satisfied her completely, left her relaxed and loose and content in a way that made the idea of wanting more feel unnecessary.

But tonight was different.

Her body felt awake in a way she wasn’t used to noticing on her own. Heat pooled low in her stomach, slow and insistent. Her breath came a little faster as the thought returned, sharper now.

Standing there. Naked. Ryan watching her the way he liked to. And someone else there too, not replacing him, not taking his place, just… present. Another gaze. Another awareness. The idea made her stomach tighten, a soft, confusing wave of sensation rolling through her.

She drew her knees up slightly, pressing her thighs together, trying to quiet the feeling.

It didn’t help.

She closed her eyes, letting the image play out again instead of fighting it. The way she’d stood. The way she’d felt under Ryan’s gaze. And then the shift, the moment where she realised, she wasn’t alone.

Her hand moved almost without thought, slipping beneath the covers, down between her thighs, to her wet folds, resting there hesitantly at first. She froze, heart racing, as if someone might see her, even though she was alone.

This was new.

She told herself she could stop. That she didn’t have to do this. But the thought of stopping felt wrong, unfinished.

She focused on the feeling instead, on the slow build of sensation, on the way her body responded despite her mind still questioning it. The fantasy blurred at the edges, less about detail and more about being wanted, being seen, being opened up to something she hadn’t known she could want.

When it finally crested, it caught her by surprise.

She stilled afterward, breathing unevenly, the room quiet again. Her hand slipped away, the moment already fading, leaving her warm and unsettled beneath the covers.

She stared into the dark, heart still beating too fast.

She had never imagined herself like this. Never thought she’d want something that didn’t involve Ryan directly.

And yet, her body had answered the question before her mind ever could.

She rolled onto her side, pulling the duvet close.

Sleep came slowly.

And when it did, the image stayed with her.


Chapter Ten – Lunch

Daryl appeared at her desk just before noon, as if he’d timed it deliberately.

“You hungry?” he asked easily, leaning one hand on the partition. “Fancy a sandwich?”

Ella looked up from her screen. She’d been struggling to focus all morning, thoughts drifting in ways she didn’t like to examine too closely. A distraction sounded like exactly what she needed.

“Yes,” she said, a little too quickly. Then smiled. “I mean… sure.”

The café downstairs was busy but bright, the lunchtime rush humming around them. They found a small table near the window; trays balanced between them. Daryl sat back easily, relaxed, confident, his attention fully on her.

Conversation flowed without effort. Work at first, then lighter things. He asked about her commute, her housemates. She found herself laughing more than she expected, loosening in a way she hadn’t realised she needed.

At some point, he mentioned it casually, as if it barely mattered.

“I’ve been out with a couple of girls from the office already,” he said, shrugging lightly. “Since I joined.”

Ella blinked. “Already?”

He smiled, unbothered. “Yeah. Nice girls.”

She felt a flicker of surprise, quickly followed by something else she didn’t immediately name. Curiosity, perhaps.

“Oh,” she said. “Who?”

He named them. Both women Ella knew. Both attractive, confident, stylish. The information landed harder than she expected.

“And you just… dated them?” she asked.

Daryl met her gaze, his expression shifting into something quietly knowing. He didn’t need to say anything.

Her stomach dropped.

“Oh my god,” she said softly, more to herself than to him. “I can’t believe it.”

He laughed. “What?”

“I just…” She shook her head, smiling in disbelief. “I feel so naive.”

“Why?”

“Because I always think of dating as this whole process. You know. Time. Getting to know someone.” She hesitated. “Those girls must have gone out with you once or twice before…”

Before what, she didn’t finish.

His look answered the question anyway.

Heat crept into her cheeks. She looked down at her coffee, then back up at him. “That’s… fast.”

“It doesn’t have to mean anything,” he said lightly. “Sometimes it’s just chemistry.”

She studied him then, really looked at him. The confidence. The ease. She could see how it happened, how attraction could tip into something physical before anyone stopped to think. He was undeniably attractive, and he knew it, but there was no arrogance in the way he spoke. Just certainty.

The realisation unsettled her.

“Have you never done that?” he asked gently. “A one-night thing?”

Ella’s heart skipped.

“No,” she said immediately. Then paused. “I mean… no. Never.”

His eyebrows lifted slightly, not in disbelief, but interest. “Really?”

She nodded. “I’ve always been in relationships.”

The words sounded small as soon as she said them. Almost childish.

“I’ve only been with Ryan,” she added, then felt the need to explain herself, heat creeping into her cheeks. “And one guy at uni. But even then, we dated for nearly a year.”

She laughed softly, a little self-conscious now. “I guess I’ve never really done… casual.”

Daryl watched her with an expression she couldn’t quite read. Not judgmental. Not amused. Just attentive, as if he were recalibrating his understanding of her.

“That’s not a bad thing,” he said finally. “Just… different.”

She nodded, stirring her coffee, suddenly aware of how careful she sounded. How much she’d revealed without meaning to.

For the first time, she wondered whether being careful had protected her.

Or whether it had simply kept certain doors closed.

He smiled, softer now. “That’s kind of refreshing.”

She didn’t know how she felt about that. Proud, perhaps. Or suddenly inexperienced in a way she hadn’t noticed before.

As they stood to leave, trays returned, she felt the weight of the conversation linger. Not because anything had happened, but because something had shifted again.

On the way back upstairs, she caught her reflection in the glass doors. The same composed woman. The same careful one.

But the questions were coming faster now.

And she wasn’t sure she wanted all the answers to stay hypothetical.


Chapter Eleven – Her Idea

Saturday night always ended the same way.

The lights were low, the city distant, the sheets warm around them. Ella lay on her side facing Ryan, her leg tangled with his, her body still loose and satisfied in that familiar, comforting way. Sex with him still grounded her. Still made everything else feel quieter.

For a while, they said nothing.

She traced slow, absent shapes on his chest, her thoughts turning over themselves. Her heart began to beat faster, not with arousal this time, but with nerves. She knew that if she didn’t speak now, she wouldn’t speak at all.

“You know that thing?” she said softly.

Ryan’s fingers paused against her back. “What thing?”

She swallowed. “The thing you… mentioned. Before.”

He didn’t pretend not to understand. He stayed still, attentive. “Yeah.”

She took a breath, then another. “I’ve been thinking about it.”

That alone changed the air between them.

“I don’t think it should be Richard,” she said quickly, as if needing to get the hardest part out first. “It feels too dangerous. He’s too close to you. To us.”

Ryan shifted slightly, propping himself up on one elbow so he could see her properly. He didn’t interrupt.

She kept going, words tumbling now that she’d started. “If anything ever went wrong, it would be… everywhere. I don’t think I could handle that.”

He nodded slowly. “Okay.”

The fact that he didn’t argue steadied her.

She stared at the pillow between them for a moment, then forced herself to meet his eyes. Her voice dropped.

“What if it was someone I knew from work?”

The question hung in the space between them, fragile and deliberate.

Ryan didn’t answer straight away. His expression shifted, surprise flickering there before something deeper settled in. Interest. Caution. Thought.

“Someone you work with?” he repeated.

She nodded, suddenly very aware of herself again. “Not someone you know. Not someone you’d ever have to see.”

Her heart was racing now. She felt exposed in a way she hadn’t even when she’d stood naked in front of him.

“I’m not saying I want to,” she added quickly. “I just… that feels safer. More contained.”

Ryan studied her, searching her face for something. Consent. Certainty. Hesitation.

“And how do you feel about it?” he asked quietly. “Really.”

She hesitated.

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “But I know I wouldn’t have brought it up if I hadn’t thought about it more than I expected to.”

He reached out then, brushing his thumb gently along her jaw. Not possessive. Not guiding. Just grounding.

“I’m glad you told me,” he said.

The words lingered between them for only a second before something shifted.

Ryan kissed her again, not slow this time, not careful. There was a hunger in it that surprised them both, a sharpness that hadn’t been there before. Ella responded instantly, meeting him with the same urgency, her hands gripping him as if she needed to anchor herself.

The sex that followed felt nothing like their usual rhythm.

It was faster. Rougher. Less about reassurance and more about release. Ella felt it in the way he moved, in the way her body answered without hesitation, instinct overtaking thought. Whatever they had stirred between them moments earlier was still burning, feeding the intensity, stripping away softness.

She clung to him, breath breaking, the bed shifting beneath them as they moved together, driven by something raw and unfiltered. It wasn’t tender. It was urgent. Demanding. As if both of them needed to feel it now, needed to burn the idea out of their systems and couldn’t.

When it finally crested, it hit them hard and together, overwhelming in its force. Ella cried out, her body tightening as sensation flooded through her, leaving her shaking beneath him. Ryan followed her there, breath ragged, his weight settling over her as everything slowed again.

For a moment, neither of them moved.

Then he lifted himself slightly, looking down at her. Ella looked back up at him, chest rising and falling, eyes wide, unfocused.

They didn’t need to say anything.

The realisation was there in the quiet between their breaths.

Whatever they had been talking about, whatever line they had edged toward, it had aroused them both far more than either of them had expected.

And that knowledge settled between them, heavy and undeniable.


Chapter Twelve – The Ask

Ella told Ryan everything.

Not all at once, not dramatically, but carefully, over the course of a quiet Sunday morning. She told him about Daryl, about the flirting, about the lunch conversations. About how he made her feel noticed in a way that was different from how Ryan did.

Ryan listened without interrupting.

When she finally mentioned that Daryl was Black, Ryan’s eyebrows lifted slightly, surprise flickering across his face. Not disapproval. Just something unexpected.

“I didn’t see that coming,” he said honestly.

“I know,” she replied, a little self-conscious. “I didn’t either.”

He thought about it for a moment, then nodded. “Okay.”

That was all he said. No judgement. No hesitation. Just acceptance.

They talked through it slowly, carefully. What it would mean. What it wouldn’t. Ryan was clear about one thing, whatever happened had to be her choice, her comfort coming first. If she wanted to stop at any point, it stopped.

Eventually, he said it.

“If you’re going to explore this,” he said quietly, “it should be someone you feel comfortable with. Someone confident enough to hear it without pressure.”

She knew exactly who he meant.

By Monday lunchtime, her nerves were humming.

She found herself sitting opposite Daryl in the café downstairs, barely tasting her food. He was relaxed as ever, talking easily about work, until she cut in, heart racing.

“Daryl,” she said, forcing herself to meet his eyes. “Would you like to get a drink after work? Just… one.”

He blinked, clearly surprised. Then smiled. “Yeah. I’d like that.”

She rushed to add, “It’s not a date. You and I are just friends.”

His smile didn’t fade. “Friends can have drinks.”

They met at a small bar nearby after work. Nothing flashy. Somewhere quiet enough to talk. Ella wrapped her hands around her glass, stalling, feeling suddenly foolish for thinking she could do this easily.

Daryl waited. He didn’t push.

“There’s something I want to explain,” she said finally. “And it’s… awkward.”

“Okay,” he said calmly. “You’ve got my attention.”

She took a breath. “I have a boyfriend.”

“I know,” he replied. “You’ve mentioned him.”

“He knows I’m here,” she added quickly. “Everything I’m about to say… he knows.”

That seemed to sharpen Daryl’s focus.

She pushed on, words tumbling now that she’d started. “We’ve been talking about something. An idea. And I don’t even know if I’m brave enough to say it out loud.”

She paused, then forced herself to continue.

“He’s asked me how I’d feel about being with someone else. Not instead of him. With him there.”

The silence that followed felt enormous.

Daryl didn’t laugh. He didn’t look shocked. He leaned back slightly, studying her, as if reassessing the entire situation.

“And you,” he said slowly, “you’re considering it.”

“Yes,” she admitted. “But only if it was someone I trusted. Someone who understood it wasn’t about replacing him.”

He held her gaze, a small smile forming, not smug, not predatory. Just knowing.

“And you want to do this,” he said carefully, “with me?”

The words landed with a weight that made her chest tighten.

“I want to talk about it,” she said. “That’s all. To see what you’d think.”

Daryl nodded once, thoughtful. “That’s… unexpected,” he said. Then, after a moment, “But I appreciate you being honest.”

He looked at her steadily now, voice calm but direct.

“And just so I’m clear,” he added, “you’re asking me to be with you, while your boyfriend watches.”

She nodded.

“And you want to do this,” he said again, “with me.”

This time, it wasn’t a question.

The air between them felt charged, heavy with possibility. Ella realised her hands were shaking slightly around her glass.

She had crossed another line.

And this one, there was no stepping back from pretending it was just a thought.


Chapter Thirteen – The Night

Saturday arrived with a weight Ella could feel in her chest.

She stood in Ryan’s flat in her underwear, the evening still ahead of them, the door not yet opened. Daryl would be there soon. Dinner. Wine. Conversation. Everything dressed up as normal.

Ryan watched her from the bed, calm, focused, as if this were something he’d been preparing for far longer than she had.

“Don’t pick,” he said, when she reached for the wardrobe.

She turned. “What?”

“I will.”

Her pulse quickened.

He crossed the room slowly, deliberately, and opened the wardrobe himself. He scanned the dresses, passing over the safe ones, the soft ones, the ones she usually chose. Then he stopped.

“This one.”

Ella’s breath caught.

It was short. Very short. The hem barely reached mid-thigh. The fabric was tight, clinging to her body in a way that left nothing to imagination. The neckline plunged low, daring, clearly designed to be worn without a bra.

“Ryan…” she started.

He held it up against her body, stepping close enough that she could feel him behind her. “Trust me.”

She swallowed. “It’s a bit much.”

“That’s the point,” he said quietly.

He helped her into it, guiding the fabric down over her shoulders, smoothing it over her curves with slow, deliberate hands. The dress hugged her waist, stretched over her hips, framed her body in a way that made her suddenly hyper-aware of herself.

He stepped back and looked at her properly.

Ella caught her reflection in the mirror. The woman staring back looked older. Bolder. The dress emphasised everything she usually tried to soften, the fullness of her chest, the roundness of her hips, the curve of her round ass when she shifted her weight.

She felt exposed. Dangerous.

Ryan’s eyes darkened.

“Turn around,” he said.

She did, slowly.

The dress rode up just enough to make her cheeks burn. He didn’t touch her, didn’t need to.

“You look incredible,” he said, voice low. “Especially from behind.”

She glanced back at him. “It’s very… obvious.”

“I know,” he replied. “And I love that.”

He let the words settle, his eyes still on her reflection. Then, almost casually, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, he added,

“But… you need to take the panties off.”

Her breath caught.

She looked at him; unsure she’d heard properly. “Now?”

He nodded once. “Yes. They ruin the line of the dress. And I want you exactly how you’re going to be seen.”

Her heart hammered in her chest. This felt different. More deliberate. More exposing. She hesitated just long enough for him to notice.

“Only if you’re comfortable,” he said quietly.

She swallowed, then nodded.

Slowly, she reached down, fingers slipping beneath the hem of the dress. She eased the fabric aside just enough, pushing the panties down her thighs, careful not to rush. She stepped out of them, folded them once without thinking, and set them on the chair beside the bed.

When she straightened, she felt impossibly bare beneath the dress, the cool air against her skin making her shiver.

Ryan watched her, his expression darkening with approval.

“That,” he said softly, “is perfect.”

She stood there, heart racing, dress clinging to her curves, knowing that when the door opened, she would be wearing nothing underneath.

And knowing that this, too, thrilled him far more than he had expected.

Her heart was pounding now, nerves and excitement tangled together. This wasn’t just dressing up. This was part of the evening. Part of what they were doing.

The door buzzer rang.

The sound cut through her like a spark.

Ryan met her eyes, searching her face. “You still okay?”

She nodded, though her hands were trembling slightly. “Yes.”

He smiled, a small, reassuring thing. “Good. Remember, nothing happens unless you want it to.”

She took a breath.

Then another.

Ryan went to open the door.

Daryl stepped inside moments later, dressed casually but sharply, bringing wine, smiling easily. His smile faltered for just a fraction of a second when he saw her.

Not shock.

Appreciation.

Ella felt it like a physical thing.

“Wow,” he said, then caught himself. “You look… great.”

She smiled, nervous and bright. “Thank you.”

Ryan stepped forward then, closing the small gap between them and Daryl. For a moment, the three of them stood there, the air subtly changed by what they all knew but none of them had said aloud.

“Daryl,” Ryan said, holding out his hand. “Good to finally meet you properly.”

Daryl took it, their grip firm, measured. Not a casual shake. Not a challenge either. Something in between. Ella watched it happen, acutely aware that this was not a normal introduction.

“Thanks for having me,” Daryl replied, his tone easy but his eyes alert, taking in Ryan’s face, then flicking briefly back to Ella.

There was a beat of silence. Not uncomfortable exactly but charged. All three of them felt it, the slight wrongness of the situation, the way it sat just outside the usual rules.

Daryl knew why he was here.

Ryan knew that Daryl knew.

And Ella stood between them, the quiet centre of it all, her dress clinging to her body, nothing beneath it, feeling suddenly like the focus of something far larger than a dinner invitation.

Ryan gestured inside. “Come in. We’ve got food on.”

As they moved into the flat, Ella felt the shift in dynamic immediately. Daryl’s attention was respectful, but unmistakable. Not predatory. Not shy. Simply aware. Ryan, for his part, was watchful in a way she hadn’t seen before, his calm now edged with something sharper.

They sat, poured wine, exchanged small talk that felt almost absurd in its normality. Work. The commute. The weather. Each sentence carefully chosen, each pause carrying more weight than the words themselves.

Ella felt it in the way Daryl looked at her when she laughed, in the way Ryan noticed that look and didn’t interrupt it. She felt it in her own body too, the awareness humming beneath her skin.

This was different.

Not just because of what might happen later.

But because all three of them were already part of it.

And none of them were pretending otherwise.

Ryan watched it all closely, the exchange, the look, the way Ella stood a little straighter under the attention.

Dinner began.

And with it, the night they had all agreed, carefully, deliberately, to begin.


Chapter Fourteen – Across the Table

Dinner unfolded slowly.

Ryan had cooked something simple, deliberately so, pasta, bread, a salad no one really touched. Wine flowed more freely than food. The table was small, forcing closeness, knees nearly brushing when they shifted in their seats.

Conversation stayed light at first.

Work stories. Office politics. Daryl’s move to the city. Ryan’s yoga clients. The conversation flowed easily, almost too easily. Ella found herself talking more than usual, filling silences she didn’t quite trust, laughing a little too brightly at things Daryl said that weren’t even especially funny.

And Daryl met her there.

Their banter slipped into place without effort, small comments layered with tone, shared looks that lingered just a moment longer than necessary. It wasn’t crude or obvious. It was comfortable. Natural. As if they’d known each other longer than they had.

Ella felt it, the way talking to him seemed to draw her out, the way his attention warmed her. She didn’t pull back. She didn’t need to.

Ryan noticed.

He noticed how easily they leaned toward each other when they spoke. How Daryl’s gaze stayed on Ella even when Ryan was talking. How Ella didn’t close herself off, didn’t retreat into politeness, but stayed open, engaged, relaxed in a way that felt unguarded.

Ryan said nothing.

He didn’t comment. He didn’t interrupt. He simply watched.

And beneath his calm, there was something else now, subtle but unmistakable. A tightening. A flicker of jealousy he hadn’t expected, sharp enough to register, not enough to stop him.

Seeing them together like this, so at ease, stirred something complicated in him. Not anger. Not regret.

Something closer to desire, edged with possession.

Daryl sat back in his chair, relaxed, one arm draped casually over the backrest, entirely at ease. When he spoke, it was unhurried, confident, his attention focused on Ella in a way that felt personal rather than performative. He listened when she talked, really listened, holding her gaze, smiling at the right moments, his eyes occasionally lingering a little lower without any attempt to disguise it. She felt it.

The dress Ryan had chosen rode higher when she crossed her legs. She was acutely aware of how she was sitting, of the fact that there was nothing beneath the fabric, of how exposed that made her feel without anyone needing to touch her.

Wine loosened things.

Not dramatically, not recklessly, but enough that the edges softened. Ryan poured more without asking. Daryl accepted without hesitation. Ella hesitated, then nodded.

“To new beginnings,” Daryl said lightly, lifting his glass.

Ryan smiled. “To honesty.”

Their glasses clinked.

The word lingered.

At some point, the conversation shifted without anyone steering it there. Dating came up, almost casually. Ryan mentioned how long he and Ella had been together. Daryl nodded, attentive, his expression unreadable.

“And you?” Ryan asked him, tone neutral. “You seeing anyone at the moment?”

Daryl glanced at Ella before answering. Just briefly. Enough to make her breath hitch.

“Not seriously,” he said. “I don’t tend to rush into things.”

Ella resisted the urge to react.

Ryan’s eyes flicked to her then, just long enough to register her stillness. He said nothing. He didn’t need to.

As the plates were cleared away, the dynamic shifted again. They moved to the sofa, wine glasses in hand. Ella sat between them, the cushion suddenly feeling far too small.

She could feel Ryan’s presence at her side, solid, familiar. She could feel Daryl’s attention from the other, his body angled toward her, open and unguarded.

Ryan watched Daryl watch her.

He noticed the way Daryl’s eyes followed the line of her legs when she shifted. The way his gaze lingered when she leaned forward to set her glass down. The way he didn’t try to hide it.

And he noticed something else too.

Ella didn’t pull away.

She didn’t fidget or close herself off. She sat there, aware, breathing a little faster, skin warm beneath the fabric of her dress. When she spoke, her voice was steady, but there was an undercurrent now, something charged.

Ryan said nothing.

That was the most deliberate choice of all.

The room felt different now. Heavier. As if the air itself had thickened with implication. No one had crossed a line. No one had even named it.

But all three of them knew.

Dinner was over.

The evening was not.

And whatever came next would not be accidental.

Ella and Ryan cleared the table together, plates stacked, glasses set aside. The clink of crockery felt too loud in the small kitchen, her nerves humming beneath the normality of the task.

As she reached for the sink, Ryan caught her wrist and gently pulled her into him. His mouth found hers, the kiss brief but deep, his hand settling at her waist as if to steady them both.

He leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “What do you think?” he murmured. “Do you think you want to?”

Her heart raced. She searched his face, the seriousness in his eyes cutting through the heat of the moment.

“Are you sure?” she whispered back. “Once we start… there’s no going back.”

He didn’t hesitate. “Yes, babe.” A small smile touched his mouth, calm and sincere. “If we’re going to know, we should know properly.”

He lowered his voice even further. “When you go back in, sit on his lap. See how he reacts. Then we’ll know if this is really going to happen.”

She looked up at him, really looked, checking for doubt, for hesitation, for any sign this was something he’d regret. She saw none. Just intent. Want.

Her breath caught. She nodded once.

They walked back into the living room together.

Daryl was stretched out on the sofa, glass in hand, relaxed and at ease, looking entirely comfortable in the space. He glanced up as they entered, his expression open, curious.

Ella didn’t give herself time to think.

She walked straight over to him and sat down on his lap as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

The contact was immediate.

She felt the solid warmth of him beneath her, the firmness of his thighs, and then, unmistakably, the press of his arousal through his clothes. The realisation sent a jolt through her. She hadn’t expected that. Not so quickly. Not so clearly.

And the size of it startled her.

Daryl froze for just a fraction of a second, hands hovering, as if giving her the chance to change her mind. Then he relaxed again, his hands settling lightly at her hips, not gripping, not pulling, just acknowledging where she was.

Ryan sat down in the armchair opposite.

The first thing he noticed wasn’t Daryl’s reaction.

It was Ella’s dress.

The fabric had ridden up high the moment she sat, exposing far more of her thighs than intended, the hem stretched tight over her hips. He could see how exposed she was, no panties, the light curls covering her little pussy,  how deliberately vulnerable she looked perched there, her body framed by another man’s. Daryl’s large black hands now on her hips.

His breath slowed.

Across the room, Ella shifted slightly, acutely aware of every point of contact, of the weight beneath her, of the eyes on her from both sides.

No one spoke.

They didn’t need to.

The question had been asked.

And answered.

Ella leaned in before she could overthink it.

Her lips brushed Daryl’s at first, tentative, almost questioning. For a split second he didn’t move, as if checking this was really happening. Then he answered her, his mouth firm and warm against hers, the kiss deepening instinctively.

For a moment, it felt like the rest of the room ceased to exist.

They kissed like two people discovering each other for the first time, slow at first, then more certain. Testing. Responding. Adjusting to the way the other moved. Ella felt the solid warmth of him beneath her, the strength in his body as he leaned into the kiss, his hands settling more confidently at her hips.

She forgot about Ryan.

Not deliberately. Just completely.

Daryl’s grip was sure, his fingers spreading over her hips as if anchoring her there, pulling her closer without force. She could feel his breath change, the way his body reacted to hers, the unmistakable hardness beneath her sending a rush of heat through her.

It thrilled her.

She had been aware of Daryl for weeks now, of the way he looked at her, the easy confidence he carried. Sitting on his lap, feeling his reaction to her so clearly, made that awareness flare into something much stronger.

His hands framed her, large and steady, fitting her body as if it belonged there. When she shifted even slightly, the contact intensified, her breath hitching as sensation flooded through her.

Their tongues met, exploring, unhurried but hungry, the kiss growing deeper, more consuming. Ella felt herself melting into it, her body responding without hesitation, instinct taking over where caution once lived.

Somewhere behind her, just a few feet away, Ryan watched.

But in that moment, Ella was lost in the feeling of being wanted like this, openly, undeniably, her body pressed against another man’s, her mind filled with nothing but heat and sensation.

And she knew, with a clarity that sent a shiver through her, that there was no pretending this was just an experiment anymore.

This was real.

His lips were warm, firm, and tasted faintly of red wine and the dark chocolate they’d had for dessert. Ella’s mind went blank, then flooded with sensation. The scratch of his short beard against her chin, so different from Ryan’s clean-shaven skin. The sheer size of him beneath her, the hard planes of his chest against her own. The solid, unyielding strength of his thighs under her bare ones where her dress had ridden up.

She heard a soft, broken sound and realized it had come from her.

Daryl’s hands, which had rested lightly on her hips, tightened. One large palm slid up her spine, a slow, possessive stroke that made her shiver. He broke the kiss, just an inch, his breath hot on her lips. His dark eyes searched hers, a question in their depths, before flicking over her shoulder to where Ryan stood watching.

Permission. He’s checking for permission.

The thought sent a fresh, liquid pulse of heat between her legs. She was suspended between them, anchored by Daryl’s physicality and Ryan’s gaze. She didn’t look back at Ryan. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod to Daryl.

A low hum vibrated in his chest. He kissed her again, deeper this time, his tongue sliding against hers with a confident sweep that stole her breath. One of his hands came up to cradle her jaw, his fingers spanning almost the entire side of her face. He was so big. Everything about him was a study in scale and power.

When his other hand moved to the thin strap of her dress, she held her breath. He hooked a finger under it and drew it down her shoulder, followed by the other. The tight black fabric slid, catching for a moment on the peaks of her nipples before pooling at her waist.

The cool air of the room hit her skin, tightening her nipples into tight, aching points. Daryl’s gaze dropped, his lips parting. “Jesus,” he breathed, the word full of reverent hunger.

His hands, those large, dark, powerful hands, cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. A jolt went straight to her core. He filled his palms with her, his touch firm, almost assessing. “So fucking perfect,” he muttered, more to himself than to her, before he bent his head and took one stiff peak into his mouth.

Ella cried out, her head falling back. His mouth was hot, wet, voracious. He suckled deeply, his tongue lashing the sensitive tip, while his other hand kneaded her other breast with a roughness that was utterly foreign and wildly exciting. Ryan adored her curves, worshipped them. Daryl devoured them. He mauled her breasts with a single-minded intensity, switching from one to the other, leaving the skin flushed and wet.

She was panting, her hips rocking unconsciously against the hard ridge she could feel pressing against her through his trousers. She heard the soft rustle of fabric from across the room. Ryan, shifting his weight. Watching.

The dress was a hindrance. With a clumsy, urgent movement, she pushed it down over her hips, wriggling until she could kick it away. It puddled on the floor beside the sofa. She was naked now, exposed to both of them under the soft lamplight.

Daryl leaned back, his eyes blazing as he took her in. His gaze was a physical weight, traveling from her flushed face, down her throat, over her heaving breasts, her narrow waist, the full swell of her hips, and the thatch of dark curls between her thighs. “Fuck,” he said again, his voice ragged.

A boldness, wild and new, shot through her. She slid off his lap, her legs trembling as she stood before him. She reached for the buttons of his shirt. Her fingers fumbled, but he didn’t help, just watched her with heavy-lidded eyes as she pushed the fabric aside, revealing a chest that was pure, sculpted muscle, dark skin gleaming. She unbuckled his belt, her movements gaining confidence, and pushed his trousers and boxers down.

He sprang free, thick and heavy and enormous. Ella’s mouth went dry. Ryan’s six inches had always felt like plenty, filling her perfectly. This… this was something else. It was longer, significantly thicker, a deep, dark brown, and curved slightly upward, the head broad and ruddy. It looked primordial.

She sank to her knees between his spread legs, unable to look away. “My god,” she whispered, her voice husky. “You’re… you’re huge.”

From his chair, Ryan made a small, choked sound.

Daryl said nothing, just watched her, his chest rising and falling rapidly. Ella leaned forward, her curiosity overriding her shyness. She tentatively licked the broad head, tasting salt and musk. A violent shudder ran through him. Emboldened, she opened her mouth and took him in as far as she could, which wasn’t nearly far enough. Her lips stretched painfully around his girth. She used her hand to stroke what she couldn’t take, bobbing her head, lost in the foreign sensation of straining to accommodate him.

“Ella.” Ryan’s voice cut through the wet, sucking sounds. It was strained, but calm. Commanding. “Stop.”

She pulled off with a soft pop, looking over her shoulder, dazed.

Ryan was standing now, his face a mask of controlled intensity. “If this goes further… we need a condom.”

Daryl’s hand came to rest on Ella’s head, a calming gesture. “I don’t use them,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “Clean. Recent tests. On prep.”

Ryan’s jaw tightened. “That doesn’t matter. With us… it’s even more important that we use one.”

The words hung in the air. The rule. The boundary. The thin barrier that had always been between her and Ryan, a symbol of care and caution.

Ella turned fully, still on her knees, looking up at Ryan. The man she loved. The man who had brought her here. A fierce, desperate want roared to life inside her, burning away all hesitation. This wasn’t about safety. It was about sensation. About surrender to something raw.

“No.”

The word was quiet but clear. Ryan blinked, stunned.

Ella’s heart hammered against her ribs. “I want to feel it,” she said, her voice gaining strength. “I want to feel the whole thing. I want to know what it’s like to feel his big cock in me, unprotected. And I want to feel him cum inside me.”

The silence that followed was absolute, charged with the shock of her defiance and the raw, sexual truth of it. Ryan stared at her, his dark eyes wide. She saw the conflict, the jealousy, the arousal, the sheer disbelief, warring on his face. Then, slowly, his expression shifted. The control settled back into place, but it was a different kind now. The control of a man witnessing his own fantasy become real, no matter the cost. He had never had sex with her unprotected. Daryl was going to do exactly that.

He gave one short, sharp nod. Permission. Relinquishment.

Ella turned back to Daryl. His expression was unreadable, but the thick vein pulsing along his shaft told her everything. She rose, guiding him to lie back on the wide sofa. She straddled him, her knees sinking into the cushions on either side of his hips. The broad head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance. She was so wet she could feel it slicking her inner thighs.

She looked down, watching as she began to sink onto him. The stretch was immediate, breathtaking. A sharp, burning fullness that made her gasp. “Oh… oh, fuck…” she whimpered, sinking lower, feeling her body struggle to open for him. It was too much. It was incredible. She took him inch by agonizing inch, her inner muscles fluttering in frantic protest and welcome.

When he was fully seated, buried to the hilt inside her, she froze, utterly impaled. The feeling of being filled so completely, so deeply, was overwhelming. Her eyes found Ryan’s. He was pale, gripping the back of the armchair, his knuckles white.

Then Daryl moved. A slow, grinding roll of his hips.

It was all it took.

The orgasm hit Ella like a freight train, violent and shocking in its immediacy. It ripped through her with no warning, a seizing, clenching wave that tore a ragged scream from her throat. Her back arched violently, her nails digging into Daryl’s chest as her vision whited out. She pulsed around him, her body convulsing, milked by the sheer, impossible size of him.

“Christ,” Daryl groaned beneath her, his hands clamping on her hips. “Just like that…”

He began to fuck her in earnest, his grip firm, lifting her and pulling her down onto his driving length. The pace was relentless, each stroke punching the air from her lungs. The wet, slapping sounds of their joining were obscenely loud. Ella could only hold on, her head lolling back, her breasts bouncing, completely owned by the rhythm he set.

She was a spectacle, and she knew it. Beautiful, naked, and utterly ravaged by this powerful Black man, all for her boyfriend’s watching eyes. The duality of it, the love, the betrayal, the permission, the sheer animal hunger, unspooled her completely.

Ryan’s grip on the back of the armchair tightened as he watched the scene unfold before him. Ella’s full, round ass bounced with every thrust of Daryl’s massive cock, her body taking him in ways Ryan had never imagined. He was hard, painfully so, his average dick straining against the fabric of his trousers. But it wasn’t just jealousy that fuelled him now, it was something darker, more primal.

He had brought Ella here, to this moment, and yet he felt like a voyeur, an outsider looking in on something so raw and sexual it made his chest ache. His beautiful girlfriend stretched wide around a cock so big it defied comprehension. Daryl’s thick, powerful thighs spread wide beneath her, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her with a possessive intensity that made Ryan’s mouth go dry.

The wet, slapping sounds of their joining filled the room, drowning out everything else. Ella’s screams were pure ecstasy, her body convulsing as Daryl filled her completely. Ryan couldn’t look away. He didn’t want to. His hand moved to his own length, stroking himself through the fabric, his breath shallow and uneven.

Daryl’s thrusts became erratic, deeper, harder. A guttural growl rumbled from his chest. “Gonna cum… right inside you…”

When Daryl came, it was with a guttural growl that seemed to shake the room. Ryan could see it, the thick pulse of his release deep inside Ella, the way her body milked him for every last drop. It was obscene, and yet it was the most erotic thing he had ever witnessed. His Ella, his beautiful Ella, being claimed by another man in ways he had never dared.

He was spellbound, his own orgasm building as he watched her fall apart. The duality of it, love and betrayal, permission and surrender, left him dizzy. This was what he had wanted, wasn’t it? This was the fantasy he had craved, even if it wasn’t him doing the fucking.

His hand moved faster over his cock, his hips rocking into his palm as he whispered her name like a prayer.

“Yes,” she sobbed, not even recognizing her own voice. “Please…”

He slammed up into her one final time, his body locking, a deep, ragged shout tearing from his throat as he emptied himself. Ella felt it, the hot, pulsing flood deep in her womb, a sensation she’d never known. It triggered another, deeper climax, one that felt like it cracked her open from the inside. She screamed, her body bowing, clamping down on him, milking every last drop as her own release washed through her in endless, shattering waves.

The room was thick with the scent of sex, sweat, and raw, unchecked desire. Ella lay sprawled across Daryl’s massive frame, her body limp and trembling from the relentless fucking she’d just endured. His thick, still-hard cock was slick with her juices, glistening under the dim light as it twitched against her inner thighs. A thick stream of their combined release oozed from her stretched, well-used pussy, pooling at the base of his shaft.

Ryan stood frozen, his hand still gripping the back of the armchair, his own arousal painfully evident. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the obscene sight before him, Ella, his Ella, completely spent and dripping atop another man. His jaw clenched as Daryl’s softening cock finally slipped free of her with an audible plop, followed by a fresh gush of their mixed fluids.

Ella stirred weakly, her breath hitching as she lifted herself off Daryl’s heaving chest. Her movements were sluggish, her body utterly ravaged. She looked over her shoulder at Ryan, her eyes dazed but unapologetic. “It’s… it’s not what you think,” she whispered hoarsely, her voice cracking.

Daryl’s deep groan rumbled through the room as he shifted, his dark eyes locking onto Ryan’s. “She’ll be ready for round two soon enough,” he said, his tone low and possessive. “You might as well watch.”

Ryan’s stomach churned, a mix of jealousy and arousal tightening his chest. He couldn’t deny the primal urge to join them, to claim what was left of Ella after this beast of a man had taken his fill. His hand moved to his aching length, his heart pounding as he watched Daryl’s thick fingers trail through the mess between Ella’s legs.

The room seemed to hold its breath, the air heavy with unspoken tension and the promise of more to come.


Chapter Fifteen – Round Two

The silence was a heavy, physical thing in the bedroom. Ella stood on shaky legs, her bare feet sinking into the plush rug. The air still hummed with the energy of what had just happened in the living room. Daryl’s hand was warm and rough in hers, his grip possessive as she led him past the rumpled sofa and toward the dark doorway of the bedroom she shared with Ryan.

Ryan followed, a silent shadow. He moved to a worn armchair in the corner, its fabric cool against his skin as he sat. He didn’t speak. He just watched, his dark eyes burning as Daryl guided Ella to the centre of the bed.

“On your back,” Daryl murmured, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the mattress.

Ella obeyed, the sheets cool against her overheated skin. She was still slick, still aching, her body humming from the first brutal, perfect taking. Daryl stood at the foot of the bed for a moment, just looking. His gaze was a tangible weight, traveling over the full, soft swell of her 34C breasts, her nipples still hard and darkened from his mouth. It dipped to the dramatic inward curve of her waist, then lower, over the lush flare of her hips and the long, elegant line of her thighs.

He leaned over her, his huge, powerful frame blocking the light. His hands slid under her knees, his fingers nearly encircling her slender legs completely. With effortless strength, he lifted, pushing her thighs apart, bending her knees toward her chest. He spread her wide, opening her completely.

From the corner, Ryan drew in a sharp, audible breath.

He had never seen her like this. So utterly exposed. The soft, pink folds of her were swollen, glistening wetness and the milky evidence of Daryl’s first release coating her inner thighs. Her opening looked different, used, stretched, a dark, inviting bloom against her pale skin. The sight was profoundly intimate and unbearably erotic. His Ella, gaping, filled with another man’s seed.

Daryl positioned himself between her splayed legs, the thick, heavy length of him already hard again, nudging against her sensitive flesh. He didn’t ask. He didn’t prepare her. He just took.

With one hard, deliberate thrust, he buried himself inside her to the hilt.

Ella’s cry was a raw, shattered sound. The fullness was instant, overwhelming, a breathtaking stretch that bordered on pain before it melted into a deep, consuming pleasure. Her body, still rippling from her last climax, seized around him in a shocked, involuntary spasm.

“Ohgodohgod…” she chanted, her head thrashing side to side on the pillow. The sensation was too much. It was everything.

Daryl didn’t pause. He didn’t give her a moment to adjust. He set a punishing rhythm immediately, his hips pistoning, each deep drive pushing a choked gasp from her lungs. The wet, slapping sound of their joining was louder here, echoing in the quiet room. Slap of flesh. Slap of flesh. A wet, rhythmic squelch.

Her third orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, sudden and catastrophic. It had been building since the moment he re-entered her, a coil of pure sensation snapped taut. It tore through her with no warning, a blinding, white-hot detonation that made her back arch clear off the bed. A silent scream stretched her mouth wide as she convulsed around him, her internal muscles fluttering and clamping in frantic, pulsing waves.

Daryl groaned, a deep, satisfied sound. “That’s it. Take it. Milk my cock just like that.”

He didn’t slow. He pounded into her, his massive hands gripping the backs of her thighs, holding her open and impaled for his use. The bedframe groaned in protest with every powerful thrust. Ella was lost, adrift in a sea of physical sensation so intense it bordered on delirium. She was a vessel, filled and used, every nerve ending screaming with a pleasure so sharp it felt like a kind of pain.

Ryan watched, mesmerized, his hand unconsciously stroking the hard line of his own arousal through his trousers. He saw the way Daryl’s powerful back and ass muscles clenched with each drive. He saw the way Ella’s beautiful, full breasts jounced with the force of it, her nipples pebbled tight. He saw the lewd, glistening connection where their bodies joined, saw the way her swollen lips were stretched taut around his incredible girth.

Daryl shifted his grip, his hands sliding under her ass, his fingers digging into the soft, round flesh of her backside. He lifted her hips higher, changing the angle, and Ella screamed.

“There! Right there!” she sobbed, her eyes flying open but seeing nothing.

He’d found a spot deep inside her, a place Ryan had never touched, a place she hadn’t known existed. Each stroke now brushed directly over it, sending jolts of electric pleasure straight to her core. The pace became frantic, animalistic. Daryl’s breathing turned ragged, hot puffs against her neck.

“Gonna fill you up again,” he growled, the words rough against her ear. “Gonna pump another load right into that pretty little pussy. You want that? You want me to cum inside you again?”

“Yes!” she screamed, the word torn from her very soul. “Please, Daryl, please… fill me up…”

It was the permission he needed. His rhythm fractured, his thrusts becoming shorter, harder, deeper. He slammed into her, burying himself so completely she felt him in her throat. With a final, grinding push, he held himself deep and still.

His whole body tensed, a statue of coiled power above her. A guttural, ragged roar ripped from his chest, a sound of pure, male release.

Ella felt it. The hot, pulsing flood deep inside her, a second thick, wet claim. It triggered her own climax, a sympathetic, shattering echo of his. This one was slower, deeper, a rolling wave of bliss that started in her womb and radiated outward, leaving her trembling and boneless. Her cries were soft, broken whimpers now, her body gently undulating as it milked the last drops from him.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their harsh, panting breaths. Daryl’s weight settled onto her, heavy and solid and utterly spent. He was still inside her, still pulsing softly.

From the armchair, Ryan finally moved. He stood, his own need a painful, urgent ache. He approached the bed, his eyes dark with a tumultuous mix of jealousy, awe, and a fierce, possessive hunger. He looked at Ella, her body gloriously wrecked, her skin sheened with sweat, her eyes closed in satiated exhaustion.

Daryl, sensing him, slowly pulled out. The sound was obscenely wet. Ryan’s gaze dropped, watching as a fresh, thick trickle of white escaped her, pooling on the sheets beneath her.

Ella’s eyes fluttered open. She looked from Daryl’s satisfied, smug face to Ryan’s intense, conflicted one. A slow, languid smile touched her swollen lips. She felt full. Used. Complete in a way she never had before.

Ryan’s voice was hoarse, barely a whisper. “Ella…”
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Daryl straightened slowly, the room still heavy with the aftermath of what had happened. He didn’t rush. He didn’t look awkward. He simply took a breath, as if grounding himself.

“I think,” he said quietly, voice steady, “you two should have some time.”

Ella barely moved, her body slack against the sheets, eyes closed, breathing slow and uneven. Ryan nodded once from the corner, unable to find words that didn’t feel inadequate.

Daryl stepped back, giving them both a final, unreadable look. Then he turned and left the bedroom.

They listened as his footsteps crossed the flat. A pause. A couple of minutes while he dressed. The soft click of the front door opening. Then closing.

The sound echoed more loudly than it should have.

Ryan moved at last, sitting on the edge of the bed. He looked down at Ella.

She was utterly spent. Not just tired, but deeply, profoundly satisfied in a way he had never seen before. Her face was relaxed, unguarded, her body loose as if every muscle had finally let go. There was no tension left in her at all.

They sat like that for a while, the silence no longer charged, just full.

“I have never seen anything so hot before,” Ryan said finally, his voice low and honest.

Ella turned her head toward him, eyes heavy-lidded but clear. “Are you okay?” she asked softly. “I love you. That was… amazing.”

She reached for his hand, squeezing it weakly. “Let’s go to sleep.”

Ryan’s gaze drifted briefly to the middle of the bed, the large wet patch in the middle of his bed, to the unmistakable evidence of what had happened there, evidence that wasn’t his. He paused, then gave a small, resigned shrug, more acceptance than defeat.

“Okay,” he said.

He stripped off what remained of his clothes and lay down beside her, pulling her gently into his arms. She nestled against him automatically, already half asleep, her breathing evening out within moments.

By the time he kissed her hair, she was gone.

Ryan lay awake a little longer, staring at the ceiling, holding his beautiful girlfriend as she slept, knowing that something irreversible had happened.

And knowing, with unsettling clarity, that neither of them was the same anymore.


Chapter Sixteen – After

Life settled back into its old shape.

At least, on the surface.

Ella slipped back into routine with almost practiced ease. Mornings in the house share. The DLR into the city. Workdays that filled themselves with emails, meetings, quiet concentration. Evenings with Ryan that looked much as they always had.

From the outside, nothing had changed.

With Ryan, things were nearly the same. They laughed. They talked. They made love. He was attentive, gentle, familiar in all the ways that had once made her feel complete. She still cared for him deeply, still felt safe in his arms, still loved the life they had built together.

But something was different now.

It was subtle at first, easy to ignore. A faint sense of something unfinished. When they lay together afterward, she found herself waiting for a feeling that didn’t quite arrive. The satisfaction was there, but muted, as if she were remembering rather than experiencing it fully.

She told herself it was temporary. A reaction. Something that would fade if she didn’t feed it.

But it didn’t.

There was a new awareness in her body now, a deeper hunger she hadn’t known how to name before. Ryan’s touch no longer surprised her. It soothed, comforted, grounded her. But it didn’t quite silence that other need, the one that had been awakened and refused to go back to sleep.

At work, everything carried on exactly as before.

Except for Daryl.

He was unchanged. Still easy, still charming, still moving through the office with the same relaxed confidence. If the night they’d shared had affected him, it didn’t show. He joked with colleagues. He smiled at Ella like he always had. No awkwardness. Just the same old chilled out and relaxed Daryl.

That made it worse.

Every time she saw him, something tightened low in her body. His smile still landed with the same heat, but now it carried memory with it. Weight. Sensation. Knowledge. She felt it in the way her breath caught when he leaned close, in the way her skin warmed when he said her name.

He spoke to her like nothing had changed.

But everything had.

She realised, with a mix of shock and shame, that she wanted him in a way she had never wanted anyone before. Not romantically. Not gently. Something more instinctive. More physical. A need that felt almost primal, as if her body had learned something it refused to forget.

With Daryl, it wasn’t about love or safety or routine.

It was about satisfaction.

And that terrified her.

She caught herself watching him sometimes, imagining his hands, his presence, the way he made her feel when she was utterly undone. She thought about his big black cock. She had never thought about a man’s cock before. She did every time she saw Daryl. The thought sent heat through her so fast it left her light-headed.

Ryan noticed she was quieter these days. More distant. She reassured him when he asked. Smiled. Kissed him. Told him she was just tired.

It wasn’t a lie.

But it wasn’t the whole truth either.

Something inside her had shifted permanently.

And no matter how normal life tried to be, Ella knew, with growing certainty, that she was no longer the woman she had been before that night.

She wasn’t sure what that meant yet.

Only that the need hadn’t gone away.

And that scared her almost as much as it thrilled her.


Chapter Seventeen – Permission

It was almost three weeks later when Ryan brought it up again.

They lay side by side in the low light of his bedroom, the familiar stillness settling in after sex. Ella rested on her back, breathing slowly, the ceiling a blur above her. Ryan lay close, one arm heavy across her waist, his thumb tracing absent patterns against her skin.

For a while, neither of them spoke.

Then Ryan shifted slightly.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said quietly.

Her body responded before her mind did, a subtle tightening she didn’t miss.

“I would like to try a threesome,” he continued, voice calm, careful. “You, me… and Daryl.”

Ella didn’t turn her head.

She didn’t need to.

The suggestion didn’t shock her. That was the first thing she noticed. No jolt of disbelief, no instinctive recoil. Instead, the moment he said Daryl’s name, heat bloomed low and fast inside her, familiar and undeniable.

Permission.

That was what it felt like. Permission to want what she already wanted. Permission to imagine his hands again, his presence, the way her body had learned to respond to him.

Her silence stretched, not because she was unsure, but because her thoughts were moving too quickly to catch.

Would Daryl want to do it again?

Would he want to do it with Ryan there, involved, watching?

The questions didn’t scare her the way they once might have. They felt practical now. Almost inevitable.

Ryan watched her face carefully, not pushing, waiting.

“I could ask him,” she said at last, her voice steady, almost casual. “See what he says.”

Ryan exhaled slowly, a sound that was half relief, half anticipation.

“Only if you want to,” he said. “You know that.”

She nodded. “I know.”

But even as she said it, a different truth echoed quietly in her head.

Only if I want to.
He doesn’t know that’s all I want right now. I can’t tell him that.

The thought unsettled her, not because it felt wrong, but because it felt so certain.

At the mention of Daryl’s name, heat stirred again, deep and immediate, settling low in her body with a weight she could no longer ignore. It wasn’t a flicker this time, or a passing curiosity. It was need. Dense and instinctive. A pull that bypassed reason entirely.

She lay there, still and composed on the outside, while inside her body reacted with quiet urgency. The memory of him, the idea of him again, with permission, sent a slow wave through her that made her breath hitch.

Primal. That was the word for it.

Not affection. Not romance. Something older, more demanding. As if her body had recognised something essential and refused to be satisfied with substitutes.

Ryan’s arm tightened around her, warm and familiar. She loved him. She knew that.

But even as she settled against him, eyes closed, Ella understood something she wasn’t ready to say out loud.

What she wanted next had very little to do with comfort.

And everything to do with hunger.

She turned her head then, meeting his eyes. There was no uncertainty there anymore. Just awareness. Curiosity. Heat.

Ryan leaned in and kissed her forehead, gentle, grounding.

As she settled back against the pillow, Ella realised something with quiet clarity.

The idea no longer felt like a boundary.

It felt like the next step.

And the fact that she was willing to take it told her more about herself than any answer ever could.


Chapter Eighteen – Asking Again

Ella was more nervous this time.

That surprised her.

She sat opposite Daryl in the café, the same one they’d been to before, the same lunchtime noise humming around them, but everything felt sharper now. Her hands wrapped too tightly around her cup. Her thoughts kept racing ahead of her mouth.

The first time, she’d been curious. Careful. Unsure.

This time, she wanted something.

And that made the stakes feel higher.

What if he says no?

The thought lodged itself in her chest, uncomfortable and insistent. She told herself this wasn’t about her, that she was only passing along a question. That she was doing this for Ryan, not herself.

She didn’t quite believe it.

Daryl was relaxed as ever, leaning back in his chair, talking easily about a project that had gone sideways. He smiled when she laughed, the same effortless charm she’d come to associate with him. His eye contact was steady, familiar, lightly flirtatious. If he felt any tension at all, he didn’t show it.

That was what unsettled her.

She was surprised by how easily he had slipped back into normality, the same easy banter, the same looks, with no sign of how he felt about the night they’d shared. He hadn’t mentioned it once since. No awkwardness. No curiosity. No change.

It made her wonder if it had meant anything to him at all.

Was she just another experience? Another body, no different from the other women he’d dated from the office. The thought stung more than she expected. A small, sharp hurt she hadn’t prepared for, lodged somewhere beneath her ribs.

And yet, even as that realisation unsettled her, the need was still there.

Unchanged. Insistent.

Whatever that night had meant to him, her body remembered it vividly. The memory alone was enough to stir that familiar heat again, deep and undeniable.

She felt foolish for wanting it.

But she still wanted it all the same.

Ella waited for a pause, then jumped into it before she could lose her nerve.

“There’s something I wanted to ask you,” she said.

His attention sharpened immediately. “Okay.”

She took a breath, eyes dropping briefly to the table before forcing herself to meet his gaze again.

“Ryan wants a threesome,” she said, the words coming out more bluntly than she’d intended. “With you.”

There it was.

She didn’t dress it up. She didn’t soften it. And she didn’t say the most important part.

She didn’t say that she wanted it too.

She didn’t say that the thought of him again had been living under her skin for weeks. That she’d felt restless and unsatisfied since that night. That this wasn’t about indulging a fantasy anymore but answering something deeper and more demanding inside her.

She just watched his face instead.

Daryl didn’t react immediately. He didn’t laugh. He didn’t look shocked. He studied her, eyes steady, thoughtful, as if weighing not just the question, but the way she’d asked it.

“And what do you think?” he asked calmly.

Her heart jumped.

She hesitated, then chose her words with care. “I told him I’d ask you. See what you’d say.”

It wasn’t a lie.

It just wasn’t the whole truth.

Daryl leaned back slightly, a small smile tugging at his mouth. Not amused. Not dismissive. Curious.

“That’s… interesting,” he said. “And you’re okay with it?”

Ella nodded. “Yes.”

That much, at least, she could say without hesitation.

The silence that followed felt heavy, but not awkward. Charged. She felt the heat stir again, deep and immediate, responding to nothing more than his attention.

She held her breath, waiting.

This time, the answer mattered more than she was ready to admit.


Chapter Nineteen – Dressed to Be Seen

Two weeks later, Ella stood in Ryan’s bedroom with her heart already racing.

The evening felt heavier than the last time. Not tentative anymore. Deliberate.

Ryan moved behind her, fastening the final tie at the back of her neck, his fingers brushing her skin as he did. The dress he’d helped her choose clung to her like a second skin. Short. Tight. Unforgiving. The hem barely covered the curve of her thighs when she stood still.

The top was even worse.

Or better.

Two narrow straps rose from the front, just enough fabric to cover her nipples, leaving the rest of her breasts exposed. The dress tied behind her neck, pulling the material taut and lifting her chest, offering her up rather than concealing her. There was no bra. No underwear at all.

She caught sight of herself in the mirror and froze.

“Oh my god,” she said softly. “Ryan… this is a lot.”

He met her eyes in the reflection, calm, intent. “I know.”

She turned slightly, the dress shifting with her, skin flashing. The awareness of how little stood between her and complete exposure made her breath hitch.

“When you suggested it…” she admitted, “I thought you were joking.”

“And then?” he asked.

“And then I realised it was just here,” she said. “Just for you. And… Daryl.”

Saying his name out loud sent a shiver through her.

Ryan stepped back to take her in properly.

“Fuck,” he said, without apology. “I’ve never seen you look so hot.”

The words landed hard.

She felt impossibly exposed, every curve on display, every insecurity laid bare. And beneath that vulnerability was something else now. A sense of purpose. Of being dressed not to hide, but to provoke.

She wrapped her arms loosely around herself, then let them fall again, forcing herself to stand still.

“I feel like I’m on show,” she said.

Ryan smiled. “You are.”

The doorbell rang.

The sound cut through the room, sharp and final.

Ella’s heart jumped into her throat.

Ryan stepped closer, lowering his voice. “You, okay?”

She nodded, though her pulse was pounding. “Yes.”

He kissed her once, slow and grounding. “Remember. Nothing happens unless you want it to.”

She believed him.

But as she straightened her shoulders and walked toward the living room, the dress riding up with every step, Ella knew something else was true too.

She didn’t want this to stop.

Not this time.


Chapter Twenty – The Extra Guest

The door opened to Daryl’s familiar smile.

Relief flickered through Ella first, quick and instinctive. Then she saw the man standing just behind him.

For a moment, her mind struggled to place what her eyes were telling her. He was tall, broad-shouldered, dressed with the same effortless confidence. The resemblance was striking enough that she thought, absurdly, that Daryl had somehow brought a mirror with him.

“This is Mark,” Daryl said easily, stepping aside so they could see him properly. “A very good friend of mine.” He paused, then added, almost casually, “He’ll be as private as I am.”

Both men held out bottles of wine.

Ryan and Ella exchanged a glance.

Surprise registered first. Then confusion. Ryan recovered quickly, stepping forward to greet them, polite and controlled, shaking hands as if this were exactly what he’d been expecting.

“Come in,” he said.

Ella smiled too, a fraction slower, her heart already beating harder than before. She could feel the dress clinging to her, the exposure suddenly sharper under the attention of not one pair of eyes, but two.

Once they were inside, coats set aside, small talk filling the space, it dawned on her with unsettling clarity.

When she’d asked Daryl, she’d said a threesome.

She’d never actually said you, me, and Ryan.

The realisation landed like a slow drop in her stomach.

Ryan caught her eye and tilted his head subtly toward the kitchen. She nodded and followed him, the sound of voices fading behind them as the door swung shut.

He leaned against the counter, keeping his voice low. “What’s this?” he asked. “Why is Mark here?”

She swallowed. “I think… I think he misunderstood me.”

“Misunderstood how?”

“I never specified,” she admitted. “I just said a threesome.”

Ryan exhaled slowly, running a hand through his hair. “Okay.”

She rushed on, nerves buzzing now. “We can’t just ask his friend to leave. That would be awful. Let’s just have wine. Dinner. See how it goes. We don’t have to do anything.”

The words sounded sensible as she said them.

Responsible.

But the moment they left her mouth; something tightened inside her.

Disappointment.

Sharp and immediate.

She hadn’t expected that. She hadn’t prepared for it. The idea that the night might stay contained, might remain polite and uneventful, left her feeling strangely hollow.

Ryan studied her face carefully, seeing more than she’d meant to show.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” he asked.

She nodded, too quickly. “Yes. Of course.”

They opened the wine together, the familiar ritual grounding her, even as her thoughts raced ahead. Two men. Two sets of eyes. A misunderstanding that had quietly expanded the frame of the fantasy without anyone naming it yet.

When they walked back into the living room, Daryl and Mark were laughing easily, already at home in the space. Mark looked up as she entered, his gaze lingering for just a moment longer than polite curiosity required.

Ella felt it immediately.

The night hadn’t derailed.

It had shifted.

And even as she told herself they didn’t have to do anything at all, she knew, with a clarity that unsettled her, that part of her had already wanted more than she’d admitted.

The evening was still young.

And nothing was as simple as it had been when the door first opened.


Chapter Twenty-One – Choosing

Dinner lingered longer than it needed to.

Wine glasses were refilled without much thought. Conversation drifted, loosened, grew warmer. Mark fit in easily, too easily, mirroring Daryl’s calm confidence, laughing at the same moments, watching with the same quiet attentiveness. The dynamic felt balanced in a way Ella hadn’t expected, not chaotic, not threatening, just… expanded.

By the time the plates were empty, she already knew.

The third glass of wine didn’t create the desire; it only stripped away the last of her hesitation. The warmth in her body was unmistakable now, humming low and insistent, responding not just to Daryl’s presence, but to the idea of both men in the room. Two sets of eyes. Two different weights of attention.

She stood to clear the dishes before she could change her mind.

Ryan followed her into the kitchen, the door closing softly behind them. The normal sounds of tidying felt surreal against the quiet pressure building between them.

She turned to him first. “What do you think?”

He hesitated, running a hand along the counter, his expression careful. “I don’t know, babe. This isn’t… it’s not what we planned.”

She stepped closer. “It’s still a threesome.”

Ryan looked at her then, really looked.

“And you liked to watch,” she said slowly. “You did last time. It was hot, wasn’t it?”

His jaw tightened slightly, not in denial, but recognition.

He searched her face. “Are you okay with this?” he asked quietly. “Is this something you want?”

That was the moment.

Ella closed the last inch between them, wrapping her arms around his waist, resting her hands against his back. She looked up into his eyes, steady despite the rush inside her.

“I think,” she said softly, “now that they’re here… we should let it happen.”

His breath hitched.

“Would it turn you on,” she continued, choosing her words carefully, “watching me with both of them?”

The question echoed louder than she’d expected.

As she said it, heat surged through her, stronger than before. The idea flared vivid and shocking in her mind.

Two.

Not just one. Two men. Two presences. Two different kinds of attention focused entirely on her.

What was she doing?

What was she agreeing to?

Her heart pounded, her skin warm, her body answering before her fear could catch up. The thought didn’t push her back.

It pulled her forward.

She tightened her grip on Ryan, grounding herself in him even as she leaned into the truth she could no longer deny.

“Yes,” she said.

The word came out firm. Certain.

Ryan didn’t speak for a moment. He just held her there, absorbing the weight of what she’d said, what she was offering, what she was asking him to witness.

When he finally nodded, it was slow. Deliberate.

“Okay,” he said.

Ella exhaled, a shiver running through her, nerves and anticipation colliding. She didn’t know exactly what would happen next.

Only that she had chosen it.

And there was no turning back now.

They walked back into the living room together.

Daryl and Mark were already seated on the sofa, angled slightly toward one another, relaxed, watching them approach with quiet attention. The low light caught the lines of their shoulders, their stillness making the room feel suddenly smaller.

Ella didn’t hesitate.

As if replaying something her body already knew, she crossed the space and sat down on Daryl’s lap.

The reaction was immediate.

She felt the solid heat of him beneath her, the strength in his thighs as he adjusted instinctively to her weight. Her dress rode even higher this time, the hem disappearing against her hips, bare skin pressed to his trousers.

Ryan sat down in the armchair opposite.

From where he was, the view was unmistakable.

Ella, in that barely-there dress, perched on another man’s lap, her body fully on display. The curve of her thighs. The exposed line of skin where the fabric had failed to cover her. The way she fit there, naturally, as if it were exactly where she was meant to be.

Daryl’s hands settled at her hips at first, steady, grounding.

Ella felt the heat bloom instantly, her breath catching as awareness flooded through her. She stayed where she was, spine straight, shoulders back, letting it happen.

Mark watched from beside them, expression unreadable but attentive.

Ryan felt it all at once.

The jealousy.
The arousal.
The undeniable thrill of seeing her like this.

He didn’t interrupt. He didn’t speak.

He just watched as Ella shifted slightly on Daryl’s lap, the movement subtle but loaded, and realised with a clarity that made his pulse spike that this time, she hadn’t needed any encouragement at all.

She had chosen this.

And whatever happened next would be because all three of them were letting it happen.

The room held its breath.

Ella felt the shift the moment she settled onto Daryl’s lap, the black fabric of her dangerously short dress hiking up her thighs. The sofa cushion dipped under their combined weight, and Mark, seated just a foot away, turned his head slowly to watch. His gaze was a new weight, a different kind of heat.

Daryl’s hands, so familiar in their command, came to rest on her hips. His fingers spanned the curve of her waist, his thumbs pressing into the softness of her lower belly. It was a claiming, simple and direct. His eyes, dark and knowing, locked with hers. He didn’t smile. He just watched her, reading the bold decision in her posture, the slight tremor in her breathing.

From the armchair, Ryan was a statue of intense focus. Ella could feel his gaze like a physical touch, tracing the line of her spine, the way her backside moulded against Daryl’s thighs, the expanse of bare skin her dress failed to cover. She saw his knuckles whiten where they gripped the armrests.

He’s seeing it all, she thought, a fresh, liquid thrill pooling between her legs. He’s seeing me choose this.

Daryl’s right hand slid from her hip, his palm rasping over the fine, silky skin of her outer thigh. He pushed the hem of her dress higher, bunching it at her waist, exposing her completely to the room. The cool air kissed her ass, the backs of her thighs. She was perched on his lap, the juncture at her thighs, the light curls over her pussy exposed, and she knew both Ryan and Mark could see everything, the full, rounded shape of her, her wet little pussy.

“Comfortable?” Daryl’s voice was a low rumble against her ear.

She nodded, unable to speak. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of anticipation.

His hand moved again, sliding around to the front of her thigh, his fingertips brushing her wet folds. A shockwave of sensation shot straight to her core. He didn’t push inside. He just traced the swollen lips, a maddeningly light touch that made her hips jerk.

“Look at him,” Daryl murmured, his breath hot on her neck.

Ella’s eyes, heavy-lidded, found Ryan’s. He was leaning forward, his own arousal evident in the tight line of his trousers. His expression was a war, awe, hunger, a sharp slice of jealousy, but beneath it, a dark, thrilling approval. He gave her the slightest nod. Go on.

It was all the permission she needed.

Daryl’s other hand went to the thin straps of her dress. With a deft flick, he untied them. He didn’t rush. He peeled the tight black fabric down, letting it catch for a breathtaking second on the hard peaks of her 34C breasts before dragging it lower, over her stomach, her hips. He helped her lift, just enough to slide it out from under her, and then he tossed the crumpled dress aside.

She was naked.

Completely, utterly exposed on his lap in the soft lamplight. Her breasts felt heavy, the large nipples tight and aching. She fought the instinct to cover herself, instead letting her shoulders go back, presenting herself to the three pairs of eyes watching her.

Mark let out a slow, appreciative breath. “Fuck,” he said, the word quiet but loaded.

The sound of a stranger’s voice, acknowledging her nakedness, sent another jolt through her. This was new. This was terrifying. This was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

Daryl’s hands returned to her body, no longer hindered by fabric. He filled his palms with her breasts, his touch firm, possessive. His thumbs rubbed rough circles over her nipples, and she gasped, her head falling back against his shoulder.

“So soft,” he muttered, his voice thick. “So fucking perfect.”

He bent his head, his mouth finding her neck, sucking a mark into her skin. At the same time, his hand left her breast and slid down her stomach, his fingers delved through her curls, finding her wet, swollen heat.

Ella cried out, her back arching. Two fingers slid inside her, stretching her, filling her. He curled them, finding a spot that made her vision blur.

“She’s ready,” Daryl said, not to her, but to the room. To Ryan. To Mark. “Dripping for it.”

He withdrew his fingers, glistening, and showed them to the room. She was bare against the rough fabric of his trousers, the hard ridge of his erection pressing insistently against her.

“Stand up,” Daryl commanded, his hands guiding her hips.

On trembling legs, Ella rose from his lap. She stood before the sofa, completely nude, her skin flushed, her breath coming in short pants. Daryl stood behind her, a wall of heat and muscle. His hands settled on her shoulders, turning her gently to face Ryan and Mark.

“Look at her,” Daryl said, his voice a dark thread of pride. “Look at what’s being offered.”

Ryan’s eyes were black with desire. He drank her in, from her heaving breasts to the dark triangle between her thighs, glistening with her own readiness. Mark’s gaze was more analytical, but no less heated. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, watching with an athlete’s focus.

Daryl’s hands slid down her arms, then around to cup her breasts from behind. He squeezed, lifting them, presenting them. His mouth found her ear. “You see how hungry they are for you? Both of them.”

She did. The air was thick with it. With a final, possessive grope, Daryl guided her forward, toward Mark. “Your turn.”

Mark didn’t hesitate. He reached out, his hands, large, black, capable, circling her waist. He pulled her gently until she stood between his spread knees. His gaze was direct, a silent question.

Ella glanced at Ryan. He was watching, his jaw tight, but he gave another slow, deliberate nod. Yes.

She looked back at Mark and gave a tiny nod of her own.

A smile touched his lips, not quite kind, but fiercely intent. His hands slid up her sides, his thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts. “You are stunning,” he said, his voice quieter than Daryl’s, but no less potent.

He bent his head and took one taut nipple into his mouth.

The sensation was different. His mouth was softer, his suction more deliberate. His tongue lashed the peak with slow, devastating precision. A moan tore from Ella’s throat. One of his hands slid down her belly, his fingers parting her folds. He found her clit and began to rub, a firm, circular pressure that had her knees buckling.

Daryl moved behind her, his chest pressing against her back. He was undressing, the rustle of fabric loud in the quiet. Then she felt him, his hard, thick length pressing against the cleft of her ass. He reached around, his hand joining Mark’s, two sets of fingers now working her, stretching her opening.

“She can take it,” Daryl growled. “You saw. She loves being full.”

Mark pulled his mouth from her breast with a wet pop. He looked up at her, his eyes dark. “Is that right?”

“Y-yes,” Ella breathed, the word barely audible.

Mark stood, his own arousal evident. He was tall, almost as tall as Daryl, his body lean and powerfully built. He quickly shed his clothes, his cock springing free, thick, long, a pale contrast to Daryl’s. It was impressive, veined, and fully erect.

Daryl guided Ella, turning her, bending her over the arm of the sofa. Her hands gripped the fabric, her ass presented high. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and so incredibly aroused she was shaking.

“Eyes on your boyfriend,” Daryl commanded, positioning himself behind her.

She lifted her head, her gaze finding Ryan’s. He was stroking himself now, his hand moving slowly over his length through his trousers, his eyes never leaving hers.

Daryl’s broad, blunt head pressed against her entrance. He pushed in with a steady, inexorable pressure. The stretch was immense, breathtaking, her body struggling to accommodate his familiar, overwhelming girth. She whimpered, her knuckles white.

“Watch her take me,” Daryl said to Ryan, his voice strained with the effort of his slow entry.

Ryan watched, mesmerized, as Ella’s body yielded, as she was filled, inch by devastating inch. When Daryl was fully seated, a deep groan tore from him. He began to move, long, slow strokes that dragged against every sensitive nerve inside her.

The pleasure was immediate, a deep, building fire. Ella’s cries were soft, desperate things. Just as the rhythm became familiar, she felt a new pressure. Mark, kneeling before her.

His hands cupped her face, tilting it up. “Open,” he said softly.

She did, and he slid his cock into her mouth.

The dual penetration was overwhelming. She was filled at both ends, owned, used. Daryl’s powerful thrusts rocked her forward onto Mark’s length. She gagged slightly, then relaxed her throat, taking him deeper. The taste of him, salt and skin, mixed with the sensation of Daryl pounding into her from behind.

The sounds were obscene, wet, sucking noises from her mouth, the hard slap of Daryl’s hips against her ass, their mingled groans. Ryan was on his feet now, his trousers open, his own cock in his fist, stroking in time with Daryl’s thrusts.

They’re all watching me, she thought, delirious. All of them. I’m the centre of everything.

The coil inside her wound tighter, tighter. Daryl’s pace increased, becoming punishing. Mark’s hands fisted in her hair, holding her still as he fucked her mouth. The pressure, the fullness, the sheer attention became too much.

Her orgasm exploded without warning, a silent, seizing convulsion that clamped down on Daryl’s cock and made her throat contract around Mark’s. Her vision whited out, her body bowing between them, held in place by their relentless rhythm. It went on and on, waves of brutal pleasure wrenching cries from her around the cock in her mouth.

Daryl felt her climax and lost his control. “Gonna cum!” he snarled, his thrusts turning erratic. He slammed into her, holding deep, and she felt the hot, pulsing flood of his release fill her once more.

The sensation triggered a secondary, sharper peak for her. As she clenched around him, Mark groaned above her, his grip in her hair tightening. “Swallow it,” he gritted out, and a salty, bitter warmth hit the back of her throat. She swallowed convulsively, her body still trembling from the aftershocks.

Daryl pulled out of her, his spent cock glistening. She collapsed forward, spent, Mark’s softening length slipping from her lips. She was a mess of sweat and sex and release, panting against the sofa cushion.

Ryan stood over her, his own need blazing in his eyes. He looked from her wrecked, dripping form to Daryl’s satisfied expression, then to Mark, who was wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

Ryan stood back, his dark eyes never leaving Ella’s wrecked form as he watched, his jaw tight, his own need blazing in his eyes.

Mark and Daryl switched places. Ryan stood back, watching intently. Neither Mark nor Ella could believe it, both black men maintained semi-erections. Daryl moved to her head, lifting her chin and pushing his cock into her mouth. She could taste herself and his spend, a salty, bitter mix that made her head spin.

Mark came behind her, spreading her round ass cheeks. He placed the head of his half-erect cock at her sodden entrance and pushed in. As he fucked her, she could feel his cock grow and swell. This was new, a fresh wave of arousal that had her trembling all over again. The man’s thick cock growing while he fucked her.

Ryan stood back a little, his gaze locked on Ella as the two black men took their turns with his beautiful girlfriend. The room was thick with the sounds of their heavy breathing, the wet slap of skin on skin, and Ella’s muffled cries around the cocks filling her from both ends.

For a long, suspended moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the slick, wet slide as Daryl and Mark pulled out of her body.

Ella swayed, her knees buckling, but Daryl’s hands were there instantly, catching her under her arms. They were strong, unyielding, holding her upright as she trembled. She felt empty. Hollowed out and dripping. Mark, breathing heavily, took a slow, deliberate step back and lowered himself onto the sofa, his powerful body sinking into the cushions. His thick cock, still glistening from her body, lay heavy against his thigh.

Daryl didn’t ask. He didn’t speak. He simply bent, hooked an arm behind her knees, and lifted her as if she weighed nothing. Her head lolled against his shoulder, her skin slick against his. He carried her the few steps to the sofa, and with a smooth, deliberate motion, he lowered her down, astride Mark.

She was facing outward, her back to Mark’s chest, her long legs spread wide over his muscular thighs. Mark’s hands came up to settle on her hips, his grip firm and guiding. He shifted beneath her, adjusting, and then she felt it, the blunt, insistent pressure of him, thicker than Ryan’s, nudging at her soaked, swollen entrance.

“Look at him,” Daryl commanded, his voice a low growl by her ear as he stood beside the sofa.

Her bleary gaze found Ryan. He was still standing, his trousers open, his own cock in his hand, stroking slowly. His eyes were dark, wide, utterly transfixed. Ella followed his line of sight down her own body. Her full, 34C breasts were on full display, bouncing lightly with every unsteady breath she took, the large nipples peaked and flushed. The sight seemed to hit Ryan like a physical blow; his hand on himself tightened, his stroke faltering for a second.

Mark’s hands tightened on her hips. He pulled her down.

It was a slow, devastating impalement. His girth stretched her exquisitely, a burning, full sensation that made her gasp and arch. He was so thick, filling her and overwhelming. He seated her fully, until she was flush against him, and she felt a deep, shuddering groan rumble through his chest against her back.

“Oh… god…” she whimpered.

Daryl’s hand curled around her jaw, his fingers firm. He turned her face toward him. His dark eyes held hers, intense and commanding. “Open,” he said, his voice leaving no room for hesitation.

Her lips parted. He guided himself into her mouth, the head of his cock pressing against her tongue. She tasted herself, and him, and the salt of Mark’s skin, a potent, musky mix that should have been repulsive but instead sent a fresh, shocking bolt of arousal straight to her already overwhelmed core.

Ryan had the perfect view now. Ella, mounted on another man, her body taking his thick length inside her, while Daryl’s cock pushed past her lips. Her breasts jounced with the first tentative rock of her hips, a motion Mark initiated, his hands guiding her up and then pulling her back down.

Then they began to move in earnest.

Mark set a deep, rolling rhythm from below, lifting his hips to meet her every downward slide. Each rise and fall made her breasts bounce, a soft, hypnotic jiggle that Ryan couldn’t look away from. The fullness was immense, a constant, stretching pressure that rubbed against every sensitive spot inside her. She could feel the distinct shape of him, the way he filled and stretched her.

Daryl fucked her mouth with the same dominant rhythm, his hands tangled in her hair, holding her head steady. She relaxed her throat, letting him set the pace, her tongue working helplessly along his length. The dual sensation was maddening, the hard thrust in her mouth matching the deep, grinding penetration below. The wet, sucking sounds filled the air, mingling with the slick slap of her body against Mark’s thighs.

Ryan watched, his own hand moving faster on his cock. He saw the way her eyes glazed over, saw the sweat beading between her breasts, saw the way her slender waist flexed with each movement. He saw the dark, possessive gleam in Daryl’s eyes as he used her mouth, and the focused intensity on Mark’s face as he drove up into her. A possessive, hungry ache tightened in Ryan’s chest, but it was tangled up with a dark, voyeuristic thrill. She was his. And they were giving her this. Showing him this.

The pleasure built inside Ella like a storm surge, low and inevitable. It started in her core, a deep, coiling heat fed by the relentless friction, by the obscene fullness, by the sheer audacity of it all. Her body was no longer her own. It was a vessel for their pleasure, a spectacle for Ryan’s hungry eyes. The thought should have shamed her. Instead, it pushed her higher.

Her moans were choked, guttural things around Daryl’s cock. Her inner muscles began to flutter, a frantic, involuntary pulse around Mark’s thickness. She was close. So close.

Mark felt it. His rhythm became harder, more urgent. “That’s it,” he grunted into her ear, his breath hot. “Come on. Let go. Squeeze that cock.”

The command, the raw need in his voice, was the final trigger.

Her orgasm detonated, a silent, seismic shock that ripped through her. Her back arched violently, her body clamping down on Mark’s cock in a series of rhythmic, milking spasms. A high, thin sound escaped her, muffled by Daryl’s flesh. She convulsed, her vision blurring, her entire world narrowing to the brutal, exquisite pulses of pleasure radiating from her core.

Mark swore, a sharp, harsh word. He slammed her down onto him, holding her there as his own control shattered. She felt him swell, then pulse, a hot, liquid rush flooding her already filled channel. He groaned, long and low, his hips jerking up against her as he emptied himself inside her.

For a second, there was only the sound of their panting.

Then Daryl pulled out slowly, his cock slick with her saliva.

Ella slumped back against Mark’s chest, utterly spent, a boneless weight. She was trembling, her body humming, her mind blissfully blank.

Daryl didn’t let her rest. He stepped forward, his hands gripping under her arms again. “Up,” he said, his voice rough.

Mark helped, his hands on her waist lifting her off him. The loss of his thickness made her feel gaping, empty, and a fresh trickle of their combined release slid down her inner thigh. Daryl guided her off the sofa, his movements purposeful. He led her the few steps to the centre of the plush living room rug.

“On your hands and knees.”

His voice brooked no argument. Weakly, she complied, lowering herself onto the soft pile. The air was cool against her heated skin. Daryl moved behind her, a large, powerful shadow. His hands settled on her shoulders, and he pushed.

Not hard, but firmly. Insistently.

Her shoulders sank toward the rug, her back dipping, her ass lifting high into the air. The pose was profoundly submissive, her most intimate parts exposed and presented. She felt open. Used. Available.

She heard him spit, a soft, wet sound, and then felt the cool slickness of it against her swollen, sensitive entrance. He was priming her, easing the way. Her body was so wet, so loose from the two men who had just filled her, but he was big. So big.

He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging against her. He didn’t enter slowly.

He pushed in with one hard, deep, claiming thrust.

Ella screamed into the rug, the sound muffled by the fabric. The stretch was shocking, a breathtaking fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He was there, buried to the hilt in one motion, his hips pressed flush against her raised backside. She felt impossibly full, stretched to her limit, the ache a sweet, brutal burn.

He didn’t pause. He pulled back and slammed home again.

And again.

He set a brutal, driving pace, each powerful thrust jolting her forward on the rug. The wet, messy sounds of their joining were loud in the quiet room, the slap of his skin against hers, the slick squelch of her overfilled, dripping channel. She could feel the evidence of Mark’s release inside her, a warm, liquid presence churned with every piston of Daryl’s hips.

Both Ryan and Mark now watched as Daryl fucked Ella hard.

Her body, already sensitized and trembling from two shattering orgasms, responded instantly. A new, sharper heat began to coil, low and deep. It was different this time, a raw, primal need that came from being taken so completely, so mercilessly. From being used while another man’s seed was still inside her.

Daryl’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the soft, round flesh of her ass, holding her steady for his pounding. His breathing was ragged, his groans guttural. “Fuck… you’re so tight… even now… taking it so well…”

She was. She was taking all of him, her body yielding, accepting, welcoming the brutal rhythm. The pleasure built again, a terrifying wave rising from the depths of her exhaustion. It felt inevitable. Unstoppable.

Ryan watched, transfixed, from his spot by the armchair. He saw the way her body shook with each thrust, saw the lewd, glistening evidence of both men dripping from her. He saw the absolute possession in Daryl’s powerful form, the raw, animalistic hunger. His own arousal was a painful, throbbing ache, his hand moving on himself in a frantic, matching rhythm.

Ella’s cries turned into desperate, sobbing pleas. “Please… please…” She didn’t know what she was begging for. For release? For more? For it to never end?

Daryl’s rhythm began to fracture, his thrusts turning erratic, deeper, harder. He was close. She could feel it in the tension of his body, in the ragged edge of his groans.

“Now,” he snarled, the word a harsh command. “Come with me. Now!”

As if his words had direct control over her body, the coil inside her snapped. Her third orgasm erupted, not as a sharp peak but as a deep, rolling convulsion that wracked her entire frame. It was a surrender, a total relinquishing of control that made her clench around him in a series of powerful, milking spasms.

He felt it. With a final, grinding thrust, he buried himself as deep as he could go and held. A raw, guttural roar tore from his throat as he climaxed, his own release pulsing into her, hot and endless, mixing with Mark’s inside her trembling, overflowing body.

They collapsed together onto the rug, a tangled, sweating heap of limbs. Daryl’s weight was heavy on her back, his breathing harsh in her ear. Ella lay beneath him, completely shattered, utterly filled, her face pressed into the soft wool. She was aware of the wet, sticky heat between her thighs, of the tremors still dancing through her muscles, of the distant, aching throb of her well-used body.

From his chair, Ryan finally moved, taking a step forward, his own need a silent, screaming

Ryan’s gaze burned into her as he stepped closer. Ella lay there, utterly spent, her body a ruined, trembling mess. Her thighs still spread, her entrance gaping, swollen, and dripping with the mix of the two men’s releases. Ryan’s need was palpable, a raw, desperate hunger that overshadowed her own exhaustion.

He knelt between her legs, his cock hard and ready. She looked up at him, her eyes glazed but accepting, nodding slightly as if to tell him it was okay. He didn’t hesitate. He pushes into her slick wet entrance. She felt so open, so loose, so wet.

“I can’t feel you,” she murmured, her voice hoarse but matter of fact. It wasn’t an accusation, just a quiet acknowledgment of her state.

It didn’t stop him. He slid into her with one deep thrust, a distant echo compared to what she had just endured. Her body barely responded, too overwhelmed, too used, but Ryan didn’t care. His rhythm was frantic, driven by his own insatiable need. He fucked her with a desperation that mirrored her earlier surrender, each thrust driving his release deeper into her already filled channel. When he came, it was with a guttural groan, his spend joining the others inside her trembling, overstretched body.


Epilogue – Sunday Evening

Sunday evening settled softly around them.

The flat was quiet again, washed clean of the night before, as if nothing extraordinary had happened there at all. Outside, the city moved on. Inside, something irreversible lingered.

Ryan stood at the foot of the bed while Ella slipped out of her clothes.

“Slowly,” he said.

She did.

Each movement felt deliberate now. Intentional. When she was naked, she stood still for a moment, then turned toward the full-length mirror by the wardrobe.

Ryan inhaled sharply.

It wasn’t subtle.

Marks bloomed across her skin, scattered and unmistakable. Faint bruising along her thighs. Darker shadows beneath the curve of her breasts. Evidence not hidden, not softened, but written plainly across her body.

“Oh my god,” Ella said quietly, staring at her reflection. The words were half shock, half awe. “They really did make a mess of me.”

Ryan stepped closer, his eyes tracking every mark.

“I didn’t realise…” he began, then stopped.

She should have felt embarrassed.

She didn’t.

Instead, warmth stirred low and slow inside her, a deep, familiar heat. Seeing herself like this, marked, altered, claimed, made her pulse quicken. She rolled her shoulders back slightly, lifting her chin, studying herself again.

She liked how she looked.

The marks on her skin didn’t feel like damage. They felt like proof. Evidence of something real, something chosen. She traced her eyes over them again, the faint bruising on her thighs, the deeper shadows beneath and across her breasts, on her hips, and instead of shrinking from the sight, she felt herself warm.

She liked what had happened to her.

She liked the sex last night, not just the intensity of it, but the way it had been the men taking her. The way Daryl and Mark, strong, confident men, had known exactly what they were doing. There had been no hesitation, no softness meant to protect her from herself. They hadn’t asked her to lead. They had simply assumed she could take what they gave.

And she had.

That realisation settled heavily inside her.

She had never known how much she craved that kind of certainty, that kind of dominance, until the first time with Daryl and last night only confirmed it. She had felt herself respond to it so completely, so instinctively. It wasn’t about being overpowered. It was about being met by men who didn’t doubt themselves, who didn’t second-guess their desire, who took her willingness as permission and nothing more.

She understood now that something fundamental had shifted.

This wasn’t curiosity anymore. It wasn’t experimentation.

It was recognition.

And standing there, marked and altered and quietly aroused by her own reflection, Ella knew she couldn’t unlearn what her body had just taught her.

She turned from the mirror and walked toward Ryan, unhurried. Without a word, she straddled his lap, settling herself there, her bare skin warm against him.

“Do you still want me,” she asked softly, looking down into his face, “even after what they did to me?”

The question hung between them, intimate and dangerous.

Ryan didn’t answer straight away.

He looked at her differently now. Not just shock. Not just desire. Something heavier. Something reshaped. And beneath it all, unmistakable.

She felt his body respond beneath her.

That answered her.

A slow smile curved her mouth. She leaned forward, resting her forehead against his, her voice low and certain.

“Good,” she said.

Outside, Sunday night deepened. Inside, neither of them pretended anymore that things would ever go back to how they were before.

They didn’t want them to.


Book Two Teaser

Ella thought the night would change everything.

She didn’t realise it would change her.

In the aftermath of what she chose, life appears to settle. The city hums. Work continues. Her relationship with Ryan still exists, but it has shifted, stretched into something unfamiliar and dangerously charged. He has seen her differently now. And she has learned something about herself she can’t unlearn.

Being wanted wasn’t enough.

Being taken was.

As the memory of Daryl and Mark lingers in her body, Ella finds herself restless, unsatisfied by half-measures. The marks fade, but the hunger doesn’t. She begins to crave not just sex, but the certainty, the dominance, the way control was taken from her without being stolen.

And others notice.

What starts as permission becomes expectation. What felt like an exception begins to feel like a pattern. Ryan, torn between desire and unease, realises that watching may no longer be enough to contain what he has unleashed.

Because Ella isn’t looking backward.

She’s moving forward.

Into a world where desire is negotiated in glances, where power is unspoken but absolute, and where once you offer yourself up, you are never quite your own again.

Book Two explores what happens when curiosity turns into appetite, when consent becomes currency, and when a woman discovers that what excites her most is no longer love, but surrender.

Some doors don’t close.

They only open wider.
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