
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taboo: His to Share

BOOK THREE

A Dark Interracial Age Gap Romance

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 book is a work of fiction and is intended for adult readers only. All characters depicted are eighteen years of age or older. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

The story contains explicit sexual themes, including elements of dominance, submission, and taboo relationships, and is intended solely for a mature audience. It portrays these activities as consensual between fictional adults.

This work is for entertainment purposes only. The author does not endorse or encourage unsafe, non-consensual, or harmful sexual behaviour. Readers are reminded to exercise care and mutual respect in their own relationships.

Content Warning

This book contains graphic sexual content intended for mature audiences only. It includes themes of age gap relationships, power exchange, humiliation, voyeurism, and interracial dynamics. All characters depicted are over 18 years of age, and all sexual activity is fully consensual.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Prologue — Dinner with Andre

The maître d’ didn’t even ask for Marcus’s name. Men like him didn’t wait. He swept through the doors with Holly and Claire on either arm, drawing eyes the moment they entered the chandelier-lit dining room.

Holly was radiant, wearing the sheer gown Marcus had chosen, a whisper of fabric that left little to the imagination, her breasts lifted high, the deep slit flashing the toned length of her legs. She walked easily, proud, head high. She knew who was watching, and she knew who she belonged to.

Claire walked more carefully. Her dress was darker, velvet cut to hug her curves, the plunging neckline barely restraining her heavy breasts. Her cheeks flushed at the open stares, though she tried to mask it with a half-smile. Every step reminded her that she was Marcus’s now too, and tonight she was being shown off.

Marcus led them to a corner table laid for four, his hand brushing the inside of each thigh as he seated them, Holly with a knowing smile, Claire with a startled intake of breath. Champagne arrived without being ordered.

Then the door opened again.

Andre entered.

Claire froze.

He was Marcus’s equal in every way, tall, broad-shouldered, his suit cut to perfection, his presence commanding. The two men clasped hands, the embrace of brothers who had shared more than business together.

Holly’s lips curved. She remembered his mouth on her, his cock splitting her open beside Marcus, the way they’d pushed her to her first DP until she screamed. The heat pooled low in her belly just looking at him.

Marcus turned smoothly. “Claire,” he said, his tone deliberate, “this is Andre.”

Andre’s dark gaze slid over her slowly, from her breasts straining against the velvet to her bare thighs. His smile was faint, hungry.

Claire’s chest tightened. She felt the weight of his stare, the echo of Marcus’s hand on her thigh, the subtle smirk on Holly’s lips. She knew exactly what this meant.

Marcus leaned back in his chair, his arm draped across the back, utterly relaxed. “We share everything,” he said simply.

The champagne fizzed in Claire’s glass. Her throat went dry.

Dinner had only just begun.


Chapter One — The Loft After Dinner

The city lights glittered through the vast windows of Marcus’s loft when they stepped inside. The restaurant’s perfume of candlewax and fine food was replaced by the dark leather, clean lines, and subtle spice of Marcus’s home.

Marcus loosened his jacket and handed it off to a waiting hook, moving with the same unhurried power that had turned every head in the restaurant. He poured drinks himself, heavy glasses of Japanese whiskey, and gestured for the women to sit.

Holly knew the script. She didn’t hesitate. The gown slid from her shoulders and puddled at her feet, leaving her naked in the warm glow of the loft. She crossed the room, hips swaying, and curled onto one end of the leather sofa, her bare skin gleaming under the city lights.

Claire froze. Her fingers clutched at the hem of her dress, her chest rising sharply.

Marcus turned, drink in hand, and caught her in that gaze, the one that allowed no refusal. “Claire,” he said smoothly, “Holly knows how I expect her to be here. I expect the same of you. Strip.”

Claire’s lips parted. “Here? In front of…..” Her eyes flicked to Andre, who had settled into the armchair, his broad frame filling it easily. His expression was calm, but his eyes never left her.

Marcus sipped his whiskey, patient. “Yes. Here. Now.”

The silence stretched, heavy. Then, trembling, Claire reached for the straps of her gown. The fabric slipped, falling slowly, baring her breasts, her waist, the lush curve of her hips. She stepped free of it, her skin flushed, nipples hard, the heat of Andre’s gaze burning across her body.

Andre leaned forward slightly, his elbows on his knees, watching her with a hunger that made Claire’s thighs press together.

Marcus smiled faintly. “Better. Now come sit.”

Claire hesitated, glancing toward Holly on the sofa.

But Marcus’s hand lifted, a subtle gesture toward the armchair where Andre sat waiting, his dark eyes steady, hungry. “No, Claire. With him.”

Her pulse spiked. “On his lap?”

Marcus’s smile deepened, his tone calm but absolute. “Yes. On his lap. Let him feel how beautiful you are.”

Andre leaned back slightly, his thighs spreading, an arm draped over the chair as if claiming the space; and her.

Claire’s feet felt heavy as she crossed the room. Her nakedness seemed to burn hotter with every step, her breasts rising and falling as she stopped before him. Andre’s gaze swept slowly over her body, deliberate, assessing, and then he patted his thigh.

“Come,” he said simply.

Claire swallowed hard, then lowered herself onto his lap. His suit trousers were warm beneath her bare skin, and she could feel the strength of him under her ass. Andre’s arm wrapped easily around her waist, pulling her in against his chest, his other hand resting boldly on her thigh.

Marcus raised his glass, watching with satisfaction. “That’s better.”

Holly, stretched languidly on the sofa, smirked knowingly.

Claire sat frozen in Andre’s lap, his hand heavy and sure on her bare skin, her body trembling with nerves and something else she couldn’t name.

Andre leaned down, his lips near her ear, his voice low and certain. “Perfect.”

Andre’s hand tightened on Claire’s thigh, his fingers sliding higher, brushing the soft skin closer to her heat. She gasped, her body jerking slightly, but his arm around her waist held her firm against him.

“Relax,” he murmured in her ear, his breath warm, his tone commanding without effort. His fingertips grazed the crease of her thigh, teasing, daring her to spread wider.

Claire’s cheeks burned, her thighs pressing together, but that only drew his hand closer. Her lips parted as the heat between her legs pulsed under his touch.

And then she felt it.

Beneath her ass, pressed hard against the thin fabric of his trousers, Andre was swelling. Thick, heavy, impossible to ignore. Every twitch made her body tense. He was big, frighteningly big. The pressure of him against the curve of her bare ass made her pulse race, her stomach fluttering with both fear and desire.

Marcus leaned back on the sofa opposite, whiskey glass balanced in one hand, watching it all unfold. His eyes lingered on the way Claire squirmed, on the way Andre’s dark hand spread across her pale thigh, inching higher.

“See, Claire?” Marcus said softly, his voice like silk. “That’s what a real man feels like.”

Holly smirked beside him, her eyes shining with knowing amusement. She had felt it, taken it, been split open by it. And now it was Claire’s turn.

Claire swallowed hard, her body trembling as Andre’s hand slid higher still, closer and closer to the heat between her thighs.

Claire trembled as Andre’s hand slid higher, bolder now, until his thick fingers pushed between her thighs. She gasped, her body jolting, but he held her steady, stroking firmly against the heat of her slick folds. Her breath broke in a helpless whimper, her hips shifting involuntarily against his hand.

Across the room, Marcus set his glass aside, his eyes gleaming. “Good,” he murmured, satisfaction in his voice.

Holly rose without being told. She crossed the rug and dropped gracefully to her knees in front of Marcus, her long hair spilling over her shoulders. Her hands worked his belt, freeing his cock, thick and heavy, before she bent and took him into her mouth.

Marcus groaned low, one hand settling on the back of her head as he leaned into the sofa. His gaze never left Andre and Claire, the way Andre’s fingers moved, the way Claire writhed in his lap, her lips parted, her body betraying her.

Two women, two men, the game only just beginning.


Chapter Two — First Touches Together

Marcus’s cock slid wetly from Holly’s mouth, a strand of spit glistening across her lips as she looked up at him with shining eyes. He stroked her cheek, then glanced toward the armchair where Claire still squirmed helplessly on Andre’s lap.

“Enough,” Marcus said softly, his voice carrying the weight of command. He tilted Holly’s chin toward Claire. “Go to her. Show her what you’ve learned.”

Holly’s lips curved into a slow smile. She rose gracefully, her body glowing under the city lights, and crossed the room on bare feet. Claire’s eyes widened, her breath shallow as Holly lowered herself between her knees.

The vast floor-to-ceiling windows loomed behind them, panes of glass that turned the loft into a stage. Beyond, the block opposite was lit here and there with glowing rectangles, apartments where neighbours might glance out at any moment. Claire’s pulse spiked at the thought. Anyone looking would see everything: Andre’s dark hand spreading her thighs wide, Holly’s naked body kneeling between them, her own flushed skin gleaming under the lights.

Her shame only made the heat between her legs burn hotter.

Andre didn’t stop. His thick fingers still pressed against Claire’s slick folds, rubbing deliberately, forcing her thighs apart. His other arm held her pinned to his chest, making her feel both trapped and safe at once.

Holly’s hands slid up Claire’s thighs, parting them further. Her mouth found Claire’s skin, kissing slowly up the inside of her trembling leg. Claire whimpered, her hips jerking as Andre’s fingers pushed harder, stroking her clit in time with Holly’s kisses.

Marcus leaned back, his cock still heavy and glistening from Holly’s mouth, and watched. His eyes gleamed with satisfaction. “That’s it. Side by side, that’s how I want you. Holly, taste her. Make her come for us.”

Holly obeyed instantly, lowering her face between Claire’s thighs, the heat of her breath making Claire shudder. Her tongue pressed lightly at first, flicking across the damp folds, teasing the outer lips before dragging slowly along the slick length of her sex.

Claire whimpered, her hips jerking as Holly’s tongue traced deeper, parting her folds and lapping at the wetness inside. Andre’s thick fingers rolled her clit in steady circles, and Holly followed, her tongue sliding up to circle it too, her lips closing over the swollen nub, sucking softly against his touch.

Claire gasped, her thighs trembling as the double sensation sent sparks racing up her spine.

Holly moaned against her, hungry now, her tongue dragging back down, dipping into the tight entrance of her little hole. She licked deep, tasting the hot wetness that was already spilling out, before pulling back and flattening her tongue to lap up the mess along her folds. Each stroke opened Claire wider, made her wetter, her pussy glistening in the light pouring from the tall windows behind them.

Her body writhed, caught between Andre’s steady fingers and Holly’s eager tongue, every nerve lit up until she could barely breathe.

Claire cried out, her hands clutching at Andre’s arm, torn between resistance and surrender.

Andre chuckled low in her ear. “She’s beautiful, Marcus. Perfect.”

Marcus only smiled, watching the scene unfold. His girls, together at last, spread and open, ready to be claimed.

Claire writhed helplessly, her thighs shaking, her fingers clawing at Andre’s arm. Holly’s tongue moved in steady, wet strokes along her folds, dipping deep into her slick hole, then sliding up to circle her clit where Andre’s fingers pressed down. The double assault made Claire cry out, her head falling back against Andre’s shoulder, her breasts heaving with every frantic gasp.

“Oh….God….” she sobbed, her body bucking against them.

Andre’s low chuckle rumbled against her ear as Holly sucked harder, her lips sealed around Claire’s swollen nub, her tongue flicking furiously.

Claire’s whole body jolted, her thighs clamping around Holly’s head as the orgasm ripped through her. Heat poured out of her, wetness flooding over Holly’s tongue, her voice breaking into desperate, incoherent cries.

Marcus set his glass aside at last and rose from the sofa. He reached down, caught Holly by the waist, and hauled her up in one effortless motion. She squealed as he swung her over his shoulder in a fireman’s lift, her perfect round ass on full display, cheeks bouncing as his hand came down in a hard slap that echoed through the loft.

Holly gasped, her legs kicking weakly, though her laugh was breathless, hungry.

Andre’s grin widened. He stood and caught Claire by the waist, dragging her to her feet before hefting her easily over his shoulder in the same way. Claire let out a shocked cry, her bare ass wriggling in the air as Andre’s broad hand smacked down, leaving her stinging and breathless.

“Beautiful,” he growled, gripping her tighter.

Marcus strode toward the bedroom, Holly slung over him like a prize. Andre followed close behind, Claire squirming against his shoulder, both women naked and marked, carried off to be used side by side.


Chapter Three — Side by Side

Marcus tossed Holly down onto the wide bed, her body bouncing lightly on the dark sheets. A moment later Andre set Claire beside her, both girls naked, flushed, and marked from the men’s hands.

Marcus’s gaze swept over them, the contrast of Holly’s slim frame, her high breasts and toned legs, against Claire’s fuller curves and heavy breasts, her ass rounder, her thighs softer. Both stunning. Both his.

“Side by side,” he commanded.

The girls glanced at each other, then obeyed, lying shoulder to shoulder, their breasts rising and falling, their thighs still slick with arousal.

Marcus stepped closer, his eyes burning. “Kiss.”

Holly turned first, her lips brushing Claire’s, coaxing her into the touch. Claire hesitated only a moment before leaning in, her mouth opening, her tongue tangling with Holly’s in a soft, wet kiss.

“Fuck each other,” Marcus said softly, his voice cutting through the room like silk and steel.

Holly rolled, guiding Claire with her, until they were facing opposite ends of the bed. She straddled Claire’s chest as Claire opened her thighs, both girls open, their slick pussies lowered over each other’s faces.

The first wet slurp filled the air as Holly’s tongue dragged along Claire’s folds, making her moan into Holly’s own dripping heat. They licked and sucked in messy unison, their mouths working, thighs trembling, obscene sounds echoing in the stillness.

Behind them, the men undressed. Jackets fell neatly onto the chair. Belts unbuckled, shirts unbuttoned, trousers sliding down. Soon both Marcus and Andre stood naked, their bodies powerful, cocks thick and erect, stroking slowly as they watched the girls devour each other.

Neither spoke. They didn’t need to. The sight was enough.

The women’s moans mingled, wet and desperate, tongues slurping at swollen clits and dripping holes, the bed rocking under the force of their movements.

And the men watched, silent and patient, waiting for the perfect moment to take them.

The room was thick with the wet sounds of their mouths, Holly’s tongue plunging deep into Claire’s soaked pussy while Claire lapped hungrily at Holly’s swollen clit. Both girls were lost in it, their moans muffled, their thighs trembling as they writhed against each other’s faces.

Marcus’s low groan finally broke the silence. He stepped forward, stroking his heavy cock once more before gripping Holly’s hips and dragging her back off Claire’s face. She gasped, lips glistening with Claire’s wetness, before he bent her forward on all fours.

Behind her, Andre moved at the same pace, his big hands sliding around Claire’s waist as he pulled her down the bed. She squealed, her mouth leaving Holly’s pussy, her body twisting under his grip.

Marcus knelt behind Holly, his cock pressing thick and hot against her slick folds. “Ready, baby-girl?” he murmured.

“Yes, Marcus,” Holly gasped, already pushing back against him.

He thrust forward in one smooth motion, burying himself balls-deep.

At the same time, next to them, Claire’s hair spilled across the sheets, her breasts heaving as he pushed her thighs wide apart, spreading her open for him.

She gasped, eyes wide, as he knelt between her legs, lining up the thick crown of his cock against her slick folds. For a heartbeat he held her there, letting her feel the blunt pressure, the sheer size of him.

Then he drove forward in one hard thrust, burying himself balls-deep inside her.

Claire screamed, her back arching off the bed, nails clawing at the sheets as her pussy stretched around him, impossibly full in a single stroke.

“Fuc….oh God….” she sobbed, her body writhing under his weight as he held her pinned, his cock pulsing deep inside her.

“Oh fuck….he’s…..so…..big!”

The bed rocked under the twin rhythm of the men’s thrusts. Marcus’s hips slapped against Holly’s perfect ass, the sound sharp and obscene, while Andre drove Claire harder, his groans low and feral as her pussy clenched tight around him.

The girls moaned and whimpered in tandem, their bodies bouncing under the force of two powerful men using them.

Marcus caught Holly’s hair, yanking her head back so he could growl into her ear. “Look at her, baby-girl. Look at your friend taking him.”

Holly’s half-lidded eyes found Claire, spread, filled, her breasts heaving, her face twisted in ecstasy as Andre’s thick cock split her open.

The sight sent Holly spiralling closer to the edge. She screamed Marcus’s name, her body spasming around him as her orgasm ripped through her, soaking his thick cock as she shook beneath him.

Beside them, Claire cried out, her nails clawing at the sheets as Andre drove her harder, the pressure building until she shattered, her pussy squeezing tight around him as her climax tore through her in waves.

Both girls came together, their cries echoing through the loft, their bodies trembling under the men who held them open and filled.

The room shook with the force of their fucking, the bed creaking as Marcus pounded into Holly on all fours while Andre drove into Claire, her legs wide, her back arched, his cock pistoning deep. Their cries filled the loft, two women used side by side, their bodies trembling under the power of the men who owned them.

Marcus came first, groaning low as Holly’s pussy clenched and milked him, hot spurts filling her until it leaked down her thighs. Andre followed seconds later, his roar echoing off the walls as he buried himself balls-deep in Claire and spilled inside her, her own climax tearing through her in ragged sobs.

For a moment there was only the sound of heavy breathing, the scent of sweat and sex thick in the air.

Then Marcus pulled out, his cock dripping with the mix of him and Holly and sat back on the edge of the bed. His eyes gleamed with satisfaction as he looked at the two wrecked girls sprawled before him.

“Clean each other,” he ordered quietly.

Holly and Claire’s eyes met, both wide, both flushed. Holly moved first, pushing Claire down flat and sliding between her thighs, her tongue lapping at the mess leaking from Claire’s swollen pussy. Claire whimpered, then obeyed in turn, rolling to press her mouth between Holly’s legs, sucking and slurping up the thick spill dripping out of her.

The sound was obscene, wet mouths working in unison, their bodies pressed close as they licked each other clean.

“Good girls,” Marcus murmured, stroking his cock lazily as he watched.

When he was satisfied, he beckoned. “Now clean us.”

Holly slid to Andre, taking his still-hard cock in her mouth, licking the length, sucking the crown, tasting the hot mix of his cum and Claire’s wetness. Claire, flushed and panting, crawled toward Marcus, her lips parting as she leaned down to clean him, licking every drop of his mess from his cock and balls, swallowing it obediently.

Two women, on their knees, tongues busy, cleaning the men who owned them.

The balance was set.


Chapter Four — Two Lessons

Marcus guided Claire to the chair in the corner of the bedroom, his broad hand firm on her hip. He settled into it first, stretching back with that unhurried power, then pulled Claire down to sit on his lap.

She sat facing the bed, her back against his chest, his strong thighs beneath her, her body tense with nerves. From here she had the perfect view of Holly, naked, on her knees, her ass raised high for Andre.

Claire’s breath caught as Andre gripped Holly’s hips and pressed the thick crown of his cock against her tight rear hole. Holly whimpered, pushing back obediently, and Andre began to work himself into her ass, slow but relentless. Inch by inch, he forced her open, her body straining to take him.

Holly reached back with both hands, spreading her own cheeks wide, pulling herself open to accommodate Andre’s thick cock. The sight made Claire’s stomach flip, her thighs clenching, as Holly moaned shamelessly, baring herself completely to be filled.

With one final push, Andre buried himself balls-deep, his groan rumbling through the room as Holly gasped, her body trembling, stretched mercilessly around his cock.

Claire shivered, unable to look away, her own body heating as she watched her friend’s ass take that massive cock.

Marcus’s hand slid lower, slipping beneath her, his palm hot against her belly. He stroked downward, over the dampness of her pussy, then lower still, circling deliberately around her tight rear hole.

Claire gasped, her hands gripping the arms of the chair.

“Watch her,” Marcus whispered in her ear, his voice low and commanding. “And feel.”

His finger pressed slowly against her little star, pushing past the resistance, sliding into her tightness inch by inch. Claire moaned, her head falling back against his shoulder as the illicit pressure sent shivers through her.

On the bed, Holly cried out again, Andre slamming deeper into her ass, the slap of his hips against her round cheeks echoing through the room.

Claire trembled, her own body squirming on Marcus’s lap, caught between the obscene sight before her and the relentless probing of his thick finger stretching her open.

Claire couldn’t look away. Her mouth was open, her breath shallow, her body squirming on Marcus’s lap as she watched Holly being taken.

Marcus’s lips brushed her ear. “Feel what she’s feeling,” he whispered, his tone smooth as velvet.

Claire jolted, a sharp gasp escaping her lips.

“That’s it,” Marcus murmured, circling gently before pressing deeper. “Relax for me.”

His thick finger pushed slowly into her, stretching her in ways she’d never imagined, and Claire whimpered, burying her face against his shoulder as she squirmed in his lap.

On the bed, Andre drove harder into Holly, her cries rising higher, while Marcus’s finger worked deeper into Claire, coaxing her toward the same path, their moans blending into one obscene symphony.

Andre set a punishing rhythm, his hips slamming into Holly’s round cheeks, the slap echoing through the loft. Each thrust buried him balls-deep in her ass, her moans rising higher, raw and unrestrained.

Holly’s arms trembled as she held herself spread, pulling her cheeks wider for him, taking every inch of his cock. Her back arched, her breasts bouncing with every hard slap of his hips, her cries mixing pleasure with the ache of being stretched so completely.

“Good girl,” Andre growled, driving harder, the sight of her obedience pushing him to fuck her deeper, faster.

On Marcus’s lap, Claire could barely breathe. Her eyes were locked on the bed, on Holly’s shameless surrender, while Marcus’s hand worked steadily beneath her. His finger pressed deeper into her ass, stretching her in slow, relentless strokes.

“Too tight,” he murmured against her ear. “We’ll fix that.”

He withdrew, then pressed back in with two fingers this time, pushing past the resistance, forcing her open. Claire gasped, her nails biting into the arms of the chair, her hips writhing against his grip. The illicit pressure made her moan, heat pooling low in her belly as her body betrayed her.

On the bed, Holly cried out suddenly, her whole body shaking as the orgasm ripped through her. Her ass clenched violently around Andre’s thick cock, milking him as her scream filled the room. She collapsed forward, still holding herself spread, her thighs trembling as wave after wave tore through her.

Claire whimpered at the sight, Marcus’s two fingers twisting inside her ass, stretching her wider, loosening the tightness until she was gasping and squirming helplessly on his lap.

Marcus’s fingers moved deeper, scissoring inside her tight little star, stretching her inch by inch. Claire whimpered, her thighs squeezing together, her back arching against his chest.

On the bed, Holly collapsed forward, moaning into the sheets as Andre slowed his thrusts, his cock still buried in her ass. The sight made Claire’s whole body shiver, heat flooding her belly as she imagined what it must feel like, so full, so raw, so completely owned.

Marcus’s lips brushed her ear, his voice low, silken, dangerous. “Say it, Claire. Tell me what you want.”

“I… I don’t…..” Her protest broke off in a moan as his fingers twisted, spreading her tighter hole wider still.

“Yes, you do,” Marcus whispered, his tone absolute. “You’ve seen Holly. You know what I’ll do to you. Admit it.”

Claire’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling with need and shame. The pressure in her ass, the obscene sight of Holly being used, the heat coiling tighter inside her, it was too much.

Her head fell back against his shoulder, her voice breaking in a desperate cry.

“I want it…..Marcus, I want you to fuck my ass! The way Andre just took Holly. Please…..please!”

Marcus’s smile curved slow and satisfied against her cheek. He withdrew his fingers, slick with her heat, and wrapped his arm tighter around her waist, holding her firm.

“Good girl,” Marcus murmured, his cock pressing hot and heavy against her back. Then his voice hardened. “Now go. Kneel behind your friend.”

Claire blinked, startled, but his hand guided her forward. On the bed, Holly had collapsed onto her stomach, her cheek pressed to the sheets, but her hips were still lifted high by Andre’s hands. Her round ass was arched up, on full display, her little rear hole red, gaping, and leaking Andre’s thick spunk down between her thighs.

“Go and clean up your friend,” Marcus ordered.

Claire’s whole body shuddered. The thought was filthy, wrong, utterly taboo, yet her thighs clenched as heat surged through her. Slowly, trembling, she slid from Marcus’s lap to the floor, crawling toward Holly.

She knelt behind her friend, staring at the obscene sight of Holly’s messy, stretched star, glistening with Andre’s spend.

Claire hesitated only a moment longer before leaning forward. She parted Holly’s cheeks with shaking hands, her own rounder ass lifting high, and lowered her mouth. Her tongue flicked out, licking tentatively at the mess. The taste was thick, salty, dirty, and addictive.

Holly moaned at the touch, her body quivering as Claire licked deeper, slurping at the gaping hole, cleaning her while the lewdness of it made Claire’s own desire burn hotter still.

Behind her, Marcus stepped close. He bent her forward, her ass in the air, her lips still working at Holly’s mess. Cold slick lube spilled across her crack, and she gasped at the sensation.

Then she felt it: the blunt, unyielding crown of Marcus’s thick cock pressing against her little star.

“Good girl,” Marcus murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Taste her while I take you.”

Claire sobbed into Holly’s ass, her tongue still working as the pressure at her own rear hole built, the crown pushing harder, stretching her, demanding to be let in.

Claire’s breath came in ragged bursts, her tongue still working at Holly’s messy hole, when Marcus pressed harder. The blunt head of his cock stretched her star wider, forcing a choked gasp from her throat.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice a steady command. His hands gripped her round cheeks, keeping her spread for him. “Breathe for me, Claire. Push back just a little.”

Her body trembled, shame and desire tangling as she obeyed, her hips giving the tiniest push. The crown slid past the first tight ring of muscle, making her cry out against Holly’s ass.

The taste filled her mouth, salty, musky, filthy, the residue of Andre’s use clinging to her tongue as she licked. Every stroke of her tongue felt wrong, obscene, the dirtiest thing she had ever done. And yet the heat in her belly only grew sharper, the pulsing ache between her thighs sharper still.

At the same time, Marcus pushed deeper, stretching her ass inch by inch, claiming what had never been touched before. The invasion burned, hot and overwhelming, but each thrust of his thick cock forced a broken moan from her throat.

Tears pricked her eyes as she licked harder, desperate to please, desperate to keep obeying even as her body was split open. The humiliation of cleaning her friend’s gaping star, tasting another man’s spunk, all while losing her own anal virginity, made her shudder with a dark, unbearable thrill.

“Good girl,” Marcus groaned, sinking deeper into her ass while holding her spread wide. “Keep licking her. Don’t stop.”

Claire sobbed against Holly, her tongue circling her friend’s messy hole, even as Marcus buried himself deeper and deeper inside her own. She could barely tell whether she was moaning from the taste, the stretch, or the shock of how much she wanted it.

The burn was sharp, hot, overwhelming, but beneath it a pulse of forbidden pleasure made Claire’s thighs shake. Her tongue faltered against Holly, then pressed back down again, licking, slurping, trying to keep obeying even as Marcus filled her ass.

Another inch. And another. Each stretch made her moan louder, her nails biting into Holly’s skin as she steadied herself.

“Look at her,” Marcus said low, his cock pushing deeper still. “Your friend took it. And now you are too.”

Claire sobbed, her little hole stretching wider, Marcus’s cock working its way slowly, mercilessly inside her. Inch by inch he forced her open, until she was stuffed, her body shuddering as she took more of him than she’d ever thought possible.

By the time his hips pressed flush against her round ass, Claire was gasping into Holly’s messy folds, tears pricking her eyes, her body quaking with the sheer fullness of him.

Holly moaned beneath her, hips jerking. Claire’s tongue had never stopped, dragging over her swollen, used star, slurping at the mess that leaked from her. The wet, filthy strokes only pushed Holly higher, her thighs trembling, her fists gripping the sheets.

“Oh God…..” Holly cried out, her voice muffled in the pillow as the orgasm tore through her again. Her ass clenched and twitched, pulsing around Claire’s tongue, her whole body shuddering as wave after wave ripped across her nerves.

Claire whimpered at the feel of it, her friend’s body spasming under her mouth, her taste flooding her tongue, even as Marcus’s cock throbbed deep in her own ass, holding her stretched and filled to the limit.

Holly was still shuddering through the aftershocks of her orgasm when Marcus finally moved. His grip tightened on Claire’s hips, and then he began to thrust.

Slow at first, pulling back just enough to make her stretched hole ache before driving back in. Then faster, harder, his cock pistoning into her ass with steady, relentless force.

Claire screamed against Holly’s messy folds, her cries muffled as her tongue faltered, then pressed back down, still licking, still obeying. The burn in her ass gave way to something darker, hotter, the sense of being completely owned, utterly filled.

Marcus groaned above her, his thrusts slamming her forward until her face was buried deeper between Holly’s cheeks. “Take it, Claire. Take my cock in that tight little ass.”

The words cut through her, and something inside her broke. The burn, the stretch, the filthy taste of Holly still on her tongue, it all blurred into one overwhelming wave.

Her body convulsed. A raw cry tore from her throat, muffled against Holly’s skin, as her first anal orgasm ripped through her. Her thighs shook violently, her pussy spasming, juices spilling down her legs as her ass clenched tight around Marcus’s thick cock.

“Good girl,” Marcus growled, holding her wide, fucking her harder through it, milking her orgasm until she was trembling wrecked beneath him.

Her whole body shook, every nerve on fire as his cock drove her to breaking. She sobbed into Holly’s gaping hole, tasting the filth there, as Marcus’s climax built.

With a final growl he thrust deep, holding her spread wide as his cock pulsed and spilled inside her ass, hot jets filling her until she thought she would burst.

He stayed there only a moment before pulling out, his hands on her round ass cheeks, spreading them wide to display her hole. It gaped around the mess he had left, twitching, leaking, utterly ruined.

“Look at that,” Marcus said to Andre, his tone dark with satisfaction. “Sloppy seconds for you.”

Andre’s grin widened. He rose from the bed, his cock still thick and ready, and stepped behind Claire. She sobbed, her whole body quivering as Marcus kept her cheeks spread, holding her open.

Marcus glanced up at his friend, their eyes locking for a moment over Claire’s trembling body. A shared grin, the satisfaction of men who took what they wanted.

They raised their hands and slapped a hard, sharp high five above her arched back, the sound echoing through the room.

Then Andre pressed the heavy crown of his cock to Claire’s messy, gaping hole, and with one brutal thrust he sank inside, balls-deep.

Claire screamed, her voice raw, her nails clawing at the sheets as Andre buried himself balls-deep in her ass. Her body convulsed again, the stretch brutal, relentless, but already loosened from Marcus. Her face was still smeared with the mess from Holly’s ass, the taste clinging to her tongue as she sobbed into the sheets, her shame only fuelling the dark pulse of pleasure tearing through her.

Andre set a heavy rhythm, his hips slapping against her round ass, driving her down into the bed. “Tight little slut,” he growled, his hands gripping her waist like iron as he pounded into her.

Claire’s sobs turned into frantic moans, her body betraying her again. Her ass squeezed him tighter with every thrust, the unbearable fullness tipping her over the edge a second time. She came hard, crying out, her pussy dripping onto the sheets as her ass milked Andre’s cock.

“Fuck,” Andre snarled, his pace breaking as he slammed deep one last time. His cock throbbed, spilling hot and heavy inside her, filling her already messy hole with another thick load.

Andre eased out of Claire with a wet squelch, her gaping hole leaking heavily down her thighs. He gave her ass a final squeeze, then stood, reaching calmly for his clothes.

Marcus tugged on a silk robe, tying the belt loosely at his waist. He cast one last look over the wrecked pair of girls sprawled across the bed, a satisfied smirk curving his lips.

“Stay here,” he ordered simply, his tone leaving no room for argument.

The men left the room together, their deep voices low as they moved into the living space. Glasses clinked as Marcus poured them both a nightcap. They drank like old friends, chatting quietly, the faint hum of conversation drifting back through the open doorway. Soon, Andre would call a cab, leaving his friend’s loft for the night.

In the bedroom, Holly pressed gentle kisses to Claire’s trembling thighs, her tongue still lapping softly, cleaning the mess that leaked from her stretched hole. Claire whimpered, too sore to move, but her hand slid weakly to Holly’s hair, stroking in gratitude.

When Holly was done, she curled up beside her, pulling Claire close against her chest. Their bodies were sore, marked, still leaking, but together they clung in the quiet, their breaths steadying in the warmth of each other’s arms.

Aftercare, in the only way they had left.


Chapter Five — The Morning After

The early light spilled pale across the wide bed, washing over tangled sheets and the two young women curled together in the warmth. Holly stirred first, blinking awake, her body sore but humming with the memory of the night before. Beside her, Claire lay on her side, her breathing soft, lashes dark against her flushed cheeks.

Holly smiled faintly. She leaned close, kissing Claire’s temple, then whispered, “Come on. Time to wake him.”

Claire blinked, confused, until Holly guided her gaze toward Marcus. He lay sprawled on his back, the sheet pushed low across his hips. His cock was thick and swollen, rising proudly against his stomach, morning wood waiting to be claimed.

Holly nudged her. “Go on. He’ll like it.”

Claire swallowed, nerves and heat swirling together, but she slid down the bed. Tentatively, she wrapped her lips around the heavy crown and sucked gently. Marcus groaned low in his throat, his eyes still closed, but he didn’t stop her. He let her work him, her mouth stretching wider as she took more of him in, the taste musky and overwhelming.

At last, his eyes opened, dark and amused. He let her keep going for another few moments, enjoying the feel of her mouth, then he shifted suddenly. In one motion he rolled her onto her back, her legs splaying wide under his grip.

“Good girl,” he murmured, lining himself up. Then, without hesitation, he thrust deep into her slick pussy, burying himself balls-deep in one long stroke. Claire gasped, her nails biting into his shoulders as he began to fuck her, hard and steady.

Her moans filled the loft, her body tightening around him until she shattered, climaxing with a desperate cry. Marcus followed with a groan, his cock spilling inside her as he thrust once, twice more before pulling free.

He rose smoothly, padding into the bathroom for a shower.

On the bed, Holly slid down between Claire’s thighs. Her lips closed over her friend’s swollen folds, licking, slurping, sucking hungrily at the mess Marcus had left inside her. Claire sobbed, half in shame, half in pleasure, as Holly’s tongue worked her to another climax, her back arching off the sheets just as Marcus stepped back out of the bathroom, fresh and clean.

“Good girls,” he said simply, his tone warm but commanding. He dressed calmly, adjusting his cufflinks as he added, “Holly. Explain the rules.” Then he left them, the front door clicking shut behind him.

Holly turned to Claire, her expression soft but certain. “When we’re here, we’re naked. Always. Unless Marcus tells us otherwise.”

Claire nodded slowly, her eyes wide, her lips parted in awe.

The two girls rose together, their bodies sore but glistening, and padded into the shower. Hot water washed over them as they bathed each other gently, soft kisses and lingering touches blending care with obedience.

Afterward they padded barefoot into the kitchen, still naked, making coffee and sharing breakfast at the counter while the city woke beyond the windows.

Only when it was nearly time to leave for class did they dress again by the door, the ritual clear now. Clothes were for the world outside. Inside Marcus’s loft, they were his.


Chapter Six — The Private Club

Saturday night.

The girls had been in the bedroom for nearly an hour, the door closed, the sound of zips and giggles carrying faintly down the hall. Marcus and Andre sat in the living room, their jackets already laid across the back of the sofa, tumblers of whiskey in hand. They didn’t need to say much. The anticipation was enough.

Finally, the door opened.

Holly stepped out first. The gown clung to her like liquid light, a sheer shimmer that revealed almost everything. Her breasts pushed high against the plunging neckline, the fabric doing little to hide the curve of her nipples. The slit up her thigh was scandalously high, baring the long line of her toned legs. Every step made the material part just enough to hint at her smooth, bare sex beneath.

Behind her came Claire. Her dress was darker, emerald-green mesh that clung like a second skin, the cutouts baring the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts, even flashes of her stomach. The gown left no room for modesty, sheer panels showed the outline of her nipples, the fabric so fine it may as well have been nothing at all. Her rounder ass swayed as she walked, the fabric riding high, teasing the men with glimpses of bare flesh.

They paused together in the soft glow of the loft, standing tall and proud, knowing exactly how provocative they looked.

Marcus and Andre exchanged a glance, both men smiling slowly.

“Perfect,” Marcus said simply, his voice smooth, controlled. He gestured with his glass. “You’re ready.”

Claire’s pulse raced. She didn’t know exactly where they were going, Marcus and Andre never told them. The men only gave instructions on how to dress: daring, provocative, gowns that left almost nothing to the imagination. The rest was always a mystery.

It had become a ritual now, the girls whispering excited guesses to each other as they dressed, their imaginations running wild. A gallery opening? A rooftop bar? Another dinner in the West End? They were almost always wrong. The men’s world was bigger, stranger, and more secret than they could predict.

All they knew tonight was that the car was waiting, and that wherever Marcus and Andre were taking them, they would be on display.

Her body trembled, but when Holly reached for her hand, squeezing lightly, she forced herself to breathe.

The car was waiting outside, a sleek black Mercedes purring at the curb. The driver opened the rear door, and Marcus gestured for the girls to slide in first. Holly went with a sway of her hips, the shimmer of her gown catching the streetlight, while Claire followed, clutching the hem of her scandalous dress as she settled onto the leather seat.

The men climbed in last, their broad shoulders filling the space, the quiet thump of the doors shutting the city out.

As the car pulled away, the two girls pressed close to the windows, watching London roll by. The glass towers of the City glittered behind them, sharp steel and light stabbing at the night sky. Marcus’s world, money, control, dominance, was rooted there, in that district of power.

But tonight, the Mercedes slid further north. Away from the towers and trading floors, into narrower streets, darker corners where the city’s heartbeat felt rawer, closer to the bone.

Camden.

“This is where we started,” Marcus murmured, his voice rich, low, meant only for Andre.

Andre smiled faintly, remembering. “Home turf.”

The girls glanced at one another, curious but silent, their thighs brushing as the Mercedes turned down another hidden lane. Excitement buzzed low in their stomachs, nerves coiling tighter with every passing streetlamp.

When the car finally slowed, they saw nothing but an unmarked door, tucked between shuttered shops and graffitied brick.

The driver killed the engine.

Marcus straightened his cufflinks, his tone calm but absolute. “Out.”

The unmarked door opened with a soft click, and Marcus guided the girls forward.

They stepped into shadow first. The air was warm, perfumed faintly with cigars, whisky, and something darker, muskier. A low hum of conversation filled the space, masculine voices rolling like distant thunder.

Then the light shifted. Dim chandeliers cast a soft amber glow over velvet-draped walls and polished leather seating arranged in intimate clusters. Mahogany gleamed beneath the glow; the floor scattered with low tables where glasses of whiskey and brandy caught the light.

Men sat everywhere. Not crowded, not noisy, but deliberate. Well-dressed, older, their suits tailored, their eyes sharp. They spoke in low tones, but as Marcus and Andre entered with the girls, heads turned.

Claire felt it instantly. The weight of stares. The way conversations faltered, how eyes swept over her gown, over Holly’s, lingering on bare thighs, nipples visible through sheer fabric, the flash of curves half-hidden and half-bared.

Her chest tightened. Heat flushed her cheeks. This wasn’t like a restaurant or a bar. There were no women here besides them. They weren’t guests. They were on display.

Marcus’s hand settled on the small of her back, steady, guiding. Beside them, Andre did the same with Holly. Together the men led them deeper into the club, past leather booths where strangers’ eyes followed every step.

At the back, velvet curtains parted and a heavy door opened onto a more secluded space. Marcus guided the girls through first, Andre close behind.

This room was smaller, quieter, but no less intimidating. A low amber light spilled down from sconces on the walls, catching on polished wood and rich leather. In the centre stood a raised platform, no bigger than six feet square, a stage built for one purpose only: display.

Around it, the furniture was arranged in a deliberate circle. Two long leather sofas faced one another, flanked by four deep armchairs, all angled toward the platform. For now, the seats were empty, the silence thick.

Marcus and Andre stepped forward, taking possession of the two central armchairs as though they owned the place. The girls stood frozen near the platform, their gowns clinging scandalously under the amber glow, the sheer panels leaving little to imagination. Claire’s pulse thudded in her throat. Holly’s fingers brushed hers, a squeeze meant to steady.

Marcus and Andre pulled the young women onto their laps, settling them easily against their broad chests, the flimsy gowns riding higher with the shift.

A knock broke the silence. The door opened, and a waiter stepped inside, dressed in crisp black and white. He kept his eyes carefully down, his posture deferential.

“Drinks,” Marcus said simply.

The waiter nodded. “Of course, sir.” He moved to the side table and arranged a tray of crystal glasses and bottles, whiskey, brandy, champagne, the glow of amber and gold catching the light. Once the table was set, he withdrew quietly, leaving the four of them alone once more.

Marcus’s gaze dropped to Holly at his knee. “Kneel.”

She slipped off his lap instantly, sinking to the carpet by his armchair. Beside her, Claire followed suit at Andre’s feet, her cheeks flushed, the gown pooling around her thighs. Both men leaned back, satisfied with the symmetry.

The door opened again.

This time, the energy shifted.

One by one, four men entered. Black, tall, each over six feet, and fit, their presence filling the room with raw masculine weight. Their ages spanned decades: one in his thirties, broad-shouldered and sharp-eyed; another in his forties, sleek and confident; a third in his fifties, his bearing solid, experienced; and the last, in his early sixties, lean but strong, his gaze just as hungry as the rest.

They didn’t need introductions. These were Marcus and Andre’s most treasured clients — men whose loyalty and patronage had made them indispensable. Tonight was their gift, a rare thank you reserved for the very few.

The girls felt it immediately. The weight of four pairs of eyes locking on them, scanning every inch of exposed skin through the sheer gowns.

Marcus’s gaze swept over the two kneeling girls. His voice was smooth but commanding.

“Rise. Serve our guests.”

Holly moved first, standing gracefully and smoothing her gown down over her hips, though it did little to cover her. Claire followed, her cheeks already burning as she rose to her feet. Together, they crossed to the waiting men.

One by one, they paused before each client. Holly’s voice was soft, deferential. “What may I bring you, sir?” Claire echoed her, her tone trembling but polite, repeating the same question as they circled the room.

“Whiskey. Neat.”
“Brandy.”
“Champagne.”
“Bourbon. Two fingers.”

The answers came steady, deep voices full of expectation, their eyes lingering on the girls as much as the glasses they requested.

When the last man had spoken, Holly and Claire moved to the small side table. Their gowns shimmered under the low amber light as they poured, careful not to spill, bending slightly to reach the bottles, each movement deliberate and on display.

Glasses filled, they carried them back around the circle, serving each man in turn, bowing their heads as they presented the drinks with both hands.

The contrast was impossible to miss. Two young, beautiful white women, their gowns sheer, their bodies barely concealed, moving with deference, offering drinks like obedient hostesses. And seated before them, four tall, powerful black men, their gazes heavy with approval, the difference in age, race, and authority making the moment feel even more charged, even more illicit.

Every step, every bow of the head, underlined it. They weren’t just serving drinks. They were on display, a gift to be admired.

The men accepted them with faint nods and satisfied smiles, their gazes sliding down over bare shoulders, the curves of breasts visible through sheer fabric, the teasing sway of hips as the girls moved from one to the next.

As Claire leaned forward to serve the man in the armchair nearest the corner, the oldest of the group let his big hand drift higher along her bare thigh. His fingers curled possessively, cupping the round swell of her ass through the thin gown.

Claire froze, her breath catching, the glass trembling faintly in her hand. Her eyes darted to Andre, panic and shame flashing in her expression.

Andre held her gaze a moment, then gave the faintest nod. Permission.

The older man squeezed harder, testing her firmness, his deep voice cutting through the charged silence. “Nice meat,” he said, his eyes flicking to Andre with a grin. “Firm.”

Claire’s face burned, her pulse hammering, but she didn’t dare move away.

By the time they returned to the centre of the room, the stage loomed behind them, waiting.


Chapter Seven — The Stage

Marcus let the silence stretch, the girls still frozen in the centre of the room after serving the last of the drinks. Claire’s cheeks were flushed, Holly’s chest rose and fell quickly, both of them all too aware of the eyes on their bodies.

Then Marcus’s voice cut through, smooth and unyielding.

“Up there. The stage.”

The command left no room for hesitation.

Holly moved first, taking Claire’s hand and guiding her toward the small platform in the centre of the room. The soft give of the leather underfoot made it feel less like a floor, more like an arena. The circle of sofas and armchairs loomed around them, every seat filled now, every gaze heavy.

Marcus leaned back in his chair, glass in hand, watching as the two women shifted nervously in the amber light. His lips curved faintly.

“Undress,” he said.

The words hit like a lash.

Holly slipped her hands to the straps of her gown, sliding the sheer fabric down slowly, letting it spill from her shoulders, exposing her breasts before pushing it down over her hips. The gown pooled at her feet, leaving her bare, proud, on display.

Claire hesitated, heat rushing to her face, but under the combined weight of Marcus’s stare and Andre’s steady gaze, she mirrored Holly, peeling her gown away until it too puddled on the platform.

Two young white women, naked now, framed in the soft light, their perfect bodies displayed for the four black men seated around them.

Marcus sipped his whiskey, then set the glass down.

“Now make love,” he said, his tone calm, deliberate. “Show us what you show each other in my bed. Kiss. Touch. Fondle the way you enjoy when you think I’m watching.”

Holly smiled faintly and reached for Claire, her fingers brushing the curve of her hip. Claire trembled but leaned in, their mouths meeting in a tentative kiss that deepened quickly, tongues tangling as the room filled with the sound of their soft moans. Holly’s hands slid higher, cupping Claire’s heavy breasts, squeezing, teasing her nipples to hardness under the men’s hungry stares.

The room was silent but for the faint clink of ice in a glass. Four men watched, their eyes locked on the platform, their expressions unreadable. The weight of their gaze was heavier than words.

Holly deepened the kiss, pressing Claire back a step, her hands sliding over soft curves, squeezing breasts, stroking the lines of her waist. Claire responded hesitantly at first, then with growing heat, her hands coming up to cup Holly’s face, their mouths working hungrily together.

When Holly broke the kiss, she trailed her lips along Claire’s jaw, down her throat, nipping lightly before pulling back. With a gentle push, she guided Claire down onto the platform. Claire’s back touched the leather, her chest rising and falling as Holly coaxed her thighs open, spreading her to the stares around them.

The men said nothing. The silence was suffocating, thick with expectation.

Holly lowered herself slowly, settling between Claire’s legs. She kissed her way up the inner thigh, deliberate, lingering, until her mouth pressed against the glistening folds. A soft moan escaped Claire’s lips, high and trembling, as Holly’s tongue slid over her clit, then down, licking into the slick heat of her pussy.

Claire’s head rolled back, her hands clutching at the leather beneath her, legs parting wider as Holly’s tongue worked her, licking, slurping, teasing her hole until she was gasping for breath.

The humiliation burned hotter than the pleasure. Claire could feel the weight of the men’s eyes on her bare, spread pussy, every flick of Holly’s tongue watched and judged. Her cheeks blazed, the shame twisting with the sharp edge of arousal until she could hardly tell them apart.

For Holly, it was different. She had learned to revel in it, in being displayed, in knowing her body was being consumed by their gaze. Every lick she gave Claire’s folds was not only to pleasure her but to feed the show, to put her submission and skill on display. Exhibitionism no longer shamed her, it thrilled her. She felt powerful in her obedience, beautiful in her exposure, and the more they watched, the wetter she became.

Side by side, the two girls writhed under the men’s silent stares, one trembling with humiliation, the other glowing with shameless desire.

Then, with a fluid movement, Holly shifted, swinging one toned thigh over Claire’s chest, her body straddling her friend’s face. She lowered herself, presenting her glistening slit to Claire.

For a heartbeat Claire froze, staring up at Holly’s perfect little pussy just above her lips. Then, urged on by Holly’s moan and the silent stares of the men, she leaned up and pressed her tongue into the wet folds.

The room shifted with energy, though still silent, just the sound of wet mouths, muffled moans, the obscene slurp of tongue against pussy.

On one side of the circle, the men had a perfect view of Claire’s mouth buried between Holly’s thighs, her tongue working eagerly, flicking at her clit before pushing deeper into her wet hole. Claire’s moans vibrated into Holly’s pussy, making her hips grind down harder against her friend’s face.

On the other side, the men watched Holly’s dark hair move between Claire’s spread thighs. Her tongue licked and slurped along the slick folds, circling her clit before spearing inside, tasting everything as Claire writhed, thighs trembling, pussy dripping.

Still the men sat in silence, drinking slowly, savouring the private show.

Holly’s hips rocked harder, grinding down against Claire’s mouth as her own tongue worked faster between her thighs. The obscene sounds of licking and wetness echoed in the hush, every gasp and muffled moan amplified by the silence of the men.

Claire’s legs trembled, her back arching as Holly’s tongue circled her clit, relentless. She whimpered into Holly’s pussy, her own tongue working desperately, her humiliation burning hotter as the orgasm built despite herself.

Holly moaned low, the vibrations sending Claire spiralling. Their bodies shook together, the climax tearing through them in waves, muffled cries, thighs clenching, hips jerking, two girls locked in mutual release under the steady gaze of their audience.

At last, they sagged against each other, still trembling, panting hard, their mouths slick, their thighs glistening. Their bodies were a picture of ruin and beauty: Holly sprawled across Claire’s chest, her firm 34C breasts pressed to the other girl’s softer curves, her narrow waist and toned thighs glistening under the dim amber light. Claire lay beneath her, fuller, rounder, her heavy breasts rising and falling with each shuddering breath, her stomach taut, her hips wide, her thighs spread shamelessly apart.

Together they lay entwined on the leather platform, flushed and glistening, every inch of their perfect young bodies on display for the men watching in silence.

The silence broke.

Leather creaked. Belts unbuckled.

The men began to undress. Not rushed, not messy, deliberate. Jackets folded over the backs of chairs. Shirts shrugged off, revealing dark skin stretched over hard muscle. Trousers opened, pulled down, discarded.

Two men stood at one end of the room, their cocks thick, heavy, already hard. The other two mirrored them at the opposite side, stripped bare, watching with hungry eyes.

Marcus and Andre remained in their armchairs, glasses in hand, calm and still, like kings overseeing a private ritual.

“Good,” Marcus murmured, his gaze locked on the girls sprawled together on the stage. “Now they’re ready.”


Chapter Eight — The Presentation

The silence stretched, thick with the heat of what had just passed. Holly and Claire lay entwined on the stage, still trembling, still glistening, their flushed young bodies gleaming under the amber lights.

Marcus set down his glass with a soft clink. His voice cut through the hush, smooth and absolute.

“Up. Present yourselves.”

The command jolted them both. Holly moved first, rising gracefully to her feet, then reached down to pull Claire up with her. Their legs still shook, their thighs still wet, but they obeyed without hesitation.

Marcus gestured with his hand, dividing the room. “Holly, there. Claire, there.”

The girls descended from the platform, their bare feet whispering against the polished floor. Holly crossed to one end of the room, where two men stood waiting, tall, broad, already stripped and hard. Claire moved to the opposite end, where the other two waited, their cocks thick, their gazes heavy.

Together, the girls sank to their knees before them.

They arched their backs, shoulders pulled down, pushing their breasts forward proudly, shamelessly. Their mouths opened in unison; tongues extended in silent offering.

Two young white women, naked, glistening, perfect, knelt as gifts, their obedience complete.

Marcus leaned back in his chair, satisfied. “Good. Now they’re yours.”

The men didn’t hesitate.

One step forward, four heavy cocks swung toward the waiting mouths. Their size and thickness cast shadows in the low light, dark and swollen, glistening at the crown.

Holly leaned in first, her tongue sliding along the length of one shaft before her lips stretched wide around the blunt head. She moaned low in her throat, the sound vibrating as she sucked, her hand wrapping around the base of his cock while her other hand came up to stroke the second man beside him. A moment later his cock too pressed forward, nudging against her cheek until she turned, opening wider, taking both in turn, lips slick, tongue working eagerly.

Across the room, Claire trembled but obeyed, her full breasts rising and falling as she leaned forward. The first man gripped her hair, guiding her head onto his cock, his length pushing deep into her mouth, making her gag softly. She choked, eyes watering, but her tongue worked frantically, eager to please. The second man rested his heavy shaft against her lips until she tilted her head and wrapped her mouth around him too, drool spilling down her chin as both men fed themselves to her.

The room filled with the sound of wet mouths, low grunts, muffled gags.

Holly and Claire mirrored each other, two beautiful young women on their knees, backs arched, breasts bouncing as their mouths were used in unison. Their tongues slathered spit across thick black shafts, their lips stretched around veined lengths, the obscene rhythm of sucking and choking echoing in the quiet chamber.

Marcus and Andre watched from their armchairs, glasses in hand, calm, collected, their eyes gleaming with approval.

The men’s hunger grew fast. It wasn’t enough to use their mouths.

Rough hands grabbed hair, tugging heads back, then shoved them forward again. Cocks pumped into their throats, making both girls gag and splutter, drool dripping to the floor. But then came the next order, not spoken, just acted.

One by one, the men pulled them forward, forcing them onto their hands and knees.

Holly gasped as her cheek hit the platform, her ass swaying high. Claire mirrored her on the far side of the room, thighs trembling, breasts hanging heavy as she steadied herself.

The first men lined up behind them, cocks pressed thick and hot against slick folds. At the same time, the men they had just been sucking stepped in front, guiding their mouths back onto their shafts.

Spit-roasted.

Holly moaned around the cock filling her throat as another thrust deep into her pussy from behind, her body jerking between them. Claire’s cries were muffled too, her ass driving back into one man’s cock even as another shoved deeper into her mouth.

The chamber filled with the slap of hips against round asses, the wet sound of cocks sliding into soaked pussies, and the obscene rhythm of gagged sucking.

And then the rotation began.

The men switched, one by one, moving with ruthless precision. Cocks slipped from mouths and holes, replaced instantly by another, each girl given no chance to rest, no moment to breathe before she was filled again.

Holly whimpered as the third cock of the night spread her sloppy wet pussy, thicker even than the last, her back arching, breasts bouncing as she was taken. Claire sobbed as her fourth drove into her, her body stretched and dripping, the full knowledge sinking in: they were being shared, offered completely, every hole claimed in turn.

By the end of the rotation, each girl had felt all four men deep in her pussy, four thick cocks, one after the other, leaving them gaping, leaking, their thighs slick with spend and spit.

Still, Marcus and Andre watched, silent, composed, glasses in hand like kings at a private feast.

The men were far from finished.

One of them grunted, pulling free of Holly’s dripping pussy and slapping his cock against her ass. “I want this hole.”

It wasn’t a question.

Rough hands spread her cheeks wide. The blunt crown pressed against her tight star, still raw from Marcus and Andre’s training but never taken this relentlessly. Holly whimpered, her nails digging into the platform, but the man shoved forward, stretching her open, driving deep until his balls slapped against her.

Across the room, Claire’s fate matched hers. Another man pinned her hips, his cock breaching her ass with one brutal thrust. She screamed, her body jerking, but he held her down, fucking her hard, her rounder ass quivering under each slap of his hips.

The rotation began again. While tow men fucked the girls tight little arses, the other two used their mouths.

Each man took his turn in each girl’s ass, four cocks forcing them wide, pounding them until their voices were raw, their holes gaping, leaking, messy from the use. They were passed back and forth without pause, stretched to the limit, made to take every inch.

And when two men claimed their asses, the other two were never idle. They grabbed the girls’ hair, forcing their mouths open, shoving thick cocks between their lips. Holly gagged on the taste of Claire’s ass still smeared across one shaft, Claire choking in turn on the mess from Holly’s gaping hole. The humiliation was complete, the flavour of their own degradation shoved down their throats as their asses were split wide.

By the time the last man pulled free, their asses gaped open, glistening, dripping.

But the men wanted more.

Two of them lay back side by side on the platform, their cocks thick and waiting, angled upright like stakes. The girls were hauled up, guided over them, each straddling a lap.

Holly squatted down first, moaning as one thick black cock slid deep into her stretched pussy. Claire followed, gasping as she sank down onto another, her walls clutching at the heavy girth.

“Now.”

The two remaining men stepped forward, positioning themselves behind. Hands grabbed hips, spread asses, and then two more thick cocks pressed forward. With ruthless thrusts, they breached the girls’ asses, burying themselves balls-deep until each girl was impaled twice over.

Double-stuffed.

Holly screamed, her body shaking as both holes were filled, stretched obscenely, the two men grunting above her. Claire sobbed, her face twisted in ecstasy and shame as she took both cocks, her body pinned between them, completely claimed.

The platform shook with the force of it, four men driving into two girls, the air thick with sweat, the slap of flesh, the groans of men and the cries of used women.

From their chairs, Marcus and Andre watched like patrons at a show, glasses in hand, their property on display, shared, broken, enjoyed.

The platform shook under the weight of it, the girls straddling two prone men, each impaled on cocks that thrust upward from below. Holly’s thighs trembled as she sank down on one thick shaft, her pussy stretched wide, every upward buck of his hips driving her deeper. Behind her, another man held her ass cheeks apart and forced his cock into her tight little chute, burying himself until she screamed, her body stuffed full, pinned between them.

Beside her, Claire was the same, straddling a man flat on his back, her pussy swallowing his cock as his hips pumped up into her. Another man gripped her hips from behind, stretching her ass with brutal thrusts, splitting her wide, driving her forward onto the cock inside her pussy.

Their voices broke into cries and sobs, Holly’s moans mingling with Claire’s screams, both of them completely used, their holes filled, their bodies impaled by thick cocks from both ends.

It built until they couldn’t hold back.

Holly came first. Her whole body jerked violently, thighs quivering as her pussy clenched tight around the cock buried in it. The orgasm tore through her, wetness gushing down her thighs, dripping over the man’s balls as he grunted in approval. Claire followed seconds later, her back arching, nails clawing the slick platform as her pussy spasmed around another thick cock, milking him while her ass was still split wide by a second.

Their twin orgasms only drove the men harder.

One by one, they claimed their prize.

The men inside their pussies came first, slamming deep, groaning as hot seed flooded them, spilling into wombs already dripping. Thick cum leaked instantly, running down over the cock and balls of the men themselves.

Then the men buried in their asses groaned louder still. They slammed in balls-deep, holding tight as they emptied themselves into the gaping holes, filling bowels with hot, heavy spend. Claire screamed as her stomach twisted with the sensation of being pumped full; Holly moaned helplessly as her ass clenched around the cock pulsing inside her.

At last, the thrusts slowed. The men behind Holly and Claire groaned, burying themselves balls-deep one final time before pulling free. Their hands gripped the girls’ round cheeks, spreading them wide to show off the lewd sight of their gaping rear holes. Thick streams of spunk spilled out at once, dripping messily down over their thighs, and onto the cocks, balls, and groins of the men still buried beneath them.

“Up,” Marcus ordered, his voice low, commanding.

The girls whimpered but obeyed. They lifted themselves off the men lying prone, their soaked pussies clenching as the thick shafts slipped free. More cum flooded out, gushing down to coat the men’s cocks, balls, and stomachs until they were drenched in the mess of their own spend mixed with the girls’ wetness.

Marcus’s gaze sharpened, satisfied. He let the moment hang, then gave the next command.

“Clean them.”

On shaky legs, Holly and Claire bent forward, mouths opening eagerly, tongues stretching out. They licked and slurped at softening cocks, sticky balls, and wet groins, swallowing every drop, their faces smeared, their humiliation complete under the watchful eyes of Marcus, Andre, and the satisfied clients.

Around them, the other two men stood satisfied, sweat gleaming on muscled bodies. They reached for their glasses, reclaiming the drinks the girls had served, sipping slowly as though nothing more than business had passed.

Marcus and Andre remained in their chairs, calm, composed, watching their property sprawled naked, dripping, utterly used before their clients.

A perfect thank you.


Chapter Nine — The Cleanup

The men reclined back into the leather, their breathing slowing, satisfied. The room smelled of sweat, cum, and sex, heavy and lingering.

Andre finally leaned forward, setting his glass down with a quiet clink. His voice was calm but brooked no hesitation.

“Now clean each other.”

The command landed sharp.

Holly and Claire turned toward one another, both of them still trembling, their bodies streaked and dripping. Their eyes met, wide, glassy, but neither dared pause. Holly leaned first, her tongue dragging up Claire’s inner thigh, lapping at the sticky streams that had run down her skin. Claire whimpered, then answered in kind, licking slowly up the inside of Holly’s leg, cleaning her of the mess.

Soon their mouths were everywhere, on pussies swollen and raw, on asses gaping and dripping, on thighs, stomachs, even bellies streaked with drying spend. They licked and slurped at each other, swapping the taste of their own filth, their tongues darting deep into gaping holes to clean them from within.

Around them, the four clients rose. Their clothes were pulled back on with quiet efficiency, trousers, shirts, jackets, each man settling his cuffs or tie with the practiced ease of one leaving a meeting rather than a debauch.

Crystal glasses clinked softly. A toast was raised.

“To Marcus. To Andre. And to these two beautiful young white women.”

They drank deep, satisfied smiles curving their lips. Each man clapped Marcus or Andre on the shoulder in turn, murmuring their thanks for such a gift, such an unforgettable use.

On the stage, Holly and Claire licked and moaned, cleaning one another, their humiliation absolute.

The heavy door shut behind the last of the clients, their voices fading into the dim corridor. Silence hung for a moment in the private room, broken only by the girls’ ragged breathing and the faint hum of the city beyond the walls.

Marcus’s gaze dropped to them, still slick and trembling on the stage. His voice was low, absolute.

“Kneel.”

Holly and Claire obeyed instantly, shuffling forward on shaky legs until they were at the edge of the platform, bare knees pressing into the leather. Their heads bowed, hair damp and tangled, breasts heaving as they waited.

Andre and Marcus stood, stripping off their jackets with unhurried movements. Their hands moved to their waists, freeing the long, thick shafts that were already hard again. The sight alone made Claire’s lips part in awe, Holly’s thighs clench with aching need.

“Open,” Marcus ordered.

Both girls tilted their faces up, mouths wide, tongues extended. Marcus gripped Holly’s hair, guiding her lips around his crown as Andre did the same with Claire. Soon the room was filled with the wet sound of sucking, slurping, two pairs of lips working, tongues swirling, spit dripping down over veined lengths.

Marcus groaned, thrusting deeper into Holly’s throat until her eyes watered. Beside him, Andre held Claire’s head steady, his cock sliding between her lips, slick with her spit as she gagged and moaned.

The men watched each other over the bowed heads of the girls, grins spreading across their faces.

Moments later, Marcus’s hips bucked. His cock pulsed, hot streams spilling into Holly’s mouth, flooding her tongue until it leaked out over her lips, dripping down her chin. At the same time, Andre roared his release into Claire, his cum thick and heavy, filling her mouth until it spilled from the corners, streaking her throat.

Both girls knelt obediently, faces messy, cum dripping down their chins, their lips and tongues still working to clean every drop from the thick shafts that had just used them.

Marcus released Holly’s hair, his cock softening as she licked the last drops from his crown. Beside him, Andre withdrew with a satisfied grunt, watching Claire’s tongue chase the thick trails spilling down her chin.

“Good girls,” Marcus said at last, his voice steady, commanding, warm with satisfaction. “Obedient. Exactly how I want you.”

The praise struck hot and sharp, a mix of pride and shame that made both Holly and Claire tremble.

Marcus tucked himself back into his trousers with a practiced calm, Andre doing the same. Then Marcus’s gaze sharpened again, cutting through the heavy air.

“Get dressed.”

The order landed with finality.

Neither girl moved to clean herself. Their mouths and chins were still slick with cum, their breasts streaked, thighs glistening, their holes still leaking down their legs. They pulled their daring gowns back over their sticky skin, the sheer fabric clinging to the mess, exposing even more.

Marcus’s lips curved faintly as he watched them obey. They were still his display pieces, even ruined and dripping. Especially then.

“Perfect,” he murmured, satisfied. “Now, we’ll go home.”

Both girls glancing at each other, dressed but filthy, used and praised, following Marcus and Andre out of the private room.


Epilogue — Claimed

Morning light spilled through the blinds of Marcus’s loft. Holly stirred first, her bare skin warm against the sheets. Beside her, Marcus slept deeply, one arm thrown across his chest.

Her eyes dropped to the heavy bulge beneath the covers, already hard. Smiling faintly, she slid down the bed and wrapped her lips around the thick crown of his cock, her tongue swirling as she took him deeper. His groan rumbled in his sleep, his hips shifting.

A moment later his hand tangled in her hair, pulling her up. Without a word, Marcus rolled her onto her back, spreading her thighs wide. He thrust into her in one long stroke, her gasp muffled by his kiss. Their bodies moved together, his weight pinning her down, his cock filling her until both shuddered into climax, breathless and spent.

He showered quickly afterward, the steam clouding the bathroom. Emerging, he dressed in his usual precision, leaning down to kiss her forehead before leaving with a clipped, “Good girl.”

Holly showered next, rinsing the sweat from her skin. She didn’t bother dressing. Naked, glowing, she padded into the kitchen, knowing the blocks opposite could see her clearly through the vast windows. She made her coffee and breakfast in full view, a display that no longer shamed her, but thrilled her.



Across the city, in another block, Claire stirred awake in Andre’s bed. The same warmth, the same presence at her side. Andre slept heavily, his chest rising slow and steady.

She slipped down, lips closing around his thick cock, sucking gently until he groaned awake. His hand pushed her back onto the mattress, and then he was inside her, his thrusts deep, powerful, claiming her with the same inevitability Marcus claimed Holly.

When he was finished, Andre showered, kissed her cheek, and left for the day.

Claire showered after him, and like Holly, walked naked into the kitchen. The tall windows reflected her pale curves, her full breasts, her round ass, all on display to anyone in the opposite block. She made her coffee with a smile, her body still aching from the night before, already knowing she belonged here.

Two girls. Two men. Two lives now fully entwined.



Later that week, Holly and Claire sat together at a small café near campus, coffees steaming between them, laughter bubbling easily.

Ryan appeared suddenly at the table, hands shoved into his pockets, looking awkward. He glanced at Claire first, then at Holly, his expression tight.

“Where have you been?” he asked, trying for casual. “Haven’t seen you for… what, three weeks?”

Claire’s lips curved, her voice laced with sarcasm. “Oh, I thought you’d be with your mates, watching football. As for me….” she paused, leaning back in her chair, eyes glittering “….I’ve been a bit busy.”

Holly snorted first, then both girls dissolved into helpless laughter, nearly falling from their chairs. Ryan’s face fell, his mouth tightening before he turned and walked away, shoulders slumped.

The girls only laughed harder, the sound carrying, bright and sharp, a perfect little victory.


Book Four Teaser

Holly and Claire thought they had already been pushed as far as they could go. But Marcus and Andre have bigger plans.

Next time, the girls won’t just be displayed in private. They’ll be shown off more boldly, their bodies revealed to more eyes, their holes used by more cocks. Marcus will take them deeper into his world, the exclusive clubs, the private gatherings, the places where men of power expect to be entertained.

Holly, now revelling in her exhibitionism, will be tested as Marcus pushes her to the limits of what she’ll endure, her body opened to more men at once. Claire, still burning with shame and curiosity, will discover how far she can fall, and how much she secretly craves it.

This won’t just be surrender. This will be surrender on display. And once they’ve been tasted by Marcus and Andre’s circle, there will be no going back.

?? Dark, filthy, interracial, and explicit: Book Four takes the girls from private toys to public playthings. Are you ready to watch them be shared even wider?
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