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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 — Monday Morning

The alarm hadn’t gone off yet, but Holly was already awake. The sheets smelled of Marcus, rich and masculine, and his heavy arm draped across her waist made her feel owned in a way that still thrilled her.

She shifted carefully, sliding lower beneath the duvet until she was level with him. He was hard already, he always seemed to wake that way. She bit her lip, then leaned forward, taking the thick head of his cock into her mouth.

Marcus stirred, groaning low in his chest. His hand found her hair as she worked him deeper, her tongue swirling around the swollen crown. By the time his eyes opened, she was sucking him steadily, her cheeks hollowing.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough from sleep.

In one fluid motion, he rolled her onto her back, his cock slick with her spit. He spread her thighs wide, pinning her open, and guided himself against her. The bulbous head of his big black cock slid up and down her slick folds, smearing her wetness, nudging her clit until she whimpered beneath him.

Then, with a low groan, Marcus pressed forward. One long, steady thrust, stretching her inch by inch until he was buried balls-deep inside her. Holly gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as he filled her completely, his morning weight pressing her hard into the mattress.

He kissed her throat, her jaw, his thrusts driving deeper, harder, until Holly’s moans turned into desperate cries. Her back arched, her nails raked his shoulders, and her tight little pussy clenched around his thick cock as her orgasm hit, spasming in hot, pulsing waves.

Marcus groaned against her ear, the sudden squeeze of her climax dragging him over the edge. He slammed deep one last time, burying himself fully as his cock throbbed, spilling inside her, filling her hot and heavy.

For a moment he stayed there, locked deep, groaning softly as her body milked him, before finally pulling free and swinging his legs over the side of the bed. “Stay,” he told her, voice firm, as he padded to the bathroom.

Holly lay in the sheets, cum trickling down her thighs, her body still trembling from his use. She rose only after she heard the shower running.

Naked, she stood before the mirror, her reflection flushed and glowing. Her full breasts were marked with faint bruises where Marcus’s hands had gripped her. Her stomach was taut, her hips curved, her ass round and high, her thighs still trembling from the stretch of him. She touched her lips, swollen from sucking him awake, and smiled faintly.

She walked out into the open-plan apartment, still naked, sunlight spilling across the wide floorboards. She didn’t bother to cover herself as she crossed the living room to the kitchen, fully aware that the windows looked out onto the block opposite. Anyone glancing across now would see her, breasts swaying, pussy still wet, cum glistening on her inner thighs.

The thought made her cheeks warm. But Marcus had given her confidence she never thought she’d have. To be seen. To be admired. To be his.

She started the coffee machine, the hum filling the silence, and stood there naked, smiling, her body on display.

It was only Monday morning. And Holly knew this week would take her further still.

Marcus came into the kitchen dressed, crisp shirt tucked into tailored trousers, belt fastened, watch gleaming on his wrist. Holly was still naked, leaning against the counter as the coffee machine hissed.

He stepped behind her and smacked her round ass, playful but hard enough to make her squeal. The sound cracked through the loft, and Holly flushed, biting her lip.

Marcus took the mug from her hand, sipping once before turning to her. “Babe, I’ve got work this morning. Big meeting.” His eyes roamed over her bare skin, lingering on her breasts, her hips, the wet shine still glistening on her thighs. “I’ll see you later. I want you exactly like this when I get home. Naked. Ready for me.”

He kissed her, slow and claiming, then took another sip of his hot coffee and headed for the door.

Holly stood there, cheeks pink, heart racing, still naked in the flash, contemporary kitchen. The sunlight spilled across the marble counters and steel appliances as she padded to the fridge, humming softly, making her breakfast, bare, unashamed, moving through Marcus’s world as though she truly belonged there.


Chapter One — Her First Anal

Holly let herself into Marcus’s loft, the familiar click of the door lock sparking a thrill low in her belly. His world smelled different to hers, leather, cologne, money. She knew he would be back in an hour or two, maybe less, and he expected her to be exactly how he liked her: naked and ready.

She carried her bag into the bedroom, set it down, and began undressing piece by piece. Her blouse, her skirt, her bra, her panties, all dropped to the floor until she stood bare, flushed from the day, already tingling with anticipation.

The shower was hot, steam billowing around her, water cascading down her skin. She soaped herself slowly, her fingers lingering between her thighs as she thought of Marcus, of the way he always claimed her body like it was his to use. She rinsed quickly before she lost herself, then stepped out, wrapping a towel briefly around her shoulders.

In the bedroom, she stopped before the full-length mirror. She wiped the steam away with her palm and stared at her reflection.

Her breasts were full, high, and firm, 34Cs tipped with tight pink nipples. Her stomach was flat, tapering into the curve of her hips. She turned, her eyes falling to the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass, high and proud, firm from years of sports and walking everywhere as a student. Her long legs stretched lean and toned, calves tight, thighs smooth.

She tilted her head, biting her lip, and wondered again how Marcus saw her. Did he see the nervous, naïve girl she used to be? Or only what he had made her, a woman who stripped naked in his apartment without hesitation, ready to be whatever he wanted?

Her pulse quickened at the thought. Marcus never asked. He told. He decided. And tonight, she suspected, he would take her somewhere new.



She had settled on one of Marcus’s big leather sofas, stretched out naked, the television flickering with some rubbish reality show she wasn’t even watching. Her phone buzzed idly in her hand as she doom-scrolled, but her mind was elsewhere.

Of course she was naked. Marcus expected it, and the thought of disobeying him never crossed her mind. She belonged to him now, and being bare in his home felt as natural as breathing.

The sound of a key in the lock made her pulse quicken. She sat up straighter, setting the phone aside just as the front door clicked open.

Marcus stepped inside, his frame filling the doorway, his presence changing the air in an instant. He removed his coat, loosened his tie, and glanced toward the living room. His eyes swept over her body in one deliberate pass, from her bare breasts to her parted thighs, and his mouth curved into a slow smile.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice low, assured.

Perfect, H — that’s a great way to show Marcus’s quiet dominance in the everyday, before he escalates to the more explicit. It keeps the pacing just right: domestic task, obedience, his enjoyment of her nakedness. Here’s the continuation of 

Marcus loosened his tie and dropped his keys onto the side table. He leaned against the arm of the sofa; his eyes fixed on her.

“It’s been a long day, baby-girl,” he said, his voice calm, assured. “Make me a nice hot cup of tea.”

“Yes, Marcus,” Holly replied instantly, springing up from the leather cushions. She padded across the open-plan apartment, utterly bare, her breasts swaying lightly with each step, the curve of her ass shifting as she walked.

Marcus sank into his armchair, stretching out, and watched her. He loved watching the way she moved when she was naked, the grace she hadn’t known she had, the natural confidence he had drawn out of her. She busied herself at the counter, filling the kettle, setting it to boil, arranging a cup and saucer, milk, sugar, a teabag. Every little movement made her body ripple, her skin glowing under the loft’s warm lighting.

She glanced back once, catching his gaze, cheeks flushing pink, but he only smiled slowly and gestured for her to continue.

For Marcus, this was perfection: his woman, naked in his kitchen, serving him. For Holly, it was thrilling and humiliating all at once, but she obeyed without question.

The kettle clicked off. Holly poured the steaming water into the cup, added milk and sugar just the way Marcus liked it, and placed the saucer carefully in her hands. Her bare skin tingled with heat from the porcelain as she padded back into the living room.

Marcus leaned back in the armchair, his gaze steady on her. “Kneel,” he said simply.

Holly lowered herself to the floor, resting on her knees between his spread legs. She set the saucer on the low table beside him, lifted the cup carefully, and held it up with both hands, her eyes lowered.

“Good girl,” Marcus murmured, taking the tea from her. He sipped, his eyes never leaving hers. “You serve me well.”

Her cheeks burned with pride and humiliation all at once. She was naked on the floor, offering him tea like a servant, and she loved the way it made him look at her.

He set the cup back on the saucer, then placed his large hand on her head, stroking through her hair. “Now,” he said quietly, “it’s time for something more.”

He rose, towering over her, and tugged her gently to her feet. Without another word, he guided her toward the bedroom, his hand firm at the small of her back.

Holly’s stomach fluttered as she lay down on the bed, knowing this night was going to be different.

Marcus drained the last of his tea, then set the cup down on the saucer with a soft clink. Holly remained kneeling between his legs, head slightly bowed, waiting.

“Good girl,” he murmured, brushing his hand over her hair. Then, with sudden strength, he rose, gripping her waist and hauling her up.

Holly gave a little gasp as he shifted her easily, throwing her over his shoulder in a fireman’s lift. Her long legs dangled down, her round, firm ass on full display. He turned deliberately toward the huge window, the city glowing outside. Anyone in the block opposite who happened to look up would see her, naked, helpless, her perfect ass swaying over Marcus’s shoulder.

Her cheeks burned hot with shame, but her pussy clenched at the thought.

Marcus smirked, satisfied, and turned away, carrying her down the hallway. In the bedroom, he lowered her gently onto the bed, her hair spilling across the sheets.

He straightened and began to undress. Piece by piece, shirt, belt, trousers, each folded neatly and placed on the chair in the corner. Holly lay still, watching, her breath quickening.

For an older man, he was in incredible shape: broad shoulders, thick chest, abs still taut, every line of him radiating strength. And between his thighs, his cock hung thick and heavy, half-erect but already impressive, the sight of it making Holly’s stomach twist with anticipation.

Marcus stepped closer, his hand closing around her ankles. He dragged her down the bed until her ass hung just at the edge, then lifted her legs, pushing them up and out, stretching her wide, baring her completely to him.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his eyes locked on her. Then he knelt between her thighs and lowered his mouth to her slick folds, his tongue stroking slowly over her clit, teasing, tasting, making her gasp and shudder.

Marcus’s tongue flicked across her clit, slow at first, teasing, then firmer, drawing little gasps from her lips. He traced lower, lapping at her folds, then back up, sucking her swollen nub between his lips until she moaned aloud.

Her thighs trembled in his grip, his broad hands holding her open, keeping her spread as if she were nothing more than a feast to be devoured. Holly buried her hands in the sheets, arching her back, her chest heaving as he licked deeper, pressing his tongue into her wet heat before circling back to her clit.

“Oh God, Marcus…” she gasped, her voice shaking.

He glanced up briefly, his eyes dark with hunger, his mouth glistening. “Don’t hold back, baby-girl. I want you screaming.”

He went harder, tongue working in quick, precise strokes, one hand sliding from her thigh to press against her stomach, holding her down when her hips bucked up. Holly cried out, her moans rising higher, her body trembling violently as she teetered on the edge.

Then, without warning, Marcus pushed two thick fingers into her slick pussy. Holly gasped, the sudden fullness making her clutch at the sheets. He curled them up inside her, stroking that spot deep within, pushing her closer, driving her higher.

And then his thumb pressed lower, firm against her tight little puckered star.

“Marcus!” she gasped, her eyes flying wide. The illicit touch sent a bolt through her like an electric shock, her whole body jolting, her orgasm teetering on the brink.

The pressure there, his fingers stroking deep inside, his tongue still circling her clit it was too much. Holly writhed beneath him, half-panicked, half-desperate, her moans breaking into helpless cries as she felt herself about to fall apart completely.

And then Marcus pushed harder. His slick thumb breached her tight little chute, sliding into her ass.

Holly gasped, her eyes flying open, the shock of the intrusion mixing with the relentless pleasure everywhere else. The forbidden pressure sent her tumbling, her body arched off the bed, her pussy clamping down around his fingers as a violent orgasm tore through her.

She screamed his name, thighs trembling, her whole body convulsing as wave after wave crashed over her. The illicit fullness of his thumb buried in her ass only intensified it, every pulse and spasm dragging her higher until she was left shaking, sobbing, spent.

Marcus pulled back slowly, kissing the inside of her thigh, his voice low and satisfied. “Good girl. You, see? You’re already mine here.”

Her cries ebbed into ragged moans as the climax began to ease, but Marcus didn’t let her rest. His fingers stayed buried deep inside her pussy, curling and stroking. His mouth locked back on her clit, sucking hard, tongue flicking with merciless precision.

And all the while, his thumb pressed deeper into her ass, twisting, circling, stretching her tight hole wider with each movement.

“Marcus….ahhh!” Holly’s voice cracked as her body jolted violently, fresh sparks exploding inside her. The combination was unbearable, overwhelming, her pussy spasming around his fingers, her clit raw under his tongue, her ass stretched in ways she had never imagined.

Her body shook, her thighs trembling uncontrollably, her hands clawing at the sheets. The sensations layered and folded over one another until she was lost in them, her hips grinding helplessly against his face, begging for more without words.

Every nerve screamed, every muscle quivered, and Holly realised she was being remade by him, reshaped to take him everywhere he wanted.

Marcus pulled away at last, slipping his fingers from her pussy and easing his thumb from her ass. Holly whimpered, both holes fluttering, left empty and slightly gaping, the rush of cool air across her slick, open flesh making her shiver.

He took hold of her trembling legs and rolled her onto her stomach. Holly buried her face in the sheets, heart racing, as Marcus settled himself between her thighs.

Reaching unseen to the bedside table, his hand closed around a small tube of lube he had placed there earlier.

He spread his big palms across her ass, squeezing once, then pulling her cheeks wide to expose the tight little star of her rear hole. It winked back at him, raw from his thumb, slick and vulnerable.

“Perfect,” Marcus murmured.

Holly whimpered into the pillow.

He clicked the cap open, squeezing a cool line of lube down the crack of her ass, letting it drip over her hole, glistening as it ran lower. With two fingers, he rubbed it in, circling, spreading, making her whimper again at the slippery intrusion.

Then he slicked the head of his cock, thick and heavy in his hand, coating the swollen crown with more lube. He stroked himself slowly, watching her hole twitch open and closed as he spread her wider with his hands.

“Relax for me, baby-girl,” he said softly, leaning forward until his chest brushed her back. “I’m going to claim you here now. You’re ready.”

Holly whimpered into the pillow, her whole body trembling as Marcus spread her wide and pressed the slick crown of his cock against her tight little hole.

Her voice cracked. “You’re too big, Marcus… it won’t fit.”

He bent over her, his lips brushing her ear, his voice calm, commanding. “Relax, baby-girl. Relax, and you’ll take all of me.”

She gave a tiny sob, nodding. She wanted to trust him. She wanted to please him.

The thick crown nudged harder, her little star resisting, clenching tight against the pressure. Marcus steadied her hips, his voice low. “Push back for me. Do it, baby-girl.”

She obeyed, lifting her ass, pushing back into him despite the fear. And then it happened.

Marcus had the most incredible sight, her tight little hole opening, slowly yielding, the head of his cock easing inside.

Holly gasped, her whole body jerking. The burn was sharp, searing, her ass stretched wider than she thought possible. Her sphincter pulsed desperately around the head of his cock, as if trying to repel the invader, but he held her steady, murmuring low encouragements.

“Good girl… that’s it. You’ve got me now.”

For Holly, it hurt, but the illicit sensation sent a rush of heat flooding through her. Being taken there, somewhere so forbidden, so wrong, twisted into something unbearably erotic. She wanted to give it to Marcus, wanted to show him she could take it.

She whimpered, lifting her hips again, pushing back against the pressure. Marcus groaned as another inch slid inside, stretching her tighter still.

She cried out, burying her face in the sheets, half from pain, half from the overwhelming flood of sensation.

And still she pushed back.

Marcus groaned low in his chest, savouring the sight of her little star stretched wide around the thick head of his cock. Holly whimpered, clutching the sheets, her ass trembling as she tried to hold him.

“Good girl,” he murmured, steady, patient. “Breathe. You’re mine here now.”

He held her hips firmly, then pressed forward. Another inch sank into her, her tight ring clamping down, fighting, pulsing around him. Holly cried out, muffled against the pillow, but she didn’t pull away.

“That’s it,” Marcus coaxed. “Push back, baby-girl. Take me deeper.”

She lifted her hips, desperate to please him, and the motion eased him further in. The burn was sharp, making her gasp, but the feeling of being opened there, of giving Marcus what no one else had ever touched, sent a pulse of dark arousal through her.

Little by little, inch by inch, he worked himself deeper, stretching her, filling her, until finally his hips met the curve of her ass. His balls pressed flush against her as his thick cock was buried to the hilt in her ass.

Holly’s eyes flew wide. She was full in a way she had never imagined, her ass aching, stretched to the limit, every nerve alive.

Marcus groaned against her ear, his breath hot. “All of me, baby-girl. You’ve got every inch.”

Holly whimpered, half pain, half ecstasy, her body pulsing around him, clutching desperately at the invasion. And beneath it all, the thrill surged, she had done it. She had taken him there, completely.

Marcus kissed her shoulder, his cock twitching deep inside her. “Now,” he growled, “I’m going to fuck this perfect little ass until it belongs to me.”

Marcus held there a moment, buried balls-deep in her ass, letting her feel every inch of his thick cock lodged inside her. Holly’s breath came in short, ragged gasps, her body rigid beneath him.

“It hurts,” she whimpered, her voice muffled in the sheets.

“I know,” Marcus murmured, kissing the nape of her neck. His hands steadied her hips, his tone calm but firm. “Breathe, baby-girl. Relax. Let your body take me. Trust me.”

He pulled back slowly, dragging the heavy length out of her tight hole until only the thick crown remained, then eased back in with a long, deliberate thrust. Holly cried out, her ass clamping around him, her whole body shuddering.

The burn was there, sharp and raw, but beneath it, a deeper sensation began to build. The sheer fullness of him, the stretch, the way every nerve lit up at once.

Again, he withdrew, then pushed back in, a little smoother this time. Holly’s whimpers shifted, her cries softening into broken moans.

“Oh God… Marcus…”

“That’s it,” he growled, gripping her hips harder, starting to move with slow, steady strokes. “Feel how good it can be. Take my cock, baby-girl. Take all of it.”

The pain ebbed with every thrust, replaced by a shocking rush of pleasure. The illicit fullness sent sparks racing through her, each deep stroke making her wetter, her body betraying her as arousal pooled between her thighs.

Her moans grew louder, raw, needy. “It feels… oh God… it feels so good!”

Marcus grunted, his pace quickening, his cock pistoning into her ass, stretching her open with every thrust. The sound of their bodies colliding filled the room, obscene and primal, the sharp slap of his slim hips against the full roundness of her ass echoing through the bedroom.

Holly clutched the sheets, her body quaking, the incredible sensation overwhelming her. The pain was gone now, all that remained was the bliss of being utterly filled, utterly owned.

Her orgasm hit suddenly, violently, her ass spasming around his cock as she screamed into the pillow. The tight pulsing milked him, dragging Marcus over the edge.

With a guttural groan, he slammed deep one last time, his cock twitching as he spilled hot inside her, flooding her ass with his release.

They collapsed forward together, Marcus’s chest heavy on her back, his cock still buried deep, pulsing inside her. Holly trembled, wrecked, but glowing with a dark pride. She had done it. She had taken him there. She could still feel his cock dribbling deep inside her, warm and heavy, as if he had marked her from the inside out.

And now her ass belonged to Marcus too.

Marcus kissed her shoulder softly, his hand stroking down her side to her hip. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low, soothing. “You’re mine everywhere now.”

She whimpered softly, exhausted but filled with a strange satisfaction. He stayed deep for a moment longer, letting her feel the fullness, before finally easing out of her stretched ass.

He shifted beside her, kissing her cheek gently. His words were quiet but commanding. “Baby-girl, clean me.”

Holly’s body ached with every movement, but she obeyed, crawling down the bed until she was level with him. His cock hung heavy, softening but still slick with lube and their mess.

She wrapped her lips around him, licking carefully, cleaning him with her mouth. The taste was strong, him and the faint musk of her own ass, but she kept going, swallowing down her shame, wanting only to please him.

Marcus sighed, running a hand through her hair as she worked. “That’s it, Holly. My perfect little slut.”


Chapter Two — The Rule

Holly woke first, as she usually did. The sheets were warm with Marcus’s heat, his arm heavy across her waist, his cock already swollen against her thigh.

She smiled faintly, slipping down under the covers until her lips brushed the thick crown. Carefully, she took him into her mouth, sucking softly, swirling her tongue, coaxing him awake.

Marcus groaned low in his chest, his hand finding her hair. Within moments he was hard, thick and full in her mouth. He tugged her up, rolling her onto her back with easy strength.

“Good girl,” he murmured before pushing into her, sliding deep in one smooth thrust. Holly gasped, her nails clutching at his shoulders as he fucked her steady and hard, the bed creaking beneath them. He kissed her throat, her jaw, and with a guttural groan spilled inside her, just as her own orgasm broke, her body convulsing around his cock.

He withdrew at last, leaving her aching and wet, and padded into the bathroom. The sound of the shower filled the flat.

When he returned, dressed in a crisp shirt and trousers, he sat on the edge of the bed. His hand stroked down her bare stomach, his voice calm but absolute.

“Baby-girl, whenever you are here in my flat, you are naked. Always. Unless I dress you for guests.”

Holly swallowed, her cheeks warm, but she nodded. “Yes, Marcus.”

He kissed her forehead, then stood, buckling his belt. “Good girl. I’ll see you tonight.” And with that, he was gone, the door clicking shut behind him.

For a long moment Holly lay there, naked and sticky with him, her body still humming from his use. Then she rose and stood before the full-length mirror.

His spend was leaking from her pussy, creamy rivulets running down her thighs. She shifted, biting her lip as she turned her back to the glass and spread her ass cheeks. Her little rear hole was still tender from last night, raw looking, gaping faintly, a glisten of his cum seeping out even now.

Her cheeks flushed, but the sight made her stomach flip with a dark, secret thrill.

She padded out into the living room, still naked, unashamed now. Sunlight spilled across the open space as she crossed to the kitchen, her breasts swaying, her hips rolling, her bare skin glowing.

As she reached for the coffee, she glanced at the tall windows, knowing the block opposite had a perfect view. Anyone looking across could see her, Marcus’s girl, naked, marked, and proud.

And for the first time, she found she wanted them to.


Chapter Three — The Gift

Saturday afternoon, Marcus and Holly returned from a long lunch in a glossy West End restaurant. The doorman had nodded respectfully, the maître d’ had treated them like royalty, and Holly had glowed at Marcus’s side, feeling like she belonged in his world.

As he closed the door behind them, Marcus leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “Naked.”

Her pulse jumped. Without hesitation, Holly stripped where she stood, folding her dress and carefully setting her shoes on top, placing the neat pile by the door. She stood tall, bare, her skin prickling with the thrill of obedience.

Marcus smirked, satisfied, and settled onto the big leather sofa. “Tea,” he said simply, his voice calm, commanding.

As Holly turned toward the kitchen, he reached out and gave her bare, round ass a sharp slap. The crack echoed through the loft, and she gasped, cheeks flushing, before hurrying on, the sting burning sweetly as she padded naked across the open-plan floor to make his tea.

She padded to the open-plan kitchen, the tiles cool under her bare feet, her breasts swaying as she filled the kettle. Marcus watched her lazily from the sofa, his eyes dark with possession as she moved, nude and unselfconscious, fetching a cup and saucer, preparing his tea exactly as he liked it.

When she brought it to him, he accepted it with a nod, sipping as if this were the most natural thing in the world. Holly curled back onto the sofa afterward, flicking through channels, scrolling idly on her phone, still naked, still on display, exactly as he had told her.

She was beginning to love the simplicity of it: no decisions, no choices. Just Marcus’s rules, and the freedom of obeying them.

The sound of his footsteps made her glance up. Marcus returned from the bedroom carrying a slender, elegant box. He dropped it onto the sofa beside her.

“Open.”

Holly set down her phone, her fingers trembling slightly as she lifted the lid. Inside lay an evening gown, if it could be called that. Delicate, sheer fabric shimmered in the light, almost transparent, the kind of daring creation a starlet might wear on a red carpet to guarantee every flashbulb was on her. It was designed not to hide, but to reveal.

She looked up at him, wide-eyed. “Marcus…”

He smiled, slow and deliberate. “Andre is coming over tonight.” His eyes locked on hers, calm and commanding. “We will use you together.”

Holly gasped, her stomach flipping, the heat rushing between her thighs. That was why he had prepared her, the anal, the stretching, the training. For this.

Her voice came out as a whisper. “Both of you?”

Marcus leaned down, cupping her chin in his hand, forcing her to meet his gaze. “Yes, baby-girl. Both. And you’ll take us like the perfect little slut I’ve made you.”



Early evening, Marcus rose from the sofa and glanced at her. “Go shower. Prepare yourself. Then dress.”

Holly’s stomach fluttered, but she obeyed at once. In the bathroom the water steamed hot, cascading over her skin, washing away the day but doing nothing to calm the heat low in her belly. She shaved carefully, scrubbed herself clean, then stepped out, towelling quickly before padding naked into the bedroom.

She paused before the mirror, taking in her reflection. Her breasts were high and full, nipples already tightening in the cool air. Her stomach was flat, her hips curving into the round, firm swell of her ass. Her thighs gleamed, long and toned. She looked every bit the woman Marcus had made her, bare, obedient, and his.

The intercom buzzed, startling her. Her heart leapt: Andre.

Holly hurried to the bed, lifting the delicate box Marcus had left for her. Inside lay the gown. She slid it over her head, the whisper of fabric floating down her body, clinging close to every curve.

When she turned back to the mirror, her breath caught. The dress hid nothing. Through the thin, shimmering material she could see everything: the swell of her breasts, the curve of her stomach, the lines of her thighs, the perfect heart-shape of her ass. Even the faint outline of her little slit was visible when she shifted her hips, the sheer fabric offering no disguise.

She gasped softly, cheeks flushing, but she didn’t take it off. She only stared at herself, amazed at how little of her Marcus had chosen to cover, how boldly he meant to show her.

And then she heard Marcus’s voice at the intercom, deep and calm: “Come up.”

Her pulse hammered.


Chapter Four — Presented

The knock at the door came moments after the intercom. Holly’s stomach flipped as Marcus went to open it, her body trembling beneath the sheer gown.

Andre stepped inside, tall, broad, his presence filling the loft much like Marcus’s. His smile was slow, deliberate as his eyes swept over Holly.

“Damn,” he murmured, his voice deep and amused. “You weren’t kidding.”

Marcus’s hand slid to the small of her back, guiding her forward. “She’s ready.”

Holly swallowed hard, standing tall though her cheeks burned crimson. Through the thin gown she was naked, every curve and line on display. Andre’s gaze lingered, appreciative, hungry, and Holly felt heat rush between her thighs.

The two men clasped hands, a brief, easy gesture of lifelong friends. Then Marcus led Andre to the sofa, the men settling side by side in command of the room.

Marcus glanced toward her, his tone calm but firm. “Whiskey. Two glasses. Serve us.”

“Yes, Marcus,” Holly whispered.

She padded into the kitchen, the thin fabric clinging to her hips, her breasts swaying beneath the gown. She felt Andre’s eyes on her as she bent to the cupboard, reaching for the bottle and tumblers, her ass shifting, sheer fabric offering no cover.

Her hands shook faintly as she poured, then carried the glasses carefully back into the living room. Both men watched her, silent, as she approached.

Her head bowed, her chest rising and falling fast, Holly felt the weight of their stares, the reality of what Marcus had prepared her for settling in her belly like fire.

Holly handed Marcus his glass first, then turned to Andre, her hands trembling slightly as she offered him the second.

Andre didn’t hesitate. His fingers closed firmly around her wrist, pulling her forward until she toppled onto his lap. She gave a startled gasp, the tumbler nearly slipping from her other hand as his arm slid around her waist, locking her against him.

His other hand came up, broad and dark against the pale curve of her breast, cupping it possessively through the sheer fabric. Her nipple hardened instantly beneath his palm.

Andre’s voice rumbled low in her ear. “Marcus… she’s so perfect. A perfect little slut, for us.”

Marcus sipped his whiskey, watching them calmly, a faint smile tugging at his lips. “That’s exactly what she is.”

Holly’s cheeks burned scarlet, her breath shallow, her body rigid with shock, but the molten heat between her thighs betrayed her, soaking the flimsy fabric of the gown as Andre’s thumb brushed her nipple in slow circles.

Andre’s arm tightened around her waist, holding her firmly in place. His free hand roamed slowly, deliberately, over her body, squeezing her breast, sliding down her stomach, then back up to pinch her nipple through the sheer gown.

Holly bit her lip, her breathing shallow, heat prickling across her skin. She could feel the size of him swelling beneath her, pressing against the curve of her ass, thick and heavy even through the fabric of his trousers.

Marcus leaned back in the sofa, sipping his whiskey as though this were nothing unusual. “How’s business?” he asked smoothly.

Andre chuckled, his fingers rolling Holly’s nipple until she gasped. “Busy. Same as ever. But this…” He squeezed her breast harder, making her whimper. “…this is a welcome distraction.”

The men talked easily, sipping their drinks, catching up like lifelong friends, almost as if Holly wasn’t there at all, except as something to be handled, groped, used.

Her cheeks burned, her body shaking, but her pussy throbbed hot and wet at the raw humiliation, her ass grinding helplessly against the growing hardness beneath her.

Andre’s hand never stilled. From her breast it drifted lower, sliding down the sheer fabric stretched tight across her stomach. His fingers spread wide, then slipped between her thighs, pressing against the damp heat already soaking the gown.

Holly gasped, her body jolting.

Marcus didn’t even blink, only took another sip of whiskey.

Andre chuckled, his tone amused but hungry. “She’s already wet for us.” His thick fingers rubbed in slow, deliberate circles, the thin fabric clinging to her swollen folds, darkening with her arousal. “Soaked.”

Holly squirmed in his lap, heat flooding her cheeks, her breath breaking into little whimpers as his thumb brushed higher, circling her clit through the gown.

Marcus smirked faintly, finally setting his glass aside. His voice was calm, deliberate. “She’s ready.”

Andre’s hand stilled, still pressing firmly between her thighs. He looked across at Marcus, their eyes meeting in silent agreement.

And Holly’s heart hammered as she realised what was coming next.

Marcus set his glass down and leaned forward, his eyes locking on Holly.

“Stand,” he ordered.

Her legs shook as she slid off Andre’s lap, standing barefoot before them in the sheer gown that hid nothing.

“Strip.”

Holly’s breath caught. But she obeyed, sliding the delicate straps down her shoulders, letting the gown fall in a whisper to the floor. She stood naked before them both, flushed and trembling, her nipples tight, her thighs slick.

Marcus rose, crossing the space in two strides. Without warning he bent and scooped her up, slinging her over his shoulder in a fireman’s lift as though she weighed nothing.

Holly squealed in shock as his broad palm cracked against her bare, round ass, the sting making her gasp. Her cheeks burned hot, knowing her perfect ass was on full display, bouncing with every step as Marcus carried her down the hallway.

He entered the bedroom and tossed her down onto the wide bed, her hair spilling across the sheets.

“Stay,” he said simply, his voice like iron wrapped in silk.

The two men began to undress. Marcus stripped with the same deliberate ease as always, folding each piece and setting it on the chair. Andre was more casual, tugging his shirt over his head, undoing his belt with a slow grin.

Holly’s eyes widened. Andre was nearly as well-built as Marcus — broad shoulders, thick chest, strong arms, abs ridged and hard. And between his thighs, his cock swung heavy and long, just as thick as Marcus’s.

Her stomach flipped, heat pooling between her legs as the reality sank in: she was about to be taken by both of them.

Andre stepped forward first. He gripped Holly’s ankles and tugged her down the bed until her ass was right at the edge, her legs splayed wide. Without hesitation he bent, his broad shoulders pinning her thighs open as his mouth descended on her wet folds.

Holly cried out, her hips jerking as his tongue dragged up her slit, circling her clit before plunging lower, lapping her slickness with hungry precision.

Marcus climbed onto the bed beside her, his thick cock already hard, glistening at the tip. He took her hand, guiding it to his shaft. “Open, baby-girl.”

Her lips parted, trembling as she obeyed. Marcus slid his cock past her lips, groaning as her hot mouth enclosed him, her tongue flicking instinctively over the swollen crown.

Pinned between them, Holly moaned around Marcus’s cock as Andre’s tongue worked her folds, the sound muffled, raw. Her body writhed, every nerve alive, the twin sensations overwhelming her.

Marcus stroked her hair, steadying her head as he fed himself deeper into her mouth. “That’s it, baby-girl. Take me. Take us both.”

Andre’s growl vibrated against her pussy as he sucked her clit hard, his tongue delving inside her slick entrance, drinking her down.

Holly’s hands clutched helplessly at the sheets, her body arched and trembling, caught between two men, each claiming her in their own way.

Marcus’s hand tightened in Holly’s hair as she worked his cock, her mouth stretched wide around his thick length. His eyes met Andre’s over her trembling body, a slow grin spreading across his face.

“Bro,” Marcus said, his voice low and certain, “you’re gonna love this. This slut’s arse is so tight, she’ll milk you dry.”

Andre growled against Holly’s pussy, his tongue lashing her clit one last time before lifting his head, his mouth slick with her arousal. His grin matched Marcus’s, hungry and feral.

Holly shivered in anticipation, the truth slamming into her like a shock. She wasn’t here to be cherished, or romanced, or loved. She was here to serve. To be their pleasure, their fun, their toy.

Her body trembled, a flush spreading across her skin as the humiliation twisted into heat. She whimpered around Marcus’s cock, the sound vibrating along his shaft, her wet folds glistening under Andre’s hungry gaze.

Marcus chuckled darkly, stroking her hair. “Look at her, bro. She knows. She’s ours now.”

Holly whimpered around Marcus’s cock, her whole body shuddering at the words. She knew what was coming. She had been prepared for this. And now there was no escape.

Marcus slid back on the bed and pulled Holly with him, guiding her astride his lap. His thick cock pressed against her slick folds, and with a low groan he pushed up into her, filling her pussy in one deep, claiming thrust.

Holly cried out, clutching his shoulders, her body stretching around him as he filled her completely.

“Ride him,” Andre growled, rising to his feet beside the bed. He gripped his cock in his fist, heavy and thick, and brought it to her lips. “And suck me while you do it.”

Holly whimpered, but opened her mouth obediently. The swollen crown slid over her tongue as Marcus’s hands tightened on her hips, guiding her to bounce on his cock.

The sensations collided, Marcus stretching her from below, Andre’s cock filling her mouth, both men using her at once. Her moans were muffled, vibrating around Andre’s length as her body rocked helplessly on Marcus.

Marcus groaned, his eyes locked on Andre’s. “See? She’s perfect, bro. Just a slut for us.”

Andre grinned down at her, his hand gripping the back of her head as she sucked. “Oh, I see it.”

Marcus’s grip on her hips tightened as she bounced on him, his thick cock driving deeper with each rise and fall. Holly’s nails dug into his shoulders, her breath breaking into ragged cries, Andre’s cock stretching her mouth as she sucked him between gasps.

Her body burned, overwhelmed, the forbidden thrill of serving them both pushing her higher and higher until the coil inside her snapped.

She screamed around Andre’s cock, muffled but raw, her pussy spasming hard around Marcus as her orgasm tore through her. She convulsed in Marcus’s lap, every thrust dragging the climax out longer, her body clinging desperately to his cock as he groaned and held her down on him.

When she finally slumped, trembling, Andre pulled free from her lips with a slick sound. He exchanged a look with Marcus, then stretched out on the bed beside them, his cock thick and hard, glistening with her spit.

Marcus kissed her jaw roughly, then caught her chin, forcing her dazed eyes up to his. “Not done yet, baby-girl.”

He turned her toward Andre, his voice calm but commanding. “Straddle him. Take him inside you.”

Holly’s stomach flipped, her thighs shaking, but she obeyed. Crawling over, she swung one trembling leg across Andre’s hips. His cock pressed against her slick, swollen folds, and with Marcus’s hand at her back, she lowered herself slowly onto him.

Her pussy stretched wide all over again, Andre’s thickness filling her as her head tipped back with a moan.

Andre groaned as Holly sank fully onto him, her pussy stretched tight around his cock. She whimpered, bracing her hands on his chest, her thighs trembling as she adjusted to his size.

Marcus’s hand slid down her back, firm, steady. “Stay still.”

She froze, her breath shallow, as Marcus moved behind her on the bed. His strong hands spread her ass cheeks, exposing the little star still tender from earlier in the week. He slicked himself quickly with lube, then pressed the thick crown of his cock against her tight hole.

Holly gasped, panic flashing in her eyes. “Marcus…..”

“Shh, baby-girl,” he soothed, leaning close, his voice a dark whisper. “Relax. Push back for me. Take us both.”

Andre’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as Marcus pushed. Her ass clenched, resisting, then slowly yielded, the thick head stretching her until it popped past the tight ring.

Holly cried out, her body jolting violently as Marcus sank deeper, inch by inch, until his hips met her ass. She was full, impossibly full, her pussy stuffed with Andre, her ass split by Marcus.

Her voice broke in a desperate whimper. “Oh God… I can’t… I can’t…”

Marcus’s hands held her firmly, his cock pulsing deep in her ass. “Yes, you can. You were made for this.”

Then they moved together.

Andre thrust upward, Marcus driving down, their cocks filling her in perfect rhythm. Holly screamed, the sensation beyond anything she’d imagined, every nerve alive, every thrust stretching her, splitting her, overwhelming her.

The pain melted into unbearable pleasure, the fullness pushing her higher and higher until she shattered again, her body convulsing as another orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clamped down on Andre’s cock, her ass spasming around Marcus, milking them both.

Both men groaned at the same time, holding her pinned between them, using her body as theirs alone. The sensation was staggering, each could feel the other through the thin wall of flesh separating their thick cocks, every thrust dragging against the other as they filled her to the limit.

Marcus gritted his teeth, his voice rough. “Fuck, bro… you feel that? She’s so tight, she’s got us both.”

Andre growled, his grip bruising on Holly’s hips. “Christ, it’s like she was made for this.”

Marcus’s laugh was dark, breathless. “She is. Ours.”

The two men’s eyes locked over Holly’s shuddering body, and with a grunt of shared triumph they slapped their hands together in a hard, stinging high five, a gesture as casual as it was claiming.

Pinned between them, Holly gasped at the sound, her body jolting with each deep thrust, the humiliation and heat twisting tighter inside her. She wasn’t just being fucked, she was being celebrated, their perfect toy, their shared prize.

Holly sobbed, trembling, her body nothing more than the channel binding them together, her pussy and ass stretched and spasming around them. The friction, the heat, the illicit fullness, it was too much, too perfect, and her climax tore through her in violent waves.

At last Marcus pulled free, his cock slick from her ass, and nodded to Andre. They switched seamlessly, Marcus sliding beneath her, pulling her down onto his cock, while Andre moved behind, his thickness pressing at her ass.

“Now let him feel you,” Marcus told her, gripping her waist as Andre pushed inside.

Holly sobbed as the positions reversed, her body stretched all over again, stuffed from both ends. Used. Owned. Fucked.

The rhythm built, harder, deeper, their cocks sliding against each other through the thin wall inside her, every thrust making Holly scream. Her body couldn’t hold it back, the heat, the stretch, the unbearable fullness tipped her over again.

Her climax hit like a storm, her pussy spasming violently around Marcus, her ass milking Andre, her whole body convulsing between them. She sobbed Marcus’s name, incoherent, her nails clawing at the sheets as she shattered for the second time.

Her pulsing orgasm dragged both men over the edge with her. Marcus groaned beneath her, slamming deep as his cock throbbed in her pussy, hot release spilling into her. At the same time Andre growled above, holding her hips down as he drove one last time into her tight stretch out little arse, spilling thick and hard inside her.

They both roared together, the sound raw, primal, their cocks twitching against each other through the thin barrier that bound them in her body.

Holly collapsed, trembling, pinned between them, her holes stretched and leaking, stuffed with their combined mess.

At last Andre pulled free, his cock slick with their mingled release, and Marcus eased out from beneath, his groin and balls drenched in the warm flood of their combined cum that oozed out of her.

Marcus stroked Holly’s hair, his voice calm but absolute. “Baby-girl, clean me.”

Shaking, she moved down his body, her lips wrapping around his softening cock, licking and sucking the mess from him, tasting their spend, her ass, and her own arousal all mingled together.

When he was clean, Marcus tilted her chin toward Andre. “Now clean him too.”

Holly crawled across the bed, her body aching, and took Andre’s thick shaft into her mouth, licking him carefully, swallowing every trace of their filth until both men were spotless, and she was utterly ruined.

When Holly had finished cleaning them both, Marcus lay back, satisfied. He stroked her cheek once, then rose, tugging on his trousers. “Rest, baby-girl.”

She slumped against the pillows, her body trembling, her holes leaking their spend, her hair plastered to her damp forehead.

The two men left her there and moved back to the living room. She could hear their low voices, the clink of ice, the pour of whiskey. They talked easily, as if nothing unusual had happened, as if she were simply their entertainment for the night.

Hours passed in a blur. At last, she heard the front door close softly, Andre leaving in the early hours.

Marcus returned to the bedroom, undressing in the dim light, then slid into bed beside her. He pulled her into his arms, her head resting on his chest, his warmth surrounding her.

“Good girl,” he murmured, kissing her hair. “You were perfect.”

Holly sighed, half-asleep, her body still aching but glowing with a strange, shameful pride.

Marcus’s voice was calm, thoughtful. “We’ll have to find someone for Andre. Someone beautiful and sexy like you.”


Chapter Five — The Seed of Claire

The next day, after lectures, Holly was slipping her books into her bag when a familiar voice cut through the bustle.

“There you are.”

Claire.

Before Holly could answer, Claire hooked her arm through hers and all but dragged her toward the little campus café. “Come on. Coffee. You’ve been impossible to pin down lately.”

They found a table by the window, steam fogging the glass. Claire leaned forward, eyes narrowing. “We never see you anymore. Is this your new man? Is he that awesome you spend every waking second with him? Never us.”

Holly’s stomach fluttered. The words from the night before rang in her mind: We’ll have to find someone for Andre. Someone beautiful and sexy like you.

And here Claire sat.

Holly studied her, shorter than her, yes, but with curves that turned heads, large breasts straining against her sweater, her hips lush, her lips glossy. Claire was hot. Sexy. And she’d always known it.

The old wound burned for a moment. Ryan, breaking up with her in that pub, choosing Claire. Claire, betraying her.

But then Holly’s lips curved into the faintest smile. What if she introduced Claire to Marcus and Andre? Would Claire still want Ryan after being split open by real men? Would she even give Ryan a second thought once she knew what it meant to be owned, to be used, to be remade?

Revenge tasted sweet on her tongue, but beneath it pulsed something else, anticipation.

She stirred her coffee slowly, her eyes never leaving Claire’s. “Maybe you’ll meet him one day,” she said softly, her voice edged with promise.

Claire’s eyes lit with curiosity. “So, there is a him. And? Who is he? Where’d you meet him?”

Holly leaned back in her chair, letting the silence hang a little too long. “He’s… different.” She shrugged as though the word barely scratched the surface. “Strong. Knows what he wants. Nothing like the boys we used to waste time with.”

Claire blinked, clearly fishing for more. “Different how?”

Holly just smirked and took a slow sip of her coffee. “You’d have to see for yourself.”

The flush of frustration on Claire’s cheeks made Holly’s stomach flip with satisfaction. She let the pause stretch before tilting her head, her voice turning casual, almost innocent. “And Ryan? How’s he doing?”

Claire hesitated. “He’s… fine.”

Holly’s smile widened. “Still prefer watching football on a Saturday night instead of taking you anywhere decent?”

Claire’s lips tightened. “Sometimes. He’s just busy. You know how he is.”

“Oh, I remember,” Holly said lightly, her eyes glinting. “I can’t picture him changing.” She let the words hang, sweet and sharp. Then, softer: “You deserve more than that, Claire.”

Claire’s eyes narrowed, her curiosity now tangled with a defensive edge. “And you’ve found it?”

Holly’s smirk deepened, her tone soft but certain. “Oh yes. I’ve found a real man.”

She took another slow sip of her coffee, holding Claire’s gaze. Her smile lingered just a little too long, and for the first time, Holly saw it, the flicker of something in Claire’s eyes. A nervous twist of jealousy.


Chapter Six — The Invitation

Later that week, Holly spotted Claire alone by the library steps. She quickened her pace, catching her before she could slip away.

“What are you doing this Saturday evening?” Holly asked, casual on the surface but her eyes sharp.

Claire sighed, rolling her eyes. “Nothing, probably. Ryan’s going down the pub to watch football with his mates. Again.” Her lips twisted, irritation flashing across her face. “It’s like that’s all he cares about these days.”

Holly tilted her head, hiding the smile tugging at her lips. “Really? Saturday night at the pub instead of with you?”

Claire shrugged, frustrated. “It’s what he does. I’m used to it.”

“Hmm.” Holly let the sound linger, her gaze steady on her friend. Then, softly, with just enough weight to make Claire lean in: “You could come out with me instead.”

Claire blinked. “Out where?”

Holly’s smile was faint, knowing, her voice lowered just enough to sound like a secret. “Somewhere better than a pub with football on the telly.”

Claire frowned, curiosity sparking, but she didn’t press, not yet. Holly could already see it though, the flicker in her friend’s eyes, the first tug of temptation.

Holly leaned in a little closer, her tone soft but deliberate. “Do you want to come out and meet my real man?”

Claire froze, eyes widening. “Your… real man?”

Holly’s smile curved slowly. “Of course you do.”

Claire’s mouth opened, closed, the flush rising in her cheeks. “What are you suggesting?”

“We’ll pick you up at eight,” Holly replied smoothly, brushing a strand of hair from her face as though it were nothing. “Be ready. Wear something glamorous.”

The word hung in the air, mysterious and heavy.

Holly turned to go, her bag slung over her shoulder, but paused just long enough to glance back. “Glamorous and sexy,” she added with a sly smile, “because you’re beautiful.”

Claire sat there, her lips parted, her coffee forgotten, her curiosity now burning too hot to resist.


Chapter Seven — Claire Gets Ready

Saturday evening, Claire stepped out of the shower in her student digs, steam curling into the cool air of her small room. She tugged the towel loose and let it drop to the floor, pausing in front of the full-length mirror propped against the wall.

Her breath caught at her own reflection.

She wasn’t tall like Holly, but her body was lush in all the right places, her breasts full and heavy, the kind that filled a man’s hands easily, her waist soft but shapely, her hips wide, her ass round and high, the kind that drew stares when she walked into a room. Her skin glowed from the hot water, her dark hair tumbling in damp waves over her shoulders.

She turned this way and that, studying herself, biting her lip. No wonder Ryan had chased her. No wonder Holly looked at her sometimes with that mixture of resentment and awe.

Her eyes dropped lower, to the neat triangle of dark curls at the base of her stomach. She tilted her hips toward the mirror, parting her thighs slightly, scrutinising herself with a critical eye.

Should she shave?

She smoothed her hand over the soft hair, biting her lip. Models always went bare. It made lingerie look cleaner; dresses cling better. And Holly, she’d noticed once in the gym showers, Holly kept herself shaved smooth.

Claire hesitated, her stomach fluttering. Would Holly’s “real man” care? Would he expect her to be bare too?

She shivered, caught somewhere between nerves and excitement, then turned back to the bed where her underwear waited.

But Holly’s words echoed in her head. Glamorous and sexy, because you’re beautiful.

Claire crossed to the bed where she’d laid out options. A lace bra and matching thong in black. A softer satin set in pale blush. Or nothing at all beneath the dress. She hovered, indecisive, her fingers tracing the delicate lace.

“Will he know?” she whispered to herself, the thought making her cheeks burn.

At last she slid into the black lace, the fabric clinging snugly, lifting and shaping her curves. She tugged on the little black dress she’d been saving, tight, low-cut, the hem grazing high on her thighs, every inch designed to show off her body.

Claire lingered at the mirror a moment longer, then finally slipped into the black lace underwear and pulled the little black dress over her body. It clung in all the right places, hugging her curves, lifting her breasts, skimming dangerously high over her thighs. She added heels, a touch of lipstick, a sweep of eyeliner. One last glance in the mirror and she nodded to herself. Glamorous. Sexy. Ready.

At precisely eight, her phone buzzed.

“They’re here.”

Holly slid out of the back seat first, and Claire’s breath caught. Her friend looked stunning, her dress was unlike anything Claire had ever seen her wear before, the kind of gown you’d expect to see on a red carpet. The fabric shimmered in the light, clinging daringly to every curve, plunging low at the front to frame her breasts, the hem skimming high to show off her long, bare legs. It was beautiful, bold, and obviously very expensive.

Holly’s smile was sharp, almost knowing, as she moved to greet her.

Then Marcus stepped out behind her, towering, broad-shouldered in a perfectly cut suit that seemed to radiate wealth and control.

Claire’s breath caught. This was him. Holly’s real man.

Marcus stepped forward, opening the door for her with smooth confidence, his eyes flicking over her dress, her legs, her curves. “Claire,” he said warmly, his deep voice curling around her name. “You look beautiful.”

Heat rushed into her cheeks as she ducked into the car.

They drove into the city, the lights rising around them until they pulled up outside a restaurant that looked like something from the pages of a glossy magazine, glass, steel, and soft golden light. Swish. Modern. Expensive.

Inside, they were shown to a corner table with plush seating. Marcus ordered effortlessly, his tone calm, assured, the waiters deferential. Bottles of wine appeared, courses flowed, and Claire felt herself floating in a world she’d only seen from the outside.

Marcus laid it on just enough to make her flush, compliments dropped in that smooth voice, his eyes lingering on her curves, his smile steady and disarming. But then, at other times, he leaned back in silence, nursing his drink, letting the two girls gossip and chatter as if he weren’t even there.

Claire found herself leaning forward, telling Holly things she hadn’t in weeks, about Ryan’s indifference, about how stale everything felt. Marcus watched them quietly, his eyes calm, unreadable, but Claire felt his attention like heat against her skin.

And every so often, when she glanced his way, she found him smiling, as though he already knew exactly where the night was leading.

After dinner, the three of them stepped back out into the cool night air, laughter still buzzing between them. The sleek car pulled up, the driver ready, and Marcus opened the door smoothly for both women.

As they settled into the leather seats, Marcus’s deep voice rumbled, calm and inviting. “The night is still young. Why go straight home? Come back, have a nightcap. You’ve still got so much to catch up on with Holly.”

Claire blinked, glancing between them. “Are you sure?” Her lips curved into a teasing smile as she looked at Holly. “Won’t you two want to be… alone?”

Marcus chuckled softly, the sound low and certain. He leaned back, draping an arm across the seat behind Holly. “Don’t worry. We spend plenty of time together. Every night.”

Then, with a sly smile, he added, “We also like to share.”

The words hung in the air, loaded, ambiguous.

Claire blinked, her brow furrowing slightly as she tried to work out what he meant. Was it a joke? An innuendo? Something else entirely? She forced a laugh, though her mind was already spinning, curiosity sparking hard and fast.

Marcus said nothing more, only turned his gaze to the dark city sliding past the car window, as if the remark hadn’t mattered at all.

But Claire sat back in her seat, her heart beating quicker, the phrase looping in her head. We also like to share.

He stressed it just enough for Claire to catch the meaning, and her chest tightened. Every night.

Her eyes flicked to Marcus, really looking at him now. The sharp lines of his suit, the breadth of his shoulders, the quiet power in the way he moved, even the ease with which he filled the space. Strong. Confident. A man who didn’t just exist in the room but owned it.

Heat curled low in her belly before she could stop it. She shifted slightly in her seat, her thighs pressing together, telling herself it was just the wine, just the expensive dinner, just the novelty of it all. But the truth was harder to ignore: Marcus was attractive. Incredibly attractive.

Not like Ryan, with his boyish sulks and his Saturdays wasted in the pub. Marcus radiated something else entirely, strength, control, dominance. And sitting there, Claire felt it in her body as much as her mind.

Her mind flitted instantly to Ryan, Saturday evenings with football on the pub TV, nights spent apart, the dull weight of indifference. She felt the contrast like a blow. Holly had a man who wanted her, who claimed her every night.

Jealousy prickled, curling hot in her belly. She forced a smile, trying to hide it, but the difference was impossible to ignore.

The car swept into an underground garage, polished concrete gleaming under the strip lighting. Moments later, they were in the lift, rising high into the city night. Claire’s heart hammered as the doors opened onto a vast loft apartment, glass walls, rich leather, steel and stone, the city skyline spread out beyond like a private kingdom.


Chapter Eight — The Nightcap

Marcus closed the front door with a soft click, his presence filling the space as effortlessly as it filled the car.

Holly turned toward him immediately, a question written across her face. She hesitated, her voice low, almost deferential. “Do you want me to strip?”

Claire blinked, startled. Strip?

Marcus’s eyes lingered on Holly’s daring gown, the way it clung to her curves. He shook his head slowly, a faint smile tugging at his lips. “Stay as you are. You’re beautiful. Sexy.”

The exchange hung in the air, subtle but charged. Claire glanced between them, her mind racing. There was something here, something she didn’t understand, but she felt the heat of it all the same.

Marcus moved to the sleek bar at the side of the room, the clink of glass and the slow pour of amber liquid filling the silence. He returned with three tumblers, handing one first to Claire, then to Holly, before settling into the armchair opposite.

Claire took a cautious sip, the warmth of the Japanese whiskey rolling over her tongue. She wasn’t used to anything this smooth, this expensive, and it made her pulse quicken.

The girls sank together on the wide sofa, shoulder to shoulder, their laughter picking up again as they gossiped about classmates and old stories. Marcus said nothing, just watched them with quiet intensity, his tumbler resting casually in one hand.

After a long moment, his voice broke through, low and deliberate.

“Wow.” He set the glass down, his eyes fixed on Claire. “You really are beautiful, Claire. Don’t you think, Holly?”

Claire’s breath caught, her cheeks heating instantly as her gaze darted toward Holly. Holly smiled faintly, almost knowingly, then turned to her friend with a slow nod.

“Yes,” she said softly. “She is.”

The words sank into Claire’s chest like a rush of heat, her heart thudding faster as she looked from Holly back to Marcus, wondering just what she had walked into.

Marcus’s gaze lingered, steady and unblinking. “Do you know how sexy you are, Claire?” he asked, his voice smooth but weighted.

Claire froze, caught between embarrassment and the undeniable thrill of hearing it from him.

Marcus leaned back slightly, sipping his whiskey. “Does Ryan ever tell you that?”

Her cheeks flushed hot. She hesitated, then shook her head faintly. “Not… not really. Not like that.”

“Hmm,” Marcus murmured, as though the answer disappointed him but didn’t surprise him.

Beside her, Holly shifted closer on the sofa, her smile soft, almost conspiratorial. She placed her hand gently on Claire’s thigh, her fingers resting warm against the tight fabric of her dress. “Marcus is right,” she said quietly. “You are sexy.”

Claire’s breath caught, her thighs tensing beneath Holly’s touch. She looked between them — Marcus’s calm, commanding presence, Holly’s intimate, knowing smile — and the heat in her belly flared all over again.

Holly’s hand lingered on Claire’s thigh, her touch light but deliberate. “You don’t see it, do you?” she murmured, tilting her head. “How beautiful you are. How men look at you.”

Claire flushed, her fingers tightening around her glass. “I… I don’t know. Ryan doesn’t really….”

“Ryan’s a boy,” Holly cut in softly, her smile edged with mischief. “He doesn’t see what a man sees.”

Claire’s breath caught. She wasn’t sure if it was the whiskey or the way Holly’s thumb was stroking just above her knee, but her skin felt hot, tingling.

Marcus’s voice rumbled from across the room, calm and assured. “She’s right. Men notice you, Claire. We see what Ryan never could.”

Claire’s gaze flicked from Marcus’s steady eyes back to Holly’s soft smile. “I don’t know what you mean…”

“Yes, you do,” Holly teased gently. She shifted closer on the sofa, her shoulder brushing Claire’s, her hand sliding a little higher on her thigh. “You’ve always known you’re sexy. You just needed someone to remind you.”

Marcus chuckled low, his glass catching the light. “And I’d say Holly’s doing an excellent job of that.”

Claire’s lips parted, her chest rising fast. Between Holly’s warm hand and Marcus’s approving gaze, she felt trapped in heat, caught between them, unsure whether to pull away or lean in closer.

Holly’s hand slid higher on Claire’s thigh, her fingers pressing lightly through the thin fabric of her dress. Claire’s breath hitched, her whole body taut, waiting.

Then Holly leaned in, her eyes never leaving Claire’s, and pressed her lips softly to hers.

Claire froze, startled, her tumbler trembling in her hand. The kiss was gentle at first, teasing, Holly’s lips warm and insistent. Claire drew back half an inch, eyes wide, but Holly only smiled and leaned closer again, kissing her a second time, slower, firmer.

Claire’s heart hammered. She should have pulled away. She should have said something. But instead, her lips parted, and a soft, shaky sound escaped her throat as Holly’s tongue traced lightly against her own.

Across from them, Marcus sat back in his chair, whiskey in hand, watching with calm approval. His eyes glinted, his smile faint but certain. “That’s it,” he murmured, almost to himself. “Beautiful.”

The sound of his voice sent a fresh shiver down Claire’s spine.

Holly drew back just enough to whisper against her lips. “See? You are sexy.”

Marcus said nothing more, only leaned back in his chair, one arm draped over the armrest, his glass turning lazily in his hand. His eyes never left them.

Holly kissed Claire again, deeper this time, her tongue coaxing, teasing, slowly exploring. Claire whimpered softly against her lips, uncertain but not pulling away, her breath coming faster as the warmth of the whiskey and Holly’s insistence spread through her.

Holly’s hand moved higher, slipping from Claire’s thigh to her waist, then up, cupping one of her full breasts through the thin fabric of her dress. Claire gasped into her mouth, her body jolting at the touch, but Holly soothed her with another slow kiss, her tongue sliding deeper, claiming her.

Claire’s hands trembled uselessly against the sofa cushion. She couldn’t seem to push Holly away. Instead, she found herself leaning into it, her lips parting further, her chest rising under Holly’s palm.

Marcus’s low chuckle rumbled across the room, approving, but he made no move to interrupt. He simply watched, his eyes gleaming as the two young women melted together under his gaze.

Holly’s kisses grew slower, deeper, her tongue playing softly with Claire’s as her hand pressed firmer against the swell of her breast. Then, with unhurried confidence, she slipped her fingers beneath the neckline of Claire’s dress.

Claire gasped into Holly’s mouth as her warm palm closed directly over her bare skin. The lace bra did nothing to hide her sensitivity; her nipple hardened instantly under Holly’s touch.

Holly stroked gently, her thumb brushing in slow, teasing circles. “Mmm,” she murmured against Claire’s lips. “So soft. So perfect.”

Claire shivered, torn between pulling back and melting into the heat coiling inside her. Her thighs pressed together as she whimpered, unable to disguise her arousal.

Marcus swirled the last of his whiskey in his glass, his gaze heavy, approving. “That’s it,” he said softly. “Let her feel it.”

Holly kissed Claire again, longer this time, her hand moving lower, tracing the line of her ribs, down to her stomach. Her fingers toyed with the hem of her dress, stroking just beneath, brushing bare skin.

Claire broke the kiss, breathless, her lips swollen and wet. “Holly… we… we shouldn’t—”

Holly only smiled, her hand sliding higher under the dress, her eyes dark and sure. “Shh. Just feel.”

Claire broke the kiss suddenly, her chest rising and falling as she looked between them, her eyes wide and searching.

“At the door…” Her voice was unsteady. “You asked Marcus if you should strip?”

Marcus’s lips curved in a faint smile, his tone calm and unashamed. “Yes, Claire. Normally, I expect Holly to be naked here in the apartment. She is so beautiful, so sexy, why would I want her hidden?”

Claire’s breath caught, her eyes darting to Holly, then back to him.

Marcus set his glass down, his gaze steady. “I think now you should be naked, Holly. Show her.”

The command hung in the air. Holly’s cheeks flushed, but there was no hesitation. She rose gracefully from the sofa, her hands sliding to the straps of her daring gown. With one slow movement, she slipped them from her shoulders. The fabric fell in a whisper around her feet, leaving her completely bare in the soft glow of the loft’s lights.

Claire stared, her mouth falling open. Holly stood tall, proud, her 34C breasts full and firm, her waist trim, her hips flaring into the perfect curve of her ass, her long legs lithe and toned. Every inch of her on display, offered without shame.

Marcus leaned back, satisfaction in his eyes as he watched Claire’s reaction. “See? Beautiful. Exactly as she should be.”

Claire’s pulse hammered, heat rushing into her belly as she realised this wasn’t just about Holly. It was about her too.

Marcus’s voice broke the silence, smooth and steady. “Well, Claire?”

She blinked, dragging her eyes up from Holly’s bare breasts to his face.

“Isn’t she beautiful?” he asked, his tone soft but commanding.

Claire swallowed hard, her lips parting. “She… yes. She’s beautiful.”

Marcus tilted his head, his smile faint but certain. “Say it properly. Look at her and tell her.”

Claire’s eyes darted back to Holly. Her friend stood there, naked and unashamed, her skin glowing under the loft’s lights. Claire’s breath quickened. “You’re beautiful, Holly,” she whispered, the words thick in her throat.

Marcus leaned forward slightly, his gaze never leaving Claire. “Touch her. Go on. Feel how soft her skin is. How perfect she is.”

Claire froze, her pulse hammering.

Holly’s lips curved in a small, inviting smile. She stepped closer, placing her hand gently on Claire’s knee. “It’s okay,” she murmured, her voice warm, coaxing. “Just touch me.”

Claire lifted a trembling hand, hesitated, then reached out, brushing her fingers over Holly’s hip. Her skin was warm, smooth, alive under her touch.

Marcus’s low chuckle filled the room, approval in every note. “That’s it, Claire. See? Beautiful.”

Claire’s hand lingered at Holly’s hip, her fingers trembling as if she might pull away at any second.

But Holly only smiled softly, covering Claire’s hand with her own. “Here,” she whispered, guiding it upward, slowly, deliberately, until Claire’s palm cupped the swell of her breast.

Claire gasped, her cheeks burning, but her fingers curled instinctively, feeling the firm weight, the soft skin, the hardened peak of Holly’s nipple pressing against her palm.

Holly let out a soft sigh, her lips parting as Claire touched her. “See?” she murmured. “Beautiful… and real.”

Marcus leaned back in his chair, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Good girl, Holly,” he said calmly, then his gaze shifted to Claire. “And you too. You’re learning already.”

Claire’s head spun, her heart racing. She should have stopped, should have said something, but the warmth of Holly’s skin under her hand and the approving rumble of Marcus’s voice made her thighs press together, heat flooding her belly.

Holly leaned closer, her lips brushing Claire’s cheek, then her mouth found hers again. The kiss was deeper this time, hungrier, and Claire didn’t resist. Her hand still cupped Holly’s breast, and this time she squeezed of her own accord, feeling the firm weight in her palm as Holly moaned softly against her lips.

Claire’s heart pounded, her body caught between panic and desire, but she kissed back, her tongue meeting Holly’s, her hand kneading her friend’s bare flesh.

Marcus’s voice cut smoothly through the heat. “Claire…”

She broke the kiss, breathless, turning to him.

His gaze was steady, calm, his tone measured. “You are very beautiful. Show Holly.”

The words landed like a command. Claire swallowed hard, her eyes flicking back to Holly, who was still smiling softly, lips swollen, chest rising with each quickened breath.

Holly leaned closer, whispering, “It’s okay. Just show me.”

Claire’s stomach flipped, her hand still on Holly’s breast, her lips tingling from the kiss.


Chapter Nine — Show Holly

Claire’s pulse hammered in her throat. Marcus’s words echoed in her ears, low and certain. You are very beautiful. Show Holly.

Her fingers trembled where they still cupped Holly’s breast. She drew back, looking first at Holly’s flushed, smiling face, then at Marcus, lounging in his chair with his whiskey, watching her with that calm, unreadable gaze.

“Strip,” he said softly. Not loud. Not sharp. Just certain.

Claire’s breath caught. “Here?”

“Yes,” Marcus replied, his voice velvet and iron all at once. “Here. For Holly. Show her how beautiful you are.”

Holly stroked Claire’s cheek gently, her smile coaxing. “It’s okay. I want to see you.”

Claire’s stomach flipped, nerves twisting with heat. Slowly, she rose from the sofa. Her hands went to the hem of her dress. She hesitated, then pulled it up, inch by inch, until the black fabric slid over her hips, her breasts, and finally over her head. She stood there in her lace bra and thong, her skin flushed, her curves bare in the warm glow of the loft.

Marcus’s eyes gleamed. “Good. Now all of it.”

Holly’s fingers slid to the clasp of Claire’s bra, gently unhooking it from behind. The straps fell, the cups loosened, and Claire let it slide from her body. Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, nipples taut in the cool air.

A soft gasp escaped Holly’s lips as she took in the sight. Claire’s cheeks burned, but she didn’t cover herself.

She hooked her thumbs into the lace thong, paused, then pushed it down, baring herself completely.

She stood naked before them both, her chest rising and falling, her skin glowing, her curves on full display.

Marcus’s smile was slow, approving. “Beautiful. Just as I said.”

Holly’s eyes lingered hungrily on her friend’s body, but inside, another thought burned. With the hour so late, the tall glass windows of Marcus’s loft reflected the room like mirrors, but Holly knew the truth. From the block opposite, anyone still awake would see her and Claire clearly, standing there stripped bare, every inch of them both exposed under the soft lights.

And Claire, flushed and trembling, had no idea.

Claire stood frozen, naked under the warm lights, her skin prickling as Marcus’s gaze swept over her.

Then Holly rose smoothly from the sofa, her own nudity unashamed, her eyes fixed on Claire. She knew exactly what Marcus wanted.

She stepped close, her fingers brushing down Claire’s arm, light as a whisper. Claire shivered. Holly leaned in, kissing her softly at first, then deeper, her tongue sliding between her lips, coaxing her open.

Claire whimpered, her hands hovering uncertainly until Holly guided them to her waist. Holly’s own hands moved lower, cupping Claire’s heavy breasts, kneading gently, her thumbs brushing over the taut peaks until Claire gasped into her mouth.

Marcus sat back in his chair, silent, watchful, every movement of his eyes making Holly’s heart race faster. She kissed down Claire’s neck, her lips grazing warm skin, then lower still, her tongue tracing the swell of one breast before closing around the nipple. Claire moaned, her knees trembling, clutching at Holly’s shoulders for balance.

Holly drew back just enough to meet Marcus’s eyes across the room. His faint nod was all the confirmation she needed.

She slid one hand slowly down Claire’s stomach, pausing just above the neat triangle of curls at her sex, her breath warm against her skin.

“See?” Holly whispered, her voice low and sure. “You’re beautiful. Marcus was right.”

Holly’s hand slipped lower, fingers brushing over Claire’s soft curls, then parting them to stroke the heat beneath. Claire jolted, her breath catching, but a moan escaped her lips before she could stop it.

“Shhh,” Holly murmured, kissing her again as her fingers traced slowly up and down, teasing her folds, circling the swollen nub that made Claire’s thighs quiver.

Claire whimpered, her hips bucking helplessly into Holly’s hand.

Holly broke the kiss, her eyes dark with purpose. With steady hands, she urged Claire backward until she dropped onto the sofa cushions. Her legs parted instinctively, but Holly pushed them wider still, lifting them, holding her open, her glistening sex now exposed not just to herself, not just to Marcus, but to the glass wall that reflected the room like a stage.

Claire flushed scarlet, gasping at the shameless display.

Marcus exhaled slowly, his eyes fixed on the sight, his voice a low growl. “Perfect.”

Then Holly knelt between her friend’s thighs. She lowered her head, her breath hot against Claire’s wet folds, before her tongue pressed to her, slow and deliberate.

Claire cried out, her hands clutching at the sofa, her hips jerking as Holly’s tongue circled her clit, licked deep, lapped at the slickness spilling out of her.

Her moans filled the loft, echoing faintly against the glass, and Holly knew Marcus was watching every second, drinking in the sight of her pleasuring Claire, open and exposed for him, and perhaps even for the neighbours beyond.

Marcus stayed seated, his glass cradled lazily in one hand, his eyes locked on the sight before him. Holly’s head moved between Claire’s thighs, her tongue working with steady, hungry precision. Claire writhed on the sofa, her moans building higher, her breasts heaving, her body trembling as Holly devoured her.

The sound of her climax broke sharp and sweet, her thighs clamping tight around Holly’s head as she cried out, back arching, her body shaking under the force of it.

Marcus set his empty glass down at last. He rose smoothly, powerful and unhurried, and crossed the room. His hands closed around theirs, pulling both girls up from the sofa, their skin flushed and glowing.

“Come,” he said simply.

Naked, dazed, still quivering from release, Claire followed as Marcus led them down the hall into the wide bedroom. The bed was vast, the city lights spilling across it in fractured silver.

Marcus guided Holly first, easing her down onto the sheets. “Look how beautiful she is,” he murmured to Claire, his voice low and certain.

Holly lay back obediently, parting her thighs, her pussy glistening in the soft light.

Claire’s breath caught, her heart hammering. She knew, without being told, what Marcus expected of her.

Her knees hit the floor almost on their own, her lips parting as she lowered herself between Holly’s thighs. Her mouth pressed to the other woman’s sex, the taste of her slick heat flooding her tongue as Marcus stood over them, watching.

Behind them, Marcus began to undress. The sound of his jacket sliding from his shoulders, the soft thud of polished shoes set aside, the quiet rasp of his belt, it filled the room with a slow, deliberate weight.

Claire kept her mouth moving over Holly, licking and sucking obediently, but her ears strained toward every sound.

When she finally glanced up, he was naked.

Marcus moved onto the bed beside Holly, his powerful frame stretching out easily across the sheets. His cock stood thick and heavy between his thighs, long and dark, the swollen head glistening already.

Claire’s breath caught in her throat. She had never seen anything like it. Ryan had been nothing compared to this, a boy’s cock, forgettable, pale. But Marcus… Marcus was enormous. Intimidating. The sheer size of him made heat twist low in her belly, equal parts awe and fear.

Holly turned her head, her lips parting without hesitation, and took him into her mouth. She moaned softly as she wrapped her lips around the thick crown, sucking, her tongue working instinctively.

Marcus groaned, his hand resting in her hair, his eyes fixed down at Claire.

“Keep going,” he said softly, his voice commanding even in its calm. “Show me how well you can please her.”

Claire blinked up at him, then back at Holly, his cock sliding between her lips, thick and overwhelming. Her heart pounded harder. The truth hit her all at once, Holly wasn’t exaggerating. This was a real man.

Marcus stayed where he was, stretched out beside Holly, his thick cock sliding slowly between her lips. His hand rested heavy in her hair, guiding her pace as she sucked him eagerly, her throat working around his size.

“Good girl,” he murmured down to her, his voice low and steady. “Take it deeper.”

Holly moaned around him, her eyes closing, her jaw straining as she obeyed, swallowing his thickness while her body writhed on the sheets.

Below, Claire’s tongue worked frantically between Holly’s thighs, lapping and circling, tasting her heat. Holly’s fingers knotted in the sheets, her hips rocking helplessly into her friend’s mouth.

Marcus’s groans mingled with Holly’s breathless cries, the sounds filling the bedroom, raw and obscene.

Then Holly’s body jolted. Her thighs clamped around Claire’s head, her back arching as a cry broke from her lips, muffled by Marcus’s cock still filling her mouth. Her climax ripped through her, wetness flooding against Claire’s tongue, her body shuddering as Marcus held her steady, letting her tremble and spasm under them both.

Marcus looked down at her, satisfied, stroking her hair as she trembled, his cock still heavy against her lips. “That’s it,” he said softly. “Show Claire what it means to be mine.”

Holly lay back against the pillows, still trembling from her orgasm, Marcus’s cock slick with her spit. She turned her head, her lips brushing Claire’s ear.

“Come here,” she whispered, coaxing her up from between her thighs. “It’s your turn now.”

Claire crawled higher, her body flushed, her lips wet. Marcus leaned back against the headboard, his cock thick and glistening, resting heavy against his stomach. He said nothing, just watched, his eyes gleaming as the two women moved closer.

Holly guided Claire’s hand to the shaft, wrapping her fingers around the thick length. Claire gasped softly at the heat, the weight of it.

“See?” Holly murmured. “Beautiful. Don’t be afraid.”

Together, they leaned down. Their lips brushed as they both kissed the swollen crown, tongues darting, licking the slit, tasting the salt of him. Marcus groaned, his hand tightening in the sheets.

Then Holly opened wider, sliding him between her lips, sucking down half his thickness while Claire kissed and licked along the shaft. Claire’s tongue traced the veins, her lips planting wet kisses lower and lower until she reached his balls, her mouth closing over one as Holly bobbed higher.

Marcus groaned deep, his voice rough. “Fuck… yes. Good girls.”

They switched without a word, Holly moving down to take his balls into her mouth while Claire swallowed him as far as she could, gagging softly as the crown pressed her throat. Marcus’s cock twitched, his groans vibrating through the room, his hands stroking each of their hair as they shared him, one on the head, one on the base, their tongues and lips trading places again and again.

The sight of them together, eager and obedient, was everything Marcus craved.

Marcus’s groans deepened, his cock slick with both women’s spit, his body straining under their eager mouths. At last, he pushed them gently back, his voice low but commanding.

“That’s enough.”

Claire froze, breathless, his taste still on her tongue.

Marcus’s hand caught her chin, lifting her gaze to his. “Now you, Claire.”

Her stomach flipped. She glanced at Holly, who smiled warmly, brushing a reassuring hand down her arm. “It’s okay. He’ll take care of you.”

Marcus shifted, guiding Claire back onto the bed, easing her down against the pillows Holly had just vacated. He spread her thighs with steady hands, his body moving between them, his thick cock pressing against her slick folds.

Claire whimpered, her breath breaking. “Marcus… I…..I’ve never…..”

“Shhh.” His voice was smooth, steady. “Relax. I’ll be gentle.”

He pushed slowly, the swollen crown parting her folds, stretching her inch by inch. Claire gasped, her fingers clutching at the sheets, her body straining around the sheer size of him.

“Good girl,” Marcus murmured, his hand stroking her hip. “Take me.”

When he was fully inside, filling her to the hilt, Claire’s cry broke free, half shock, half pleasure. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, then began to move, slow, deliberate thrusts that built the pressure with each stroke.

Her gasps turned to moans, her body arching to meet him, the friction unbearable and glorious. Holly leaned close, kissing Claire’s cheek, whispering encouragements as Marcus’s pace quickened.

“Look at you,” Holly murmured. “Taking him… just like I do.”

The words and the relentless stretch of Marcus’s cock pushed Claire higher and higher until she shattered, her body trembling violently, an orgasm tearing through her as she cried out beneath him.

Marcus groaned, his lips at her ear. “That’s it. Good girl. Come for me.”

Marcus’s thrusts grew harder, deeper, his cock pulsing inside her as Claire writhed beneath him, her orgasm still ripping through her body.

“Marcus….” she gasped, her voice breaking.

He groaned low against her ear, holding her hips tight as he slammed deep one final time. His cock throbbed inside her, spilling hot and heavy until she could feel the flood filling her. Claire sobbed at the overwhelming fullness, trembling as he stayed buried inside her, his release marking her completely.

For a moment, the room was filled with nothing but their ragged breathing, the press of his chest against hers, the twitch of his cock as it drained into her.

At last, Marcus eased out, his length glistening with their mingled fluids. Claire lay there dazed, her thighs slick, his spend already leaking from her.

Marcus’s eyes flicked to Holly. “Clean her.”

Holly moved without hesitation. She slid between Claire’s trembling thighs, parting them wide, her tongue pressing to the messy heat between her folds. Claire cried out, her hips jerking, the sensation almost too much.

Holly lowered her head and began to lick slowly, deliberately, her tongue gliding along Claire’s folds, lapping up the hot spill of Marcus’s seed as it dribbled out of her. She slurped softly, teasing every drop from her, her tongue tracing from Claire’s swollen entrance up to her clit, then back down again.

Claire whimpered, hips jerking, her thighs quivering as Holly circled her tongue around the slick, sensitive rim of her hole, dipping inside to taste the thick mess before dragging her tongue back out. She licked along the length of her folds, broad strokes that left Claire gasping, then flicked the tip over her clit in quick, maddening patterns.

Every lick, every slurp echoed in the quiet bedroom, wet and obscene, making Claire’s chest heave as the heat built inside her again. She clutched at Holly’s hair, desperate, torn between pushing her away and pulling her closer.

Marcus watched, his eyes dark and heavy, as the beautiful Holly licked and slurped at Claire’s sloppy wet pussy, her mouth working hungrily between her friend’s trembling thighs.

Holly moaned softly against her, her tongue relentless, stroking, circling, plunging shallowly into her soaked cunt before sliding up again to lash her swollen clit. Claire’s cries rose higher, her body twisting helplessly, the pleasure sharp and unbearable.

Then it crashed over her. Her thighs clamped tight around Holly’s head, her back arched off the bed, and another orgasm ripped through her, raw and uncontrollable. She sobbed as her body shook, the wet heat pouring over Holly’s tongue while Marcus watched, silent and satisfied.

When she finally collapsed back against the pillows, spent and panting, Holly lifted her head. Her lips glistened, her eyes locking on Marcus’s.

“She’s perfect,” Holly whispered.

Marcus’s smile was dark and satisfied. “I know.”


Epilogue

It was Saturday night, and as usual Ryan was down at the pub with his mates, his eyes fixed on the football on the big screen. One of them asked where Claire was.

He shrugged, not looking up from his pint. “I think she’s gone out with one of her friends.”

And that was all he had to say.

Across the city, Marcus sat in the living room of his loft apartment, a glass of whiskey in his hand, the city lights spilling through the tall windows.

Holly appeared first. Her gown was cut from a shimmer of sheer fabric, clinging to every curve, barely disguising the swell of her 34C breasts and the trim line of her waist. The fabric hugged the curve of her hips before falling just far enough to tease at the round perfection of her ass. Her long, toned legs were bare beneath the daring slit, every step making the gown whisper against her skin. She looked every inch Marcus’s prize, bold, polished, and utterly unashamed.

A moment later Claire followed. Her dress was just as daring, though different in its temptation, a deep plunge that cradled her heavier breasts, leaving the swell of her cleavage dangerously close to spilling free. The fabric traced the fuller curve of her hips, hugging her thighs and showing off her long legs, the sheer panels leaving little to the imagination. Where Holly’s body was taut and lithe, Claire’s was lush and ripe, a contrast that made Marcus’s cock stir at the sight of them together.

Both women stopped before him, radiant and dangerous, their beauty framed by the soft glow of the loft’s lights.

Marcus’s smile was slow, approving, as both young women walked toward him, poised and radiant, their heels clicking softly on the polished floor.

“We’re going out,” Holly said, her eyes shining with mischief. “Somewhere very expensive.”

She reached for Claire’s hand, squeezing it with a knowing smile. “And you’re going to really like Marcus’s friend. He’s almost like his twin.”

Claire’s chest rose sharply, her lips parting as heat coiled low in her belly. She knew exactly what that would mean, and she couldn’t wait.


Book Three Teaser

Claire thought she knew what she was stepping into when Marcus claimed her for the first time. But nothing prepared her for Andre.

Marcus’s lifelong friend, tall, powerful, every bit his equal, is ready to take his share. And Marcus has no intention of keeping the girls apart. For the first time, Holly and Claire will be spread side by side, used together, their bodies claimed in ways neither dared imagine.

Two women, two men, no limits. Holly guiding, Claire surrendering, Marcus and Andre pushing them further than ever before.

But this is only the beginning. Once the men have tasted them together, they’ll want more. More men. More eyes. More mouths, more cocks, more of everything.

Holly and Claire are about to discover what it truly means to be shared; not just by Marcus and Andre, but by any man they choose to offer them to.

?? Dark, explicit, interracial, and shameless; Book Three takes Holly and Claire from private surrender to public use. Are you ready to be pushed further?
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