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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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Chapter 1 — The Break-Up

The pub was busy, warm light spilling over sticky wooden tables, the air thick with chatter and the smell of beer. Holly stepped inside, heels clicking on the worn floorboards, scanning the crowd for him. Her pulse lifted when she spotted her boyfriend in the corner, six months together, and she still got butterflies. Two pints already sat on the table.

She’d taken her time getting ready: a short denim skirt that showed off her long legs, a white fitted blouse that clung to her 34C breasts, just sheer enough to tease the lace of her bra beneath. She’d even curled her hair and touched her lips with gloss. She thought tonight might be special.

He didn’t stand when she approached. Didn’t smile.

Sliding into the booth opposite, Holly tilted her head and tried for a grin. “Two pints? That’s ambitious. What are we celebrating?”

He looked at her with an expression she’d never seen before, cold, rehearsed.

“We need to talk.”

The words sank like stones.

Her stomach tightened. “Okay… about what?”

He sighed, glancing around at the crowded pub before fixing his gaze back on her. “I didn’t want to do this at your flat. You’d only… make a scene.”

Her throat went dry. “Do what?”

“I’m ending this. Us.”

For a moment Holly thought she’d misheard him. She blinked, waiting for him to laugh, to say he was joking. Instead, he pushed one of the pints toward her as if to soften the blow.

“What?” Her voice cracked, far too loud. Heads turned from the next table. She lowered her tone, her cheeks burning. “Why?”

He didn’t flinch. “I’ve been seeing someone else.”

Her chest caved. “What do you mean, someone else?”

He hesitated just a second too long, then said it flatly, like ripping off plaster. “Claire. Your friend.”

Her best friend. The one who’d sat on her bed eating crisps, giggling over boys, promising they’d never betray each other.

Holly gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white, fighting tears that threatened to spill in front of the strangers pressing in around them. Her voice trembled. “Three months?”

He nodded. “It’s serious. I didn’t want to lie anymore.”

A laugh broke from her lips, bitter, strangled. “So, you dragged me here, to a pub, to humiliate me?”

“I thought it would be… easier this way.” He reached for his pint, taking a long swallow, as if the conversation was already finished.

Her whole body shook, shame and rage tangled in her chest. Around them, laughter and chatter carried on, but she felt naked, exposed, as if the entire room knew she was being discarded.

She couldn’t stay. Not here, not in front of him, not in front of anyone. She shoved back from the booth, snatching her bag with trembling hands.

He didn’t stop her.

She stumbled toward the bar instead of the door, her vision blurred with tears, her pride refusing to let him see her cry outside in the street.

“Double vodka soda,” she told the bartender, voice hoarse.

The glass was pressed into her hand, cold and sharp against her skin. She knocked it back in two swallows, her reflection in the mirrored shelves behind the bar shimmering, broken.

Her heart throbbed with betrayal. Her cheeks burned with humiliation.

And somewhere in the crowd, unseen by Holly yet, a pair of older, watchful eyes had already fixed on her, seeing everything.


Chapter 2 — The Stranger at the Bar

Holly leaned against the bar, blinking hard to keep her mascara from smudging. The vodka burned in her throat, warm in her belly, but it did nothing to ease the sting of betrayal. Her chest was tight, her stomach hollow.

She stared into the empty glass, wishing she could crawl inside it and disappear.

“Another?” a voice asked, low and smooth.

She turned.

The man beside her wasn’t like the students who usually crowded this pub. He was older, much older. Mid-forties, maybe fifties, broad-shouldered in a dark jacket, a gold watch gleaming on his wrist. His skin was deep brown, his head shaved, his face lined with experience but set in a confident, easy smile.

The bartender appeared as if on cue. “What’s she having, boss?”

Boss.

The word rattled in Holly’s head. Whoever he was, people noticed him.

She opened her mouth to protest, to say she was fine, but the man had already ordered. “Double vodka soda. Make it strong.”

The drink slid in front of her. He raised his own glass in a silent toast.

Holly hesitated, then clinked hers against his. The cold fizz kissed her lips, sharp and sweet.

“Boy trouble?” he asked.

She flushed. Was it that obvious?

He smirked at her silence. “Don’t take it so hard. He’s an idiot. Only a fool would throw away a girl like you.”

Her stomach fluttered. The words were simple, but the way he said them, steady, assured, not like the careless boys she’d been used to, made her feel suddenly seen.

Holly tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, trying to hide the heat rising in her cheeks. “You don’t even know me.”

“I know enough.” His eyes slid over her, the blouse stretched over her breasts, the hem of her skirt grazing her thighs, the gloss on her lips. “I know you deserve better.”

She swallowed hard, torn between embarrassment and the strange thrill that came from his gaze.

He leaned closer, his cologne rich and masculine, filling her senses. “Name’s Marcus.”

“Holly,” she whispered.

Marcus’s smile deepened, like he’d already expected it. “Pretty name. Pretty girl. Why don’t you let me buy you another, Holly? No sense crying over some boy who didn’t know what he had.”

Her ex’s laughter carried across the pub, sharp as glass. Holly stiffened, glancing toward him, already surrounded by mates, smug and carefree, as if she hadn’t even mattered.

Something snapped. She turned back to Marcus, lifted her glass, and forced a smile.

“Alright. One more.”

Marcus’s hand rested lightly on her lower back as he signalled the bartender. A simple touch, but it made her skin prickle, her breath catch.

For the first time that night, she wasn’t thinking about her ex.

Holly’s fingers tightened around her fresh glass. The fizz bubbled against her lips as she sipped, her throat tight but warming with every swallow.

Marcus studied her quietly for a moment, the way someone might read a book cover before deciding to open it. He wasn’t pushy, wasn’t leering, but his presence filled the space between them.

“So,” he said finally, his voice smooth as the whiskey in his glass, “tell me. What kind of boy thinks he can walk away from a girl like you?”

Holly let out a short, bitter laugh. “The kind who prefers my best friend, apparently.”

Marcus’s brow lifted, though his expression never lost its calm confidence. “Your best friend?”

She nodded, her lips twisting. “Claire. We’ve known each other since we were twelve. He’s been sneaking around with her for months.”

Marcus let out a low chuckle that somehow managed to sound both sympathetic and amused. “And he told you here? In public?”

“Yeah,” Holly muttered, staring into her glass. “Said he didn’t want me to make a scene.”

Marcus leaned closer, his voice dropping to a murmur. “What he really meant, Holly, is that he’s a coward. A real man doesn’t humiliate a woman like that. A real man looks after her. Makes sure she knows her worth.”

The words curled through her chest, prickling against her raw hurt. She swallowed hard, her lips parting before she could stop them. “And you’re a real man, are you?”

The corner of his mouth twitched in a smile. “You tell me.”

Holly felt her cheeks warm, though the vodka made her bold enough not to look away. His eyes didn’t flinch, dark, steady, holding her in place. It wasn’t the gaze of a boy hoping for a kiss. It was heavier, older, full of quiet certainty.

She tried to laugh it off, though her voice wavered. “You’re very sure of yourself.”

“I’ve lived long enough to know what I want,” Marcus replied simply, swirling the amber liquid in his glass. “And I don’t waste time on things that aren’t worth it.”

He let the words hang, his gaze sweeping over her again. Holly shifted on her stool, suddenly aware of the hem of her skirt, the line of her blouse. She’d dressed for her boyfriend, but under Marcus’s eyes, she felt more exposed than she ever had before.

“You’re shaking,” he said softly.

“I’m not,” she protested, though her hand trembled as she lifted her glass.

He smiled knowingly, leaning just close enough that his arm brushed against hers. “Don’t worry. I don’t bite. Not unless you ask me to.”

Holly choked on her sip, heat flooding her face. She should have pushed him away, told him to stop, but instead she laughed, the sound nervous but real. For the first time all night, the ache in her chest eased.

She glanced sideways at him, curiosity edging past her bruised pride. “So, what do you do, Marcus? Besides hanging around pubs buying heartbroken girls drinks?”

“Me?” His smile spread, slow and secretive. “I take care of people. Make sure they’re looked after. Protected. Given what they need.”

It should have sounded vague, even suspicious, but instead it wrapped around her like velvet. Something in his tone told her he wasn’t joking.

“And what do you think I need?” Holly asked before she could stop herself.

Marcus set his empty glass down with a soft click, his hand settling lightly on the small of her back. Not possessive. Not yet. But enough to remind her he was there, close, solid.

“To forget about little boys,” he said, his voice low, steady. “And find out what it’s like to be with a man.”

Holly’s breath caught, a shiver racing through her. She told herself it was the vodka. Told herself it was just harmless flirting.

But when she looked back at Marcus, the noise of the pub seemed to fade around her.

For the first time since her world had collapsed an hour ago, Holly felt something other than heartbreak.

She felt alive.

Holly swirled the ice in her glass, the last of the fizz gone flat. She should leave, she knew she should, but Marcus’s presence wrapped around her like smoke, heavy and impossible to escape.

He leaned on the bar, his body angled toward her. Calm. Patient. Watching her as if she were the only person in the pub.

“You don’t look like you want to go home,” he said.

Her lips pressed together. “I don’t… I don’t want to see him. Or her.”

Marcus nodded slowly, as if that confirmed something he’d already known. “Then don’t.”

Holly gave a shaky laugh. “It’s not that simple.”

“Sure, it is.” He finished his drink, setting the glass aside. “You’ve spent all night being treated like you don’t matter. Come with me. Let me show you what it feels like to be the only thing that does.”

Her heart jumped, her breath catching in her throat. He said it so casually, so certain, as though the choice was already made.

“I barely know you,” she whispered.

Marcus smiled, his hand brushing her lower back again, firmer this time, just a hint of possession. “That’s the point. I don’t owe you lies. I don’t play games. I tell you what I want, and I give you what you need. No boy has ever done that for you, has he?”

Holly’s pulse hammered. She opened her mouth to protest, but no words came. Because he was right.

He leaned closer, his lips just at her ear, his voice low enough that only she could hear. “One night. That’s all. No one has to know. You can go back to your life tomorrow… or you can find out how much more there is to want.”

Holly’s body trembled. She knew she should refuse. Knew that if she said yes, she was stepping across a line she couldn’t uncross.

But then, across the room, she heard her ex’s laughter again, sharp, cruel, echoing in her skull. She saw his smug grin, his mates slapping his back, his pint raised like nothing had happened.

Her shame curdled into heat.

She turned back to Marcus, his dark eyes steady on hers, his hand still at the small of her back, guiding, waiting.

She swallowed hard. “Where?”

Marcus’s smile was slow, satisfied. “My place. Come on, Holly. Let’s get you out of here.”

Her legs felt unsteady as he slipped her bag from the bar, his arm firm around her waist. Every step toward the door was a step away from the girl she thought she was, and closer to the girl Marcus already seemed to see.




Chapter 3 — The Tease

Marcus’s flat was only a short drive away, but to Holly it felt like crossing into another world. The pub’s noise still echoed in her ears, the betrayal of her ex still raw, but sitting beside Marcus, steady at the wheel, his watch catching the streetlights, his calm confidence filling the silence, she felt herself being drawn deeper, unable to resist.

The flat itself was clean, stylish, masculine. Leather sofa, a wall-mounted TV, shelves lined with bottles of expensive whisky. Not a boy’s space. A man’s.

Marcus took her coat, poured them each a glass of red, and settled her on the sofa. Holly sipped nervously, her fingers trembling.

He didn’t waste time. Sliding closer, his arm draped over the back of the sofa until it rested against her shoulders. His scent, deep, rich, masculine, filled her head. When he tilted her chin toward him with two fingers, she let him.

The kiss was rougher, deeper than anything she had ever known. Her ex had been tentative, boyish. Marcus kissed with possession. His tongue claimed her mouth, his hand already sliding down to cup her ass through the denim skirt.

Holly gasped, her thighs clenching, her heart hammering. His other hand moved boldly up her front, squeezing her breast through the blouse. She should have stopped him, but her body betrayed her, arching into his touch, lips parting hungrily under his.

When his hand pushed beneath her blouse and tugged her bra down, freeing her breast, she moaned against his mouth. His thumb brushed her nipple, swollen and aching, and she nearly spilled her wine.

“See?” Marcus murmured. “This is how a man touches a woman. Not like those boys.”

Heat pooled between her thighs. His hand slid lower, beneath her skirt now, fingers pressing against the thin line of her thong.

“Marcus, I… I don’t…..”

He silenced her with another kiss, pushing the thong aside, sliding two fingers inside her while his thumb circled her clit. Holly gasped, hips bucking helplessly. Her glass tumbled onto the rug, forgotten.

Her body convulsed with need, every nerve alive, and she clutched at his arm, overwhelmed.

When he pulled back suddenly, her breath hitched, her body twitching in desperate denial. But then her hand, almost without thought, strayed to his lap. She froze when she felt him: thick, heavy, straining against his trousers. His sheer size made her shiver.

Marcus caught her wrist, eyes narrowing with quiet amusement. “Curious little thing, aren’t you?”

His free hand slid under her skirt again, pushing her thong aside once more. Two fingers plunged into her, strong and deliberate, while his thumb worked her clit with merciless precision.

Holly gasped, her hips jerking, her moans breaking into sharp cries as the pleasure built fast, harder than anything she had felt before. Her body arched, her thighs clamped around his hand, and she shattered with a cry, wetness flooding against his fingers as he held her through it.

She collapsed against him, panting, her cheek burning against his chest.

Marcus withdrew his hand slowly, his fingers glistening. Then he pressed her trembling hand firmly back against his groin, making her feel the daunting length of him. His voice was low, controlled.

“I want you, Holly. Don’t doubt that. But I won’t take advantage of you. A real man doesn’t.” His thumb stroked across her knuckles where she clutched him, unable to let go. “I could take you now. But I’d rather you be sure. I’ll take you home tonight. Next weekend, I’ll call. You’ll have time to think.”

He kissed her temple gently, while she sat shaking, her pussy still throbbing, her thong soaked.

“You decide if you want me,” Marcus murmured. “But when you do… you’ll never look at boys the same way again.”


Chapter 4 — Morning Heat

The light pushed through the thin curtains, stabbing at Holly’s eyes. She groaned, rolling onto her back, her head pounding faintly from too many vodkas. She’d stumbled in late, dropped her bag on the floor, stripped her clothes in a heap, and collapsed into bed naked.

Now, in the pale morning silence, last night crept back into her mind.

Marcus.

The way he’d kissed her, not tentative, not boyish, but hard, demanding, claiming. The way his hands had roamed, confident and rough, as if her body already belonged to him. The size of him, heavy in her palm, daunting and thrilling all at once.

A shiver rippled through her. Her thighs pressed together, but it did nothing to ease the ache building low in her belly. Heat pooled there, insistent, impossible to ignore.

Her hand drifted down, hesitant at first, fingers tracing the bare skin of her stomach. She bit her lip, eyes slipping closed, as she let herself remember his voice, his words: “This is how a man touches a woman.”

Her fingers slipped lower, finding the slick warmth already waiting between her thighs. She gasped softly, circling her clit, her hips lifting into her own touch.

She thought of Marcus’s fingers inside her, thick and relentless, the way he’d pushed her to the edge and broken her open. She thought of his cock, heavy against her hand, the promise of what it would feel like stretching her, filling her.

Her breath quickened, her other hand clutching the sheets as she worked herself faster, moans slipping from her lips. Her body tightened, trembling, until the pleasure burst through her in a hot, shaking rush. She cried out, back arched, legs quivering as she came, the echoes of his touch driving her over the edge.

Collapsing against the sheets, she lay there panting, shame and heat tangled in her chest. She shouldn’t be doing this. She shouldn’t be thinking of him. But she couldn’t stop.

For the first time in her life, she felt what it meant to be wanted by a man. And she knew she was already craving more.

Holly lay there a few moments longer, catching her breath, the glow of her climax still humming through her. Eventually, she pushed the sheets back and padded toward the bathroom.

Halfway there, she stopped.

The full-length mirror stood against the wall, catching her reflection in the pale light. Naked, flushed from her orgasm, she froze and stared.

Her 34C breasts rose and fell with each uneven breath, nipples still hard and peaked. Her stomach was flat and taut, curving into the flare of her hips. She turned slightly, running her hands over the swell of her ass, round, firm, perfectly heart shaped. Her long legs stretched lean and toned beneath her, thighs trembling from the aftershocks.

She should have felt self-conscious. But instead, heat stirred again in her belly.

This is me, she thought, staring at her reflection. This is what Marcus saw last night.

Her fingers grazed her lips, swollen from his kisses. She hadn’t thought of her ex once since leaving the pub for Marcus’s flat. Not his face, not his laugh, not even the sting of his betrayal.

The thought hit her like a jolt: she didn’t care. He was gone. Replaced.

Was it the vodka? Or was it Marcus, the way he kissed like he owned her, the way his strength had dwarfed her, the way his size had filled her palm and made her shiver?

Her ex had been a boy.

Marcus was a man.

And the worst part, the part that made her chest tighten and her thighs clench, was how badly she wanted to feel that man claim her again.

Holly tore herself away from the mirror and finally made it into the bathroom, splashing her face with cold water, brushing her teeth, trying to shake the lingering fog of vodka and orgasm. When she dressed, pulling on a soft vest top and her favourite jeans, her phone buzzed on the dresser.

A message.

From him.

You ok? Saw you last night. Looked like you were getting drunk with some old man. Just checking in.

Holly’s stomach tightened, not with longing, but with disgust. The nerve. After humiliating her in public, after betraying her with Claire, he thought he had the right to “check in”?

Her thumb hovered over the screen for a heartbeat. Then she hit delete. No reply. No trace.

For the first time since the break-up, she didn’t feel small. She didn’t feel weak. She felt free.

Still, her chest tightened as her thoughts slid back to Marcus. The way he kissed. The way his strength pressed against her. The size she’d felt heavy in her palm, seared into her memory. She shivered, her thighs pressing together again.

Her phone buzzed once more.

Not her ex this time.

Marcus.

Morning, Holly. Hope your head’s not too bad. You’ve got all week to think about me. I’ll be in touch before the weekend.

Her lips parted, her pulse quickening. He wasn’t asking. He was telling. Calm, certain, like everything else about him.

Holly sank down onto the edge of the bed, staring at the message. She should have felt nervous. Instead, her stomach fluttered with heat.

The ex was already a ghost.

Marcus was real.

And she knew she would spend every day until the weekend aching for his call.

Holly slipped her phone back onto the dresser and pulled her hair into a messy ponytail. She tried to focus on normal things, making coffee, picking at toast, but nothing tasted right. Everything was dulled, except the memory of Marcus.

Lectures passed in a blur. She sat near the back, notebook open, pen in hand, but her focus drifted to the night before: his kiss, his voice, the size of him pressing into her palm. When the professor called on her, she startled, cheeks burning as a couple of students snickered. She muttered an answer, half-right, before sinking back into her chair.

Even in the library later, surrounded by the smell of books and the faint tap of keyboards, she couldn’t focus. She tried to read, but her thighs pressed together under the desk, restless. Every word on the page blurred into Marcus’s voice.

By the time evening fell, she’d abandoned her work and gone home. She curled up on the sofa with tea and Netflix, flicking aimlessly through shows she couldn’t follow. Every so often her phone buzzed, a group chat lighting up with weekend plans, but she ignored it.

It was Marcus she wanted to see on the screen. Marcus she was waiting for.

She gave up on the TV and went to bed early. Sliding under the sheets, she buried her face in the pillow and tried not to think about him.

But of course, she did.

His hand on her breast, his fingers inside her, the slow, relentless way he had made her come. The weight of him against her palm, the thick promise of what he had withheld.

Her hand slipped under the covers before she could stop herself, tugging her vest top down, fingers pinching her nipple, the other sliding lower. She thought of him watching her, telling her not to lie, telling her to be a good girl.

She came hard, muffling her moan against the pillow, her body shaking, thighs soaked.

Shame washed through her after but so did heat. He had said he would call before the weekend.

And all Holly could think was; please, let it be soon.


Chapter 5 — The Long Week

The days crawled.

Monday bled into Tuesday, then Wednesday, each one dragging slower than the last. Holly went to lectures, handed in an essay, even went out for coffee with a couple of girls from her course, but nothing stuck. Nothing mattered.

Marcus’s words echoed in her head: “You’ve got all week to think about me.”

She thought about him constantly. In class, she doodled his name in the margins without realising. In the shower, her hands slid down her stomach, replaying the way he had touched her, how easily he had read her body. At night, she slipped her hand under the covers again, muffling her moans against the pillow, ashamed but unable to stop.

Her phone buzzed often, group chats arranging nights out, reminders for assignments, the occasional meme. And twice now, messages from her ex.

The first she ignored. The second came Thursday morning:

Haven’t heard from you or seen you all week. Just want to know you’re, ok?

She stared at it for a moment, her jaw tight. He wanted to “check in”? After humiliating her in front of everyone? After betraying her with Claire?

Delete. Gone.

That afternoon, leaving her seminar, she spotted Claire waiting by the doors. Same glossy hair, same saccharine smile, but Holly’s stomach turned at the sight.

Claire lifted a hand, as if to wave her over. Holly didn’t slow. Didn’t smile. She turned her back and walked away, her steps brisk, her chest tight with something sharp but liberating.

By Thursday evening, the frustration was unbearable. She lay on her bed with her laptop open, a reading list glowing on the screen, untouched. Her hand strayed down again, rubbing herself raw, her breath ragged as she came for the third time that night.

And still, it wasn’t enough.

She grabbed her phone, staring at the blank screen, half-hoping, half-dreading a message. But nothing came.

Not yet.

When Friday morning finally arrived, Holly’s stomach was tight with nerves and anticipation. She checked her phone before she even got out of bed. Still no message.

She groaned, pulling the pillow over her face. She hated how desperate she felt. She hated how much power he had over her already.

And yet, she wouldn’t trade it for anything.

By the time Friday evening rolled around, Holly was a mess of nerves and anticipation. She’d gone through the motions of her day, lectures, a quick trip to the shops, coffee she barely tasted, but every thought had circled back to one man.

Marcus.

Would he call? Would he text? Or had she imagined the promise he’d made?

Her phone sat beside her on the bed as she lay there in the growing dusk, scrolling aimlessly, checking every vibration, her heart skipping each time only to crash with disappointment.

Then, at 7:12 p.m., the screen lit up.

Marcus.

Her breath caught as she opened it.

Be ready at eight. Wear something that shows your legs.

No greeting. No question. Just instruction.

Heat shot straight through her. Her thighs pressed together, her stomach fluttering.

She read it again, and again, her pulse racing. He hadn’t asked. He had told. And the worst, or best, part was how badly she wanted to obey.

Holly leapt up, tearing through her wardrobe, her hands trembling as she yanked out skirts, dresses, stockings. The clock ticked louder with each passing minute.

By the time eight o’clock drew near, she was dressed, breathless, heart hammering, ready.

For him.


Chapter 6 — The Second Meeting

The taxi pulled up outside the pub, and Holly’s heart thudded as she paid the driver. She smoothed down her skirt before stepping out, the cool night air brushing her bare thighs.

Marcus’s message had been clear: Wear something that shows your legs.

She’d chosen a black mini skirt that hugged her hips, paired with a silky camisole that clung to her breasts. A cropped jacket covered her bare shoulders, but her legs were on full display; long, toned, gleaming under the streetlights, balanced on slim heels.

She hesitated at the door, nerves churning. Then she pushed inside.

The pub was busy, crowded with laughter and clinking glasses. Her eyes scanned the room until they landed on him.

Marcus.

He sat at his usual spot in the corner, a half-pint untouched before him. The dim light glinted off his watch as he looked up, already watching her.

Holly’s breath caught.

She crossed the room, each step deliberate, aware of her skirt swishing against her thighs, of the way eyes followed her. When she reached him, Marcus stood, his gaze raking over her slowly, appreciatively.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his hand brushing the back of her bare thigh as he leaned in to kiss her cheek. “I knew you’d do as you were told.”

Heat surged through her at his approval.

He guided her into the booth beside him, his arm sliding casually around her shoulders, his hand resting on her naked thigh. She tried to sip her drink, but her pulse was too fast, her skin alive under his touch.

After a while, two men approached the table, broad, laughing, clearly comfortable with Marcus. They greeted him with claps on the shoulder, nods of respect.

Their eyes fell to Holly.

“Who’s this then?” one of them asked, his grin sharp.

Marcus’s hand squeezed her thigh, grounding her. “This is Holly. She’s with me.”

The men’s gazes lingered, roaming openly over her legs, her breasts, her flushed cheeks. Holly shifted in her seat, heat prickling her skin. She’d never been looked at this way before; appraised, admired, almost as though she were on display.

Marcus smirked, leaning back. “Pretty, isn’t she?”

One of the men chuckled. “You’ve got good taste, brother.”

Holly’s cheeks burned. She took a sip of her drink to hide her face, but inside, something twisted, shame tangled with a thrill she couldn’t deny.

Marcus’s hand stroked her thigh once more, slow and deliberate. “She’s learning,” he said softly, his voice meant for her alone. “And they’re going to love watching her learn.”

Her pulse hammered. She should have been outraged, but instead she pressed her thighs together, a flood of heat pooling between them.

For the first time, she understood: Marcus wasn’t just bringing her into his world. He was showing her off.

And the worst part was how much she liked it.


Chapter 7 — On Display

The men pulled up chairs at the table, their conversation loud and easy, pints clinking as they settled in. Holly sat pressed against Marcus in the booth, trying to focus on her drink, on anything but the weight of his arm draped along the back of her seat.

At first, his hand rested lightly on her thigh. She thought maybe that would be enough.

It wasn’t.

Marcus’s fingers slid higher, slow and deliberate, the warmth of his palm inching up the bare length of her leg. Holly stiffened, her breath catching, but she didn’t push him away. She couldn’t.

The men were watching. Not openly, but she could feel their eyes on her, feel the shift in their grins when Marcus’s hand reached the hem of her skirt and kept going.

She took a hurried sip of her drink, cheeks blazing.

“So, Marcus,” one of them said, smirking. “This the girl you were talking about?”

Marcus’s thumb traced lazy circles against her inner thigh, just high enough that her body ached for more. “Yeah,” he said simply. “Pretty thing, isn’t she?”

The other man chuckled, lifting his glass. “More than pretty. You’ve got yourself a prize.”

Holly’s stomach flipped. Shame burned hot across her skin, but it tangled with something deeper, darker, the thrill of being touched, of being shown, while men she’d only just met sat watching.

Marcus leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “You’re blushing,” he murmured. “They like that.”

His fingers edged higher, grazing the damp heat beneath her skirt. Holly’s thighs pressed together instinctively, trapping his hand. He chuckled, squeezing firmly until she gasped.

“You want me to stop?” His voice was quiet, meant only for her, but the challenge was clear.

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Her face burned too hot, her breath too uneven.

Marcus smirked, withdrawing his hand at last, leaving her trembling. He took a slow sip of his drink, as if nothing had happened.

But Holly knew.

And worse, so did they.

The men’s knowing grins told her everything. They’d seen her squirm, seen her blush, seen the way Marcus had her in his grip.

For the first time, Holly understood: this wasn’t just between her and Marcus anymore.

She was becoming part of the show.


Chapter 8 — The First Claim

The taxi ride back to Marcus’s flat was a blur. Holly sat pressed against him, her pulse hammering, her skin still tingling from his hand on her thigh in front of his friends. She didn’t know if she was more humiliated or more aroused, all she knew was she couldn’t stop shaking.

When they stepped inside his flat, Marcus closed the door with a quiet click. The silence wrapped around them, heavy with intent.

He turned to her, his eyes steady, dark, and calm. “Take your clothes off, Holly.”

Her breath caught.

She hesitated for only a heartbeat before obeying. Fingers trembling, she slid her jacket from her shoulders, unbuttoned the silky camisole, and let it fall. Her skirt came next, pooled at her feet, then her bra, her panties. In moments she was naked, flushed and vulnerable under his gaze.

Marcus stepped closer, one hand cupping her chin, tilting her face up. “Good girl.”

He stripped at his own pace, unhurried, folding his shirt aside, undoing his belt with deliberate calm. When he pushed his trousers down, Holly’s breath caught. His cock was thick, heavy, darker than the rest of him, hanging proud and swollen. She stared, her pulse racing, her thighs clenching at the sheer size of him.

Marcus smirked at her expression. “On your knees.”

She sank down before him, her lips parting. Tentatively at first, then with growing need, she took him in her mouth. He groaned low, his hand settling at the back of her head, guiding her as her lips stretched around his thickness. She gagged lightly, tears pricking her eyes, but the praise in his voice, “That’s it, take it, good girl,” only drove her deeper.

When he pulled her up, slick strings of spit still clinging to her lips, he laid her back on the sofa. He spread her thighs wide and lowered his mouth to her. Holly gasped as his tongue slid through her folds, skilled, relentless. His mouth worked her clit, his fingers curling inside her, his tongue stroking until she broke apart with a loud, desperate cry, her first orgasm from a man’s mouth.

Before she could catch her breath, Marcus was above her, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He looked into her eyes as he pushed forward, slow at first, stretching her, filling her inch by inch until she moaned his name, her nails clawing at his back.

“Feel that?” he growled against her ear. “That’s a man inside you.”

He began to thrust, harder, deeper, claiming her in long, relentless strokes. Holly gasped, her body clenching around him, her breasts bouncing with every movement. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, craving more.

The pressure built fast, her cries rising with every thrust until she shattered again, climaxing hard around his cock. Marcus held her tight, driving her through it, before his own release hit. He groaned deep in his chest as he filled her, his body jerking, his cock pulsing inside her.

They collapsed together, slick and breathless, his weight pinning her, his seed hot inside her.

For the first time in her life, Holly felt completely claimed.

And she never wanted to go back.


Chapter 9 — The Morning After

Marcus didn’t push her away when they were done. He held her against him, her cheek resting on his chest, his arm heavy around her waist. His heartbeat was steady beneath her ear, his breathing calm.

Holly lay there, dazed, her body still trembling, her thighs slick with him. She had never felt so full, so used, so wanted. For once, she didn’t care what time it was, didn’t care about the outside world. All she cared about was the weight of his body against hers, the warmth of his hand stroking lazily down her spine.

“Sleep,” Marcus murmured.

And she did.



When Holly stirred in the grey light of morning, she found herself still in his bed, tangled in the sheets that smelled of him. She blinked, confused at first, then flushed as the memories of the night rushed back; his mouth on her, his cock filling her, the way he had made her shatter again and again.

She shifted, thighs aching, the dull throb between her legs reminding her of everything he’d done to her. And then she felt it; the sticky warmth still inside her. His seed.

Her body clenched at the thought.

Marcus stirred beside her, turning onto his side, his hand already sliding to her hip. He kissed the back of her neck, his cock pressing hard against her ass.

“Morning, my pretty girl,” he murmured.

Before she could answer, he pushed her onto her stomach, spreading her legs beneath him. He was gentle this time, slower, rolling his hips against her, sliding easily into her with a groan. Holly gasped, gripping the sheets as he filled her again, the soreness mixing with pleasure until she was crying out, her body surrendering to him all over.

He held her close, his lips brushing her shoulder as he thrust deep, steady, until she came again, muffling her moans into the pillow. His release followed soon after, hot and thick, spilling into her for the second time.

Afterward, he kissed her temple, his voice low but certain. “That’s mine, Holly. Remember that.”

Late in the morning, he finally drove her home. She walked up to her flat with his seed still inside her, her body aching, her mind spinning. She should have felt ashamed, but all she felt was the heat of his words echoing in her chest.

Mine.

And she already knew she wanted more.


Chapter 10 — Claire’s Explanation

By Wednesday afternoon, Holly was leaving campus with her bag slung over her shoulder when Claire appeared, blocking her path.

“Holly! Wait. Please!”

Holly froze. Her chest tightened, anger flashing before she could even see her friend properly.

Claire looked nervous, her glossy hair loose around her shoulders, lips painted a soft pink. She was shorter than Holly, curvier, her breasts full and heavy under a fitted jumper, her hips wider, thighs soft and inviting beneath a short skirt. She was the kind of girl men noticed instantly. Holly had always thought her beautiful, even glamorous in a way she could never quite match.

And yet right now, all Holly could see was betrayal.

“How could you?” she spat, before Claire could speak. “You were my best friend. You sat in my room and told me everything, and the whole time you were sneaking behind my back?”

Claire’s eyes filled, her hands twisting together. “It just happened, Hols. I didn’t mean to…..”

“Didn’t mean to?” Holly snapped, her voice low but sharp. “Three months, Claire. Three months you ‘didn’t mean to.’”

Claire bit her lip, searching for words. “I just… I like him, okay? And he likes me. I didn’t know how to tell you without…..without hurting you.”

Holly laughed bitterly. “Hurting me? You destroyed me.”

The words hung between them, and for a moment Holly felt the sting again, that raw humiliation in the pub. But it didn’t last. Not now. Not after Marcus.

She straightened her shoulders, her voice colder. “But you know what? It doesn’t matter anymore. I’ve moved on.”

Claire blinked. “Already?”

“Yes.” Holly’s lips curled into a smile she couldn’t quite hide. “I have a real man looking after me now. Not a boy sneaking around, not a coward who dumps his girlfriend in public. A man who knows exactly what he wants, and knows how to treat a woman.”

She watched the words sink in, saw the flicker in Claire’s eyes, surprise first, then something else. Something sharper.

Jealousy.

Claire tried to mask it, but Holly saw it, clear as day. And for the first time, she felt a rush of power.

“Goodbye, Claire,” Holly said, turning away, her bag bouncing at her hip.

She didn’t look back. She didn’t need to.

Because for the first time in weeks, Holly wasn’t the one chasing.

She was the one being wanted.


Chapter 11 — The Setup for Sharing

The package arrived Friday morning, plain brown paper, no return address. Holly frowned as she signed for it, carrying it back into her flat. She hadn’t ordered anything.

When she peeled away the wrapping, her breath caught.

Inside was a dress.

Not just any dress, a tiny, black slip of fabric, soft and silky under her fingers. She held it up against her body in front of the mirror, and her cheeks burned. It was exactly her size, but indecently small: the hemline barely reached the bottom of her ass, and the neckline plunged so low her breasts looked ready to spill out.

Her phone buzzed.

Marcus.

Wear this for me tonight. No underwear.

Holly’s knees nearly buckled. She stared at the dress in the mirror, then at her phone, reading the words over and over.

No underwear.

Her first instinct was shock, even panic. She’d never gone out like that in her life. But beneath the shame, heat pooled low in her stomach. He knew her size, knew exactly how she’d look in it, and the thought of being commanded, displayed, owned, it made her thighs clench.

She slipped the dress on, the fabric cool against her skin. It clung to every curve, her breasts straining against the thin straps, her ass almost visible when she turned. She looked like someone else, not the naive girl who’d been dumped in a pub, but something far more dangerous.

Another buzz.

Eight o’clock. I’ll pick you up.

Holly’s pulse thundered. She couldn’t deny him. She didn’t want to.

She smoothed the dress down, pressed her thighs together, and whispered to her reflection:

“Tonight.”


Chapter 12 — The Party

Marcus didn’t let her walk into the pub unnoticed.

When Holly stepped from his car, every nerve alive under the scandalous slip of a dress he had chosen, Marcus didn’t hurry her inside. He walked her slowly across the floor, his arm firm around her waist, letting every head turn.

The dress clung indecently to her body. Each step threatened to show more of her ass, her breasts straining against the plunging neckline. She was bare beneath it, every movement a reminder of how exposed she really was.

They reached his booth at the back, already occupied by three of his friends. The chatter died the moment Holly slid in beside Marcus, their eyes devouring her.

“Evening, lads,” Marcus said, casual, confident. His hand slid to Holly’s bare thigh, squeezing possessively. “Brought a little something for you to admire.”

Heat burned across Holly’s face. She reached for her drink, but his hand stopped her halfway, guiding her glass back to the table.

“Show them, Holly.”

Her heart lurched. “Show them…?”

Marcus smirked, his lips brushing her ear. “Cross your legs. Then uncross them. Nice and slow.”

Her breath caught. She wanted to refuse, the shame was overwhelming, but the weight of his gaze left no room for defiance. Trembling, she shifted in her seat, letting her thighs part. The hem of the tiny dress rode higher, her bare pussy only inches from exposure.

The men leaned forward, grinning. One gave a low whistle. Another chuckled, shaking his head.

“Christ, Marcus,” one of them said. “You weren’t exaggerating.”

Holly flushed scarlet, her thighs pressing shut again, but Marcus only chuckled. He slid his hand higher, fingers brushing against her slickness, reminding her of her nakedness beneath the dress.

“They like what they see,” he murmured. “Don’t you, boys?”

The men agreed eagerly, their eyes locked on Holly. She wanted to melt into the seat, but the heat between her thighs betrayed her, wetness already gathering at Marcus’s touch.

He leaned back, satisfied. “Not yet,” he told them, his voice calm but carrying weight. “She’s mine tonight. But soon…”

He let the words trail off, his fingers stroking her inner thigh as the men grinned knowingly.

Holly sat there trembling, ashamed and aroused in equal measure, her body betraying her again.

And deep down, she knew Marcus was right.

Soon.

Marcus’s men leaned back in their seats, their eyes never far from Holly. The pub was loud with laughter and music, but at their table the energy felt different, heavier, focused, all centred on her.

Marcus rested his arm along the back of the booth, fingers brushing her bare shoulder. With his other hand, he idly stroked her thigh, high enough that her breath caught.

“She looks nervous,” one of the men said, grinning.

Marcus’s lips curved. “She should. This is her first time out with me like this.”

The words made Holly’s stomach twist. Out with me like this. What did that mean? She shifted in her seat, the hem of the tiny dress riding higher.

Marcus tapped her knee lightly. “Sit up straight, Holly. Shoulders back.”

Heat rushed to her face, but she obeyed.

“That’s better,” Marcus said, his eyes gleaming. “Now look at them.”

She glanced across the table, meeting the eyes of the men staring back. One whistled softly. Another chuckled. Her cheeks burned, but Marcus’s hand on her thigh squeezed gently, grounding her.

“Beautiful, isn’t she?” Marcus said, his voice calm, assured.

“More than beautiful,” one of them agreed. “Lucky man.”

Marcus smirked, his thumb brushing dangerously close to the heat between her legs. “Luck has nothing to do with it. She belongs here.”

Holly’s pulse raced. She wanted to hide, but Marcus tilted her chin with two fingers, forcing her to keep her eyes on his. His kiss was sudden, deep, his tongue claiming her mouth right there in front of them. When he pulled back, a line of spit clung to her lip.

The men laughed quietly, but Marcus only wiped it away with his thumb, his eyes never leaving hers. “Good girl,” he murmured.

Her body burned with humiliation, and something else. Something darker, hotter, that made her thighs press together under the table.

Marcus leaned back, satisfied. He picked up his glass and raised it. “To Holly.”

The men lifted their drinks. “To Holly.”

Her cheeks flamed, but Marcus smiled, his hand heavy on her thigh. He hadn’t shared her — not yet — but he’d made her his showpiece, his possession on display.

And she knew, deep down, this was only the beginning.


Chapter 13 — The Nightcap

The taxi ride back to Marcus’s flat was quiet. Holly sat pressed against him, her head light from the drinks, her body still buzzing from the way he had paraded her in front of his men. Their eyes on her, their laughter, the toast raised in her name, it was all seared into her skin.

When they stepped inside, Marcus shut the door with a firm click. He turned, his gaze heavy, his voice low but absolute.

“Strip. I want you naked.”

Holly’s breath caught, but her body obeyed before her mind had time to argue. Her heels slipped off, the tiny black dress peeled over her head, the straps tangling briefly in her hair before falling to the floor. She stood before him trembling, bare and exposed, her breasts rising and falling with her quickened breath.

Marcus moved slowly, deliberately, circling her once, his eyes sweeping over every curve. He brushed a hand across her hip, down the swell of her ass, and back up to cup her breast, thumb rolling over her hard nipple until she gasped.

“You did well tonight,” he said, voice calm, assured. “You sat there and let them look. You blushed, but you didn’t run. You showed them what’s mine.”

Holly’s cheeks flamed, but his approval sent heat surging between her thighs.

He tilted her chin up with two fingers. “But understand this, you’re still mine alone. No one touches you until I say. Do you hear me?”

“Yes, Marcus,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Good girl.”

He kissed her hard then, pushing her back toward the sofa, his hands already roaming her body. When he pushed her down and spread her legs, she offered no resistance. His mouth claimed her, tongue stroking her clit until she writhed, moaning his name as she came.

Then he was above her, guiding his thick cock into her soaked cunt, stretching her again. His thrusts were deep, deliberate, not just taking her body but stamping his ownership into her very core.

“You’re mine,” he growled against her ear as she clutched at him, coming apart again. “Remember that, Holly. Whatever happens next, you are mine first.”

When his climax hit, he spilled hot inside her, his body pinning hers to the sofa, his breath rough in her ear. He didn’t move right away, keeping himself buried deep, making sure she felt every pulse of him.

Later, when they collapsed together in his bed, Marcus pulled her close, his arm heavy around her waist. Holly lay awake a long while, her body aching, her mind spinning.

He hadn’t shared her. Not yet. But the way he spoke, the way he showed her off, the way his men looked at her…

It was only a matter of time.


Chapter 14 — Saturday Morning

The room was still dim, curtains half-drawn against the pale morning light. Holly stirred first, blinking at the weight of Marcus’s arm draped across her waist. His chest rose and fell in slow, steady breaths, but something else caught her attention.

Pressed against her hip was the unmistakable hardness of him. Thick, heavy, swollen in his sleep.

Her stomach flipped. She bit her lip, hesitating only a second before she shifted carefully out from under his arm. Sliding lower on the bed, she turned, her eyes drawn to the sight of him, his cock standing hard and proud, the thick head flushed and full.

Her pulse quickened. She lowered herself, lips parting, and gently took the bulbous tip into her mouth.

The taste of him filled her tongue, musky and hot. Slowly, carefully, she sucked, swirling her tongue around the crown, her hand wrapping the thick shaft to stroke what she couldn’t yet take.

Marcus groaned, low in his chest, still half-asleep. She kept going, sucking deeper, her mouth wet and eager around him.

Minutes later, his breath hitched. His eyes blinked open, and he looked down to find Holly between his legs, her glossy hair falling around her face, her lips wrapped tight around his cock.

A growl rumbled from his chest. “Good girl…”

Before she could react, his hand tangled in her hair, pulling her gently but firmly away. He shifted fast, lifting her effortlessly, rolling her onto her back.

Her breath caught as his hands gripped her thighs, spreading them wide, stretching her open. She gasped at the raw strength in his hold, the way he displayed her body for himself, every inch exposed.

Marcus knelt between her legs, staring down at the slick pink folds glistening for him. He dragged the heavy head of his cock along her slit, coating himself in her wetness.

“Look at you,” he murmured, voice thick. “Open and ready.”

Holly whimpered, arching up, her body begging for him.

Then he thrust. One long, hard stroke, burying himself to the hilt in a single motion.

Her mouth opened in a silent scream, pleasure slamming through her. The stretch, the fullness, the sheer force of him made her whole body tremble, clutching at the sheets as he filled her to the base, balls pressed against her.

“Mine,” Marcus growled, holding himself deep inside her.

And Holly could only nod, eyes glassy, her body already breaking around the man she couldn’t resist.

Marcus held himself buried deep inside her, his cock stretching her wide, the thick length pulsing against her walls. Holly whimpered, clinging to the sheets, her body quivering under the sheer force of him.

Then he began to move.

Long, powerful strokes, filling her completely, pulling nearly out only to slam back in. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her thighs trembling in his grip as he pushed her open, keeping her spread wide.

Holly cried out, her voice breaking as his cock found that spot deep inside her, over and over, harder each time. The pleasure built too fast, unbearable, her nails raking down his back as she arched up beneath him.

“Oh God, Marcus….”

“Come on my cock,” he growled, his thrusts relentless.

Her climax tore through her, sudden and violent. Her body clenched around him, pussy milking his thickness as she screamed into the pillow, shaking apart under his weight.

Marcus didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, harder, faster, until his own release ripped from him with a guttural groan. He buried himself deep, spilling hot inside her, holding her down as his cock pulsed and filled her again.

They collapsed together, slick and breathless, her thighs soaked, his seed dripping from her.

When she stirred, hoping for a shower, Marcus shook his head. “No. Leave it. Get dressed.”

Her eyes widened. “Marcus….”

“I want you smelling of me. Feeling me. All day.” His tone brooked no argument.

Still trembling, Holly obeyed. She pulled her dress back on, no underwear, her thighs sticky, his cum seeping slowly down her legs. Marcus buttoned his shirt, buckled his belt, and led her out.

Downstairs, he waved down a cab. Holly’s cheeks burned with the thought of the driver’s nose catching the scent of sex in the backseat, but Marcus sat calm, unbothered, his hand resting heavy on her thigh.

The cab pulled up outside a plush hotel. Chandeliers glittered in the lobby windows, the awning gleaming in the morning sun.

Inside, the restaurant was bright and polished, tables set with crisp white linens and gleaming silverware. A waiter showed them to a table by the window.

Holly sat gingerly, crossing her legs, praying no one noticed the faint scent clinging to her skin, the way she shifted uncomfortably as Marcus’s seed continued to leak from her.

Marcus opened the menu, perfectly at ease. “Order what you like, Holly.”

Her cheeks burned as she picked up her own menu, her pulse still racing.

Breakfast in a luxury hotel, while her body still dripped with the reminder that she belonged to him.

And God help her, she loved it.


Chapter 15 — The Gown

By late afternoon Holly was stretched out on Marcus’s sofa, the rich breakfast and the long hours of lounging in his bed leaving her drowsy and languid. She was scrolling aimlessly through her phone when Marcus appeared from the bedroom, a small box in his hand.

How special she felt, curled up in his big loft apartment, sunlight spilling through the tall warehouse windows, sinking into one of his huge leather sofas. Everything here was spacious, expensive, stylish, so different from her pokey student accommodation with its creaky single bed and peeling paint. Here, she felt elevated, chosen, almost like she belonged in his world.

Marcus set the box down on the coffee table. “For you.”

Holly’s brows lifted. She sat up, her heart thudding as she reached for it. The box was light, delicate, wrapped in plain black paper. She peeled it open carefully.

Inside lay a gown.

Not the kind she expected. Barely a gown at all. It was cut like something she’d seen on the red carpet, the sort of thing a starlet wore to guarantee every flashbulb turned her way. The fabric was gauzy, almost transparent, shimmering faintly in the light. It hugged every curve when she held it up against her body, leaving nothing to the imagination.

Her cheeks flamed. “Marcus… it’s see-through.”

He smirked, lowering himself into the armchair opposite. “Exactly.”

She swallowed, her fingers trembling as she let the fabric fall back into the box.

“Go shower,” Marcus said, his voice calm, commanding. “Then put this on. I want to see you in it.”

Her stomach twisted with nerves and heat. She wanted to protest, to laugh it off, to say she couldn’t, but one look at his steady gaze silenced her.

“Yes, Marcus,” she whispered.

She slipped into the bathroom, the hot water cascading over her skin, washing away the sweat of the day but not the heat in her belly. She soaped herself slowly, her mind replaying Marcus’s command: “Go shower, then put this on. I want to see you in it.”

When the water finally ran cold, she stepped out, towelling her skin quickly before the mirror fogged completely. With a swipe of her hand she cleared the steam, staring at her reflection.

Naked, flushed from the heat, she tilted her head and studied herself.

Her breasts rose and fell with each uneven breath, full 34Cs with tight, dark nipples still peaked from the shower. Her stomach was flat, smooth, tapering into the curve of her waist. She turned sideways, then fully, her eyes dropping to the swell of her hips and the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass. She ran her hand across it, watching the firm flesh shift beneath her palm. Her long legs stretched lean and toned, calves slim, thighs strong, carrying her tall frame with an elegance she’d never truly appreciated.

She had always known she was pretty. But staring at herself now, she tried to see what Marcus saw, why his eyes lingered on her body as though it were the only thing in the room.

For the first time, she believed it.

Her heart hammered as she reached for the gown. She slid it over her head, the sheer fabric clinging to her curves like water, outlining everything she’d just admired. Her nipples pressed boldly against the gauze, her stomach taut beneath it, her ass outlined in perfect silhouette.

She looked back at herself in the mirror, her lips parting. She didn’t look like Holly anymore.

She looked like Marcus’s.

It clung instantly. The fabric traced every curve of her body, her breasts clearly outlined, nipples dark against the sheer shimmer, her stomach flat, her hips curving into the round swell of her ass. Even her thighs showed, long and toned, the fabric doing nothing to hide the wetness already gathering between them.

She stared at herself in the mirror, mortified and fascinated all at once. She looked like someone else. Like Marcus’s fantasy made flesh.

Gathering her courage, Holly opened the bathroom door.

Marcus looked up from his seat. His eyes swept over her slowly, deliberately, and the smile that curved his lips made her knees tremble.

“Perfect,” he said, his voice low. “Absolutely perfect.”

He patted his thigh. “Come here, Holly. Let me look at what’s mine.”


Chapter 16 — The Gown of Shame

That evening, Marcus rose from the sofa and glanced at his watch. He set his glass down and looked over at her.

“Go and change. Put the gown on. Then wait in the bedroom until I call you.”

Holly’s stomach flipped. She nodded quickly, taking the box with her, and slipped into the bedroom.

The gown slid over her skin like water, clinging tighter than she remembered, the gauzy fabric outlining every curve. She turned toward the mirror, heart hammering, and froze.

Through the sheer shimmer of the fabric, she could see everything. The soft swell of her breasts, nipples dark and peaked. The curve of her hips, the round fullness of her ass. And when she shifted, gasping, she saw more. The delicate mound between her thighs, smooth and bare, clearly visible through the transparent fabric.

She might as well have been naked.

Her hand pressed to her stomach, trembling. She turned side to side, her reflection offering no mercy. Every angle revealed another secret, another intimate detail made public by the dress.

“Who is this for?” she whispered, her throat tight, her voice trembling.

The question hung in the air, unanswered, as her body burned with both shame and an ache she couldn’t deny.

Holly’s breath misted faintly on the mirror as she stared at herself, transfixed. Every line of her body was there, made brazen by the sheer gown. Her breasts, full and round, nipples dark and stiff. The curve of her hips, the heart-shaped swell of her ass, the delicate slit between her thighs. She gasped softly.

She might as well have been naked.

Then the sharp buzz of the entry phone shattered the silence.

Marcus’s deep voice carried from the other room, muffled but unmistakable. “Yeah. Come up.”

Holly’s stomach flipped. Her hands trembled where they gripped the edge of the dresser.

“Holly,” Marcus called, his tone firm. “Out here.”

Her heart pounded, but she lifted her chin. If he wanted her displayed, she would be displayed. She walked to the door, heels clicking softly on the floor, back straight, standing tall. Proud. Proud to be Marcus’s.

When she stepped into the living room, she froze.

Another man was there.

He was similar to Marcus in so many ways, tall, broad, black, with the same commanding presence that filled the space. His gaze swept over her slowly, calmly, as if taking measure of her.

Marcus rose from the sofa, his hand settling possessively on Holly’s hip as he turned to the man.

Marcus rose from the sofa, his hand settling possessively on Holly’s hip as he turned to the man.

“My best friend,” Marcus said smoothly. “My business partner. We grew up together. He’s like a brother to me.”

He squeezed Holly’s hip, steady and sure. His eyes met Andre’s. “We share everything.”

Holly’s chest tightened, her breath shallow, heat surging low in her stomach.

She digested the words slowly, every one of them heavy and inescapable. Marcus is going to share me with this man. His lifelong friend. His partner. His brother in everything but blood.

The thought made her tremble, a sharp mix of fear and shame, tangled with a pulse of raw, undeniable arousal.

Marcus’s hand squeezed her hip, steady and sure. His eyes met the other man’s. “She’s ready for us to share.”

The man’s smile widened. He stepped forward, gaze roaming boldly over her through the transparent gown.

Marcus’s lips brushed her ear, his voice low, certain.

“Holly,” he murmured. “This is Andre.”


Chapter 17 — The First Share

Holly stood in the centre of the room, the gauzy gown clinging to her body, every inch of her on display. Her heart pounded so loud she swore they could hear it.

Marcus rose from the sofa and moved behind her, his hand heavy on her hip, the warmth of his body pressing against her back. He kissed her shoulder once, calm, certain.

“Stand still,” he murmured.

Andre stepped forward slowly, his eyes roaming over her as though she were already his. He reached out, brushing a knuckle along the line of her jaw, tilting her face toward him. Holly shivered, her lips parting.

“She’s beautiful, Marcus,” Andre said, his voice low, assured.

“I know,” Marcus replied evenly. His grip on Holly’s hip tightened. “Touch her. See for yourself.”

Andre’s hand slid down from her jaw to her collarbone, then lower, tracing the sheer fabric until it covered her breast. His thumb brushed across her nipple, hard and peaked beneath the gown. Holly gasped, pressing back instinctively into Marcus’s hold, but he only tightened his arm around her waist.

“Easy,” Marcus murmured in her ear. “Let him.”

Andre’s hand cupped her breast fully now, kneading, testing her weight, his touch rougher than she expected. Then he leaned in, his lips brushing hers. The kiss was slow at first, exploratory, then deeper, hungrier. Holly whimpered, caught between them, Marcus’s strength at her back, Andre’s mouth claiming hers at the front.

Andre broke the kiss, his lips grazing her cheek as his hand slid lower, over the flat plane of her stomach, down toward the hem of the gown. His fingertips hovered there, testing the line Marcus had set.

That was when Marcus’s voice cut in, deep and commanding.

“Kneel, Holly.”

Her breath caught. She froze for a heartbeat, then obeyed, sinking slowly to the carpet, the sheer gown pooling around her knees.

Marcus’s hand settled on the crown of her head, steady and sure. “Undo his trousers,” he said calmly. “Take him out. Kiss him. Worship him the way you worship me.”

Holly’s hands shook as she reached forward, fingers fumbling with Andre’s belt. She lowered the zipper, her face burning, her heart hammering as she tugged his trousers open.

The heavy shape of him pressed against the fabric beneath, and when she freed him at last, her lips parted in shock at his size. Thick, dark, swollen with arousal, another man’s cock, inches from her face, and Marcus’s hand heavy on her hair, guiding her.

Andre smirked down at her, his hand brushing her cheek. “Go on,” Marcus murmured above her. “Show him what you’ve learned.”

Holly swallowed hard, her lips trembling as she leaned forward, her breath hot against Andre’s skin.

And then, slowly, she lowered her mouth to him.


Chapter 18 — The Claim of Two

Holly’s lips stretched around Andre’s cock, spit dripping down her chin as Marcus guided her pace with a steady hand on her hair. When Marcus finally pulled her back, her chest heaving, her mouth glistening, he spoke calmly.

“Enough. Stand up.”

She obeyed, trembling. Marcus stripped the gown from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor, then slapped her ass hard enough to make her gasp.

“Now fuck him,” Marcus ordered. “Ride my brother.”

Andre sat back on the sofa, his trousers open, cock thick and hard in his hand. Holly climbed onto his lap, straddling him. She reached down, guided him to her folds, and gasped as she sank down onto him, inch by inch, until he filled her completely.

Her head tipped back in a silent cry. Andre’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as Marcus leaned back in his chair, watching like a man settling into a favourite film.

“Good girl,” Marcus murmured. “Now ride him.”

Holly began to move, bouncing on Andre’s cock, her breasts swaying, her moans filling the room. Andre groaned beneath her, driving up into her with every thrust, until pleasure broke through and Holly came hard, clenching around him, her nails digging into his shoulders.

Andre didn’t let her rest. With a sudden growl, he flipped her onto her back, just as Marcus had that morning. His big hands gripped her thighs, pushing them wide, lifting and spreading her open. Holly’s breath hitched — she was stretched, displayed, completely vulnerable.

Then Andre thrust deep, hard, his cock slamming into her soaked pussy. The sound of wet squelching filled the room as he fucked her without mercy, his grip bruising her thighs as he pounded into her. Holly’s cries filled the loft, her body jolting with every stroke until at last Andre groaned, burying himself to the hilt as his climax hit.

He pulled out with a loud, obscene squelch, his cum spilling from her gaping hole in hot rivulets. Holly lay spread and wrecked on the sofa, gasping, her body trembling.

Andre tucked himself back into his trousers, calm as if nothing had happened. Marcus rose, poured two glasses of whiskey, and handed one to his friend.

The two men sat opposite her, sipping their drinks, talking business in low voices, as if she wasn’t even there.

And yet she was — sprawled naked, pussy gaping, Andre’s spend still dribbling out of her. Moments ago he had been a stranger. Now his cock had been inside her, and Marcus sat chatting with him as though it were the most natural thing in the world.

For Holly, the humiliation burned.

But beneath it, so did the heat.


Epilogue — Confessions

The café was quiet, tucked away on a side street, the kind of place Holly might once have come with Claire after lectures. Now it felt foreign, like stepping into another life.

Claire was already waiting at a corner table, twisting her hands in her lap. She looked up when Holly entered, relief flickering across her face.

“Holly,” she said quickly. “Thank you for coming. I wasn’t sure you would.”

Holly sat opposite, calm, composed. The gown, the loft, Marcus and Andre — it all felt like a secret fire burning beneath her skin, a world Claire could never understand.

“I had to try,” Claire said, her voice rushing. “I’ve been sick over what I did. I was stupid, selfish. You were my best friend, and I betrayed you. I’m so, so sorry.”

For a long moment, Holly said nothing. She stirred her coffee slowly, studying Claire.

Then she nodded. “It hurt. More than you can imagine. But… I can’t carry it forever. I forgive you.”

Claire’s eyes filled, her shoulders sagging with relief. “Thank you, Hols. You don’t know what that means.”

They sat in silence for a while, until Claire leaned forward, her expression shifting.

“There’s… something else.” She hesitated, her cheeks colouring. “I have to ask. I’ve heard things. Seen things. You’re different now. Stronger. Confident. People are saying you’ve got a new man. A real man.”

Holly’s lips curved faintly, a secret smile.

Claire swallowed hard, her voice dropping. “Tell me about him.”

Holly only smiled again, the kind of smile that held more secrets than Claire could possibly guess.


Book Two Teaser

Holly thought Marcus had already taken her further than she ever imagined. But she was wrong.

Next time, she won’t just serve one man at a time. She’ll kneel between Marcus and Andre together — her first threesome, her first taste of true surrender. Marcus will push her harder still, claiming her ass for the first time, stretching her until she screams his name. And when both men want her at once, she’ll discover what it means to be filled completely, her first DP.

But Marcus has bigger plans. Over whiskey one night, he asks her a simple question: “Don’t you have a friend like you, someone Andre could enjoy?”

Holly’s mind goes immediately to one name.

Claire.

Still with the boyfriend who betrayed them both. Still desperate, still curious.

And Holly knows — it’s only a matter of time before Marcus and Andre draw her in too.
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