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Disclaimer & Content Warning

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only (18+). All characters depicted are over the age of 18.

This book contains explicit sexual content including:

	BDSM themes (dominance, submission, spanking, restraints) 

	Humiliation, degradation, and rough sex 

	Anal play and anal sex 

	Dubious-consent scenarios within a consensual fantasy context 



If you are under 18, or if any of the above themes may offend you, please do not purchase or read this book.

This is an erotic fantasy. It does not depict real-life practices, and it should not be taken as an example of safe or healthy sexual relationships. Always practice safe, sane, and consensual sex in reality.
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Chapter One

Tessa Marlowe pushed open the door to The Brew Room with one hand still gripping the strap of her rucksack. The warm scent of roasted beans washed over her, richer and deeper than the chain cafés she spent too many hours studying in. Wood panels, local art pinned with brass clips, and a small stack of vinyl records behind the counter gave the place a gentle confidence. It felt curated rather than decorated.

A few customers glanced up, but she was focused on the man behind the counter.

Adrian Clarke looked up from the till, and the movement stopped her breath for a beat. She had seen him during her interview, but she had been so busy trying not to fidget that she barely remembered anything other than the weight of his silence. Now she saw the rest. Tall. Broad through the shoulders. Close cut greying beard. Eyes that seemed calm and unreadable in the same moment.

He nodded once.

“You are Tessa, yes.”

Not a question. A confirmation.

She straightened. “Yes. First shift.”

“Good. Put your bag in the back room. Apron is hanging up.” He returned his attention to the espresso machine without another word.

She tried not to laugh at herself. Expecting a warm welcome from the owner was optimistic. She headed toward the back, passing the narrow shelves stacked with syrups and takeaway cups. The room was small, barely space for two people to stand without brushing against each other. Her bag landed with a soft thump, and she adjusted the dark green apron, tightening the knot until she felt more grounded.

Back out front, she waited for direction.

Adrian did not rush. He finished a drink order, slid it across the counter with practiced ease, and only then lifted his eyes to her.

“You have café experience.”

It was a statement, again. She liked that he seemed sure of everything.

“A little. Enough to keep up.”

“We will see.” His tone was calm rather than challenging. “Start by observing. Step in when you understand what needs doing.”

He did not praise. He did not offer reassurance. Instead, he expected her to rise to the rhythm of the place. That stirred something inside her, a quiet urge to meet his standard, whatever it was.

She moved around the counter, careful not to get in his way. He worked with efficient precision. Every gesture had purpose. No wasted movement. He handled the machine and the space with a quiet authority that made her hyper aware of her own body, her own pace, her own breathing.

A small queue formed. Tessa stepped forward, took an order, punched it in, and kept the line moving. When she glanced sideways, she caught Adrian watching her for a second longer than necessary before shifting his focus back.

By the time the lunch rush eased, she had found a rhythm. Wiping down a table, she noticed Adrian leaning against the counter, arms folded.

“You learn quickly,” he said.

It was the closest thing to a compliment she imagined he offered.

“Thank you,” she said, trying not to show how much it meant. “I like it here.”

“You like the work.”

“I like the atmosphere,” she said, then regretted it, unsure if she sounded childish.

His expression did not change. “Good. It matters.”

The silence that followed was not awkward. It felt measured. She sensed he was deciding if she could handle the job or the pace or maybe the responsibility that came with being on his team. It made her focus sharpen. She wanted to be seen as capable. She wanted him to see her that way.

Another customer walked in, and the moment passed.

Later, during a brief lull, he nodded toward her hands. “Your grip on the milk jug is inconsistent. Too tense.” He took it from her, showed her the angle, then returned it. His fingertips brushed hers for only half a second, yet she felt it across her whole body.

“I will practice,” she said quietly.

“You will,” he replied, again without judgment. “I expect consistency.”

She nodded, pulse tight in her throat.

When her shift ended, she hung the apron on its hook, her mind still buzzing from the day. She stepped back into the café to say goodbye. Adrian was restocking cups. He looked up.

“Good first shift,” he said. “Be here tomorrow ten minutes early.”

Not a please. Not an invitation. A direction.

She felt that same small pull in her stomach.

“I will be,” she said.

She left The Brew Room with Cardiff’s cool air meeting her face, but her thoughts were still inside, tangled around the man who barely spoke, barely smiled, and yet somehow made her feel more aware of herself than anyone had in a long time.

She had taken the job for money. She walked home knowing it was already becoming something else.

Something she did not have language for yet.


Chapter Two

Tessa pushed her flat door closed with her hip, the latch clicking behind her. The place smelled faintly of incense from her flatmate’s morning meditation ritual, mixed with last night’s leftover pasta in the sink. Student living. Cluttered cushions, mismatched mugs, a thrifted bookshelf leaning a little too far left. It should have grounded her.

It didn’t.

Her head was still back in The Brew Room.

She dropped her rucksack onto the sofa and stood in the hallway a moment, trying to slow her racing thoughts. She felt jittery, restless, as if she had drunk too much coffee when she had barely touched any all afternoon. She headed to her room. Soft fairy lights glowed across the wall, the only part of the flat she had worked hard to make feel close to something like home.

She stepped in front of the mirror.

Same face. Same tired blue eyes. Same blonde hair that never quite sat how she wanted. Same oversized jumper she wore far too often. She studied herself more closely. Her cheeks looked a little flushed. Her breathing was shallow. She lifted her hair away from her neck and stared.

Why had today felt different?

She knew the answer before she was brave enough to say it in her head.

Adrian.

She imagined his expression, the way he had watched her without giving anything away. He did not flirt. He did not soften. He expected. And somehow that had made her want to rise to it. She had always thought she liked easy-going men, boys her age who laughed a lot and took nothing too seriously. Yet here she was, replaying every small moment with a man who rarely smiled and carried himself with quiet force.

She leaned closer to the mirror.

“Is that what he sees?” she whispered.

A girl trying too hard. Or not enough. Someone messy and unsure and always five minutes behind on life. Or maybe he saw someone useful. Someone he could shape into the kind of worker he needed. Someone who listened.

Her pulse lifted at that thought.

Not because of the work. Because of the attention. His attention.

She hated that she liked it so much.

The mirror in her student flat caught her reflection, fractured but familiar. Tessa stood before it, the overhead bulb casting a soft, intimate glow on her skin. She had just returned from her first shift at The Brew Room, and Adrian’s presence lingered like a shadow she couldn’t shake. His gaze, steady, appraising, unreadable, had followed her all evening, and now, alone in her room, she wondered how he saw her. What did he see?

Her fingers trembled slightly as they moved to the hem of her oversized jumper. She pulled it over her head, the fabric catching briefly in her blonde hair before it fell to the floor. Next, the thrifted skirt slipped down her hips, pooling around her Doc Martens. She stepped out of them, toes curling against the cold wooden floor. Finally, her bra and underwear joined the pile, leaving her bare. 

The mirror didn’t lie. Tessa took a deep breath, her eyes tracing every curve, every line of her body. Her slender neck carried the faintest blush, as though still warmed by Adrian’s scrutiny. Her breasts, full, firm 34C’s, rose and fell with each breath, nipples taut under the weight of her thoughts. Her stomach was flat, softly toned, leading to hips that flared just enough to frame the wisps of blonde hair below. She turned slightly, admiring the curve of her heart-shaped ass, the way it caught the light. 

For a moment, she didn’t recognize herself. Not the girl who worried about bills or grades or parents. This version of her felt bolder, more alive. She tilted her chin up, meeting her own gaze in the mirror. This is who I am, she thought. This is what he sees.

But the question remained: what would he do with it?

Tessa’s breath hitched as her mind wandered back to Adrian, his gaze still branded into her skin. At the thought of him seeing her naked, a heat bloomed low in her belly, spreading like wildfire. She turned away from the mirror and stepped into the cramped shower room of her flat, the cool tiles underfoot a sharp contrast to the warmth pooling between her thighs.

She adjusted the water until it was almost scalding, then stepped beneath the spray, letting it cascade over her body. Her hands moved instinctively, sliding over her skin as if trying to wash away the tension. But her thoughts were elsewhere, on Adrian, his commanding presence, the way his eyes seemed to strip her bare even when she was fully clothed.

Her fingers trailed lower, brushing against the softness of her wet curls before slipping between her folds. She bit her lip to stifle a moan as she imagined Adrian there, watching her from the doorway, his gaze dark and unrelenting. The vision of him, his broad shoulders, his strong hands, the way his voice could turn her insides to liquid, pushed her closer to the edge.

She moved her fingers in slow, deliberate circles, the pressure building with each stroke. The water pounded against her back, a steady rhythm that matched the pounding of her heart. She pictured him stepping closer, his hands replacing hers, his touch firm and knowing. The thought alone made her gasp, her hips arching into her own hand as pleasure surged through her.

When the climax hit, it was overwhelming, a wave of heat and electricity that left her trembling. She leaned against the tiled wall for support, her breath coming in ragged gasps as the water rinsed away the evidence of her need. For a moment, she let herself linger in the fantasy, in the memory of his gaze and the promise it held.

But reality crept back in, cold and unyielding. She turned off the water and stepped out of the shower, wrapping a towel around her still-quivering body. The mirror caught her reflection again, her cheeks flushed, her eyes wide and glassy. She wondered if he could see her now, if he could feel the way she burned for him.

And she wondered, with a shiver of anticipation, what he would do about it.

How did he see her?

The real fear was simple. She wanted to know.

And she wanted him to be the one to tell her.

Tomorrow she would walk back into The Brew Room. Tomorrow, she would see him again. Tomorrow she would know if today some strange trick of her imagination or the beginning of something had been she could not pull away from.

“Get a grip,” she whispered.

Yet deep down, she already knew she was past that.


Chapter Three

Tessa arrived ten minutes early, just as Adrian had told her to. The city was still waking up, grey light settling over the pavements, a thin mist hanging above the rooftops. Her heart thudded a little too hard as she approached the café door, as if her body remembered more than she wanted it to.

She pushed the door open quietly.

Adrian was already inside.

He was adjusting the grinder, his sleeves rolled up, showing the lean strength in his forearms. Nothing dramatic, nothing intentional, yet the sight shook her more than it should have. Her breath caught before she could steady it.

He didn’t look up right away. He finished what he was doing, wiped his hands, then gave her a nod.

“Morning.”

Simple. Neutral. Controlled.

Her body responded anyway. She felt warm beneath her clothes, too aware of herself, too aware of the way her thoughts hovered around him.

“Morning,” she said, trying to sound normal.

“Apron is in the back. Start with prep.”

His tone was the same as yesterday, but something in her shifted. She felt the weight of his authority more sharply, as if last night’s thoughts had carved new sensitivity into her.

She walked to the back room, the small space pressing close around her. She tied her apron tighter than usual, grounding herself. She could still feel faint echoes of the night before in her skin, the way she had looked at herself, the way she had imagined him looking at her. The memory heat pulsed low inside her, impossible to ignore.

She stepped out again.

The morning pace began. Adrian moved through the café with the same steady precision she remembered. He brewed, measured, directed. Every decision was clean, intentional. When he spoke, she reacted before she even realised she had moved.

“Tessa, bring two more bags of beans from the back.”

She was already turning.

“Switch with me on the till.”

Her hands slid into position.

“You missed a step in the steaming process yesterday. Correct it.”

Her pulse jumped.

He wasn’t unkind. He wasn’t even demanding. He simply expected. And the intensity of his expectation made something inside her straighten, sharpen, focus.

She watched him whenever she could get away with it. The quiet confidence in the way he handled the space. The calm authority in his voice. The discipline in the way he moved. He didn’t waste time or energy. He didn’t second guess himself. He didn’t seem to struggle with anything.

She wondered what he would think if he knew how she had spent last night.
If he’d been able to see the way she had looked at herself.
The way she had imagined him seeing her.

A deeper thought pressed up before she could stop it.

What would he think if he knew how her mind had wandered in the shower.
How she had stood under the heat, unable to stop picturing his eyes on her.
How she had imagined the weight of his attention, steady and unblinking, as though he were watching her with the same calm intensity he brought to everything else.

Her stomach tightened.

Would he be shocked?
Annoyed?
Amused?
Indifferent?

Or would he understand exactly why she had imagined it.
Exactly why she couldn’t stop.

He moved behind the counter, his presence so controlled, so completely self-contained, and she felt that old ache pulse faintly inside her. She tried to steady her breathing, but the memory of last night’s thoughts clung to her skin.

If he ever found out, she had imagined him like that…
In that space…
In that vulnerable heat…

She didn’t know if he would pull away from her.

Or if he would step closer.

A customer called for a refill. She blinked herself out of the thought and responded quickly.

When the rush died down, Adrian stepped beside her to clean the counter. He didn’t stand close enough to be inappropriate, but close enough that she felt the drag of his presence deep in her stomach.

“You’re quieter today,” he said.

Her breath hitched. “Just tired.”

He wiped the cloth once more, then paused. Only for a second. But it was enough to make her think he didn’t believe her.

He glanced sideways at her, voice low and almost casual.
“Out last night? Student party?”

Tessa’s stomach tightened. It wasn’t suspicion in his tone. It wasn’t even judgement. It felt more like he was checking her footing, checking her. As though he was assessing whether she’d arrived tired, distracted, or hungover like so many students he’d hired before.

But she wasn’t hungover.

Just wound tight from thoughts she could never admit to him.

She pushed a strand of hair behind her ear. “No… no party.”

His eyes flicked to her for a brief moment. Enough to make her pulse jump.
“Then what kept you up?”

The question hit harder than it should have. He didn’t ask in a teasing way, and not in a way that suggested he expected an answer. It was simply a line dropped between them, quiet and measured, but her body reacted like he had touched something private.

She swallowed. “Couldn’t sleep.”

“Because of what?” he asked, turning back to the counter, his tone still maddeningly even.

She froze.

He didn’t see it. Didn’t see the way her breath caught. Didn’t see the flicker of heat rush up her chest. He just continued wiping the counter with steady strokes, giving her the space to answer, or not.

Tessa found her voice eventually, small and careful.
“Just… thinking.”

This time he did look at her.
Briefly.
Directly.

“About work?” he asked.

Her heart lurched.

She opened her mouth, then closed it again, choosing the only safe response she had.
“Yes.”

He held her gaze for a second longer than seemed necessary, then nodded once.

“Good. Thinking is useful. Just don’t let it make you sloppy.”

Then he turned away again, calm, controlled, unaware of the chaos he’d stirred inside her.

Tessa exhaled very slowly, only then realising she had been holding her breath.

He had no idea what she had been thinking about.
No idea what had kept her awake.
No idea how close she had come to telling him the truth.

And if he ever did find out?

Her knees felt unsteady.

She wasn’t sure whether he would step back.

Or step in.

They worked in silence for a few moments until Adrian asked, “Back room. Help me restock.”

Her pulse tripped.

The back room.

The first private moment.

She followed him, each step far too aware of the tiny space they were about to share. He pushed the door open and stepped inside. She entered after him, and the room immediately felt different. Smaller. Warmer. Filled with a kind of quiet tension she couldn’t name.

He reached for a box on the top shelf and then paused, glancing at her over his shoulder.

“Close the door,” he said.

Her fingers froze on the handle for half a heartbeat.

Then she obeyed.

The soft click of the latch felt louder than it should have.

Adrian returned his attention to the shelves, speaking without turning.

“You respond quickly,” he said. “Most people need repeating. You don’t.”

Tessa swallowed, her throat tightening. “I… like doing things right.”

“You like direction,” he corrected softly.

She felt the air change. She felt herself change with it.

He didn’t move toward her. He didn’t step closer. He simply held the moment still, as if testing what she would do with it.

Her breathing quickened.

He finally turned, his eyes steady, unreadable.

“Good,” he said. “It makes things easier.”

Then the moment broke. He reached for the box, his expression neutral again, and carried it out of the room as if nothing had shifted at all.

But Tessa knew something had.

She felt it in her chest, in her stomach, in the soft ache low inside her.
She felt it in the way her body leaned toward him even when he wasn’t looking.

She followed him out, her heartbeat unsteady.

Lines had been drawn.
Lines she wasn’t sure she wanted to stay on the safe side of.

And, for the first time, she wondered if Adrian felt them too.


Chapter Four

The café was at its loudest. Lunch rush, clattering cups, orders piling from every direction. Tessa moved quickly, too quickly, and her nerves were already stretched thin from the way Adrian had watched her earlier. She reached for a mug, someone called her name, and her hand jerked.

The cup slipped.

A rush of hot coffee spilled across the counter and straight onto a customer’s sleeve.

“Oh god—….I’m so sorry!” Tessa gasped, grabbing napkins, her heartbeat exploding in her ears.

The customer flinched back, irritated but unharmed. Adrian was beside her in an instant, his presence a shock of cold control.

“Tessa.” His voice was low. Firm. Final.

She froze.

He stepped in smoothly, speaking to the customer with calm efficiency.

“My apologies. Let me handle this.”
He passed the man a fresh drink, reassured him, checked his arm for any burn, and settled the situation within seconds.

Then he turned back to her.

“Clean it up.”

Two words. Flat. Devoid of warmth.

Her hands shook as she wiped the counter, knelt to mop the floor, tossed the soggy towels into the bin. She could feel him watching her. Not glaring, not angry—just assessing.

Judging.

When she stood, he had already moved behind another member of staff.

“Take over here,” he said quietly.

The staff member nodded.

Then Adrian looked at Tessa.

“Back room.”

Her stomach dropped.

She followed him through the staff door, past the shelves, into the tiny office at the back. The door clicked shut behind them, and the sound made her chest tighten. Adrian stood near the desk, his posture unreadable.

She couldn’t breathe.

Before he could speak, the fear spilled out of her all at once.

“Please,” she blurted, voice cracking. “Give me another chance. I won’t mess up again, I swear. I just…. I was distracted, and I’m sorry, I’m so sorry….”

Silence.

Cold, heavy silence.

He looked at her in a way that made her feel even smaller, as if peeling back the frantic words until nothing was left but the truth beneath them. She felt exposed, the room too tight, the air too thin.

“Tessa.”

Her name sounded different on his tongue. Slower. Deeper. Almost dangerous.

He stepped toward her, only once, but the space shrank instantly. Her back brushed the edge of the desk. She didn’t move.

Adrian studied her face with a focus that made her shiver, not from fear but from something she didn’t dare name. His breath was steady. Controlled. She had no idea what he was thinking.

Then he reached out.

Not roughly. Not hurriedly. Simply and firmly, his hand slid to the side of her waist, drawing her closer. Her breath caught, her hands trembled, but she didn’t step back.

She couldn’t.

He held her there for a heartbeat, maybe two, as if giving her a chance to pull away. She didn’t. She couldn’t. Her pulse thundered through her whole body.

His other hand rose to her jaw, fingers resting lightly beneath her chin, guiding her gaze up to his.

“Tessa,” he said again, quieter now. “Stop panicking.”

Her lips parted. “I thought you were going to fire me.”

“I know,” he murmured.

Then he kissed her.

Not soft. Not gentle.
A firm, decisive kiss, like a man finally claiming something he had been holding back from for far too long.

Her hands grabbed the front of his shirt without thinking. His closeness overwhelmed her, steadied her, shattered every frantic fear that had been clawing through her moments before.

He pulled back slowly, letting the moment hang between them, thick and trembling.

“You’re not getting fired,” he said quietly. “But you need to stop running yourself into pieces.”

She could only nod, breathless.

He didn’t touch her again. Didn’t need to.

The kiss alone had rewritten the entire day.
Possibly her entire life.

His other hand rose to her jaw, fingers resting lightly beneath her chin, guiding her gaze up to his. His eyes were dark, intense, and they held hers with a gravity that made her pulse quicken.

“Tessa,” he said again, quieter now. “Stop panicking.”

Her lips parted, the words barely a whisper. “I thought you were going to fire me.”

“I know,” he murmured, his thumb brushing against her cheek in a gesture that was both tender and commanding.

Then he kissed her.

Not soft. Not gentle. 

A firm, decisive kiss, like a man finally claiming something he had been holding back from for far too long.

Her hands grabbed the front of his shirt without thinking the fabric crumpling in her fists. His closeness overwhelmed her, steadied her, shattered every frantic fear that had been clawing through her moments before. His lips moved against hers with a confidence that left her breathless, his tongue teasing her mouth open, demanding her surrender.

He pulled back slowly, letting the moment hang between them, thick and trembling. The air felt charged, electric, as though the room itself was holding its breath.

“You’re not getting fired,” he said quietly, his voice low and steady. “But you need to stop running yourself into pieces.”

She could only nod, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of his kiss. 

He didn’t touch her again. Didn’t need to.

The kiss alone had rewritten the entire day.

Possibly her entire life.

Then, with a calm certainty that sent a shiver down her spine, he gently pushed her to her knees. She knelt before him, her heart pounding, her gaze fixed on the floor. His presence loomed above her, commanding and unyielding.

He unbuckled his trousers with deliberate slowness, the sound of the leather sliding through the loops almost unbearably loud in the quiet room. When he pulled out his cock, she couldn’t help but stare. It was long and thick, already semi-hard, the weight of it evident even without touching. The blunt purple head stood inches from her face, a silent demand that made her mouth water.

He placed a hand at the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair, and guided her gently but firmly toward him. Her lips parted instinctively, her tongue flicking out to taste the salty pre-cum glistening at the tip. She swirled her tongue around the head, savouring the texture, before taking him into her mouth.

The taste of him filled her senses, heady and primal, and she moaned softly around him, the vibration eliciting a low growl from deep in his chest. Her hands found his thighs, gripping them for balance as she began to move, her lips sliding up and down his length with a rhythm that was as natural as breathing.

He watched her intently, his breath coming faster now, his fingers tightening in her hair just enough to remind her who was in control. And for the first time in what felt like forever,

He watched her with an intensity that made her shiver, her blue eyes dark with desire. She was so beautiful, kneeling before him, her lips stretched around his girth, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him in. Her big blue eyes flickered up to his, wide and reverent, and the sight of her submitting so completely sent a surge of raw possessiveness through him.

Her mouth was warm and wet, her tongue working expertly along his length as she took him deeper, inch by inch. He could feel her throat muscles fluttering around him as she fought to accommodate his size, her determination only fuelling his hunger. His fingers tightened in her hair, not enough to hurt but enough to remind her of his control, guiding her rhythm.

God, she looked perfect like this, he thought, his jaw tightening as he fought the urge to thrust into her mouth. Her hands rested on his thighs, her fingers digging into the fabric of his trousers as if anchoring herself to him. He loved the way she surrendered to him, the way she trusted him completely in this moment.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with need, and she moaned around him, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure straight to his core. He could feel himself growing impossibly harder, the pressure building as she worked him with her mouth, taking him deeper each time.

He let his head fall back for a moment, savouring the sensation, before looking down at her again. Her lips were slick and swollen, her eyes glazed with arousal, and he knew she was just as lost in this as he was. She was his, and the thought filled him with a fierce satisfaction.

Tessa felt anchored. No thoughts of bills or grades or parents, just this moment, this man, and the way he made her feel utterly, completely his.

Tessa continued to work her mouth on his cock, her lips sliding up and down his length with a rhythm that was as natural as breathing. He pushed deeper, the thick head of his cock hitting the back of her throat, and she gagged softly, her eyes watering. But she didn’t pull away. Instead, she took him even deeper, her throat muscles fluttering around him as she fought to accommodate his size.

She felt him swell within her mouth, the bulbous head growing even larger as he approached his climax. Then, with a low growl that sent shivers down her spine, he came. The first thick spurt of his cum filled her mouth, warm and salty, and she swallowed it down without hesitation. The second spurt followed almost immediately, then the third, each one more intense than the last.

She tried to keep up, swallowing as much as she could, but some of it dribbled down her chin, dripping onto the front of her jumper. She didn’t care. In that moment, all that mattered was him, his pleasure, and the way she could feel him trembling above her, his fingers still tangled in her hair.

When he finally pulled away, she looked up at him, her lips swollen and glistening with his release. Her big blue eyes were wide and reverent, and the sight of her like that, utterly, completely his, filled him with a fierce satisfaction.

“Good girl,” he murmured again, his voice rough with need and something else she couldn’t quite place. Something possessive. Something dangerous. And Tessa knew, deep down, that she would do anything for him.

Slowly, she pulled back, her lips parting with a soft, wet sound, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Her eyes flickered up to his, wide and dazed, her cheeks flushed with a mix of exertion and arousal. He reached down, cupping her face with one hand, his touch achingly tender despite the roughness of his fingers.

"Look at you," he said, his voice soft but filled with a dark pride. "So perfect."

She shivered under his gaze, the weight of his approval settling over her like a warm blanket. Her hands still gripped his thighs, her nails digging into the fabric softly as she steadied herself. Her lips were swollen, glistening with remnants of him, and she didn’t try to wipe them away. Instead, she stayed there, kneeling before him, completely and utterly his.

Instead, his hand moved to the back of her head, tangling in her hair as he guided her gaze downward. His voice was firm, commanding, with no trace of warmth. “Clean me.”

Her eyes dropped to his softening cock, still glistening at the tip with a single, pearly drop. Without hesitation, she leaned forward, her tongue darting out to catch it, savouring the salty tang of him. She took him into her mouth again, this time slower, more deliberate, her tongue swirling around the thick shaft as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

She worked meticulously, her lips and tongue gliding over every inch of him, ensuring not a trace of their encounter remained. The weight of his cock against her tongue sent a shiver through her, a reminder of how completely she belonged to him in this moment. Her hands rested on his thighs, steadying herself as she continued to suck and lick, her movements slow and reverent.

Adrian watched her, his eyes dark with satisfaction as she devoted herself to the task. When she finished, she looked up at him, her lips parted, her breath coming in soft, uneven gasps. His thumb brushed her bottom lip, a silent acknowledgment of her obedience.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low and gravelly, and the words sent a flush of warmth through her. She didn’t need praise, his approval was enough, sealing this moment between them. He stepped back, tucking himself away with an enviable ease, as though nothing extraordinary had just happened, “now back to work.”

And yet, everything had changed.

He didn’t repeat himself. He didn’t need to. The command, delivered in that flat, utterly neutral tone, was a bucket of ice water thrown on the smouldering embers of her arousal. The shift was so abrupt, so complete, that for a moment Tessa could only kneel there, his taste still on her tongue, his release a cooling dampness on her chin and jumper.

Her mind, which had been a blissful, empty hum, suddenly crackled back to life with a jolt of humiliation. He used me. The thought was sharp, painful. She had been a vessel for his pleasure, a thing to be commanded and used, and now, spent, she was to be dismissed back to the mundanity of wiping counters. Her eyes stung, but she refused to let a single tear fall. She would not give him that.

With a mechanical stiffness, she pushed herself up from her knees, her legs trembling. She kept her gaze fixed on the floor, on the scuffed toes of his leather shoes, unable to look at him. She felt raw, exposed, and foolish for thinking the moment had meant anything more. She moved to the small sink in the corner, her movements jerky. The tap squeaked as she turned it on, the sound obscenely loud in the silent, tense room. She wet a clean cloth, the water shockingly cold against her skin.

She could feel him watching her. He is always watching. His presence was a heavy, oppressive weight at her back. She focused on the task, scrubbing at her chin with the rough cloth until her skin felt scraped raw, trying to erase the physical evidence of what had just happened, of her own willing participation.

A hand entered her periphery. He was holding out a clean, dry tea towel. She hesitated, then took it, her fingers brushing against his. A spark, tiny but undeniable, shot up her arm. She dried her face, the soft cotton a stark contrast to the abrasive cloth.

“Your jumper,” his voice came, still that infuriatingly calm, businesslike tone.

She looked down. A faint, pearlescent streak marked the grey wool. Heat flooded her cheeks again. Of course. He valued order, cleanliness. She was a mess that needed tidying. She dipped the cloth back into the water, her hand shaking now with a mixture of anger and a lingering, traitorous thrill.

Before she could press the cloth to the stain, his fingers closed around her wrist. His grip was firm, unyielding. Her breath hitched. He pulled her hand away from the sink, bringing the wet cloth up between them.

“Not like that,” he said, his voice dropping, losing some of its clinical distance. “You’ll set the stain.”

He took the cloth from her limp fingers. Then, with an unsettling focus, he began to clean her himself. He didn’t do it gently. It wasn’t a caress. It was a precise, efficient motion, dabbing at the wool over her breast, the dampness soaking through to her skin beneath. She could feel the chill of the water and the heat of his hand through the fabric. He’s cleaning his mark off of me. The thought was both degrading and intensely intimate. Her nipple, already pebbled from the cold and the residual arousal, tightened into a hard peak under the pressure of his ministrations.

Her eyes flickered up to his face. His expression was unreadable, a mask of pure concentration, but his eyes… his eyes were dark, fixed on where his hand worked on her body. The air, which had gone cold, began to heat again, thickening with something unsaid.

He finished, tossing the cloth into the sink. His gaze lifted from her chest to her face, and the mask finally slipped. The controlled detachment was gone, replaced by a simmering intensity that made her knees feel weak all over again.

“You’re still distracted,” he stated, but it was no longer a criticism. It was an observation. A challenge.

“I…” She had no words. Her mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions.

He stepped into her space, erasing the distance she had tried to create. His hand came up, not to her chin, but to the side of her neck, his thumb resting on the frantic pulse hammering there. He can feel my heart trying to escape.

“Now back to work,” he said, his voice low and commanding, the words cutting through the thick air like a blade. Tessa hesitated for only a moment before turning away from him, her body still humming with the memory of what had just transpired. As she moved, his hand came down hard on her ass, a sharp, stinging smack that made her gasp aloud. The suddenness of it, the sheer force, sent a jolt of electricity through her, igniting something deep within her core.

She didn’t dare look back at him. Instead, she walked toward the counter, her legs trembling beneath her, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. His cum sat heavy in her stomach, a visceral reminder of her submission, of the way she had knelt before him, taken him into her mouth, and swallowed every last drop of him. And now here she was, wiping down counters, arranging pastries, carrying on as if nothing had happened.

But it had happened. And though her hands moved mechanically, her thoughts were far from the task at hand. She wasn’t distracted by her English studies this time, nor by the mounting pile of assignments waiting for her at home. No, her mind was consumed by the memory of his big black cock, long, thick, and impossibly hard, pushing past her lips, filling her mouth, claiming her in a way that left her both shaken and exhilarated.

She could still feel the weight of him on her tongue, the way he had gripped her hair, guiding her with utter control. The way he had watched her, his dark eyes burning with a predatory intensity as she obeyed every unspoken command. It was as if he had imprinted himself onto her very being, leaving a mark that no cloth could wipe away.

As she worked, the memory of his hand on her ass lingered too, the sting still fresh on her skin. It was a reminder of his dominance, his ownership. She knew he was watching her now, as he always did, and the thought sent a shiver down her spine. Her breath hitched, and she forced herself to focus on the task at hand, though her body betrayed her with every step, every movement.

The café was silent but for the soft hum of the vinyl spinning in the background, the music a stark contrast to the storm raging inside her. She felt exposed, raw, and yet there was a strange comfort in it. For the first time in what felt like forever, she was seen. Truly seen. And though she knew it was dangerous, though she knew this thing between them could unravel her completely, she couldn’t bring herself to pull away. 

Not yet.


Chapter Five

The flat was empty, a silent, hollow contrast to the roaring intensity she’d just left. Tessa didn’t turn on the main light, letting the grey Cardiff dusk filter through the window, painting the cluttered living room in shades of blue. Her heart was still hammering, a frantic, wild drum against her ribs. She could still smell him on her clothes, the rich, dark roast of the coffee beans, the faint, clean scent of his soap, and something else, something uniquely male and Adrian that clung to her sweater.

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the hem of the grey jumper. She pulled it over her head in one swift, desperate motion, tossing it onto the worn sofa. The thrifted floral blouse was next, its buttons a fumbling frustration until it joined the pile. She stepped out of her skirt, peeled off her tights and underwear, leaving a trail of discarded clothes marking her path to her bedroom, a breadcrumb trail of the person she was before.

Standing naked before the full-length mirror on her wardrobe door, she finally stilled. Her breath caught. The cool air raised goosebumps on her skin, making her hyper-aware of her own body. Her body. She saw the girl she presented to the world: the 20-year-old English student with the easy smile and thrifted style. But the woman staring back… she was someone new.

Her gaze travelled down her reflection. Her full, firm 34C breasts rose and fell with her quickened breathing, her nipples tight, dusky pink pebbles against the pale skin. Her stomach was flat, a gentle curve leading down to the generous swell of her hips. And there, at the junction of her thighs, a neat triangle of wispy blonde curls, already glistening with a tell-tale dew.

A compulsion made her turn, glancing over her shoulder at the reflection of her back. She gasped, a sharp, involuntary intake of air.

There.

On the round, pale curve of her right ass cheek, a perfect, crimson handprint glowed against her skin. A stark, brutal brand from where his palm had connected, the evidence of his possession still singing on her flesh. Her own fingers reached back, trembling, to trace the outline. It was warm. A faint, thrilling throb pulsed in time with her heartbeat. He marked me.

The visual proof undid her completely. The careful control she tried to maintain over her life, over her slipping grades, her financial stress, the exhausting performance of being fine, it all evaporated in the face of this. He saw the mess and didn’t look away. He saw the hunger and fed it. He saw the need for control and took it all for himself, leaving her with this… this beautiful, aching emptiness.

Her hand slid from the mark on her rear around to the front, her fingertips skating down her flat stomach until they met the soft, damp curls. She was so wet. Slick and swollen just from the memory. Her eyes fluttered closed, but she forced them open. No. Look. See what he does to you.

She watched her own hand in the mirror as two fingers parted her folds, finding the swollen, hypersensitive nub of her clit. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot through her. A low moan escaped her lips, the sound loud in the silent room. She kept her eyes locked on her reflection, on the woman being pleasured by her own hand, but she wasn’t alone. In her mind, Adrian was there, leaning against the doorframe, his arms crossed over his broad chest, those piercing dark eyes missing nothing.

She wondered what it would be like to stand naked before him, truly exposed, no barriers left between them. Adrian was older, a man in his forties, mature, commanding, his presence alone made her feel both small and seen in a way she’d never experienced. And he was Black, something that sent an illicit thrill through her, not because of the colour of his skin itself, but because of what it symbolized: difference, taboo, a line crossed that her family, with their quiet, suburban expectations, would never understand. The thought of them knowing, of anyone knowing, made her stomach twist with both guilt and excitement. She imagined their disapproval, their judgment, and how it only made the idea more intoxicating.

What would it be like to strip bare before him, to let his dark eyes, those piercing, knowing eyes, rake over every inch of her pale body? Would he admire her with the same possessive hunger she’d felt in the stockroom? Or would he take his time, deliberate, savouring the power he held over her as she stood trembling under his gaze? The image of his hands on her, darker against her fair skin, made her breath hitch. She could almost feel the weight of his touch, the contrast of their bodies, how stark and undeniable it would look. He would mark her, not just with his handprint, but with his presence, his ownership.

The thought was so… wrong. And yet, it was that very wrongness that set her pulse racing, that made her thighs press together instinctively, seeking relief from the ache building there. She wanted him to see her like this, wanted him to know how much she wanted him, how far she was willing to go. How much she was already his.

Her knees gave out. She sank to the worn rug, the rough texture a faint scratch against her skin. She didn’t break eye contact with her mirrored self. On her knees. Where he put me. Where she belonged.

She spreads her legs open, wide, a lewd and vulnerable display just for him, for the phantom Adrian in her mind. She could see it all in the mirror’s dim reflection, the glistening pink flesh revealed between her lips, the way her fingers worked circles over her clit, already slick with her own arousal.

Her mind replayed the film of the stockroom, sensory memory overwhelming her.

The weight of him on his tongue. She could almost taste it again, the clean, salty-skin taste of him, the first bitter drop of his precum, the overwhelming, musky flood of his release. Her mouth watered. Her fingers moved faster.

The feel of him, long and thick and impossibly hard, stretching her lips, testing the back of her throat. Her free hand came up, mimicking the action, her fingers pushing past her own lips, fucking her own mouth, a poor imitation that somehow made the ache between her legs more desperate.

The guttural sound he made when he came, a raw, unfiltered groan of pure pleasure that she had drawn from him. She wanted to hear it again. She wanted to be the reason for it again.

Her hips began to buck against her hand, a frantic, rhythmic motion. The pleasure built, a coiling, tight spring in her core. She was chasing it, chasing the ghost of the orgasm he’d wrung from her against the shelves. But this was different. This was hers, yet entirely his.

“Adrian,” she whimpered to her reflection, to the empty room, the name a prayer and a confession.

Her fingers became more insistently, the pressure just on the right side of pain. She pinched her own nipple with her other hand, the sharp sting merging with the building pleasure into one blinding point of sensation. The image in the mirror blurred. She was the woman watching and the woman being watched, the one in control and the one completely, utterly lost.

The memory of his final, possessive thrusts, into her mouth, the way he’d filled her so completely, shattered the last of her restraint. The coil snapped.

A raw, broken cry tore from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her. Her back arched, her body rigid for a breathtaking moment before a violent tremor took hold. Her thighs shook uncontrollably against the rug, her vision whiting out at the edges as wave after wave of intense, pulsing pleasure radiated out from her core, leaving her gasping and shuddering in its wake.

She collapsed forward onto her elbows, forehead resting on the cool rug, breathing in the dusty scent of it. Spent. Hollowed out. The crimson handprint on her ass seemed to burn brighter in the aftermath, a permanent tattoo of his claim.

She slowly, weakly, pushed herself back up to her knees to look in the mirror one more time. Her face was flushed, her lips swollen, her blue eyes glazed and unfocused. A woman well-fucked, even if only by her finger at the memory of the blowjob.


Chapter Six

The air in the café was thick with the ghost of the evening’s rush, espresso grounds, steamed milk, and the faint, sweet trace of pastries. For six hours, Tessa had moved through it like an automaton, her body performing the well-rehearsed ballet of the barista while her mind replaying a single, searing film on a loop: the cold floor of the stockroom, the taste of him, the overwhelming fullness, the brand on her skin.

And Adrian… Adrian was a statue of professional composure. He moved behind the counter with his usual efficient grace, his voice a low, calm constant as he directed the small team. He corrected a new hire on tamping pressure; he discussed the next day’s roast blend with the shift supervisor. His big dark eyes swept over her, across her, through her, with the same detached focus he gave the espresso machine. As if she were just another piece of equipment. As if he hadn’t irrevocably shattered her world against a shelf of paper napkins less than twenty-four hours ago. The dissonance was a live wire in her stomach, sparking with every casual, indifferent glance he sent her way.

The final customer left. The door was locked, the open sign flipped. The two other staff members began the closing routine. Tessa’s heart started to pound, a frantic drum against her ribs. This was it. The anticipation was a physical weight.

“Gareth, you and Sophie finish the cash-up and mop down,” Adrian’s voice cut through the quiet, the words devoid of any inflection. It was just a command. Then his gaze, finally, landed on her. It wasn’t the distant look of a boss. It was the hooded, possessive stare of the man from the stockroom. It pinned her in place. “Tessa. My office. Now.”

He turned and walked away, not waiting to see if she followed. The command hung in the air, an electric current. She felt the other two staff members’ curious glances, but her feet were already moving, carrying her past the gleaming machines, down the short hall, into the lair of the lion.

The office door clicked shut behind her, the sound final, absolute. He was there, a tall, broad-shouldered silhouette against the window overlooking the dark street. Before she could form a thought, he turned and closed the distance between them in two strides.

His hands framed her face, his touch not gentle but certain. Then his mouth was on hers. It wasn’t a question. It was a reclamation. A strong, forceful, possessive kiss that stole the breath from her lungs. His tongue plunged into her mouth, a bold, tasting invasion that was all coffee and dominance and him. She melted into it, her own hands coming up to clutch at his shirt, her body responding with a surge of wet heat that was both familiar and terrifying in its intensity.

He broke the kiss as abruptly as he’d started it, his breathing only slightly elevated. Her own was a ragged, shaky thing. Without a word, his strong hands on her shoulders applied firm, inexorable pressure, pushing her down. Her knees hit the soft wool of the office rug, the position feeling more natural, more right, than standing ever had.

He’d already freed himself. His cock, thick, long, and beautifully black, stood rigid against his stomach, the broad head already beaded with a glistening pearl of precum. The sheer sight of it, the memory of its taste and feel in her throat, made her mouth water.

“Suck.” The single word was a gravelled command, low and absolute.

Her lips parted. Her tongue darted out to catch that first salty-sweet drop before she took him into her mouth. She couldn’t disobey. She didn’t want to. This was the surrender she craved, the simplicity of a direct order. She hollowed her cheeks, taking more of him, her head beginning to bob in a rhythm she instinctively knew he liked. One of his hands came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding, his fingers tangling in her blonde hair. The other hand was fisted at his side, his knuckles white with the effort of his control.

She lost herself in the act, in the primal sounds of her efforts, the heavy scent of his arousal, the way his hips gave the tiniest, barely restrained jerk, wanting to thrust deeper. She was his instrument, and she was playing him perfectly.

His hand tightened in her hair, pulling her off him with a soft, wet pop. Her lips were swollen, her vision slightly blurred. She looked up at him, dazed.

“Take your top off,” he ordered, his voice a dark rumble. “Show me your tits.”

Her fingers, trembling only slightly, went to the buttons of her thrifted floral blouse. She fumbled, the small buttons suddenly impossibly difficult. His impatience was a palpable force. With a soft growl, his hands replaced hers. He didn’t unbutton it. He grabbed the collar and pulled, the thin fabric tearing open with a loud ripping sound, buttons pinging off and skittering across the wooden floor. The sound was shockingly erotic, a testament to his raw need, his disregard for anything but getting to her. The blouse hung open, and he yanked it down her arms, tossing it aside. Her simple lace bra followed suit, the clasp giving way under his impatient fingers.

Her 34C breasts spilled free, the cool office air pebbling her nipples into tight, aching points. She was exposed, kneeling before him, her upper body bare. His gaze was a physical caress, hot and heavy, sweeping over the pale swell of her breasts, the dusky pink areolas, the hard, begging peaks of her nipples.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, the word rough with want. His thumb brushed over one nipple, a slow, circling tease that made her gasp and arch her back, pushing herself further into his touch. She needed more.

He understood. His hands, those capable, commanding hands that built a business from nothing, cupped her breasts, weighing them, kneading them with a firm possessiveness that made her whimper. He leaned down, his breath ghosting over her sensitive skin, and then his mouth closed over one nipple.

Tessa cried out, her head falling back. His tongue was hot and wet and relentless, laving, sucking, nipping with just the right edge of teeth. The sensation arrowed straight to her core, a direct line of pleasure that left her throbbing, empty, and desperate. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, until she was a writhing, whimpering mess on her knees, her fingers digging into his thighs for support.

He pulled back, his lips glistening, her nipples red and exquisitely sensitive. His cock, neglected and leaking heavily, bobbed before her face.

“You taste better than I imagined,” he rasped. “Now finish what you started.”

She needed no further encouragement. She took him back into her mouth, her movements more frantic now, driven by her own rising need. The taste of her own skin on his lips mingled with his unique, musky flavour. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the tell-tale thickening at the base of his shaft. His breathing grew harsh, his hand fisting in her hair again, this time setting a more demanding pace.

“That’s it, girl. Take it. Take all of me.”

She relaxed her throat, letting him push deeper, the head bumping at the back. She gagged a little, trying to relax to take more of him. Tears welled in her eyes from the strain, but the feeling of his complete dominance was its own masochistic pleasure. She was minting his pleasure with her submission.

His hips stuttered. A guttural groan tore from his chest, a raw, unfiltered sound of release. “Tessa…”

The first hot, potent jet hit the back of her throat. She swallowed instinctively, her throat working hard to take him in, but there was so much, more than she could manage. The thick, bitter essence spilled over, some of it escaping the corners of her lips. It trailed down her chin in sticky rivulets, dripping onto her breasts, marking her skin with his release. She tried to swallow again, her mouth still full of him, but a low moan escaped her as she felt the warm, sticky trails slide down her chest, pooling between her curves. 

He was still pulsing into her, his hand tight in her hair, holding her there as though he couldn’t bear to let her pull away. She drank what she could, but the overflow was unavoidable, and it only seemed to heighten the raw, possessive energy between them. The sight of her like this, kneeling before him, her lips swollen and smeared, her bare breasts streaked with his essence—was utterly primal. 

When he finally finished, she was trembling, her breath coming in shaky gasps. His hand loosened its grip, brushing gently through her hair in a rare moment of softness, though his other hand still rested possessively on her shoulder. She stayed where she was, her eyes flickering up to meet his, knowing she looked completely and utterly his. And deep down, in the molten core of her being, she craved it.

When he was spent, she gently cleaned him with her tongue, her movements slow and worshipful. He softened in her mouth, and she finally released him, looking up through her lashes.

He looked down at her, his expression one of awe and fierce possession. He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her swollen lips.

He reached for her bra lying uselessly on the floor and chucked it into the waste basket with a decisive flick of his wrist. “No more bras at work,” he told her, his voice low but firm, brooking no argument. The command sent a shiver down her spine, the finality of it both humiliating and thrilling. She was to be bare beneath her clothes, exposed to him in every way, even when he wasn’t touching her.

“Go get your coat,” he added, his tone casual now, as if they hadn’t just shared something raw and primal. “I’ll open the door. Back at work tomorrow, Tessa.”

Her hands trembled as she pulled the remnants of her torn blouse around her bare breasts, the fabric doing little to hide her state. She stepped out into the café, her face burning with a mix of shame and arousal. The other staff members were still there, finishing the closing routine. She could feel their eyes on her, the weight of their curiosity and judgment pressing down on her like a physical force. Her dishevelled hair, her swollen lips, the streaks of cum glistening on her chin and chest, it was all on display. They would see. They would know.

He was close behind her, his presence a silent reminder of his dominance. When he opened the door to let her out, she hesitated for a moment, her breath catching in her throat. As she stepped past him, his hand came down hard on her ass with a sharp, possessive slap that echoed through the empty café. The sting was electric, a claim staked deep into her skin. She gasped, her body instinctively arching into the pain.

The staff would see. They would know. She was his. His slut. His to use, to mark, to command. The thought twisted in her stomach, a dangerous cocktail of humiliation and desire that left her weak-kneed and throbbing with need. Without another word, he let her go, the door clicking shut behind her. She stood there for a moment, the night air cool against her heated skin, the weight of his claim settling over her like a heavy, inescapable cloak.


Epilogue

The door to her flat clicked shut, the sound a hollow echo in the silent, empty space. Tessa didn’t bother with the lights. She leaned back against the cold wood, her body thrumming with a strange, disquieting energy. The walk home had been a blur of cold night air and the lingering, musky scent of him clinging to her skin, a stark contrast to the normal Cardiff damp.

Her fingers, trembling with a cocktail of adrenaline and lingering arousal, went to her face. They came away sticky. She could still feel the phantom weight of his hand in her hair, the stretch of her lips around him, the hot, bitter flood at the back of her throat.

She pushed herself off the door and walked on unsteady legs to the full-length on the bedroom wardrobe door. The dim light from the streetlamp outside filtered in, casting the room in a silver-blue monochrome. And there she was.

Her.

Her breath hitched. Her blonde hair, usually carefully arranged in messy waves, was a wild, dishevelled halo around her flushed face. Her lips were swollen, bee-stung and raw from the force of his kiss and the friction of his cock. And there, on her cheeks and chin, drying in pearlescent streaks against her skin, were the unmistakable, glistening trails of his release.

A strange, detached part of her mind noted the damage to her favourite thrifted blouse, the collar torn beyond repair, the delicate fabric hanging open. With numb fingers, she peeled the ruined garment from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. The cool air hit her bare skin, and she watched in the mirror as her nipples tightened into hard, sensitive peaks. There, on the pale, generous swell of her breasts, more of him was painted in sticky, drying streaks.

She was a mess. A beautiful, used, claimed mess.

Her hands went to the waistband of her skirt, shoving it down over her hips along with her tights and underwear. They pooled at her feet, another layer of discarded self. Now she stood completely naked, exposed to the silent judgement of her own reflection. She turned, glancing over her shoulder, and a sharp gasp escaped her. The crimson handprint from the stockroom had faded to a faint, pinkish blush, but now, overlaying it, was the fresh, stark red imprint from his parting slap at the café door. It glowed against her skin, a brand of ownership that felt more permanent than any document.

A desperate, aching emptiness yawned open inside her. The humiliation she’d felt under the gaze of Gareth and Sophie curdled, transformed by the solitude and the visual proof of his possession into something far more potent. It was a fuel. It was a need.

Her knees weakened, buckling until they met the rough texture of the rug. She didn’t break eye contact with the woman in the mirror. This is who you are now. She let her legs fall open in a lewd, vulnerable display, presenting herself to her own critical gaze, and to the phantom Adrian who lived in her mind, who was always watching.

Her fingers, slick with her own arousal already, didn’t waste time. They went straight to her core, sliding through the slickness that coated her folds with an eager, desperate familiarity. She was so wet, so swollen and sensitive that the first touch of her fingertips against her clit sent a jolt of pure lightning up her spine. A low, guttural moan tore from her throat, the sound shockingly loud in the silent flat.

She kept her eyes locked on her reflection, watching the spectacle of her own degradation and pleasure. She saw the flush spread across her chest, saw the way her breasts moved with her ragged breathing, the dried streaks of his cum a lewd contrast to her pale skin. Her fingers began to move in frantic, focused circles, the pressure immediate and intense.

Her mind was a cinema of him.

The feel of his cock, thick and heavy on her tongue. Her free hand came up, two fingers pushing past her swollen lips, fucking her own mouth in a poor, desperate mimicry. She could almost taste him again, the memory making her hips jerk.

The guttural, possessive sound of his release. She whimpered around her own fingers, the vibration humming through her jaw. “Tessa…” He’d groaned her name like a prayer, like a curse. She wanted to hear it again.

The sharp, stinging claim of his hand on her ass, marking her in front of everyone. The memory of that public shame made her core clench around nothing, a fresh wave of wetness coating her searching fingers. She was his public secret. His private slut.

“Adrian,” she panted, her voice a broken whisper to the empty room. Her rhythm became more frantic, her hips bucking uncontrollably against her hand, seeking the friction she needed. The pleasure was a tight, screaming coil in the very depths of her, so intense it was almost painful. She was chasing the ghost of the orgasm he’d given her, the one he’d taken from her, but this was different. This was all her, yet completely, utterly his.

Her other hand left her mouth and roughly kneaded her breast, pinching and pulling at the nipple, the sharp sting merging perfectly with the building tsunami between her legs. The sight of her own hand smearing his dried essence across her skin was the final catalyst.

The coil snapped.

A raw, broken cry shattered the silence as the orgasm ripped through her with violent, uncaring force. Her body bowed backward, every muscle seizing for a breathtaking moment before a tsunami of convulsions wracked her. She shuddered, gasping, her vision blurring as wave after wave of blinding, pulsing pleasure radiated out from her core, leaving her trembling and utterly spent on the floor. She collapsed forward, forehead pressed to the cool rug, breathing in the scent of dust and sex and her own submission.

Slowly, shakily, she pushed herself back up to her knees. The woman in the mirror was utterly debauched. Flushed, glistening with sweat, marked and used. A satisfied, dazed smile touched her ruined lips.


Book Two Teaser

The sound of her phone hitting the floor was as sharp as a gunshot in the quiet room. His words burned on the screen, searing into her retinas. "I want to watch you cum," they began, and her breath hitched. "I want you spread naked in front of me. So I see your tits again. I want your legs open and your wet cunt on full view!" The raw command of his voice seemed to echo in her mind, making her skin flush and her body ache with a need she could barely contain. This wasn’t just desire—it was a demand, and she had never felt so exposed, yet so utterly claimed. Her fingers trembled as she reached for the phone, her mind already spinning with the weight of what he wanted from her.

“I want you to pleasure yourself while I watch and stroke my fat black cock. I want you to imagine what it is going to feel like when I push into your wet little slut’s cunt and I fuck you for the first time! I want you to beg for my big black cock!”

Now Adrian, her middle-aged black boss, at her student job, in his café, has used her to suck him off twice. Now he’s made it, so the other employees know she is his slut to use. How far will he take her now? Will he strip her naked in his office and fuck her? She so needs to feel his big thick black cock inside her. She wants to submit fully to him. To be used by him. Will he take this even further? How far will he go?
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