
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taboo: The Black Mechanic’s Heiress

BOOK TWO

A Taboo Interracial BDSM Discipline and Humiliation Story

Written & published by Emma Sluttily


Copyright © 2025 All rights reserved

No part of this publication can be copied, reproduced in any format, by any means, electronic or otherwise, without prior consent from the owner and the publisher of this book.


Disclaimer & Content Warning (for Kindle upload)

Disclaimer:
This book is a work of fiction. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or are used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Content Warning:
This is a dark, taboo, explicit BDSM erotica novel intended for adult readers only (18+). It contains graphic scenes of:

	Spanking, discipline, and corporal punishment 

	BDSM power exchange and humiliation 

	Interracial age-gap relationships 

	Explicit sexual content and language 



Reader discretion is strongly advised. If themes of punishment, humiliation, or explicit BDSM offend you, please do not read further.


Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Epilogue

Book Three Teaser


Prologue

The memory of his voice, low and absolute, was enough to make her thighs slick. Monday. The word was a cold stone in her gut, a live wire against her skin. Georgiana stood before the chipped mirror in her rented room, the one with the dark water stain in the corner that looked like a continent of shame. Her reflection was a ghost of Kensington ballrooms and private jets: pale skin, high cheekbones now hollowed, and eyes that held a new, terrified hunger.

Her fingers, once adorned with diamonds, now traced the curve of her own hip. A shudder ran through her. She could still feel the phantom weight of Des’s gaze from Friday, the way his dark, impassive eyes had catalogued every flaw, every tremble. Intelligent, proud, and deeply entitled. The thought was a whip crack. She was none of those things here. Here, she was something else entirely. Something raw.

Her hand slid lower, over the tense plane of her stomach. She tried to fight it, to summon the old Georgiana who would have scoffed at such base need. But that woman was gone, stripped away layer by layer in a locked office that smelled of oil and authority. All that remained was the thrumming ache between her legs, a persistent, throbbing demand that humiliation had only made sharper, hotter.

Survival now means more than obedience, it means surrendering your pride.

A low moan escaped her lips as two fingers found her clit, slick and swollen. This is what he reduces you to. The thought wasn't a deterrent; it was fuel. Her back arched, her other hand flying to her breast, pinching a nipple roughly. The sharp pain blurred into a dizzying pleasure. She wasn’t gentle. She was punishing herself, fuelling the fire he’d lit, her hips beginning a frantic rhythm against her own hand.

She imagined it was his hand. Not tender, not loving. Possessive. The way he would look at her, not with desire, but with cool, analytical interest, seeing how deep her corruption ran. The fantasy unfolded, vivid and terrifying. Her breath hitched.

Faster.

Her fingers worked her clit in frantic circles, the slick sounds loud in the quiet room. Her knees trembled. She was close, teetering on a precipice of her own making. The image in the mirror wasn’t an heiress; it was a creature of pure need, head thrown back, lips parted, body glistening with a sheen of sweat for a man who saw her as a problem to be solved.

The orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seismic event that shattered every last pretence. Her body locked, back bowing off the bed as a wave of pure, undiluted sensation crashed over her, pulling her under. It was thunderous, all-consuming, a surrender so complete it left her gasping, vision spotting.

She collapsed onto the thin mattress, chest heaving, the aftershocks making her muscles twitch. The scent of her own arousal hung in the air, the final, damning evidence of her fall.

She lay on the narrow bed, her chest rising and falling in uneven waves, the remnants of her orgasm still coursing through her like an aftershock. Her thoughts spun wildly, fragmented and jagged, pieces of a puzzle she didn’t want to solve. What had she become? The question gnawed at her, sharp and unrelenting. Was she his slut now? His to use as he pleased. 

The idea should have revolted her, sent her into a spiral of denial. But it didn’t. Instead, it lingered, hot and heavy in the pit of her stomach. Des wasn’t some polished aristocrat, not one of the wealthy young men from her old world who had lavished her with expensive gifts and meaningless flattery. No, he was a working-class Black man, older, with calloused hands and a voice that brooked no argument. He owned a run-down garage on a backstreet in this godforsaken town. And yet, she had just given herself over to him. 

Her mind flashed to the men she had known before: handsome, rich, entitled. They had been careful with her, treating her like a fragile ornament to be admired from a distance. Des was nothing like them. He didn’t admire her; he observed her, saw through her defences, and stripped her bare with a single look. And God, the way that made her feel, debased, exposed, and yet so utterly alive.

He had made her strip naked, he had spanked her till her ass was crimson and burned so badly. She’d never been beaten before. Never had to endure any pain, And her ass had stung like nothing else.

A shiver ran through her as she pressed her thighs together, still slick with the evidence of her arousal. She couldn’t deny it any longer. She wanted his approval, his discipline, his control. It terrified her, how much she craved it. How much she craved him. 

Slowly, the tension in her body ebbed away, replaced by a heavy exhaustion that seemed to seep into her very bones. The room felt too quiet now, the silence punctuated only by the faint hum of the streetlamp outside her window. She stared at the chipped ceiling, her thoughts swirling like dark clouds, but eventually, her eyelids grew too heavy to fight.

Why does this feel like surrender? she wondered, the question slipping into the void as she pulled the thin blanket over herself. Her body still tingled with the residual heat of her release, a cruel reminder of how far she’d fallen. But there was no energy left for shame, no strength to fight the pull of sleep.

Her breathing slowed, her mind drifting into a restless haze. Dreams, if they came, wouldn’t be kind. But for now, she allowed herself to succumb, her last conscious thought a whispered plea: What will Monday bring? Then nothing but darkness, uneasy and unrelenting.


Chapter One

Monday morning came too early.

Georgiana was awake before the alarm, staring up at the sloping ceiling of the attic room, listening to the quiet house breathe around her. The cold air pressed against her skin as she dressed, pulling on the same scruffy overalls she had come to loathe. They smelled faintly of oil no matter how often they were washed. She hated how they hid her, reduced her, erased everything she once was.

She tied her hair back tightly and pulled on the battered baseball cap, tugging it low over her eyes. Steel-toed black boots followed, heavy and unforgiving. By the time she looked at herself in the mirror, she barely recognised the girl staring back.

And yet, even wrapped in ugliness, Georgiana Wentworth was still beautiful.

She ate breakfast in silence at Mrs. Jones’s table. Plain food. Healthy food. The kind of meal that came with no choices and no indulgence. Mrs. Jones didn’t ask questions anymore. Georgiana didn’t offer answers.

Outside, the morning air was sharp. She stood at the curb, hands tucked into her sleeves, waiting for Mick Thompson’s battered car to appear. The street was quiet, the town still half asleep.

Her stomach twisted.

Last week had changed everything.

She no longer complained. She no longer questioned instructions. She had learned, quickly, that resistance only led to consequences, she was no longer naïve enough to doubt. The knowledge sat heavy in her chest, a constant pressure.

As she waited, her mind betrayed her.

She wondered what this week would bring. Whether she would be summoned again into Des Carter’s office. Whether his dark, unreadable gaze would strip her more thoroughly than her hands ever could. Whether his calm voice would deliver judgment, tallying her mistakes with brutal precision. Ands the punishments, stripped naked in front of the middle aged black man, over his knee for a hard spanking.

She told herself not to think about the feel of his authority, the way fear and something far more dangerous had tangled together inside her. She told herself she hated it.

But her body remembered. There heady mix, of shame, humiliation and something strange, a primal desire to be on her knees sucking his big black cock. Why did she get so aroused at with the humiliation, his taken her without permission?

The sound of an engine approaching made her stiffen. Anxiety fluttered low in her belly as Mick’s car turned onto the street.

Another week had begun.

And Georgiana knew, with a clarity that unsettled her, that there was no going back.



The garage was already alive when Mick dropped her off.

Engines idled, metal clanged, and the smell of oil hit her the moment she stepped inside. Georgiana felt it immediately, the shift from the quiet street to this loud, masculine space where she no longer blended into the background.

She could feel eyes on her.

Mick didn’t say much as they pulled in. He just gave her a sideways look before climbing out of the car. “Morning, Princess,” he muttered, the corner of his mouth twitching. “Try not to fuck it up today.”

The words landed heavier than they once would have.

Inside, Jordan was already leaning against a tool chest, coffee in hand. His gaze swept over her slowly, unapologetic, lingering where the overalls clung to her hips and thighs. Chantelle sat at her desk, lips pressed tight as she watched Georgiana cross the workshop floor, her eyes sharp and openly hostile.

Georgiana knew the ugly overalls didn’t hide her curves. They never had. In her old world she would have dressed to show them off, tight skirts, low necklines, always aware of who was looking and why. She had been raised knowing her beauty drew attention, and she had learned early how to enjoy it. Here, though, in this rough, filthy garage, that same attention felt different. The men’s eyes were open, unfiltered, measuring her body without apology, and Chantelle’s stare burned with jealousy. And above all of it was the awareness of Des Carter, whose attention she couldn’t see but always felt. For the first time, being desired didn’t feel like power. It felt like exposure.

Georgiana kept her head down, moving automatically toward the cleaning supplies. She knew better now than to hesitate. Every movement felt measured, careful, like walking a tightrope she couldn’t afford to fall from.

As she wiped down a workbench, she was acutely aware of how quiet the men grew whenever she passed. Not silent. Just… watchful. Conversations dipped, glances lingered a second too long. It wasn’t crude. It was worse. It felt like being evaluated.

She straightened too quickly and caught Jordan’s eye. He didn’t look away. He smirked.

Heat crept up her neck, part humiliation, part something else she refused to name.

“Oi,” Mick called from under a lifted car. “You miss a spot there, Princess.”

She swallowed, turned back, and wiped it again without a word.

That was when she felt it.

The change in the air.

Des Carter had stepped out of his office.

He didn’t announce himself. He never did. He just appeared, broad shoulders filling the doorway, arms folded, eyes sweeping the workshop with quiet authority. The men straightened subtly, as if responding to a signal they didn’t even realise they were watching for.

Georgiana felt his gaze find her.

She froze, cloth in hand, pulse spiking. She didn’t look up. She didn’t need to. She could feel it, the weight of his attention pressing down on her spine.

“Georgiana,” he said calmly.

Her breath hitched. “Yes, Mr. Carter.”

“Office.”

The word was soft. Final.

She followed him inside, the door closing behind them with a quiet click that sounded far louder than it should have. The office smelled faintly of coffee and oil. Des didn’t sit right away. He leaned against the desk, studying her in silence.

She stood exactly where she had been trained to stand now. Hands clasped. Eyes forward.

“This week,” he said at last, voice low, even, “is a clean slate.”

Her heart thudded.

“You do your job. You keep your mouth shut. You treat customers with respect, no matter what you think of them.” He paused, letting the words settle. “You make no scenes. You give me no reasons.”

She nodded quickly. “Yes, sir.”

His gaze lingered on her face, then drifted downward, taking in the scruffy overalls, the cap, the boots. Not appraising her body so much as reminding her she no longer chose how she was seen.

“I don’t want to see you back in here this week,” he continued quietly. “But if I do… we both know why. And we know what will happen.”

Her stomach tightened. She nodded again.

“Good,” Des said, straightening. “Back to work.”

She turned and left the office, legs slightly unsteady, aware that nothing explicit had been said, and that somehow made it worse.

As Georgiana passed through the outer office, Chantelle leaned back in her chair and gave her a slow, deliberate once-over, eyes travelling openly from her boots to the curve of her hips, then up to her face. A faint sneer curled her lips, sharp and satisfied, a silent reminder of who held the upper hand here. Chantelle didn’t need to say a word. Her look said it all: this is my territory, and you are nothing here.

Georgiana picked up her cloth and went back to cleaning, heart racing.

The week had only just begun.

Later, down on her hands and knees, scrubbing grease from around a row of battered toolboxes, Georgiana felt the full distance of how far her life had shifted. Only weeks ago she had been living in a world of chauffeurs, invitations, and certainty. Then her father had set his challenge, simple and brutal: survive and succeed with nothing but a menial job or lose everything.

Now she had no contacts. No friends. No safety net. She was stranded in a far-off northern town, counting pennies, working long days for wages she would once have tipped without thinking. No credit cards. No trust fund. No escape.

For a full year, she was expected to live the life of a poor, working-class girl, to earn her place, to prove she was worthy of what she had always taken for granted.

As the cloth moved in slow circles beneath her hands, Georgiana understood with a quiet, unsettling clarity that this wasn’t just a test of endurance. It was a stripping away. And she had no idea how much of herself would be left by the time it was over.



That evening brought the worst part of her role.

Every day ended the same way. When the engines fell silent and the men packed up to leave, Georgiana was left behind with the buckets and disinfectant. The men’s toilets were always last. Always the worst.

The smell hit her as soon as she pushed the door open. Stale sweat, urine, something sour and unmistakably human. They missed the bowl constantly. The floor was sticky. The porcelain had shit stains, smeared in ways that made her gag. Des Carter expected it to gleam when she was finished, no excuses.

She swallowed hard, fighting the urge to retch.

Normally, she had one small defence. The thick yellow rubber gloves she kept in the cleaning cupboard. They were flimsy, ridiculous things, but they were a barrier. A shield between her and the filth.

She opened the cupboard.

Nothing.

She searched again, pulling out bottles, rags, paper towels. Her heart began to pound as the minutes ticked by. The garage was emptying. Time was running out.

Slowly, the realisation sank in.

Someone had taken them.

Jordan. Liam. Or Chantelle. The thought of Chantelle’s smirk made her stomach turn. Whoever it was, they knew exactly what they were doing.

Georgiana stared into the cupboard, her throat tightening. She couldn’t wait. Des would notice. He always did. And she knew better now than to test his patience.

She would have to do it bare-handed.

The idea made bile rise in her throat.

“No,” she whispered to herself. “No way.”

She straightened abruptly and stepped back into the workshop, heart hammering. The men were still there, jackets on, tools in hand. All eyes turned to her.

Jordan leaned against a workbench, eyebrows raised. “What’s up, luv? You look like you’ve lost something.”

Their expressions were too calm. Too knowing.

Georgiana stood there, silent, her hands clenched at her sides.

Bastards, she thought.

And she knew, with sinking certainty, that this was only the beginning of how the week would test her.

She turned back toward Jordan, heart pounding. “You took them,” Georgiana said, her voice shaking despite her effort to steady it. “Give me my gloves back.”

Jordan shrugged, slow and careless. “Don’t know what you’re on about, luv.”

Her chest tightened. Tears blurred her vision before she could stop them.

Mick, halfway into his jacket, paused. He looked from Georgiana to the empty cupboard, then back to the lads. “Oi. That’s not on. Give her the gloves back.”

Jordan snorted. Liam mirrored the shrug, both of them wearing the same smug, unbothered look.

“Relax,” Jordan said. “It’s a newbie thing. Everyone goes through it. We did.”

Georgiana’s hands curled into fists. She stamped her foot, the sound sharp on the concrete. “I’m not doing it,” she snapped, her voice cracking. “I won’t.”

The workshop fell quiet.

Des Carter stepped out of his office.

“What’s going on here?”

The words were calm, but they cut through the room like a blade. Georgiana turned to him, the tears she’d been holding back finally spilling over as she explained, stumbling through the words, the missing gloves, the smell, the joke at her expense.

Des listened without interrupting.

When she finished, he nodded once. “Tomorrow, I’ll get you a new pair.”

Relief flickered, brief and fragile.

“Tonight,” he continued, “you’re already running late. That’s one mark against you.” His gaze shifted, taking in the small crowd, the tension. “You’ve disrupted the end of the day. That’s a second.”

Georgiana’s stomach dropped.

He checked his watch. “Get the toilets done in fifteen minutes, or that’s a third.”

Three marks. On a Monday.

The reality hit her hard and fast. She didn’t argue. She didn’t protest. She just nodded, turned, and walked back toward the toilets, her legs heavy.

The smell hit her again as she pushed the door open. No gloves. No barrier. Just her, the bucket, and the clock ticking loudly in her head.

She swallowed, gagged, and got to work.

Because she knew now, with brutal clarity, that every minute mattered. And Friday was coming whether she was ready or not. And three marks would mean punishment, naked over Des Carter’s knee and a very spanked bare ass.


Chapter Two

Back at the house, Georgiana didn’t even pause.

She kicked the door closed behind her and stripped out of the filthy overalls as fast as her shaking hands would allow. The fabric hit the floor with a dull, heavy thud, smelling of oil, disinfectant, and everything she’d spent the last hour trying not to think about. Her stomach still churned.

She pulled on her dressing gown, tying it tight around herself like armour, and padded down the narrow stairs to the family bathroom all the lodgers shared. The house was quiet, the evening settled into its usual hush.

She didn’t bother checking the temperature. She turned the shower on full, twisting the dial until the water ran steaming hot, then stepped straight underneath it.

The heat hit her skin in a sharp rush, almost painful, but she welcomed it. She tilted her head back, letting the water pound over her hair, her shoulders, her back, trying to scrub away the smell, the memory, the feeling of grime clinging to her.

She stayed there longer than necessary, breathing slowly, eyes closed, letting the noise of the water drown out everything else. The garage. The men. The marks already stacking up in her head.

By the time she reached for the soap, her skin was pink and tender, but she didn’t stop. She needed to feel clean again. Needed to remind herself that this body, at least, was still hers.

The water beat down over her shoulders, hot and relentless, steam filling the small bathroom as Georgiana reached for the soap. She worked it between her palms until it foamed, thick and white, then dragged her hands slowly over her skin.

She scrubbed her arms first, long and toned, running her hands from wrist to shoulder, over smooth skin she had once moisturised with expensive creams. Now she rubbed harder, as if she could scour the day away. The soap slid over her collarbones, down between her breasts, tracing the soft curves she was suddenly, acutely aware of.

She lingered there longer than she meant to, pressing the soap into the undersides of her breasts, over the sensitive skin, her breath catching slightly as the hot water and friction made her nipples tighten. She frowned at herself and scrubbed harder, jaw set, forcing herself to focus.

Her hands moved down over her flat stomach; over the faint lines of muscle, she had once worked on in pristine gyms. She scrubbed her sides, her back, twisting to reach every inch, soap slicking her skin until it shone under the light.

She turned, lifting one leg to wash it thoroughly, soap sliding over her thigh, then the other, her fingers pressing into the firm muscle as she worked. Reaching behind herself, she scrubbed carefully over her full, round, heart-shaped buttocks, working the soap over skin that still felt tender from the day’s labour. The water ran in rivulets down her calves, pooling around her feet before disappearing down the drain.

Finally, reluctantly, she washed between her legs, quick and efficient, not allowing herself to linger, her face tight with determination as she rinsed everything clean. This wasn’t indulgence. This was necessity. She needed to feel clean.

She rinsed herself thoroughly, hands passing once more over every curve, every line of her body, until the soap was gone and her skin glowed pink from the heat. She stood under the stream for a few seconds longer, eyes closed, breathing slow, letting the water claim the last of the day from her.

When she finally stepped back, her skin tingled, raw but clean. She wrapped herself in a towel, gripping it tightly, and looked at her reflection, damp hair, flushed cheeks, a body that still looked unmistakably beautiful despite everything.

No matter where she was.
No matter what she was being made to do.

This was still her body.

For now.

Tomorrow would come soon enough.

And Friday was already waiting.


Chapter Three

By the end of the day, Georgiana moved on autopilot.

The garage quietened as tools were put away and engines shut down. She waited until the men drifted off toward their lockers before heading to the cleaning store. Her shoulders loosened slightly when she saw the packet on the shelf, neatly placed, unmistakable.

New rubber gloves.

She picked them up, a small, fragile relief washing through her. Des Carter had kept his word.

In the men’s toilets, the smell hit her as always, but this time she worked faster, more confidently. She pulled the gloves on, grabbed the brush, and got started.

Then she frowned.

Her fingers felt cold.

Wet.

She stopped, heart jumping, and looked down. The glove clung to her skin in a way it shouldn’t. She pulled it off and stared. Thin, deliberate slices had been cut into the palm. She checked the other glove, her stomach dropping.

The same.

Someone had taken a knife to them. Carefully. Intentionally.

Her hands curled into fists, fury cutting through the exhaustion.

She didn’t hesitate. She stormed back into the garage, holding the ruined gloves up like evidence.

“Jordan. Liam.” Her voice echoed louder than she intended. “Which of you did this?”

The workshop froze.

Jordan looked up slowly, eyebrows lifting in mock surprise. Liam glanced sideways, then down at the floor. Neither answered.

Georgiana’s chest rose and fell hard. “This isn’t funny,” she snapped. “Someone cut these.”

Jordan shrugged, lazy and unapologetic. “Not me.”

Liam muttered, “Dunno what you’re on about.”

The lies were thin. Insulting.

She stood there, hands shaking, the sliced gloves dangling uselessly from her fingers, realising this wasn’t a joke anymore. This was deliberate. And whoever had done it wanted to remind her of exactly where she stood.

Vulnerable. Alone. And watched.

Des stepped out of his office, drawn by the raised voices. His gaze swept the workshop, taking in the sliced gloves in Georgiana’s hands, the frozen stances of Jordan and Liam.

“What’s going on here?” he asked calmly.

No one answered.

Jordan stared at the far wall. Liam shifted his weight, eyes down. Neither of them said a word.

Des let the silence stretch, long enough to be uncomfortable. Then he nodded once.

“Right. Everyone else, off you go.”

There was a scrape of chairs, the clatter of lockers. Chantelle collected her bag slowly, eyes flicking to Georgiana. A small, satisfied smirk tugged at her lips as she walked past, heels clicking as she headed toward the bus stop.

Des turned to Mick. “I’ll give Georgiana a lift back tonight.”

Mick hesitated, glanced at Georgiana, then nodded. “Right.” He grabbed his jacket and followed the others out.

The door rolled shut.

That left just the four of them. Just Des, Jordan, Liam… and Georgiana.

Des folded his arms. “Listen carefully,” he said, voice even. “The lads play practical jokes. It’s part of life in a garage. You don’t like it, but it happens. You’ve got to learn to take it.”

Georgiana’s jaw tightened.

“You toughen up,” Des continued, “or you won’t survive here.” He paused, then added, “Now apologise.”

The word hit her like a slap.

Apologise? The thought screamed in her head. They sabotaged me. They humiliated me. And I have to apologise?

Her hands shook. Anger burned hot behind her eyes. But she knew the rules now. Knew exactly how little room she had to refuse.

Slowly, she lowered the gloves.

“I’m sorry,” she said stiffly, the words tasting bitter. “I shouldn’t have made a scene.”

Des studied her for a moment, weighing something she couldn’t see. Then he nodded.

“That’s better,” he said. “You’re learning.”

Jordan’s mouth twitched, a smile he didn’t bother to hide. Liam avoided her eyes entirely.

Georgiana stood there, cheeks burning, fury locked behind her teeth.

She hated them.

And worse, she hated how powerless she felt.

Des’s voice cut through the silence. “We don’t usually get lookers like you working here,” he said evenly. “And that’s part of the problem.”

Georgiana’s stomach tightened.

“They won’t settle down until the novelty wears off,” Des continued, his gaze steady. “So, we’re going to deal with it properly.”

Jordan straightened slightly. Liam shifted his weight.

“Step forward,” Des said, “Now strip those overall off, show the boys your tits.”

The command hung in the air, a stark, impossible thing. Georgiana’s mind went blank, a silent scream echoing in the void. Strip. Show them. This wasn’t a private correction. This was an exhibition.

Des’s gaze was unwavering, a physical weight pressing down on her. There was no anger in it, only expectation. This was simply the next step, the logical progression of her “lessons.” Jordan’s smirk had widened into a full, predatory grin. Liam’s eyes, usually downcast, were now fixed on her, wide with a shocked fascination.

Her fingers trembled as they went to the heavy zip of her overalls. The sound of it grinding down was obscenely loud in the silent garage. She pushed the rough, stained fabric from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet on the oil-stained concrete. The cool air hit her skin, raising goosebumps. She stood in her plain white cotton bra and knickers, feeling more exposed than she ever had naked in her room.

“All of it,” Des said, his voice calm, final.

A hot tear escaped and traced a path down her cheek. She didn’t wipe it away. Her arms moved mechanically, her mind detaching, floating somewhere above the scene. The clasp of her bra gave way. She let it fall. Her beautiful, firm 34C breasts now stood bare, the soft curves catching the dim garage light, her olive skin a warm contrast to the stark, cold air. Her nipples hardened instantly, a cruel mix of the chill and the gut-wrenching vulnerability that gripped her.

Des’s gaze lingered, assessing, while Jordan’s smirk deepened, his eyes greedily taking in the sight. Liam, usually so reserved, couldn’t look away, his shock morphing into something darker, hungrier. Georgiana felt their stares like a brand, marking her, stripping away the last remnants of her pride.

Jordan let out a low, appreciative whistle. “Fuck me,” he breathed.

Liam’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard.

Des’s expression didn’t change. “The knickers.”

Her thumbs hooked into the waistband. This was the final barrier, the last shred of her dignity. She hesitated, a silent plea in her eyes aimed solely at Des. He gave a single, slight shake of his head. No reprieve.

She pushed them down her thighs, over her knees, letting them fall to join the pile of clothing at her ankles. She stood naked in the centre of the workshop, under the harsh fluorescent lights, her olive skin glowing warm against the grime and machinery.

The air felt heavier now, charged with a tension that seemed to press against her bare flesh. Her body, once a symbol of her privilege and beauty, was now just a canvas for their gazes. Des’s calm scrutiny, Jordan’s hungry leer, Liam’s wide-eyed fixation, each one etched itself into her skin, marking her more deeply than any physical touch could.

Her nipples tightened further, a traitorous response to the exposure, though she wished she could hide the flush creeping up her chest. The fluorescent light washed over her, casting shadows that seemed to accentuate every curve, every imperfection. Her hands twitched at her sides, desperate to cover herself, but she knew better. This was the price of her defiance, her pride.

“Turn around,” Des instructed. “Slowly.”

She obeyed, rotating on the spot, presenting the full, humiliating view to her audience. The curve of her hips, the tight swell of her bottom, the vulnerable strip of her sex, already beginning to glisten with a traitorous wetness she couldn’t control. Her skin burned with shame, a fierce, crawling heat that warred violently with a deep, throbbing ache that was starting to pulse between her legs.

“See?” Des said, his voice conversational, as if lecturing. “She’s just a girl. Flesh and blood. Nothing special to be scared of. Nothing so grand that can’t be brought low.”

He walked toward her, a slow, deliberate circle. He stopped behind her. Georgiana jumped as his calloused hands settled on her hips. His touch was firm, possessive.

“The novelty wears off when you understand the material,” he continued, his voice dropping lower, for them, for her. “When you see how she reacts.”

One of his hands slid around, his fingers splaying across her lower belly, pulling her back against the solid wall of his body. She could feel the hard ridge of his denim-clad erection pressed against the small of her back. A fresh wave of dizzying heat flooded her.

His other hand moved down, over the curve of her bottom, and then further, his fingers sliding through the slick folds of her pussy with a blunt, shocking intimacy. She gasped, her knees buckling slightly. He held her up easily.

“See?” he murmured, and she didn’t know if he was talking to the boys or to her. His fingers found her clit, already swollen and desperate. He rubbed slow, tight circles that made her vision blur. “She pretends she doesn’t want this. But her body knows the truth. It knows what it’s for.”

A broken sob escaped her lips as pleasure, sharp and undeniable, lanced through her. Her head fell back against his shoulder. She was panting, her hips making tiny, involuntary thrusts against his hand. God, no. Not here. Not in front of them. But the protest was weak, drowned out by the roaring in her blood.

Jordan was staring, his earlier smirk replaced by a look of raw, hungry lust. He had a hand shoved in his pocket, adjusting himself. Liam looked mesmerized, his breath coming faster.

Des’s fingers worked her with a devastating expertise, drawing out her climax, making her wait for it, making her beg for it without words. “This is how you take the power back,” he said, his voice a rough whisper in her ear. “You show her that her pleasure belongs to you. That her cum is yours to give. Or to withhold.”

The coil in her belly tightened unbearably. She was writhing against him now, past caring, past shame, lost in the sensation he was orchestrating. “Please,” she heard herself whimper, the word mangled and desperate.

“Please, what?” he growled, his fingers never stopping their relentless rhythm.

“Please, sir. Let me cum.”

As the words left her mouth, her orgasm detonated. It was a silent, seismic rupture that tore through her with vicious intensity. Her body seized, a strangled cry caught in her throat as waves of pure, shocking ecstasy rolled through her, again and again, milking his fingers with her contractions. She shook violently in his arms, her eyes squeezed shut, seeing nothing but white-hot light.

When she finally stilled, boneless and spent, he held her upright. He withdrew his glistening fingers and held them up for Jordan and Liam to see. “Proof,” he stated.

Des’s voice cut through the heavy silence, calm and commanding. “On your knees, luv.” He stepped back, leaving her trembling in the centre of the cold workshop. His gaze flicked to Jordan and Liam, who stood frozen, their expressions a mix of shock and anticipation. “You’re gonna suck these boys off. Then you’ll clean the toilets, naked. No gloves, no overalls, no bra or panties.” His tone brooked no argument, the words settling like a weight on her bare skin. “I’ll be in my office when you’re all finished.”

Georgiana’s breath hitched, her mind scrambling to process the directive. The air in the garage felt thicker now, oppressive, as if it pressed down on her from all sides. Her knees threatened to buckle, but she forced herself to obey, lowering herself slowly to the cold, unforgiving concrete. The chill of the floor bit into her skin, a harsh contrast to the heat of shame burning through her.

She glanced up at Jordan first. His smirk had returned, more savage than ever, his hunger palpable as he adjusted himself in his jeans. Liam, usually so reserved, looked wide-eyed and uncertain, but the flush creeping up his neck betrayed his arousal.

Des turned away without another word, his boots echoing against the floor as he walked toward his office. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving Georgiana alone with the two younger men.

Jordan stepped forward, his grin widening as he unzipped his jeans. “Well, Princess,” he drawled, his voice dripping with mockery. “Looks like it’s finally your turn to serve.” His hand disappeared into his waistband, and Georgiana’s breath hitched as he freed himself. His cock was thick, heavy, and already fully erect, the dark skin glistening under the harsh garage lights. He gripped the base, sliding his foreskin back to reveal the bulbous head, flushed and leaking. He pressed it to her lips, the warm, salty pre-cum smearing across her mouth.

Her eyes flicked up to his, a silent plea for mercy that earned only a mocking chuckle. Jordan’s free hand tangled in her hair, tugging sharply. “Open up, luv,” he commanded, his voice low and rough. She parted her lips, her tongue darting out instinctively to taste him. The flavour was musky, intoxicating, and she felt a traitorous pulse of heat between her legs. 

Jordan pushed forward, the weight of him on her tongue making her jaw stretch wide. She gagged, her throat convulsing as he filled her mouth, but he didn’t stop. His grip on her hair tightened, forcing her to take him deeper until her nose brushed against the coarse curls at his base. He groaned, the sound deep and primal, and began to rock his hips in shallow thrusts.

“That’s it,” he muttered, his voice thick with pleasure. “Take it all, you spoiled little cunt. You’re good for something after all.”

Georgiana’s eyes watered, her throat working around him as she struggled to breathe. Her hands fluttered at her sides, desperate for something to hold onto, but there was only the cold, unforgiving floor beneath her. Jordan’s pace picked up, his thrusts growing rougher, more erratic. She could feel the tension coiling in his body, the way his grip on her hair turned punishing.

With a guttural groan, he came, hot ropes of cum flooding her mouth. She choked, trying to swallow as much as she could, but some spilled past her lips, streaking down her chin. Jordan held her in place until he was spent, then pulled out with a wet pop. He stepped back, tucking himself back into his jeans with a satisfied smirk.

Before she could recover, Liam was there, hesitating for only a moment before stepping forward. His cock was smaller than Jordan’s but still thick, the shaft slick from where he’d been stroking it while watching her. He didn’t wait for an invitation, sliding himself between her swollen lips.

Georgiana whimpered around him, her jaw aching, but he was gentler than Jordan had been. His hips moved in slow, shallow thrusts, his hands framing her face. It didn’t take long, his breath hitched, and then he was spilling into her mouth, his cum mixing with Jordan’s as she swallowed obediently.

When he pulled away, his cheeks were flushed, his eyes wide with disbelief at what he’d just done. Georgiana knelt there, trembling and breathless, her lips glistening with the evidence of their shared use of her.

Georgiana’s breath hitched, her body trembling as she forced herself to move. She rose slowly, her knees protesting from the cold concrete, and stood naked in front of the two young men. Their eyes tracked her every movement, hungry and unrelenting. She could feel their gazes like brands on her skin, burning through her pride.

Her full, round ass swayed subtly with each step, the curve of her hips accentuated by the harsh fluorescent lights. The garage seemed to hold its breath as she crossed the space, her bare feet padding softly on the oil-stained floor. Jordan’s smirk lingered, his eyes raking over her body with a mixture of mockery and lust. Liam, usually so reserved, couldn’t look away, his cheeks flushed but his stare unflinching.

She reached the mop and bucket, bending slightly to retrieve them. The movement offered another humiliating flash of her body, her breasts hanging forward as she leaned down. The air felt heavier now, charged with tension and something darker, something primal. 

Straightening up, Georgiana clutched the mop tightly, her knuckles whitening as she turned toward the men’s toilets. The walk there was agonizing, every step a reminder of her exposure, her vulnerability. Her ass swayed with a natural rhythm she couldn’t suppress, drawing their eyes like a magnet. She could hear Jordan’s low chuckle, the sound taunting and cruel, but she didn’t look back.

The door to the toilets creaked open, and she stepped inside, the cold tile biting into her bare feet. The task ahead loomed like a final punishment, a stark reminder of how far she had fallen. 

The door swung shut behind her leaving her alone naked and used to humiliating clean the toilets.


Chapter Four

The cold, damp tile bit into her bare knees, a sharp, grounding pain that was nothing compared to the firestorm raging inside her. Georgiana scrubbed the brush over the same patch of grimy floor, the harsh chemical smell of the cleaner stinging her nostrils. But her mind wasn’t on the task. It was trapped in a loop, replaying the last hour on a sickening, shameful reel.

Jordan’s thick cock stretching her lips. The memory was a physical blow, making her stomach clench. She could still taste him, that musky, salty flavour that had flooded her mouth. She could feel the brutal grip of his hands in her hair, forcing her down, using her throat. And Liam… sweet, quiet Liam, his hesitant thrusts, the way his eyes had widened with shock and then pure, unadulterated lust as he watched her swallow. They saw me. They saw all of me.

A fresh wave of humiliation washed over her, so intense it made her lightheaded. She, Georgiana Wentworth of Kensington, had been made to kneel and service two mechanics. One a cruel, grinning predator, the other a boy her own age who now knew the exact feel of her mouth. Her body trembled, not from the cold, but from the sheer, degrading exposure of it all.

The cruel truth of her situation slammed into her with brutal clarity. This body, her body, had been sculpted for luxury, for admiration in the glittering halls of high society. Hours of Pilates, endless gym sessions, meticulous skincare routines, all of it was meant to be showcased for polished men in tailored suits, not for grease-stained hands and leering eyes in a grimy garage. Her breasts, perfectly shaped and firm, her hips that curved with calculated allure, her sculpted ass that turned heads at every gala, they were trophies meant for princes, not for mechanics.

And yet, here she was. Her smooth, shaved pussy, a secret she guarded like a treasure, had been bared for them. They had seen it all. Not just seen it but stared with a hunger that stripped her of everything she thought she was. They hadn’t admired her with the polite, restrained gaze of a wealthy suitor. No, they’d leered, devoured her with their eyes as if she were nothing more than a piece of meat. The shame of it was a dagger twisting in her chest.

These were men who worked with their hands, who smelled of motor oil and sweat, who lived in a world so far removed from hers it might as well have been another planet. And they had taken something from her, something she couldn’t name but felt with every fibre of her being. Her pride, her dignity, her identity as Georgiana Wentworth of Kensington, all of it had been reduced to the wetness between her legs and the flush of humiliation on her skin.

And yet.

A treacherous heat pulsed low in her belly, a throbbing, insistent ache that contradicted every shred of her pride. Her inner thighs were still slick, not just from the forced orgasm Des had wrung from her, but from her own traitorous body’s response. Why? The question was a scream inside her skull. Why did the shame feel like this? Why did the memory of their eyes on her nakedness, of their release down her throat, make her clit throb with a need so fierce it was dizzying?

Her scrubbing slowed. The rough bristles of the brush were a dull scrape against the tile. Her free hand, however, drifted from the handle of the bucket. It moved of its own volition, as if disconnected from her will, sliding up her own thigh. Her skin was goose fleshed from the cold air, but beneath the surface, she was burning up.

She shouldn’t. Not here. Not in this filthy, disgusting place that smelled of piss and bleach and male sweat. It was the final, ultimate degradation. But the need was a live wire, sizzling through her veins. Her breath hitched, coming in short, shallow pants. Her fingers crept higher, into the wet folds of her sex. She was so wet. So impossibly, shamefully wet for them. For him. For all of it.

A soft, broken whimper escaped her lips as her middle finger found her clit. It was swollen, hypersensitive, a tiny, desperate epicentre of all her confusion and need. She pressed against it, a slow, circular motion that made her hips jerk involuntarily. This is wrong. This is disgusting. The thoughts were there, but they were distant, muffled by the roaring in her blood.

She leaned forward, bracing her other hand on the filthy floor, her forehead nearly touching the cold porcelain of the toilet bowl she was meant to be cleaning. The position was one of utter submission, of complete debasement. And it made the coil of pleasure tighten unbearably. Her fingers moved faster, her body taking over, seeking the release that hovered just out of reach. She imagined their eyes on her again. Not just Jordan and Liam’s, but his. Des’s. Impassive, commanding, watching her debase herself further without even being in the room. His approval was the prize. His discipline was the catalyst.

She was so lost in the frantic rhythm of her own hand, in the building storm of sensation, that she didn’t hear the soft creak of the door.

“Didn’t think you could sink any lower, Princess.”

The voice was a rough, amused drawl that sliced through the humid air of the loos. Georgiana froze, her heart leaping into her throat. Her hand snapped away from her body as if burned. She scrambled back, trying to cover herself, her back hitting the cold tile wall with a jarring thud.

Georgiana froze, her heart slamming against her ribs as the unmistakable presence filled the room. She didn’t need to look up to know who it was. The air shifted, heavy with authority and control. Des.

Her hand snapped away from her body as if burned, but it was too late. Too late to hide the flush of her skin, the sheen of sweat on her chest, the way her thighs were still slick with her own arousal. She scrambled back, her naked body pressing into the cold tile wall, but there was nowhere to go. Nowhere to hide.

Des stood in the doorway, his silhouette framed by the dim light from the garage. He wasn’t smiling, but his gaze was sharper than any blade, cutting through her defences with brutal precision. His eyes swept over her, taking in everything: her dishevelled curls clinging to her damp forehead, the bucket and brush abandoned on the floor, the flush that crept from her chest to her cheeks. And then, lower, her trembling thighs, the glistening evidence of her own betrayal.

For a moment, he said nothing. The silence was unbearable, thick with judgment and something else, something that made her traitorous body clench with a heat she couldn’t suppress. She wanted to close her legs, to cover herself, but his gaze pinned her in place, stripping her bare in more ways than one.

“I came to see if you’d finished,” he said finally, his voice low and calm, but laced with an undercurrent of something dangerous. A flicker of disappointment twisted in his tone, but it wasn’t directed at her incomplete task. It was directed at her. At what she’d been doing instead.

Georgiana opened her mouth to speak, to apologize, to beg forgiveness, but no words came. Her throat was dry, her tongue leaden. Her hands twitched at her sides, desperate to cover herself, but she knew better than to move without permission. She was his now, in every sense of the word, and every part of her, even the parts that screamed defiance, knew it.

Des took a single step forward, his boots echoing on the tile. The sound was deliberate, measured, a reminder of where she was and who she belonged to. His gaze didn’t waver from hers, but she could feel it, the weight of his disapproval, the silent condemnation of her weakness.

“You’ve let yourself down,” he said quietly, his voice cutting through the stifling air. “But worse, you’ve let me down.”

Her breath hitched, shame flooding her chest so completely it was hard to breathe. She wanted to argue, to explain that she hadn’t meant to, that it wasn’t her fault, but even in her head, the excuses sounded hollow. The truth was undeniable: she had failed him. And yet, as he stood there, looming over her, she couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through her at the thought of his punishment. 

Des tilted his head slightly, studying her as if she were a puzzle he was slowly piecing together. “You’ll learn,” he said after a long pause, his tone softer now but no less commanding. “Even if I have to break you completely first.”

His words should have terrified her. But as he turned and walked out, leaving her alone with the mess she’d made—both on the floor and within herself—Georgiana felt something she hadn’t expected. Relief. Because beneath the shame and humiliation was a flicker of hope: he wasn’t giving up on her.

And that, more than anything, scared her most of all.

“Cleaning the toilets with one hand and playing with your cunt with the other,” he mused, his voice low and gravelly. “Quite the multi-tasker.”

Tears of pure, hot shame pricked at her eyes. She wanted to vanish into the wall. “I… I wasn’t…”

“Save it,” Des cut her off, his voice sharp and final. His hand shot out, gripping her hair with a firmness that brooked no argument. “I don’t think we should wait until Friday. You need a spanking now.” 

Georgiana’s breath hitched, her body instinctively bracing for what was to come. Before she could protest, though she knew protests were futile, he yanked her to her feet, her nakedness exposed to the cool air of the workshop. Des led her through the door, his grip unrelenting, and she stumbled along behind him, her bare feet slapping against the concrete floor.

The workshop was shrouded in darkness, the only light spilling from the open door of the loos. The machinery loomed like silent sentinels, casting long shadows that seemed to mock her vulnerability. Thankfully, it was empty. The others had gone home hours ago, leaving her alone with Des and his unyielding authority.

He pulled her toward a workbench, its surface scarred and stained from years of use. Without a word, he bent her over it, her chest pressing against the cold metal as her trembling hands splayed out for balance. Des’s palm ran over the curve of her ass, the touch almost clinical, assessing. Then, without warning, the first hard slap landed on her right cheek.

The sound echoed in the cavernous space, sharp and damning. Georgiana cried out, the sting radiating through her flesh. Another slap followed, this one on her left cheek smack, the force of it making her legs wobble. He didn’t stop. Each spank came in rapid succession, his hand raining down on her until her ass was crimson and purpling with bruises. Tears streamed down her face, but she didn’t dare beg him to stop. She knew better.

When he finally paused, his breathing steady and controlled, Georgiana heard the unmistakable metallic click of his belt buckle. Her stomach twisted, a mix of dread and something else, something she couldn’t name but felt in every fibre of her being. He grabbed her hips, forcing her feet apart, and she felt the blunt head of his big cock press against her slick folds.

“This is what you need, isn’t it?” he murmured, his voice low and rough with desire. The words were an accusation and a truth all at once. Georgiana clenched her jaw, refusing to answer, but her body betrayed her, her hips shifting back just enough to invite him in.

He chuckled darkly, tightening his grip on her waist. “Tell me,” He demanded again, his tone leaving no room for defiance. “What do you need?”

She hesitated for a breath, then whispered, her voice trembling with shame and something dangerously close to longing, “I need you to fuck me.” 

It was all he needed to hear. With a grunt, he pushed into her in one brutal thrust, filling her completely. Georgiana gasped, her fingers scrabbling against the workbench as he began to move, each stroke punishing and unrelenting. 

And yet, beneath the pain and humiliation, there it was again, that treacherous spark of pleasure, igniting despite everything she thought she knew about herself.

His rhythm was relentless, each stroke deep and punishing, driving her closer to the edge with every snap of his hips.

“You can’t even control yourself, can you?” he growled, his tone equal parts accusation and dark amusement. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to leave bruises, holding her in place as he fucked her with a force that left her whimpering. 

It didn’t take long. The shame, the humiliation, the sheer wrongness of it all only made the heat in her core burn hotter. Her body betrayed her completely, tightening around him as the first orgasm crashed through her like a wave. She cried out, her voice echoing in the empty workshop, her thighs trembling as pleasure ripped through her.

But Des didn’t stop. Not even for a second. He kept going, his pace unrelenting, driving into her with a raw intensity that left no room for recovery. “You think that’s enough?” he snarled, his voice rough with exertion. “I’m not done with you yet.”

Georgiana could barely think, barely breathe. Her mind was a haze of shame and desire, her body responding to him in ways she couldn’t control. The second orgasm hit her harder than the first, a blinding, overwhelming rush of sensation that left her gasping and shaking beneath him. This time, she felt it, the moment he lost control too. With a guttural groan, Des buried himself deep inside her, his release flooding her as his grip on her hips tightened to the point of pain.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, her bent over the workbench, him still inside her, his chest heaving against her back. Then, with a final, almost regretful sigh, he pulled out, leaving her trembling and exposed.

"Clean yourself up," Des said, his voice steady once more, though it carried a lingering roughness that betrayed the intensity of what had just transpired. He stepped back, his shadow momentarily retreating as he reached for her discarded overalls. With a quick motion, he chucked them toward her, the fabric landing in a crumpled heap at her feet. "Put those on," he ordered, his tone firm but not unkind. His gaze lingered on her for a moment longer, before he added, almost casually, "Sorry, luv, I think the two boys took your undies as trophies."

Georgiana's face burned with fresh humiliation at the thought, her fingers trembling as she fumbled with the overalls. She couldn’t meet his eyes, couldn’t bear to see the judgment, or worse, the amusement, she was sure she’d find there. As she pulled the rough fabric over her bruised and battered body, Des turned away, his attention already shifting to the next task.

"I'll take you home," he said, his voice calm but brooking no argument. He paused, then added, his tone turning decidedly sharper, "And tomorrow, I'm picking you up an hour early. You’ll get those loos done before anybody else is in." The implication was clear: this was not a request, but a command. A punishment. A reminder of who held the power.

Georgiana nodded mutely, her throat too tight to speak. The weight of his authority pressed down on her, a tangible force that left her both cowed and inexplicably... relieved. He wasn’t finished with her. And though the thought should have filled her with dread, it didn’t. Not entirely.

As she zipped up the overalls, her hands still shaking, Des turned back to her, his expression unreadable. "You’ve earned more than enough punishment for tonight," he said quietly, his voice low and final. "Don’t make me regret giving you another chance."

The words hung in the air between them, heavy with unspoken meaning. Georgiana swallowed hard, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of what had happened. She didn’t trust herself to speak, so she simply nodded again, her gaze fixed on the floor.

Des watched her for a moment longer, then turned on his heel and strode toward the door, leaving her alone in the dimly lit workshop. The sound of his boots echoing on the concrete floor was a stark reminder of the power he held over her, and the fact that, for better or worse, she was his.

As she gathered herself, her mind racing with thoughts of what tomorrow would bring, one thing was certain: this night was far from over. And neither was she.

Georgiana nodded weakly, her body still shuddering with the aftershocks of what he’d done to her. As Des walked away, his boots echoing on the concrete floor, she couldn’t ignore the truth any longer. She didn’t just need this, she craved it. And that terrified her more than anything else.


Chapter Five

By Friday lunchtime, Georgiana was running on pure tension and stubborn resolve.

She had made it through the week without another confrontation. Jordan and Liam had kept their distance, at least outwardly. They didn’t speak to her unless necessary, but the looks were still there, lingering just long enough to remind her they knew things about her she wished they didn’t.

Chantelle, on the other hand, hadn’t let a single day pass without making her presence felt.

Every time Georgiana crossed the outer office, there was a comment. A look. A quiet laugh that followed her out of earshot. By Friday, Georgiana had learned to ignore most of it. Or at least pretend to.

At lunchtime, she was wiping down the counter near the kettle when Chantelle leaned back in her chair, arms folded, eyes sharp with satisfaction.

“So,” Chantelle said lightly, loud enough for the room to hear, “I hear you’re very… accommodating.”

Georgiana stiffened but didn’t turn.

Chantelle smiled. “No shame, I suppose. Some girls just like being on their knees, don’t they?” Her gaze flicked deliberately downward, then back up. “No self-control. Just do what you’re told.”

The words landed like a slap.

Georgiana turned slowly, her face burning. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Chantelle laughed softly. “Oh, I think I do.” She leaned forward, lowering her voice just enough to make it feel intimate and cruel. “Jordan talks. Boys always do.”

For a moment, Georgiana couldn’t breathe. The room felt too small, the air too thin. Shame curled hot in her chest, mixed with a furious urge to lash out.

But she didn’t.

She straightened her shoulders, met Chantelle’s gaze, and said nothing.

The silence unsettled Chantelle more than any insult might have. Her smile tightened.

“Touchy,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Relax. Just don’t expect any respect if you act like that.”

Georgiana turned away, hands trembling as she finished wiping the counter. For a few seconds she tried to breathe through it, to swallow the anger like she had all week.

Then something in her finally broke.

She spun back around. “You know what?” she snapped, her voice ringing out louder than she meant it to. “You’re a bitter little bitch.”

The room went still.

Chantelle’s smile faltered.

Georgiana stepped closer, eyes blazing. “You can sneer all you like, but the truth is you hate me because you’ve never been noticed. Never wanted. You sit there smirking because it’s the only power you’ve got.”

Chantelle’s face flushed. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me,” Georgiana shot back. “I didn’t ask for their attention. And it clearly kills you that you never got any.”

For a heartbeat, Chantelle looked genuinely stunned. Then her expression hardened into something cold and dangerous.

But instead of sitting back down, she stood.

Her chair scraped loudly across the floor as she came around the desk, closing the distance between them. She stopped just inches from Georgiana, chin lifted, eyes hard. The air between them felt charged, brittle, ready to snap.

“Say it again,” Chantelle murmured. “Go on. Say it to my face.”

Georgiana’s heart hammered, but she didn’t back away. She held Chantelle’s stare, jaw tight, refusing to give her the satisfaction of flinching. The garage had gone quiet around them. Too quiet.

That was when the office door opened.

Des Carter stepped out, his presence cutting through the tension instantly. His eyes moved from Chantelle’s rigid posture to Georgiana’s flushed face, taking it all in.

“What’s all this noise?” he asked calmly.

Neither woman spoke for a moment.

But whatever was about to happen next, Georgiana knew one thing with absolute certainty.

This had just become Des’s problem.

Des’s gaze settled on Georgiana.

“Haven’t you learned your lesson yet?” he asked quietly.

The question wasn’t loud. It didn’t need to be. The calm in his voice carried far more weight than anger ever could.

“I…” Georgiana tried to speak, the words tumbling over each other as the adrenaline drained away. “She started it. She’s been needling me all week, making comments, spreading things….”

“That enough,” Des said, holding up a hand.

Her mouth closed instantly.

“You don’t shout in my garage,” he continued. “You don’t insult my staff. And you don’t decide when you’ve had ‘enough.’”

Chantelle stood just behind him now, arms folded, lips pressed together in a thin, satisfied line.

Georgiana’s chest tightened. “I was just defending myself,” she said, more quietly this time. “I didn’t….”

Des stepped closer, lowering his voice so only she could hear. “Defending yourself would have been walking away. Keeping your head down. Doing the job.”

He straightened and looked between the two women. “Chantelle, back to your desk. Georgiana, you will be spanked as I normally spank you, but here. Strip.”

The silence in the wake of his command was absolute, broken only by the frantic hammering of her own heart. Georgiana’s breath caught in her throat, her body frozen in place. Chantelle will watch. The words echoed, a death knell for the last shred of her dignity.

Chantelle’s smirk was a venomous little thing, all sharp edges and triumph. She didn’t move from her chair, just leaned back and crossed her arms, her eyes glittering with anticipation.

“Now,” Des repeated, his voice a low rumble of pure authority that brooked no argument. It wasn’t a shout. It was worse. It was an expectation of immediate, total obedience.

Her fingers, trembling and cold, went to the zip of her overalls. The sound of it grating down was obscenely loud in the quiet room. She shrugged the rough fabric from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet. The cool air hit her skin, raising goosebumps. She kept her eyes fixed on a crack in the floorboards, refusing to look at either of them.

Her hands trembled as they moved to the clasp of her bra, the weight of humiliation pressing down on her like a physical force. With a small, telltale click, the garment loosened, and she let it slide down her arms to join the pile of her overalls at her feet. The cool air brushed against her naked breasts, making her nipples peak instantly, not from arousal but from the sheer vulnerability of her exposure. She stood there in nothing but her plain cotton panties, her body laid bare for both Des and Chantelle to inspect, judge, and, worse, enjoy.

Chantelle’s sharp intake of breath was audible, and Georgiana could feel the other woman’s gaze lingering on her chest, tracing the curves she could no longer hide. It was unbearable, this feeling of being so utterly exposed, yet she couldn’t bring herself to look away. Her eyes remained fixed on the floor, her cheeks burning with shame. This is what he wants, she thought bitterly. To strip me of every last shred of pride.

Des’s gaze was heavy, unrelenting. She could feel it roving over her body like a brand, marking her as his possession. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low and approving, though the words did nothing to ease her humiliation. If anything, they made it worse, a stark reminder of how completely he controlled her.

Her skin prickled under their scrutiny, every second an eternity. She wanted to cover herself, to shield her body from their prying eyes, but she knew better than to move without permission. Instead, she stood frozen, her arms hanging limply at her sides, offering herself up as if she were nothing more than an object for their amusement.

“Now the rest,” Des commanded, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Her fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, and she peeled them down slowly, the fabric catching slightly on the curve of her hips before pooling around her ankles. She stepped out of them, every movement feeling weighted with degradation. No part of me is mine anymore, she thought despairingly, her throat tightening as she stood there, completely naked and utterly at his mercy.

Chantelle’s smirk returned, wide and vicious, as she drank in the sight of Georgiana’s vulnerability. “She’s really quite pretty,” Chantelle remarked, her voice dripping with a false sweetness that only deepened Georgiana’s shame. “Pity she’s such a disappointment.”

Des said nothing, but his silence was more oppressive than any words could have been. His approval was all that mattered now, and she hated herself for craving it.

Chantelle’s gaze lingered on Georgiana’s exposed pussy, her smirk returning sharper than ever. “She’s shaved bare,” she remarked, her tone dripping with mockery. “Means she wants their attention.” Her words were a deliberate dig; a reminder of the two young men Georgiana had serviced earlier in the week. The humiliation burned hotter than Des’s hand ever could.

Georgiana’s cheeks flushed crimson, her body tensing under the weight of Chantelle’s cruel observation. She wanted to shrink away, to cover herself, but she knew better than to move without permission. Instead, she stood frozen, her shaved pussy on full display, every inch of her laid bare for their inspection.

Des’s gaze followed Chantelle’s, his expression unreadable. “Is that so?” he murmured, his voice low and dangerous. His fingers trailed down her inner thigh, brushing against the smooth, sensitive skin before cupping her mound. “You shaved for them?” He tilted her chin up with his other hand, forcing her to meet his eyes. “Or did you shave for me?”

Georgiana’s breath caught in her throat, her mind racing. The truth was, she hadn’t shaved for anyone, it was just something she’d done out of habit. But under Des’s intense gaze, she couldn’t find the words to explain. Instead, she nodded, her voice a barely audible whisper. “For you, sir.”

The admission seemed to satisfy him. He released her chin, his hand returning to rest possessively on her hip. “Good girl,” he murmured, his tone softening ever so slightly. “But remember, every part of you belongs to me. Whether you shave or not is my decision, not yours.”

Chantelle watched the exchange with a mixture of envy and resentment, her fingers twitching beneath the desk as though she longed to trade places with Georgiana. The tension in the room was thick, suffocating, a palpable reminder of the power dynamics at play.

Des’s voice cut through the heavy silence, sharp and unyielding. “Bend over, hands on the desk.” The command was clear, deliberate, and designed to maximize her humiliation. Georgiana hesitated, her body stiff with resistance, but the weight of Des’s authority bore down on her, leaving no room for defiance. 

She moved to the desk, her legs trembling as she bent at the waist, placing her palms flat on the cool surface. Her breath hitched as she realized the position forced her to face Chantelle directly. The other woman sat just inches away, her eyes gleaming with a mix of amusement and malice. Georgiana’s cheeks burned anew as she felt Chantelle’s gaze crawling over her exposed body, her breasts hanging helplessly, her back arched, her upturned ass awaiting punishment. 

This was worse than anything she could have imagined. Not only was she being punished, but she was forced to endure it while staring into the eyes of the woman who revelled in her downfall. Chantelle would see everything, every flinch, every tear, every flicker of shame. The thought made her stomach churn, but she couldn’t move. She wouldn’t dare.

Des stepped behind her, his presence towering and inescapable. The first stinging slap landed across her bare ass with a crack that echoed in the small room. Georgiana gasped, her fingers curling against the desk as she fought to keep herself still. Each spank came with precision, each one harder than the last, the pain radiating through her body. But worse than the physical sting was the knowledge that Chantelle was watching, absorbing every detail of her degradation.

Chantelle didn’t look away. Her smirk widened, and she leaned forward slightly, as if to get a better view. “Such a pretty shade of red,” she murmured, her tone dripping with mockery. “I suppose this is what happens when a princess forgets her place.”

Georgiana clenched her jaw, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. She wanted to scream, to lash out, but she knew better. This was her lesson, and there was no escaping it. Des’s hand came down again, and this time a choked sob escaped her lips. She hated herself for it, hated how weak she felt, how exposed, how utterly powerless. And yet, deep down, there was a part of her that craved this, that whispered this is what you deserve.

The spanking continued, each strike driving the lesson deeper. Georgiana’s body trembled, her breath coming in shallow gasps, but she didn’t move from the desk. She stayed in place, her humiliation laid bare for Chantelle to witness, and for Des to orchestrate. 

When he finally stopped, the room fell into a heavy silence. Georgiana stayed bent over, her chest heaving, her skin burning. She could still feel Chantelle’s eyes on her, relishing in her shame. 

Des’s hand rested lightly on her lower back, a possessive touch that sent a shiver down her spine. “Remember this moment,” he said, his voice low and deliberate. “Every part of you belongs to me. Even your humiliation.”

Georgiana nodded weakly, unable to speak. The lesson had been taught, and it was one she would never forget.

"Chantelle," he said, his tone almost casual, "go get Liam." 

Georgiana’s stomach dropped, her heart pounding in her chest. She didn’t dare move, didn’t dare speak, but the implications of his words sent a shiver of dread through her. 

Chantelle’s smirk widened as she pushed herself up from her chair, her movements slow and deliberate, savouring the moment. “Of course,” she purred, her voice dripping with malice. “Let’s see if the little princess shaved for him. Let’s see if Liam even wants her.” 

Georgiana’s cheeks burned with humiliation, her eyes darting to the floor as Chantelle sauntered out of the room. The sound of her footsteps faded, leaving behind a suffocating silence broken only by the frantic beating of Georgiana’s heart. 

Des’s hand remained on her ass, a warm, heavy weight that reminded her of the heat radiating from her sore, crimson skin. His voice was low, deliberate, and cutting as he leaned closer, his breath brushing her ear. “You will learn respect,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Even if I have to spank you like this every day. Even if I have to strip you bare and make an example of you in front of the whole workshop.” His fingers tightened slightly, digging into the tender flesh he’d just punished. “Posh little slut.”

Georgiana flinched at his words, her body stiffening as if trying to retreat from the humiliation they carried. But there was no escape, his hand kept her pinned, his voice echoing in her ears with a cruel finality. The thought of being stripped and spanked in front of the others, of their eyes on her bared skin, their laughter or indifference, made her stomach turn. Yet, beneath the shame, a flicker of something she couldn’t name stirred, and that terrified her more than anything else.

The door creaked open, and Chantelle returned with Liam in tow. The young apprentice’s eyes widened as he took in the scene before him: Georgiana, completely naked, bent over the desk, her crimson ass on full display. His breath hitched, his gaze darting from her trembling form to Des, who stood like a looming shadow behind her.

“Boy,” Des said, his voice calm but commanding, “if you want, you can fuck this slut. Here and now. Your choice.”

Liam froze, his face flushing as he processed the offer. He glanced at Georgiana again, her full breasts swaying with each shaky breath, her round ass still flushed from the spanking. His hands clenched and unclenched at his sides, his expression a mix of shock and barely concealed desire.

Chantelle leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, her smirk widening as she watched the scene unfold. “Well, Liam?” she taunted, her voice dripping with amusement. “Not every day you get an offer like this.”

Georgiana’s heart pounded in her chest, her fingers gripping the edge of the desk so tightly her knuckles turned white. She could feel Liam’s gaze on her, burning into her skin, and the shame of it made her want to disappear. But she couldn’t move. She wouldn’t dare.

The shame burned hot in her chest, but beneath it, a deeper, darker heat was rising. The humiliation of being offered like a cheap slut, a prize for Liam to claim, should have shattered her. And yet, it didn’t. Instead, it aroused her, the idea of this young, pimply lad, barely more than a boy, her own age, getting to fuck her, the most beautiful woman he’d likely ever see, let alone touch. It was twisted, sickening even, but her body betrayed her, a treacherous wetness pooling between her legs.

Why? she thought desperately, her mind spiralling. Why did the thought of being used like this, of being handed over to someone so undeserving, make her pulse quicken and her core clench with need? She hated it, hated him, hated Des for orchestrating this. And yet, there was no denying the electric thrill that shot through her as Liam stepped closer, his eyes wide with disbelief and hunger.

She was a prize, a possession, and she was being offered up like a gift. The powerlessness of it, the sheer degradation, should have broken her spirit. Instead, it ignited something primal within her, something she couldn’t control. Her body was a traitor, responding to the humiliation, to the violation, with a visceral, undeniable arousal. She hated herself for it, hated that even in this moment of utter debasement, she was wet, ready, wanting.

Liam’s nervous gaze lingered on her bare body, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed hard. Georgiana’s cheeks burned, but she couldn’t look away. She saw the flicker of desire in his eyes, the way his hands trembled slightly at his sides. He was young, inexperienced, and yet he was about to take her in a way she’d never thought possible. And the worst part? She wanted him to.

The thought made her stomach churn, but her body didn’t care. It was ready, craving the release, the humiliation, the shame. She hated herself for it, but she couldn’t deny the thrill that ran through her as Liam stepped forward, his breath quickening. She was about to be used, and somehow, that knowledge was the most intoxicating thing she’d ever known.

Liam hesitated, his eyes flicking between Des’s stern expression and Georgiana’s vulnerable form. Finally, he swallowed hard and nodded, his voice barely above a whisper. “I… I want to.”

Des’s hand rested possessively on Georgiana’s lower back, a silent reminder of who owned her. “Good choice,” he said, his tone darkly approving. “Show her what happens when she forgets her place.”

Georgiana’s body tensed as Liam stepped closer, the sound of his footsteps echoing in the quiet room. She squeezed her eyes shut, bracing herself for what was coming. Her humiliation was no longer private; it was being shared, witnessed, and now, used. And yet, deep down, a part of her whispered that this was what she deserved.

Smack.

The sharp crack of Liam’s hand against her already tender ass echoed through the room, sending a jolt of pain and shame through Georgiana’s body. She gasped, her fingers clawing at the edge of the desk as she fought to stay in position. Before she could recover, she heard the rustle of fabric as Liam unbuckled his overalls, the sound of the zipper lowering sending a fresh wave of dread, and something else, through her.

Her breath hitched as he freed his cock, thick and hard, already glistening with precum. She could feel the heat of him as he stepped closer, his length brushing against her slick folds. Her body betrayed her, her pussy dripping with a wetness she couldn’t control, despite the humiliation burning through her veins.

“Do you want this, slut?” Liam’s voice was shaky but firm, his inexperience barely masking the hunger in his tone. “Do you want me to fuck you?”

No! Georgiana’s mind screamed. He can’t ask me. He can’t make me say it. He should just take me, use me, without forcing me to admit I want it.

But Liam didn’t move. The silence stretched, heavy and suffocating, until he spoke again. “Well?”

Georgiana’s chest tightened, her pride warring with the undeniable arousal coursing through her. She hated this, hated him, hated herself for what she was about to say. But her body had already made the decision for her.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. Then, louder this time, “Yes, please fuck me.”

A snigger cut through the air, sharp and mocking. Georgiana didn’t need to look to know it was Chantelle, still standing by the door, watching with gleeful malice.

“Slut,” Chantelle said, her voice dripping with contempt.

The word landed like a blow, but it only seemed to fuel the fire building inside Georgiana. She clenched her eyes shut, waiting for Liam to take what she’d just offered, hating herself for how much she wanted it.

At the same moment that Chantelle called Georgiana a “slut,” Liam pushed forward, his thick cock sliding into the girl’s sodden little pussy. Georgiana cried out, the sound a mix of shock and lust, her body instinctively arching against the intrusion. The sensation was overwhelming, pain and pleasure colliding in a way that left her trembling, her breath hitching as she felt him stretch her, fill her completely.

Chantelle’s word hung in the air like a brand, searing her with its cruel accuracy. But Georgiana couldn’t focus on that now, not with Liam’s cock buried deep inside her, his inexperienced thrusts clumsy but earnest. She hated how good it felt, how her body betrayed her, welcoming him despite the humiliation burning through her veins. Her pussy clenched around him, slick and eager, as if it had been waiting for this.

Her mind screamed at her to resist, to push him away, but her body had other ideas. She was wet, so wet, her hips rocking instinctively against his, seeking more. The shame was suffocating, but it only seemed to fuel the fire building inside her. Liam groaned, his grip tightening on her hips as he drove into her harder, each thrust drawing another gasp from her lips.

Chantelle watched with a satisfied smirk, her arms crossed as she leaned against the doorframe. “Look at her,” she said, her voice dripping with contempt. “Practically begging for it. What a slut.”

Georgiana’s cheeks burned, but she couldn’t stop herself. Her body moved without her consent, her hips meeting Liam’s thrusts with a desperation that made her stomach churn. She hated this, hated him, hated herself for how much she wanted it. But her pussy didn’t care, it clung to him, greedy and unrelenting, as if it had been starving for this.

Liam’s breath quickened, his thrusts growing frantic as he chased his own release. Georgiana’s nails dug into the edge of the desk, her body trembling as she fought to hold back the tide of pleasure building inside her. She hated herself for it, but she couldn’t deny the heat coiling in her belly, the way her pussy throbbed around him, demanding more.

“That’s it,” Des said, his voice low and approving, a reminder that this was what he wanted, what he’d orchestrated. “Show her what happens when she forgets her place.”

Georgiana’s mind screamed in protest, but her body betrayed her, her hips bucking against Liam’s as she chased her own release. She was close, so close, the shame and humiliation only heightening the intensity of the pleasure coursing through her. She hated herself for it, hated how much she craved this, but her body didn’t care. It wanted one thing, and one thing only: to cum.

Liam’s thrusts grew harder, more urgent, his inexperienced rhythm faltering as he chased his own release. Georgiana’s body trembled beneath him, her pussy clenching around his cock with a desperation she couldn’t control. The mix of shame and arousal was unbearable, her mind screaming at her to resist even as her hips rocked back against him, urging him deeper.

“Please,” she gasped out, the word a ragged whisper. Her eyes squeezed shut, tears prickling at the corners as her body betrayed her once more.

Her voice was barely audible, but it was enough. Liam’s breath hitched, his grip on her hips tightening as he drove into her with a final, desperate thrust. Georgiana’s orgasm crashed over her in a wave of white-hot pleasure, her body arching against his as she cried out, the sound muffled by the weight of her humiliation. Her pussy pulsed around him, milking his cock as her climax tore through her.

Liam groaned, his own release hitting just moments after hers. She felt the warmth of his spunk flooding her tight little pussy, filling her in a way that made her stomach churn and her body shudder. She should have hated it, should have been repulsed, but instead, a treacherous thrill shot through her, the knowledge of being so utterly used only heightening the intensity of her pleasure.

For a moment, there was silence, broken only by their ragged breathing. Georgiana’s chest heaved, her forehead pressed against the cool surface of the desk as she tried to steady herself. Her body still trembled with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her pussy slick and sticky with Liam’s cum.

She couldn’t look at him; couldn’t bear to see the smug satisfaction she knew would be on Chantelle’s face. Instead, she stayed still, her mind a whirlwind of shame and confusion. She had cum. And worst of all, she had enjoyed it.

Des’s hand rested on her lower back, a possessive weight that reminded her of who she belonged to. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low and approving. Georgiana’s stomach twisted at the words, but deep down, a part of her craved his approval, his control. And that, more than anything else, terrified her.

Liam’s fingers dug into the soft flesh of her cheeks, gripping them firmly before pulling them apart, exposing her thoroughly used pussy to the room. The air felt cold against her sensitive skin, a stark contrast to the heat still radiating from where Liam had just been buried inside her.

Slowly, almost deliberately, he pulled his softened cock free, the slick sound of it leaving her body a humiliating reminder of what had just happened. Georgiana’s breath hitched, her face burning as she felt the warm trickle of his cum begin to escape her, running down her thighs in a slow, sticky stream. 

Chantelle let out a low whistle, her voice dripping with mockery. “Look at that,” she said, her tone sharp enough to cut. “Your little princess is positively dripping. Guess she really enjoyed it, huh?”

Des’s gaze remained fixed on Georgiana, his expression unreadable but his presence overwhelmingly dominant. His approval, or disapproval, hung in the air like a heavy weight, and Georgiana couldn’t bring herself to look at him. She stayed bent over the desk, her body trembling, her humiliation laid bare for all to see.

Liam stepped back, his hands still resting on her ass as if marking his claim. “She’s… tight,” he said awkwardly, his voice tinged with a mix of awe and disbelief. Georgiana flinched at his words, her stomach churning with shame. But worse than the shame was the way her body still throbbed, betraying her once more with a traitorous pulse of need.

Des’s hand came down on her lower back, a possessive touch that sent a shiver down her spine. Georgiana’s breath caught, her chest tightening as she struggled to reconcile the wave of desire that washed over her with the crushing weight of her degradation.

Liam’s cum continued to drip down her thighs, a sticky, undeniable reminder of what she had allowed, no, what she had wanted. Her pussy clenched reflexively, as if craving more, and she hated herself for it. But there was no escaping it now. Her body was no longer her own; it was Des’s to command, Liam’s to use, and Chantelle’s to mock.

And yet, despite it all, the heat between her legs refused to fade.


Epilogue

The attic room was cold.

Georgiana sat on the narrow bed beneath the sloping ceiling, her back against the bare plaster wall, knees drawn to her chest. The single bulb hanging from its cord cast a weak yellow light, barely enough to soften the shadows. There was no luxury here, no silk sheets, no mirrors framed in gold. Just a small window, a thin mattress, and the distant creaks of the old house settling around her like a watchful presence.

Another week.

She let the thought settle, slow and heavy. One more week completed. One more mark against the ledger she carried in her head. She had endured it. She had survived being stripped of dignity, of privacy, of the easy certainty she once carried through life. She had been bared, spanked, humiliated in ways she never would have believed possible. And she had enjoyed every moment, even with the shame and humiliation.

And yet she was still here.

She closed her eyes and let herself remember a different life. Sunlight on white stone terraces. Warm evenings scented with citrus and sea air. Men with easy smiles and perfect bodies, competing for her attention without being asked. Drinks pressed into her hand. Laughter that came freely. A life where doors opened before she reached them.

That was the girl her father had raised. That was the world he had shown her, only to tear it away.

This was the price, he had said. The test. The proof.

Nothing would be given. Everything had to be earned.

Her gaze drifted to her hands resting in her lap. They were steady now. Not calm, not at peace, but steady. There was a strange satisfaction in that. She hated herself for noticing it, yet she could not deny it. She had not broken. She had not run. She had swallowed her shame and carried it, day after day, and somehow kept moving forward.

Her inheritance was no longer an abstract promise. It was measured in weeks endured, in ordeals survived, in the quiet knowledge that she was still standing when she was meant to crumble. Each humiliation felt like another step along a path she despised yet could not abandon. To walk away now would mean admitting defeat. It would mean losing everything her father had decided she must suffer to deserve.

She lay back on the bed and stared up at the slanted ceiling.

This was temporary, she told herself. It would end. One day she would leave this house, this place, these people behind her, and reclaim the life that had been stolen from her.

But beneath that promise, another truth stirred, unwelcome and impossible to ignore.

She was changing.

Alongside the fear, alongside the shame, there was a hard, quiet pride taking root. She had endured another week. She had paid the price demanded of her. She had not begged to leave. She had not shattered.

And beneath even that, something darker coiled.

It was not just that she had survived the humiliation, it was that some treacherous part of her had responded to it. The knowledge sickened her. The way being exposed, judged, reduced, had ignited something deep and shameful inside her. A pull toward surrender. Toward being used. Toward accepting the role, they forced onto her and feeling something dangerously close to satisfaction in it.

She had never expected that. Had never believed she could be bent far enough to want what was being done to her. Yet the truth pressed in, undeniable and terrifying. Part of her no longer only endured being treated like their slut, it leaned into it, listening, waiting, learning.

Whether that made her stronger, weaker, or simply someone she no longer recognised, she did not know.


Book Three Teaser

Georgiana has learned a brutal truth.

Des did not test her to see if she would break, he tested her to see how far she could be pushed. Stripped of dignity, stripped naked, exposed before others, and made an object of shame and desire within the walls of a rundown back-street garage, she has been used as a lesson, a warning, and a spectacle.

And she endured it.

Each humiliation dragged her further from the life she once lived, the exotic places, the effortless power, the certainty that she was untouchable. In its place came something raw and dangerous, a growing awareness that her body and her will could be bent, reshaped, and claimed by others.

Now the rules change.

The men are no longer merely watching. Chantelle is no longer just mocking. Des is no longer satisfied with obedience alone. The garage becomes a proving ground where control deepens, lines blur, and Georgiana’s role is no longer questioned, only expanded.

What begins as punishment edges toward ritual. What was once forced begins to feel expected. And what Georgiana fears most is not what they might do to her next, but how readily some part of her waits for it.

As the inheritance challenge tightens its grip, Georgiana must confront a terrifying possibility.

That the greatest danger is not losing everything she was promised but discovering how much she is willing to surrender to claim it.

Book Three pushes her deeper, darker, and closer to a version of herself she never imagined becoming.
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