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Disclaimer

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

This novel contains explicit sexual content, including:

	High-heat scenes with graphic language 

	Interracial sexual relationships 

	Cheating themes and non-exclusive relationships 

	Group discussions of sexual activity 

	Size difference / “large endowment” descriptions 



If you are offended by explicit sexual themes or are not of legal age to purchase and read adult material in your country, please do not read this book.

This story is entirely a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, places, businesses, or events is purely coincidental. The author neither endorses nor encourages unsafe sexual behaviour; readers are encouraged to always practice safe, consensual sex.

Content Warning

This book contains adult themes and explicit sexual content intended for mature audiences only (18+).

Readers should be aware it includes:

	Graphic descriptions of sexual activity 

	Interracial relationships 

	Cheating and infidelity themes 

	Size difference / “large endowment” themes 

	Strong language 



If any of these elements may offend or upset you, please do not read this book.

All characters are over the age of eighteen and engage in consensual sexual activity.
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Chapter One: Friday Night at The Crown

The Crown was heaving, the kind of Friday-night buzz that made conversation a half-shout over clinking glasses and bursts of laughter. Their table at the back was already littered with empty pint glasses and the remains of shared nachos.

Jess leaned into Dan’s shoulder, warm from his arm draped lazily around her waist. Across the table, Chloe was already on her third cocktail, laughing so hard her blonde hair fell into her face. Ryan, predictably, was egging her on with another stupid story.

“Honestly, mate,” Ryan smirked, jabbing a thumb at Marcus, “you’ve ruined half the women in Brighton. How the fuck are we supposed to compete?”

The table erupted in laughter.

Marcus just leaned back in his chair, grin wide and easy, his deep voice carrying over the noise. “Don’t hate the player, hate the game.”

Lauren let out a wolf whistle. “Oh, come on, we’ve all heard the stories. Not just about how many, but….” She wiggled her fingers apart, eyes dancing as she glanced meaningfully at Jess. “About how much.”

“Lauren!” Sophie gasped, cheeks flushing, but she couldn’t quite keep the giggle down.

Chloe joined in mercilessly. “It’s true, though. You can’t say size doesn’t matter when Marcus walks into the room. The man’s basically a walking hazard sign.”

Even Adam cracked a smile, shaking his head. “Christ, Chloe.”

Jess laughed along with them, though her stomach flipped as Marcus’s eyes slid lazily across the table and caught hers. There was a spark there, a flicker of something that made her quickly look away, heat rushing up her neck.

Dan chuckled, tightening his arm around her. “Yeah, yeah, leave the myths where they belong. He’s probably all talk.”

“Wanna bet?” Marcus’s voice was smooth, teasing, not breaking eye contact with Jess as he lifted his pint to his lips.

The table roared again, Ryan slapping him on the back, Chloe practically shrieking with laughter.

Jess tried to laugh too, but her throat was dry, and in the back of her mind a single thought coiled tight and hot: What if it wasn’t just a joke?

Chloe leaned across the table, eyes sparkling with mischief. “So, Marcus… you ever thought about settling down? Or is your bedframe too busy creaking?”

Ryan nearly spat his beer. “Creaaaking, more like cracking!”

Marcus smirked, unbothered, swirling his pint. “Why settle down when the world keeps offering up fresh adventures?”

Lauren snorted. “Translation: he can’t keep his dick in his trousers.”

Jack, usually the quiet one, chimed in dryly: “Rumour has it, trousers can’t keep it in.”

The table dissolved into laughter again. Jess pressed her lips together, laughing but feeling her cheeks burn. She stole a quick glance at Marcus, only to find him watching her again, that slow, knowing grin tugging at his mouth. It was the kind of look that lingered a second too long.

Dan didn’t notice, or pretended not to. He was laughing along with Ryan, making some joke about Chloe being the only one in Brighton who hadn’t had a go with Marcus.

“Don’t tempt me,” Chloe shot back, giggling as she clinked her glass against Marcus’s.

Jess forced a smile, but the warm knot in her belly refused to go away.


Chapter Two: Later That Night — Jess & Dan’s Flat

Their studio flat was small, cozy, and filled with the faint scent of takeaway curries from the neighbours. Jess kicked off her heels and dropped onto the sofa with a sigh.

Dan followed, pulling her close, nuzzling her neck. “See? Good night, wasn’t it?”

“Mm,” she hummed, though her mind was still replaying Marcus’s grin.

Soon they were kissing, Dan’s hands on her hips, familiar and comfortable. Jess let him ease her back onto the bed tucked against the far wall, the springs squeaking softly under them. Clothes were shed in the half-dark, their movements practiced, routine.

Dan rolled the condom on, settling over her with a smile. “You’re gorgeous, you know that?”

Jess smiled back, touched but distracted. His thrusts were steady, even, predictable. She closed her eyes, willing her body to respond. Eventually, the warmth built just enough, and when he groaned and shuddered into climax, she let go too, a small, pleasant release that left her relaxed but unsatisfied, somehow still hungry.

Dan kissed her forehead, rolling onto his side. “Love you, Jess.”

“Love you too,” she whispered, though as he drifted into sleep, her mind betrayed her.

She wasn’t picturing Dan at all.

It was Marcus’s eyes. Marcus’s grin. Marcus’s size.

And the nagging thought that wouldn’t leave her alone: What would it feel like to have him inside me?


Chapter Three: Saturday Morning

The weak sunlight filtered through the thin curtains of their studio flat, dust motes swirling in the air. Jess stretched beneath the covers, her head still heavy from too many glasses of wine the night before. Beside her, Dan scrolled lazily on his phone, hair sticking up in every direction.

“Morning,” she murmured, pressing a soft kiss to his shoulder.

He smiled, distracted. “Morning, babe.”

She sat up, reaching for her robe. “Don’t forget, my parents’ thing tonight. We said we’d be there by seven.”

Dan hesitated, still staring at his phone. “About that… the guys are getting together at The Crown to watch the match. Big one. Kick-offs at eight.”

Jess froze mid tie of her robe. “What?”

“Yeah, they’ve been planning it all week.” He finally looked up, sheepish. “I told Ryan I’d come. You can still go to your family’s, right? Doesn’t have to be a big deal.”

Her eyes widened. “Dan. You promised. You know how important tonight is. My dad’s birthday, my mum’s cooked a whole dinner, and you said you’d be there.”

He sat up, defensive now. “Jess, it’s just one night. They’ll understand.”

“No, they won’t.” Her voice sharpened, hands on her hips. “It’s not just about showing up, it’s about showing them that you actually give a damn. That you’re part of this family. God, you’re always saying you want my dad to like you more, this was your chance!”

Dan rubbed his face, groaning. “Why are you making such a big deal out of this? It’s just football with the lads. It’s not like I’m asking you to cancel your plans.”

“You are!” she snapped. “Because you’re supposed to be there with me. That was the plan. You’re my boyfriend, Dan. Not some guy who drops me off at the door and buggers off to the pub.”

The air in the room tightened, her pulse hammering. He met her eyes, jaw set, but said nothing.

Jess grabbed her phone and turned away, furious. “Fine. Go to your match. I’ll go alone. But don’t you dare act surprised if my family notices you couldn’t be bothered.”

Dan muttered something under his breath, but she didn’t care. The damage was done.

She stormed into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her. The hot rush of anger in her chest had a sour edge, disappointment, frustration, and beneath it all, something darker: the sense that maybe she deserved more than this.

And unbidden, Marcus’s smile flickered back into her mind.



By late afternoon the flat was thick with silence. Jess moved briskly around the bedroom, pulling a dress from the wardrobe, her jaw tight. She’d spent the whole day replaying the same conversation in her head, each pass making her angrier.

Dan sat slouched on the sofa, flicking through channels, pretending not to notice the sharpness of her movements.

Finally, she stepped into the doorway, arms folded, dress draped over her arm. “Dan. I’m asking you one more time, are you coming with me tonight?”

He sighed, not looking at her. “Jess, I already told you. The lads are meeting at the pub. I can’t let them down.”

Her laugh was sharp, humourless. “Can’t let them down? They’re your drinking buddies, not your bloody family. Do you even hear yourself?”

He turned, defensive. “It’s not like that. We’ve had this planned for weeks. They’re counting on me.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Counting on you to sit in a pub and shout at a television? Brilliant.”

Dan opened his mouth, but she cut him off, voice rising. “You know what, Dan? Fine. Stay with them. Stay at Adam’s tonight if you love your mates so much. Maybe Adam or Ryan will give you a blowjob, because I sure as hell won’t. Not for weeks.”

His jaw dropped. “Jesus, Jess….”

“No, don’t ‘Jesus Jess’ me.” She jabbed a finger towards him, the heat of her fury bubbling over. “You made your choice. Don’t come crawling into bed later like nothing happened. I’m done being second place to a bunch of pints and football.”

The room rang with the finality of her words. Dan sat frozen, colour rising in his cheeks, but offered nothing. No apology. No compromise. Just that same stubborn silence that made her want to scream.

Jess turned on her heel, storming back into the bedroom. She shut the door harder than she meant to, heart pounding in her chest.

As she tugged her dress over her head, her reflection glared back at her from the mirror. She felt let down, betrayed, unwanted.

And beneath the simmering anger, another thought whispered, dangerous and unrelenting: There are men who wouldn’t treat me like this. Men who know how to make me feel wanted.

And her mind, traitorous as ever, supplied a face: Marcus Reed.


Chapter Four: Coffee with Sophie

Sunday morning crept in grey and heavy. Jess dragged herself out of bed, her head thick, her heart heavier. The flat was still empty, no sign of Dan.

Her phone buzzed. Sophie 💕

Hey babe, just checking in. Ryan says Dan crashed at theirs, half-dead on the sofa. Are you ok?

Jess stared at the screen, her chest tightening. She typed back before she could lose her nerve.

Not really. Do you have time for coffee?

Fifteen minutes later, Jess was wrapped in a scarf, hair tied up, walking briskly down the road to the little independent café on the corner.

Sophie was already there, a flat white steaming in front of her. She looked up with warm brown eyes, her expression softening when she saw Jess. “Oh, hun. You look wrecked.”

Jess slid into the chair opposite, fingers wrapping around the mug Sophie pushed toward her. The first sip burned, but the heat steadied her.

“He promised, Soph,” Jess whispered, eyes stinging. “He promised he’d come with me. My dad asked after him, my mum… God, I just felt like such an idiot sitting there alone.”

Sophie reached across the table, squeezing her hand. “Dan’s a good guy. You know he doesn’t mean to hurt you.”

Jess’s throat tightened. “Then why does it feel like he doesn’t care anymore? It’s always the lads, or football, or some stupid night out. I’m just… there. Convenient. We used to be so different. He couldn’t keep his hands off me. Now it’s once a week, quick, done, and he’s asleep. Do you know how that feels?”

Sophie’s face softened with sympathy. “Like you’re invisible.”

Jess nodded, blinking back tears. “Exactly. I’m twenty-four, Soph. I want more than this. I want to feel wanted, desired… like I matter. And he doesn’t even see it.”

For a moment, the café noise filled the silence, the hiss of the machine, the clink of spoons on china.

Sophie squeezed her hand again. “Then maybe it’s time you asked yourself what you want. Not what Dan wants. Not what everyone expects. Just you.”

Jess stared into her coffee, her reflection rippling on the dark surface. The answer burned on her tongue, though she couldn’t say it out loud.

What she wanted was already clear.

And his name was Marcus.


Chapter Five: The Knock at the Door

Sunday evening dragged, the flat too quiet without even Dan’s muttering to fill it. Jess curled on the sofa in her oversized hoodie, a half-finished bottle of rosé on the coffee table. Her second glass was already slipping pleasantly through her veins, dulling the sharp edges of the day.

She was flicking mindlessly through Netflix when the harsh buzz of the intercom startled her.

Jess blinked, frowning. Nobody ever came by unannounced. She padded barefoot to the door, pressing the button.

“Jess?”

Her breath caught. That voice; smooth, low, unmistakable. Marcus.

“Marcus?” she said, heat rushing up her chest.

“Yeah, it’s me,” he chuckled. “Heard you had a rough night. Thought I’d check in on you. Come on, babe, throw on some shoes and come for a drink. Not The Crown, don’t worry. Just the little one round the corner.”

Jess’s heart thudded. “Marcus, I….”

“Come on,” he coaxed, voice warm, playful. “Don’t sit up there sulking with a bottle. Let me buy you a glass of something proper. You deserve it.”

Her fingers hovered over the button, torn. She glanced at the wine on the table, at her reflection in the dark window. Hair a little messy, hoodie slipping off one shoulder. She was already tipsy. Already lonely.

What the hell.

“Give me five minutes,” she muttered, pressing the buzzer to let him in.

Marcus’s laugh filtered back through the speaker, smooth and confident. “Knew you wouldn’t say no.”

Jess hurried into the bedroom, pulling on jeans and a black top that clung just right. A flick of mascara, a swipe of gloss. She caught herself in the mirror, cheeks flushed, eyes bright with a nervous energy.

She hadn’t felt this alive in weeks.


Chapter Six: A Different Kind of Night

The King’s Arms was smaller, quieter than The Crown, a handful of locals dotted along the bar. Marcus held the door open with a flourish, his grin flashing when Jess slipped past him.

“See? No rowdy crowd, no Ryan shouting at the telly,” he said, steering her to a corner booth. “Just good wine, good company.”

Jess laughed despite herself, shaking her head. “You’re ridiculous.”

“Ridiculously charming,” he corrected, sliding into the seat opposite.

The barman wandered over, and Marcus ordered without asking. “Large glass of sauvignon for the lady. Pint of Peroni for me.”

Jess raised an eyebrow. “Bit sure of yourself, aren’t you?”

“Confident,” he countered smoothly. “There’s a difference.”

Her lips twitched as she sipped the wine when it arrived, the crisp taste cutting through the rosé haze.

“So,” Marcus leaned back, studying her. “You and Dan. What’s going on there? You looked ready to murder him last night.”

Jess groaned, covering her face. “Don’t start.”

“I’m not starting,” he said lightly. “Just saying. Bloke’s got a gorgeous girlfriend and he’s sat watching football instead of worshipping her. Doesn’t make sense.”

Her cheeks warmed. “It’s not that simple.”

“Sure, it is.” Marcus’s eyes didn’t leave hers, steady and teasing. “When I want a woman, I make damn sure she knows it. No excuses. No ‘sorry babe, got a match on.’”

Jess laughed, the sound a little sharper than she intended. “You’re unbelievable.”

“Unbelievably right,” he said, and her laugh turned into a helpless smile.

The conversation flowed easily after that, Marcus spinning stories, making her laugh, leaning in close. Every now and then his hand brushed hers on the table, casual, deliberate.

By her second glass of wine, Jess realised she was relaxed in a way she hadn’t been in months. Marcus’s attention was like a spotlight, warm and intense. He listened, he teased, he made her feel seen.

And every time she caught his eye, the same thought pulsed hotter in her mind: What if I let this happen?

Jess swirled the last of her wine, the glass cool against her fingers. Marcus was telling some story about a disastrous Tinder date, a girl who had shown up with her ex in tow, and Jess found herself laughing so hard her sides ached.

“You’re making that up,” she gasped.

Marcus leaned across the table, his voice dropping conspiratorially. “Cross my heart, babe. She spent half the night texting him under the table. Imagine thinking you can have me and still be distracted by some other bloke.”

The words hit harder than she expected. He didn’t look away when he said them, his eyes fixed on hers. The air between them tightened.

Jess shifted in her seat, her pulse quickening. “You’re outrageous.”

“Outrageous is you sitting here looking like that and thinking your man would rather sit with Ryan and a packet of crisps.”

Her breath caught. “Marcus….”

He smirked, lifting his pint. “Relax. I’m only saying what everyone else is thinking. You’re stunning, Jess. Always have been.”

Heat flushed through her chest. Compliments weren’t rare, but from Marcus, said so smoothly, so directly, it felt dangerous.

She tried to laugh it off, fiddling with her glass. “You’ve probably said that to half the women in Brighton.”

“Not true,” he said, eyes dark and steady now. “I only say it when I mean it.”

Silence stretched, broken only by the hum of conversation around them. Jess felt her thighs press together under the table, a tremor of awareness moving through her.

Marcus leaned in, forearms on the wood, his voice dropping low enough that only she could hear. “Tell me, Jess… when’s the last time someone really made you feel wanted?”

Her mouth went dry. Images of Dan, distracted, quick, rolling away, stabbed at her chest. She swallowed hard, but the answer stuck in her throat.

Marcus’s grin returned, slow and knowing. “Thought so.”

She let out a shaky laugh, shaking her head. “You’re dangerous.”

“Only if you want me to be.” His eyes lingered on her lips, then back to her eyes.

Jess’s heart thudded, her skin prickling hot. She knew she should pull back, change the subject, leave. But instead, she finished the last sip of her wine, her fingers trembling slightly around the glass.

Marcus watched every movement, like a predator waiting for the moment to strike.

Marcus slid her empty glass away, signalling to the barman with a subtle lift of his chin. “Another?”

Jess hesitated. She was already flushed, the wine making her loose, reckless. But when he held her gaze like that, steady, expectant, she found herself nodding.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

The words made heat coil low in her belly, and she hated how much she liked the way he said it.

The drinks arrived, another sauvignon for her, another pint for him, and Marcus leaned back, his knee brushing hers under the table. Once, then again, lingering this time.

Jess shifted, but he didn’t move away. If anything, he pressed closer.

“So, tell me,” He said, sipping his beer, “does Dan even notice when you walk into a room anymore?”

She rolled her eyes, though her voice was thinner than she wanted. “Marcus…”

“I notice.” His grin spread slowly, wicked. “I noticed the other night. That dress, those legs. You had every bloke in the pub distracted.”

Jess’s cheeks burned. She tried to laugh, but it came out shaky. “You’re terrible.”

“Terrible would be not telling you how fucking good you look,” he said. His hand slid onto the table, close enough that his fingertips brushed hers. Just a touch, deliberate and light.

Jess swallowed hard, her pulse hammering. She should pull away, but she didn’t.

“Bet you’ve forgotten what it feels like,” Marcus said softly. “To have someone so hungry for you they can’t keep their hands to themselves. The way it used to be at the start.”

The words hit her like a blow, too close to the truth. Her thighs pressed tighter together under the table, her breath quickening.

Marcus’s knee pressed firmer against hers now, his grin sharpening as he watched her shift in her seat. “Am I wrong?”

She shook her head quickly, whispering, “You’re impossible.”

He chuckled, low and dark. “Impossible to resist, maybe.”

Jess lifted her glass, hiding behind it, but her hand trembled slightly as she drank. His eyes never left her, and every brush of his knee, every accidental graze of his fingers, stoked the fire burning hotter inside her.

By the time she set the glass down, she knew this night wasn’t going to end here.


Chapter Seven: Crossing the Line

The night air was cool as Marcus slid an arm around Jess’s waist, steadying her. She laughed softly, leaning into him, the sauvignon buzzing warmly in her veins.

“Careful, babe,” he teased, guiding her along the pavement. “Can’t have you face-planting before we get you home.”

“I’m fine,” she giggled, though she clutched his arm tighter. “Just… maybe a little tipsy.”

He walked her the two streets to her flat, his big hand warm against her side, every step thick with the unspoken. At the front door, Jess fumbled for her keys, Marcus steadying her from behind.

The lock clicked open, and she turned, her face tilted up to his. Before he could react, her lips pressed against his, soft, urgent, tasting of wine.

Marcus froze. Fuck.

For a heartbeat he kissed her back, hunger roaring through him. Then he pulled away, jaw tight. “Jess, no. You were just with Daniel. I’m not gonna be the guy who messes that up.”

But she tugged him inside, closing the door behind them. “He doesn’t care, Marcus. He doesn’t even look at me anymore.”

Her lips found his again, hotter this time, desperate. He groaned, giving in just long enough to taste her before dragging himself back.

“Jess…” His hands slid down her sides, unable to resist the feel of her curves. “You’re gorgeous. Do you know how long I’ve wanted this? If there’s ever been a girl I wanted to strip and fuck until she screams, it’s you.”

Her hand pressed against the bulge in his jeans, and she gasped, eyes widening. “Oh, fuck. The myth is true. You’re huge.”

He cursed under his breath, every muscle tight as she squeezed. Heat surged through him, his restraint fraying fast.

Still, he forced himself to step back, dragging in a breath. “Jess… I’m not gonna be your rebound sex. Not like this.”

She stared at him, chest rising and falling, lips swollen from his kisses.

And for the first time in months, Jess felt alive.


Chapter Eight: Monday Blues

Jess woke to sunlight knifing through the curtains and a skull-splitting headache. Her tongue felt dry, her body heavy with both wine and restless dreams. She groaned, dragging the duvet over her head.

Work. Shit.

She fumbled for her phone, squinting at the time. Nine forty-five. No way was she making it in. With a groggy thumb, she rang in sick, her voice croaky. “Food poisoning,” she muttered, hanging up before they could ask questions.

The rest of the morning slipped past in fragments. She dozed, stared at the ceiling, tossed and turned. Every time she closed her eyes, Marcus was there, his lips, his voice, that iron-hard restraint in the flat when he’d said when I finally get you.

Her stomach twisted with a confusing blend of anger at Dan and heat for Marcus. Dan’s absence felt like a betrayal. Marcus’s denial felt like a promise.

By noon, she forced herself out of bed. The shower scalded away some of the fuzz, and she dressed in jeans and a simple top, pulling her hair into a loose ponytail. She needed groceries, if only to clear her head.

The corner shop was half-empty, the faint hum of the fridge units the only sound. Jess picked up milk, bread, fruit, her mind elsewhere, replaying Marcus’s words until her pulse raced all over again.

“Jess?”

The voice froze her mid-step. She turned, and there was Dan, holding a basket, looking tired, hungover, sheepish.

“Hey,” he said, shifting awkwardly. “Didn’t know you’d be here.”

Jess gripped her basket tighter. “I live here, Dan.”

“Right. Yeah.” He scratched the back of his neck. “Listen, about the weekend….”

“Don’t.” Her voice was sharper than she intended. “I can’t do this right now.”

His face fell. “Jess, come on. You know I care about you.”

She shook her head, blinking hard. “If you cared, you’d have been there with me. I asked for one thing. One night. And you chose the lads instead. So no, Dan. Just… give me time. I don’t want to talk to you right now.”

For a moment he looked like he might argue, but instead he just nodded, jaw tight. “Okay. Time. I’ll give you that.”

Jess brushed past him, basket rattling in her grip, her chest heaving. She didn’t look back.

Outside, the air felt sharp against her cheeks, her mind still spinning. She didn’t know what the future with Dan looked like anymore. But she knew exactly who filled her thoughts.

Marcus.


Chapter Nine: Determined

Jess let the hot water pound over her, rinsing away the fatigue of the week. She closed her eyes, tilting her head back, letting the steam loosen her shoulders. But nothing could wash away the anticipation thrumming through her veins.

Marcus. Tonight.

When she stepped from the shower, droplets still clinging to her skin, she paused in front of the mirror. Naked, hair damp and tumbling over her shoulders, she studied herself with a sharp eye.

Her breasts sat high, firm, tipped with flushed nipples. Her stomach was flat, hips flaring into the smooth curve of her thighs. She turned slightly, admiring the round fullness of her ass, the way the muscles in her legs flexed as she shifted.

She wanted him to see this. To want this. And this time, she wasn’t giving him the chance to pull away.

She crossed to her drawer and paused, fingers hovering. Cotton? No. Lace? Predictable. Tonight called for something bolder.

She pulled out the set she almost never wore, nude mesh with delicate straps, barely there, whisper thin. The bra cupped her breasts in sheer triangles, the straps framing her cleavage, leaving little to the imagination. The panties were cut high, thin lines of fabric tracing her hips, the mesh translucent enough to make her feel wicked.

Slipping it on, she caught her reflection again. The effect was electric: her curves framed, her skin exposed, her body transformed into a deliberate invitation.

She smiled to herself, heat sparking low in her belly. He won’t say no this time.

Over the lingerie, she slid into a silky cream blouse, thin enough to hint at what lay beneath, and black skinny jeans that hugged her hips. Boots with a subtle heel, mascara and gloss for polish.

One last look in the mirror: effortless on the surface, but every detail chosen with care.

Tonight, Marcus wouldn’t resist.



The Fox was warm and low-lit, its old wooden beams creaking with the hum of quiet conversation. Jess pushed the door open, her pulse thudding as her eyes scanned the room.

Marcus was already there, a pint in hand at a corner table, his broad shoulders filling out a fitted black shirt. He looked up as she entered, and the slow grin that spread across his face made her knees weaken.

“Jess,” he drawled, standing to greet her. His gaze swept over her in a deliberate line, the silk blouse skimming her curves, the jeans hugging her hips, the faint outline of straps beneath the fabric. His grin deepened. “You clean up dangerous.”

Heat flushed her chest, but she smiled back, sliding into the seat opposite. “You make it sound like a threat.”

“It is,” he said smoothly, sitting down again, leaning forward on his forearms. “Every man in here’s gonna be wishing they were me tonight.”

Jess’s lips curved around the rim of her wineglass as she sipped. Her stomach fluttered under his gaze, a warmth that had nothing to do with alcohol rising between her thighs.

“So,” she said lightly, trying to steady her voice. “Why the sudden check-in? Guilty conscience?”

Marcus chuckled, shaking his head. “Not guilty. Smart. I told you, Jess, when I finally get you, it’s not gonna be because you were half-drunk and mad at Dan. It’s gonna be because you’re looking at me exactly the way you’re looking at me right now.”

Her breath caught. “And how’s that?”

“Like you’re daring me not to fuck you,” he said, low and even.

Jess’s heart hammered. The heat in his voice, the certainty in his eyes, it left no room for games.

She set her glass down carefully, her fingers trembling just slightly. “Maybe I am.”

Marcus leaned back, slow and deliberate, his grin turning sharp. “Careful, babe. I always rise to a dare.”

The air between them was molten, heavy, alive. Every brush of his gaze over her body made her feel more exposed, as though he could already see the mesh and straps beneath her blouse.

This time, there would be no walking away.


Chapter Ten: No More Holding Back

Marcus’s grin sharpened, his eyes never leaving hers. He drained the last of his pint, set the glass down with finality, and leaned forward.

“Let’s get out of here.”

Jess’s pulse spiked. She didn’t argue, didn’t hesitate. She simply nodded, standing on trembling legs as he placed a firm hand on the small of her back, steering her toward the door.

The night air was cool, but Jess burned all over. Their footsteps were fast, purposeful, every stride bringing them closer to what she already knew was coming.

By the time they reached Marcus’s flat, her breath was shallow, her heart hammering. He fumbled the key in the lock, pushed the door open, and before it even clicked shut behind them, his mouth was on hers.

Hot. Hungry. Devouring.

Jess moaned into the kiss, clutching his shirt as he pressed her back against the wall. His hands were everywhere at once, gripping her hips, sliding up her sides, tugging at her blouse.

“Fuck…” he groaned against her lips, kissing her harder, deeper, like he was trying to consume her whole. “This. This is what I need. A woman I can’t keep my hands off.”

Buttons popped, fabric tugged aside, his palms cupping her breasts through the thin mesh bra. Jess gasped, arching into him, her body already aching, desperate.

“Yes,” she whispered, dragging his mouth back to hers. “This is what I need too.”

Marcus growled low in his throat, lifting her against the wall, his mouth trailing hot kisses down her neck, teeth grazing her skin. His restraint was gone, finally, gloriously gone, and every touch told her exactly what she’d been missing.

Jess clung to him, breathless, knowing one thing with absolute certainty.

Daniel had never touched her like this.

And once she had Marcus, she could never go back.

Marcus carried her across the room with ease, lips never leaving hers, setting her down on the edge of his bed. Jess’s breath came in ragged bursts, her blouse already hanging open, mesh bra barely containing her breasts.

His hands were rough, greedy, pulling at her clothes like he couldn’t bear another second of fabric between them. He stripped her blouse away, peeled her jeans down her legs, leaving her in nothing but the strappy nude mesh.

“Jesus, Jess…” His eyes roved over her, hungry, reverent. “You’re perfect.”

She trembled under his gaze, heat flooding her. “Show me,” she whispered.

He groaned low, tugging her bra straps aside, freeing her breasts. His mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard, his teeth grazing until she gasped. His hand slid lower, skimming her belly, fingers dipping beneath the delicate mesh. He pressed against her, finding her already slick.

“Fuck, you’re wet for me,” he growled.

Jess moaned, hips arching into his touch, but her hands were already at his belt, desperate. She fumbled it open, shoved his jeans down, and finally wrapped her fingers around him.

Her gasp tore from her throat. “Oh my God…”

Thick. Heavy. Hard as steel. Her fingers barely fit around him.

Her eyes flicked up, wide, trembling with shock and heat. “Marcus, you’re… you’re huge.”

His grin was wicked, eyes dark. “And you’re gonna take every inch.”

Her stomach flipped, her core clenching around nothing, desperate.

Marcus pulled the last of her lingerie away, laying her bare. For a moment he just looked, eyes dark, chest rising heavy, as though he couldn’t quite believe she was his.

“Christ, Jess,” he groaned. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to taste you.”

He slid between her thighs, pushing them wider with his strong hands, until she was spread open for him, glistening. Jess gasped, heat flooding her face, but before she could speak, his mouth covered her.

“Marcus…. oh God!”

His tongue slid slowly up the length of her folds, parting them, teasing. Then he circled her clit, deliberate and slow, sending shocks through her belly. Jess clutched at the sheets, her hips jerking helplessly.

He groaned into her, the vibration making her cry out. “You taste fucking perfect.”

Jess whimpered, her legs trembling as he dipped lower, thrusting his tongue into her wet little hole, filling her, curling against her walls. He drew back only to lick his way up again, tongue flicking, lips sucking her clit until she writhed beneath him.

He couldn’t seem to get enough; mouth, lips, tongue working her over with greedy devotion. Every gasp, every moan she gave him only spurred him harder.

Jess’s back arched, her voice breaking. “Marcus, I….oh God, I can’t….”

“Come for me,” he growled against her, tongue circling her clit again, relentless. “Give it to me, Jess.”

The pressure snapped.

Her orgasm tore through her, sharp and hard, her thighs clamping around his head as she cried out. Wave after wave ripped through her body, her nails clawing the sheets, her hips bucking helplessly against his mouth.

Marcus held her there, drinking her in, tongue still teasing until she collapsed back against the bed, shuddering, spent.

Only then did he lift his head, his mouth glistening, his grin feral.

“See, babe? I told you I wasn’t gonna let you forget what it feels like to be wanted.”

Jess was still trembling from her climax when the thought struck her — she needed to give something back. To show him how much she wanted him, how much she ached to please him.

She slid off the bed, sinking gracefully to her knees in front of him. Marcus sat back against the pillows, chest heaving, his cock hard and heavy, glistening at the tip with pre-cum.

Her lips curved into a wicked smile. She leaned forward and kissed the swollen head, tasting the salt, teasing him with just the barest brush of her tongue.

“Jess…” Marcus groaned, his hand tightening in the sheets.

She looked up at him through her lashes, her big eyes wide and innocent as she wrapped her hand around the thick shaft and opened her mouth. Slowly, carefully, she slid him between her lips, inch by inch, the stretch already making her jaw ache.

He was so big. So heavy. Her throat fluttered as she tried to take more, her gag reflex trembling, but she refused to stop. She wanted this. Wanted to please him, to taste every inch.

She licked, slurped, sucked, her tongue swirling around the ridge, her lips pulling tight as she bobbed her head. The wet sounds filled the room, mingling with Marcus’s ragged groans.

“Fuck, Jess,” he growled, his hips jerking. “You look so good like that… your mouth wrapped around me… you’re gonna make me lose it.”

Her eyes sparkled as she hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, sliding him deeper until tears pricked the corners of her eyes. She moaned around him, the vibration making him curse.

When he could bear it no longer, Marcus reached down, his big hands gripping her arms. With a playful growl, he hauled her up effortlessly and tossed her back onto the bed. Jess squealed, laughing breathlessly, her body still humming with desire.

He grabbed her thighs, strong hands forcing them up and out until she was stretched wide open for him, her wet little hole glistening in the low light.

Marcus’s eyes darkened, his cock thick and hard in his grip as he pressed the bulbous head against her entrance. He pushed, just enough to part her folds, just enough to make her gasp.

“Ready for me, babe?” he growled, his voice low, hungry.

Jess moaned, clutching the sheets, her whole body trembling. “Yes… please… I need you.”

Then he pushed.

Jess cried out, clutching his shoulders, her eyes flying open. The stretch was unreal, burning and intoxicating all at once.

“Oh, fuck… Marcus… it’s too big….”

He groaned, his mouth hot at her ear. “Relax, babe. You can take it. Look at you, so fucking tight around me already.”

She moaned, half protest, half surrender, as he pressed deeper, filling her inch by inch. Her body clamped around him, stretching, straining, overwhelmed by the sheer size of him.

When he bottomed out, Jess’s cry turned into a shuddering moan, her body trembling beneath his.

“Oh God… it’s real… the myth is real.”

Marcus kissed her hard, swallowing her moans as he began to move; long, powerful strokes that had her clutching at the sheets, her whole body alive with sensation.

Every thrust made her gasp, her nails digging into his back, pleasure and shock tumbling into one.

“Fuck,” she whimpered, head tossing back. “I’ve never… never felt like this….”

“You’ve never had a man who knew what to do with you,” Marcus growled, driving into her harder, faster. “You were made for this cock.”

Jess shattered, pleasure crashing over her in hot waves. Her orgasm ripped through her body, and still he didn’t let up, fucking her through it, relentless.

When he finally came, spilling hot and deep, she clung to him, wrecked, shaking, her mind blank but for one truth:

Nothing would ever compare.


Chapter Eleven: More Than Heat

Afterward, Jess lay sprawled against Marcus’s chest, her skin still buzzing, her body trembling from the sheer force of what they’d just done. He wrapped an arm around her, stroking lazy circles across her shoulder.

For twenty minutes, they didn’t talk about sex at all. Instead, they drifted into an easy rhythm she hadn’t felt in months, music, films, stupid stories about their group of friends. Jess laughed softly when he confessed his guilty pleasure for old R&B playlists, and he teased her for knowing every word to the Spice Girls.

It was easy. Comfortable. Like they’d known each other forever and somehow forgotten to notice until now.

Jess shifted closer, content. That was when she felt it, firm, insistent, pressing against her hip.

Her eyes widened. “Marcus… are you…?”

He smirked, unashamed. “Getting hard again?” His hand slid down her side, cupping her ass possessively. “Can you blame me? You’re so fucking hot, Jess.”

She laughed breathlessly, shaking her head. “I can’t believe it. Already?”

He rolled over her, his mouth finding hers in a kiss that was softer this time, but no less hungry. “Babe, with you? I could go all night.”

His cock nudged between her thighs again, thick and demanding, and Jess moaned, her body already arching to meet him.

The first thrust stole her breath all over again, the stretch no less shocking the second time. “God… Marcus….”

He groaned against her neck, moving deeper, filling her until she gasped. “Fuck, Jess… you’re still so tight. Like your body was made for me.”

Her nails raked down his back as he began to move, slower this time, savouring every inch. Each thrust sent sparks through her, building, building until she was writhing beneath him, helpless, begging.

Round two wasn’t frantic like the first, it was steady, claiming, Marcus showing her exactly how much more he had to give. And by the time she came again, shaking and crying out his name, Jess knew with absolute certainty:

She was his now.

And nothing, not even Daniel, could compare.


Chapter Twelve: Morning After

Jess woke to soft morning light filtering through the blinds, her body warm, sore, and deliciously satisfied. She shifted, and immediately felt it, the thick, hard press against her thigh.

She glanced down and smiled. Marcus, still half-asleep, had morning wood.

Her lips curved into a wicked grin. Quietly, she slid down the sheets, pressing kisses over his stomach until she reached the thick shaft rising proudly against his skin. She wrapped her hand around him, still stunned by his sheer size, and leaned in.

His groan filled the room as her mouth closed over him. “Fuck, Jess…” His voice was gravelly with sleep, his hips twitching as she took him deeper, working him slow, savouring his taste.

He sat up slightly, eyes half-lidded, watching her hair spill forward as she bobbed. “Christ, you’re gonna kill me. So, fucking hot.”

She pulled off with a wet pop, smirking up at him. “Or make you stronger.”

Marcus growled, dragging her back up and rolling her beneath him in one smooth move. “Come here.”

He pushed into her, thick and relentless, and Jess gasped, clinging to him as morning sex swallowed her whole. It was slower, lazier, but no less intense, his weight heavy on her, his hands roaming, their mouths meeting again and again between moans.

When they both came, shuddering and clinging to each other, Jess lay beneath him, chest heaving, her body thrumming with satisfaction she’d never known before.

After a while, she slipped from the bed, padding naked into the kitchen. The tiles were cool under her bare feet, her hair a wild halo around her shoulders. She filled the kettle, popped bread in the toaster, moving with easy grace.

Marcus propped himself on his elbows in bed, watching. His eyes followed every sway of her hips, every stretch of her toned back, the curve of her ass as she reached for the cupboard.

“Goddamn,” he muttered under his breath, a grin tugging at his lips. “That’s a view I could wake up to every day.”

Jess poured coffee, her body glowing in the morning light, utterly at ease. For the first time in months, she felt alive. Desired. Seen.

And she knew she never wanted to give that up.


Chapter Thirteen: The Weekend

Friday night, Jess barely had time to pour herself a glass of wine before the buzzer rang. She pressed it without hesitation, her heart racing. Moments later, Marcus filled the doorway, tall, broad, smiling like he already knew he owned her.

The door had barely closed before his mouth was on hers, hot and urgent, his hands pulling at her clothes as if he couldn’t bear the barrier another second. She melted into him, laughing breathlessly as he carried her to the bed.

They didn’t leave it for hours.

By the time Saturday evening rolled around, Jess had lost track of how many times he’d taken her. Morning blurred into afternoon, their bodies tangled in sheets, the flat thick with the scent of sex and sweat. She dozed against his chest, only to wake to his mouth on her breast, or his cock sliding into her again, slow and relentless.

When at last they dragged themselves up, it was only to order an Indian takeaway. Jess padded naked to the door when the delivery arrived, Marcus pulling her back at the last second with a wicked laugh, tossing her his shirt to throw on.

They ate cross-legged on the floor, still half-naked, feeding each other bites of naan, laughing like teenagers.

Later, they wandered down to the pub, the glow between them impossible to hide. Marcus kept a hand on her lower back the whole time, proud, possessive. Every look he gave her made Jess’s insides twist with heat, her body already aching for him again.

Back at the flat, they barely made it through the door before he had her bent over the sofa, her cries echoing in the small space. The night dissolved into another blur of sweat, moans, and tangled sheets.

Sunday was more of the same, lazy kisses, slow mornings that turned into frantic afternoons. Jess lost herself completely, her body sore, her mind drunk on the sheer intensity of him.

By Monday morning, she was exhausted, glowing, and utterly undone.

She rose naked from the bed, hair a wild halo, humming as she put the kettle on. Marcus propped himself up on his elbows, watching her move around the kitchen with a satisfied grin.

“Fuck, Jess,” he murmured. “You look like sin.”

She poured the coffee, set toast on the plate, and turned with a cheeky smile. “Breakfast for the man who kept me in bed all weekend.”

He caught her around the waist when she set the mug down, pulling her into his lap. “And I’d do it all over again.”

They shared coffee and kisses, the toast forgotten.

When they finally dressed for work, Jess’s body still hummed with the weekend’s memories. She knew she’d never be satisfied with anything less again.


Chapter Fourteen: The End of Pretence

Jess wandered the aisles of the supermarket in a daze, tossing vegetables and pasta into her basket without really seeing them. Her mind was elsewhere, Marcus’s grin, the weight of his body over hers, the way she’d spent an entire weekend lost in him. Every moment apart from him felt like a slow ache.

“Jess?”

Her stomach dropped. She turned, and there was Daniel. He stood by the tinned goods, looking awkward, hands shoved in his hoodie pocket.

“Hey,” he said, tentative. “Can we… can we talk?”

Jess swallowed. “I don’t know, Dan….”

“Please.” His blue eyes were earnest, softer than she’d seen in weeks. “Let me buy you a drink. Just one. I need to say I’m sorry. I’ve been a dick.”

She hesitated, torn between anger and the ghost of affection. Finally, she nodded. “One drink.”



They found themselves in a quiet bar two streets away. Daniel ordered a round, and they sat in a booth, the weight of history between them.

For the first time in ages, he tried. He talked about work, about how he’d been thoughtless, about missing her. His hand reached for hers across the table, tentative, as if afraid she’d pull away.

Jess listened, sipping her wine, emotions tangled. She’d wanted this once, his attention, his effort. But the longer she sat there, the more she realised how flat it felt compared to Marcus’s fire.

By the time the second bottle was opened back at her flat, Daniel was looser, laughing, leaning closer. He kissed her, clumsy, eager, the taste of wine thick on his tongue.

Jess kissed him back out of habit, until his hand slipped under her top, his body pressing her down against the sofa.

Her stomach clenched. The heat wasn’t there. Not even a spark.

“Dan, wait,” she whispered.

But he didn’t. He kissed harder, fumbling with her jeans.

“Dan….stop.”

He groaned, still pushing. “Come on, Jess, it’s me. We can fix this.”

Something inside her snapped. She shoved him back with sudden force, her voice sharp and clear. “No! Enough!”

He froze, shocked.

Tears burned her eyes as she sat up, tugging her blouse closed. “You don’t do it for me anymore, Dan. I don’t feel it. I don’t feel anything.”

Daniel’s face fell, stricken. “Jess…”

But she shook her head, her voice breaking. “I can’t. Not anymore. You can’t give me what I need.”

Silence hung heavy between them. After a long moment, Daniel stood, hurt carved across his features. Without another word, he left, the door closing quietly behind him.

Jess crumpled onto the sofa, heart pounding. For the first time, she’d said it out loud.

And in the echo of her words, she knew the truth.

She belonged to Marcus now.


Chapter Fifteen: The Truth

The bar was noisy, music thumping low beneath the chatter, glasses clinking around them. Jess leaned in over her cocktail, nerves fizzing in her stomach.

“Okay,” she said, lowering her voice. “I need to tell you girls something, but you have to promise it stays between us.”

Three sets of eyes turned toward her, Chloe, Lauren, Sophie, waiting.

Jess swallowed hard. “I’ve been… seeing Marcus.”

Silence.

No gasp, no laughter, no squeal of shock. Just the three of them staring back at her, unreadable. Jess’s smile faltered.

“What?” she pressed, shifting uncomfortably. “Aren’t you going to say something?”

Sophie glanced at Chloe. Chloe glanced at Lauren. Finally, Lauren leaned back, her mouth curving into something between a smirk and pity.

“Babe,” she said softly. “You know now. About his cock. But also about… everything else. The way he fucks, the way he goes down on you like you’re the only woman in the world. Right?”

Jess froze, her stomach twisting.

Lauren shrugged, sipping her drink. “That’s Marcus. And yeah, we all know. Because we’ve all been there.”

Jess’s breath caught. “What do you mean… all?”

Chloe winced. Sophie looked away. Lauren said it plainly, almost kindly: “We’ve all fucked Marcus, Jess. Still do, now and then. Once a month, give or take.”

Jess’s world tilted. Her pulse thundered in her ears, her chest tight.

Sophie finally spoke, her voice gentle. “Jess, he’s amazing, yeah. But he’s… Marcus. He doesn’t do exclusive.”

Jess shook her head, fighting tears. “No. No, that’s not true. He and I…..”

Chloe’s voice cut in, low, hesitant. “Jess… I was with him Thursday. Afternoon. I left work early. We hooked up at his place before Ryan got home.”

The words hit like a knife.

Thursday. Just four days after Jess had spent the whole weekend with him, wrapped in his arms, whispering, laughing, believing she was different. Believing she was his.

Her glass trembled in her hand, the room spinning around her. “No… he loves me. He told me….”

Lauren shook her head, eyes soft but firm. “He tells all of us that, babe.”

Jess’s chest collapsed, her throat closing. For the first time since Marcus had touched her, she didn’t feel powerful, or wanted, or alive.

She felt used.

And utterly shattered.

Jess sat frozen, her drink untouched, her chest heaving as Chloe shifted uncomfortably, then leaned in, her voice low.

“Jess… look. Marcus has always wanted you. We all knew it. He’s been trying to get into your knickers for ages. But he held back because of Dan. He thought you two had something special.”

Jess’s lips parted, trembling. “You mean… you knew? You all knew he wanted me?”

Chloe gave a small, guilty nod.

Sophie reached across the table, squeezing Jess’s hand gently. “Babe, don’t you get it? You were the only one he hadn’t had. The only one left. We used to joke about it. That once he got you too, the set would be complete.”

Jess’s stomach twisted, bile rising in her throat. Her pulse hammered in her ears, her vision blurring with tears.

The only one.

Not his special one. Not his love. Just the last conquest.

Her voice cracked, raw and small. “So, I was just another notch. Nothing more.”

None of them spoke. Their silence was answer enough.

Jess sat back, her whole world collapsing around her. The warmth, the laughter, the long weekends tangled in his sheets, all of it curdled into something hollow.

She had thought she’d found love. Instead, she’d just been the final trophy.


Chapter Sixteen: The Confrontation

Jess sat curled on the sofa, hair in a messy bun, pyjamas wrinkled, spoon digging listlessly into the open tub of ice cream on her lap. The TV flickered unwatched in the background, casting pale light across her tear-stained cheeks.

Her phone buzzed for the third time that evening. Marcus. She turned it face down on the cushion. She couldn’t. Not now.

The buzzer rang downstairs. Jess froze, spoon halfway to her mouth. She ignored it.

Then again. Longer this time. She pressed her lips together, refusing to move.

Minutes later, a deep voice carried through the letterbox. “Jess? Babe? Open up. Come on.”

She shut her eyes tight.

“Don’t do this,” Marcus coaxed, the sound of his knuckles rapping the wood. “Talk to me. Please.”

With a curse, Jess dragged herself up, tub abandoned on the table. She stomped to the door, yanked it open, and there he was. Marcus. Big, confident, slightly out of breath, his eyes soft with something almost like worry.

“How the hell did you get in?” she demanded.

He gave a sheepish grin. “Neighbour was going in. I asked. What can I say? I’m persuasive.”

Jess folded her arms, her voice sharp. “You shouldn’t be here.”

“Yeah, well, I couldn’t just let you shut me out.” He stepped inside before she could stop him, closing the door behind him. “Jess, listen. I know you’re hurt. But you have to understand something. You are special to me. More than the others.”

Her laugh was hollow, bitter. “Special? You’ve fucked every girl I know. Chloe. Lauren. Sophie. God knows who else. And you expect me to believe I’m different?”

Marcus’s jaw clenched. “Because you are. Babe, when I’m with you… I’ve never been more inspired. I’ve never fucked like this before. You bring something out in me.”

Her eyes flashed, wet and furious. “Don’t you dare call it love. It’s not love, Marcus. You’re just a male slut. You fuck everybody.”

He stepped closer, voice low, almost pleading. “But you… Jess, you’re amazing. You blow my mind. I can’t get enough of you. That has to mean something.”

She shook her head, tears spilling again. “Then why can’t you just be with me? Just me?”

His expression shifted, hardening with honesty. “Because I can’t. I’m not made that way. I don’t do relationships. I can’t be tied down. That’s not who I am.”

The words hit her like a slap.

For a moment, silence stretched between them, thick and painful. Jess’s hands trembled where they gripped her arms.

Then she whispered, broken: “Then you can’t have me either.”

Jess stared up into Marcus’s dark eyes. They weren’t mocking or smug this time, they were pleading. For once, he wasn’t the cocky player holding all the cards. He looked like a man desperate not to lose her.

“Jess,” he whispered, voice rough. “Please.”

Her chest rose and fell, fast and shaky. God, he was beautiful. Tall, broad, carved from stone, his jaw tight, lips soft, eyes burning into hers. Her gaze dropped against her will, to the heavy bulge straining at his jeans.

Her stomach flipped. Heat rushed low into her belly, her pussy clenching at the thought of him inside her again. She hated it. Hated him for making her feel this way.

He’s a slut. He fucks everyone.

But her body didn’t care. Her thighs pressed together, her breath catching. She wanted him.

“Why?” she whispered to herself, voice breaking. “Why do I want you?”

Marcus stepped closer, his hands framing her face, his lips hovering. “Because you feel it too.”

She shook her head, then leaned forward. Their mouths crashed together, hot, messy, desperate. In seconds they were clawing at each other’s clothes, shirts torn off, jeans shoved down, underwear tugged away.

Jess dropped to her knees, her hands wrapping around his thick shaft, her lips parting. She licked the swollen head, tasting his pre-cum, then slid him into her mouth.

Her eyes watered as she took him deeper, stretching her jaw around the sheer girth of him. Her throat fluttered, her belly clenching as she looked up at him with wide, needy eyes.

“Fuck, Jess,” Marcus groaned, his head tipping back. “Your mouth on me… God, you’re perfect.”

She slurped, sucked, her tongue swirling, her lips pulling tight. The sounds filled the room, obscene and wet. She wanted to please him, to make him groan, to remind herself why she couldn’t let go.

Marcus finally pulled her up, kissing her hard, his mouth fierce with need. He lifted her onto the sofa, spreading her thighs wide, and dropped to his knees.

His mouth covered her, his tongue sliding up her folds, finding her clit in an instant. Jess gasped, her head falling back.

“Oh God…Marcus….”

He groaned into her, tongue circling, lips sucking, then thrusting deep into her wet little hole before flicking back up to her clit. He devoured her like a starving man, like she was the only woman in the world.

Her fingers twisted in his hair, her hips jerking helplessly. “Yes… oh fuck, yes!”

The climax tore through her, sharp and overwhelming, her thighs clamping around his head as she cried out.

When she collapsed back, trembling, Marcus rose, his mouth glistening, his eyes dark and hungry.

“You see?” he growled. “You can’t fight this. Neither of us can.”

Jess was still trembling, her body humming from the orgasm he’d torn out of her with his mouth, when Marcus rose over her. His chest heaved, his cock thick and gleaming, jutting heavy against his stomach.

Her eyes widened all over again. Every time she saw him, the shock hit her anew. God, he’s so big.

Marcus gripped her thighs, spreading them wider, pinning her beneath him. “Jess,” he growled, his voice low, hungry. “I can’t wait anymore.”

Then he pushed.

The blunt head stretched her open, forcing a cry from her throat. She clutched at his arms, nails digging into his skin as inch after inch drove into her slick heat.

“Oh my God….Marcus….it’s too much….”

He kissed her hard, swallowing her gasp. “You can take it. You were made for me.”

Her body clamped tight around him, the stretch burning and blissful, and then he bottomed out, filling her completely. Jess’s eyes fluttered shut, a broken moan spilling from her lips. “Oh fuck… it’s so deep.”

Marcus pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in, making her cry out. Again, and again, harder, faster, the sound of their bodies colliding echoing through the flat.

Jess writhed beneath him, her breasts bouncing with every thrust, her hands clutching the sheets. Her cries rose higher, sharper, the pleasure relentless.

“Look at you,” Marcus groaned, staring down at her, sweat shining on his brow. “Taking all of me. You’re fucking perfect, Jess.”

Her body convulsed around him, her orgasm crashing over her in hot, uncontrollable waves. She screamed his name, her nails raking his back as he pounded her through it, harder, deeper, until her body shook helplessly.

Moments later he groaned, thrusting deep one last time, spilling inside her, his whole body taut with release.

He collapsed over her, their bodies slick with sweat, both of them gasping, clinging, unable to let go.

Jess’s heart raced, her mind torn between fury and ecstasy, love and loathing.

But as Marcus kissed her neck, still buried deep inside her, only one truth mattered.

She couldn’t stop.

And she didn’t want to.


Epilogue: One Year Later

The Crown was heaving on a Saturday night, the air thick with the smell of beer, fried food, and the electric tension of football on the big screen.

Near the bar, Dan, Ryan, Adam, and Jack leaned on their pints, voices rising with every attack and near miss. They jeered, shouted, slapped one another on the back, just as they always had. Four mates, lost in the game.

At a table a few steps away, Chloe, Lauren, Sophie, and Jess had carved out their own corner. A bottle of rosé sat in a cooler between them, half-drained, their glasses shimmering in the pub’s low light. The noise of the men faded behind them; here, at this table, it was laughter and gossip, stories swapped with easy familiarity.

Jess leaned back in her chair, watching her friends with a smile. They looked good. Happier than she’d seen them in a long time. Chloe’s blonde hair fell loose around her shoulders, Lauren’s laugh still loud enough to turn heads, Sophie’s quiet wit keeping the stories rolling.

It could have been any girls’ night. Almost.

Because beside each woman sat a pram.

Chloe was the first to reach down, cooing softly as she lifted her baby boy, his chubby hands waving as he giggled at the noise of the pub. Lauren followed, her little girl squealing happily as she bounced her on her lap. Sophie tucked her arm around her baby, pulling the blanket close as the child yawned, dark eyes wide and curious.

Jess paused, then reached into her own pram, lifting her daughter gently. The baby settled against her shoulder, small fingers curling into her hair. Jess pressed a kiss to the soft curls, her chest tightening with a fierce, impossible love.

And it was obvious, to anyone who looked, to anyone who dared notice. The soft brown skin, the dark curls, the wide, deep eyes.

Four beautiful mixed-race babies.

The table fell quiet for a moment, each of them lost in the glow of their children. They traded smiles, soft, knowing, a silent bond passing between them.

Then the pub erupted. A goal. The men by the bar leapt to their feet, shouting, hugging, beer sloshing over the rims of their glasses. The noise rolled across the room like thunder.

The women glanced over, amused, then looked back at one another. Jess raised her glass slowly, eyes shining.

“To Marcus,” she said, her voice clear and steady. “Wherever he is.”

Their glasses clinked softly, the sound almost lost beneath the roar of football and the cheer of the men.

But at that table, surrounded by four prams and four beautiful mixed-race babies, the truth hung heavy and undeniable.

Marcus was gone.

Yet his legacy lived on.
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