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Prologue

The house was silent, a deep Friday-night quiet that settled into the corners of Freddy’s small bedroom. A single lamp cast a warm, amber glow over the space, making the cold Bristol darkness outside feel distant and irrelevant. Chloe stood by the bed, letting her denim skirt slide down her legs, the fabric whispering against her thighs. Freddy watched from the edge of the mattress, his big blue eyes wide, full of that familiar adoration she once found comforting.

Now it just feels… heavy.

His gaze traced her body as she undressed, the curve of her hips, the swell of her 36D breasts freed from her halter top, the firm heart-shaped ass she’d worked so hard at the gym to maintain. He worshipped her physically, always had, his devotion a constant, gentle warmth. Tonight, she felt like a statue under his eyes. Something to be admired, but not truly touched.

She peeled off her socks, then stood naked before him, letting the cool air brush her skin. She saw his slight intake of breath, the way his slender hands twitched on his knees. She’s still so beautiful to him. Her own reflection in the mirror caught her eye, the long auburn hair, the hazel eyes now shadowed with a secret fatigue. She turned away.

“Cold?” Freddy asked softly, his voice a tender murmur.

She shook her head, not speaking. Instead, she moved toward him, her fingers brushing his shirt collar. “Let me,” she whispered, and began to undress him. His clothes were simple, soft. She pulled his t-shirt up, revealing his slim chest, the gentle lines of his ribs. He was so slight compared to… Stop.

Her hands moved to his belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease. His jeans slid down his legs. He sat there, exposed, his slender five-inch dick lying soft against his thigh. She knelt before him, her knees pressing into the carpet. Taking him in her hands, she felt the familiar warmth, the familiar softness. She leaned forward, her lips meeting his shaft.

The taste was familiar. The shape was familiar. She worked him with her mouth, her tongue circling the tip, her lips moving down his length. He groaned, his hands finding her hair, his hips lifting gently. He’s getting hard, she thought mechanically. For me. She tried to summon the old feeling, the thrill of his arousal, the power she felt in giving him pleasure. But her mind was a fractured screen, flickering with unwanted comparisons.

Marcus’s hands were bigger. His grip on her hips had been crushing, possessive. Freddy’s fingers in her hair were gentle, tentative.

Marcus’s cock… She didn’t let the thought fully form, but it hovered, a dark, thick shadow in her mind. The stretch. The overwhelming fill. The way her body had opened for him, had screamed for him.

Freddy moaned, his length hardening fully now in her mouth. She pulled back, looking up at him. His eyes were closed, his face blissful. He was lost in her, in this moment. She felt a pang of guilt, sharp and cold. He deserves this. She stood, her body swaying as she reached for the condom packet on the bedside table. The foil tore easily. She rolled the latex down his slender erection, her fingers stroking him once, a final, tender touch.

He lay back on the bed, his gaze never leaving her. “Chloe,” he breathed, the word a prayer.

She climbed over him, positioning herself above his hips. She guided his sheathed cock inside her, sinking down slowly. The familiar entry, the gentle pressure. It’s not enough.

Her hips began to move, rocking against him, her full breasts swaying with the rhythm. Freddy gasped, his hands clutching her hips, his face a mask of pure, unfiltered love. She watched him, this beautiful, gentle boy who adored her, and her heart twisted. She leaned forward, kissing his mouth, trying to drink in his innocence, to drown the other thoughts.

But her body betrayed her. As she rode him, her inner muscles clenched, searching for a depth, a force, that wasn’t there. Freddy’s movements were sweet, responsive. He matched her pace, his hips lifting to meet her strokes. But it was like dancing with a partner who only followed, never led.

“You feel so good,” he whispered, his voice trembling.

She smiled, a strained, fragile thing. He does, she thought. He feels safe. He feels loving. But the emptiness yawned inside her, a hollow ache that his gentle thrusts couldn’t fill. Her mind flickered, the memory of the pub restroom cubicle, the wall against her back, the raw, unfiltered taking. Marcus hadn’t asked. He had claimed. And her body had sung for him.

Freddy’s pace increased, his breath coming faster. She could feel him nearing his peak, his slender cock pulsing inside the condom. She moved harder, faster, her thighs working, her breasts bouncing. Maybe this time, she begged silently. Maybe this time it will be enough. She focused on the physical sensations—the friction, the warmth, the rhythmic push and pull. But the comparison was a ghost in the room, undeniable.

Freddy is gentle.

Marcus was ruthless.

Freddy fills me softly.

Marcus stretched me until I cried.

Freddy’s climax arrived with a soft, shuddering gasp. His body tensed, his hips bucking once, twice, then settling. He pulsed inside her, a tender, fleeting release. He sighed, his eyes fluttering open, looking up at her with utter contentment. “Chloe…” he murmured, his voice thick with love.

She smiled down at him, masking the hollow disappointment that settled in her chest like a stone. Her own climax hadn’t come. Her body still buzzed with unmet need, a restless, hungry energy. She stayed seated atop him, feeling his softened length still inside her. The condom felt like a barrier, a thin membrane separating his love from her emptiness.

Freddy, ever attentive, ever devoted, noticed her stillness. “Did you…?” he asked softly, his brow furrowing with concern.

She shook her head, a small, rueful gesture. “Almost,” she lied. Her voice was a whisper.

He didn’t question it. Instead, his hands came up to cup her breasts, his thumbs brushing her nipples. “Let me,” he said, his tone earnest. He shifted, gently helping her off him. He disposed of the condom quickly, then turned to her, his eyes full of a determined tenderness.

Before she could speak, he moved between her thighs. His mouth found her, his tongue probing softly at her entrance. No, her mind whispered again, a faint echo of the panic from before. But this time, there was no foreign taste, no secret betrayal to hide. This time, it was just her, and Freddy, and the aching emptiness she couldn’t explain.

His tongue worked carefully, lovingly. He licked along her folds, circled her clit, dipped inside her. He was trying so hard, so sweetly. She closed her eyes, letting her head fall back against the pillow. She tried to focus on the sensations—the wet warmth of his mouth, the gentle pressure of his lips. She tried to conjure the image of him, his soft face, his devoted gaze.

But her mind drifted.

It drifted to a different mouth. A different confidence. To Marcus’s dark eyes watching her, his hands holding her hips down, not up. To the feeling of being used, not cherished. To the brutal, perfect fullness that had shattered her into pieces.

She imagined it now, as Freddy’s tongue flicked over her sensitive skin. She imagined Marcus’s bigger, thicker cock pushing into her, not this gentle, slender warmth. She imagined his dominant grip, his commanding voice, the raw power of his possession. Her breath hitched. Her hips lifted, not for Freddy, but for the phantom in her mind.

Freddy felt her response. He worked harder, his tongue delving deeper, his lips sucking gently on her clit. He thought he was succeeding. He thought he was bringing her back to him.

And he was, in a twisted way. He was bringing her body to a climax, but her mind was utterly elsewhere. Her inner muscles clenched, tight and desperate, around nothing. Her fantasy solidified; Marcus above her, his muscular frame pinning her to the bed, his big black cock driving into her with a raw, primal force that Freddy’s gentle love could never replicate. It was as though Freddy’s tender mouth was working her folds while the phantom of Marcus’s thick, dominant shaft split her open, claiming her in a way that left her trembling and aching. Her body responded to Freddy’s touch, but her soul belonged to the fantasy of Marcus’s overpowering possession, filling the hollow ache that Freddy’s softness could never reach. The duality of it all, Freddy’s devotion and Marcus’s dominance, left her teetering on the edge, caught between the man she had and the man she craved.

The orgasm built, a slow, creeping wave. It wasn’t the explosive, screaming peak from the restroom. It was quieter, sadder, tinged with guilt and longing. But it arrived. Her body shuddered, her thighs trembling, a soft cry escaping her lips. Freddy’s mouth was flooded with her release, and he swallowed it, a final act of devotion.

He crawled up beside her, wiping his lips, curling his body against hers. “You’re so perfect,” he whispered into her hair, his arm wrapping around her waist.

Chloe lay there, breathing heavily, her skin cooling. Freddy’s warmth was familiar, comforting. His love was a blanket around her. But inside, the emptiness hadn’t vanished. It had grown. It had shape now. It had a name.

She stared at the dark ceiling, Freddy’s soft breathing already slowing toward sleep. He believed everything was fine. He believed they were connected. He believed she was his.

And she was, in every way that mattered to him.

But as she lay there, the ghost of another man thick in her thoughts, she knew something had shifted permanently.

Sex with Freddy no longer felt the same.

It felt like a memory.


Chapter One

Saturday nights at The King’s Arms always felt louder when Marcus was there.

The pub pulsed with heat and noise; packed tables, music vibrating beneath conversations, glasses clattering endlessly against wood while bodies crowded shoulder-to-shoulder around the bar.

Freddy sat in his usual place at the far corner nursing a pint.

Watching Chloe.

He always watched Chloe.

Tonight she looked almost painfully attractive. The short tight denim miniskirt hugged the curve of her hips and ass every time she moved while the black halter top showed off the softness of her cleavage beneath the warm amber lighting. Her auburn hair fell loose around bare shoulders and men tracked her movements constantly as she worked.

Freddy noticed every glance.

Every smile.

Every man leaning slightly closer when she served them.

And despite everything that had happened lately, part of him still felt proud every time he looked at her.

Then the pub doors opened.

Freddy felt it before he properly saw them.

Marcus and his two friends stepped inside together and almost immediately the atmosphere around the entrance shifted subtly. People moved aside naturally as the three tall athletic men crossed the crowded room toward the bar, relaxed confidence radiating from them effortlessly.

Marcus spotted Chloe instantly.

And smiled.

Chloe looked up automatically from the till.

The second she saw him her stomach tightened violently.

Memory hit her all at once: the cramped cubicle, his hands gripping her hips, the overwhelming physical intensity of him, the reckless thrill of what they’d done.

Heat rushed instantly through her body before she could stop it.

Oh God.

She hated how immediate the reaction was.

And worse, part of her knew Marcus saw it happen in her face.

For one dangerous second Chloe lost all her normal confidence. Suddenly she felt too aware of herself: her exposed cleavage, her bare legs beneath the skirt, her racing pulse, the guilt sitting heavy inside her chest.

Because Freddy was right there.

Watching.

Marcus reached the bar and leaned casually against it.

“Well,” he said smoothly, “my favourite barmaid survives another week.”

Chloe laughed despite herself, though it came out more nervous than usual.

“Barely.”

Marcus grinned.

His confidence felt effortless as always. Calm. Controlled. Dangerous.

And within seconds he had her smiling again despite everything.

That was the frightening thing about Marcus: being around him felt easy.

Too easy.

Chloe poured drinks while Marcus chatted casually, teasing her lightly, making little comments that kept pulling laughter from her before she could stop it.

Freddy watched the entire interaction from the corner.

The chemistry between them felt visible now.

Not obvious enough for strangers to notice.

But enough for Freddy.

When Chloe lifted the card machine toward Marcus for payment, he leaned slightly closer across the bar.

Close enough that only she could hear him beneath the noise of the pub.

“I’ll be wanting my kiss tonight, gorgeous.”

The words sent a sharp pulse through her stomach.

Chloe immediately felt herself blush.

And instinctively, guiltily, she glanced across the pub toward Freddy.

He was already watching them intently.

Marcus noticed the glance too.

The slow smile that spread across his face afterward unsettled her even more.


Chapter Two

It was just after eleven when Chloe finally escaped the bar for a moment.

The King’s Arms was still packed, music and laughter vibrating through the walls while the heat of bodies and alcohol hung thick in the air. Chloe moved quickly down the narrow corridor toward the toilets, her pulse already slightly elevated for reasons she didn’t want to examine too closely.

Because part of her already knew.

When she stepped back out into the corridor, Marcus was there.

Waiting.

This time she wasn’t surprised at all.

Marcus leaned casually against the wall, dark eyes fixed on her immediately, that same calm confident smile appearing the second he saw her.

“There she is,” he murmured.

Before Chloe could properly answer, his arm slid around her waist and pulled her gently but firmly against him.

Then he kissed her.

Deeply.
Possessively.

Chloe melted into it almost instantly.

The guilt was there immediately too, sharp and twisting somewhere inside her chest, but it drowned beneath something hotter and far more dangerous. Marcus kissed with complete certainty, like he already knew she was going to respond.

And she did.

Her hands found his chest automatically, feeling the solid muscle beneath his fitted shirt while his hand moved lower across the curve of her ass. His fingers gripped firmly enough to make her breath catch, lifting the hem of her tiny denim skirt slightly as he pulled her tighter against him.

The intensity of it overwhelmed her senses.

Marcus’s other hand moved over her body possessively, tracing her waist before settling on her breasts, squeezing through the halter top and bra in a way that made heat shoot instantly through her stomach.

“Marcus…” she whispered weakly against his mouth.

But there was no real resistance in it.

That frightened her most of all.

Because only weeks ago she would have stopped this immediately.

Now?

Now her body reacted before her conscience could catch up.

She kissed him back harder, her pulse racing uncontrollably while his tongue explored her mouth with slow confidence. The corridor suddenly felt too small, too warm, too intimate.

Then she felt it.

The growing pressure of his erection against her stomach.

And instantly her mind betrayed her again.

Memory crashed back vividly: the cubicle, the overwhelming stretch, the physical intensity of him, the feeling of being completely taken apart by someone so much bigger and stronger than Freddy.

Heat flooded her body so fast it almost made her dizzy.

Marcus must have felt her reaction because he smiled faintly against her lips, his hand tightening slightly on her hip.

And Chloe realised with a rush of panic and excitement that she wanted him again far more than she was willing to admit to herself.


Chapter Three

His hand felt like a brand around hers. Warm. Firm. Unyielding. Chloe’s pulse hammered against her ribs as Marcus led her from the corridor’s shadowed kiss toward the men’s toilets. The route was familiar now. Her heels clicked against the tiled floor, echoing the frantic rhythm of her own heartbeat. This time, she thought, a shiver of anticipation curling in her stomach. This time I’m not being carried away. She was walking. She was choosing.

The door swung open. The sharp scent of cleaning chemicals and stale beer hung in the air. He didn’t hesitate. He walked her straight to the end cubicle, the same one, a silent ritual now. The lock clicked behind them, sealing them in a small, private world of white tile and dim light.

She turned to face him, her breath catching. He looked down at her, his dark eyes calm, assessing. There was no urgency in his expression, only a quiet, absolute certainty. That certainty was what broke her. His hands moved to her halter top, fingers finding the tie behind her neck. He untied it slowly, letting the fabric fall slack. He pulled it forward, over her shoulders, and let it drop to the floor. Her bra followed, unhooked with a simple twist of his thumbs. The cool air hit her bare skin, making her nipples tighten instantly.

She was naked from the waist up now, standing before him. Her large breasts felt heavy, exposed. His gaze lingered there, a silent approval that made her blush. He didn’t speak. He simply gestured downward with a single finger, a command as clear as any word.

Her knees bent. She sank to the floor, the hard tiles cold beneath her. She was on her knees before him, just like before, but this time her mind was clear. This time she knew exactly what she was doing. He unbuttoned his jeans, pulled them down just enough. His cock, already hard, sprang free. Even after last time, the sight of it sent a shock through her system. The size. The girth, thick and formidable. The length, impressive. The bulbous, dark head that seemed to promise a stretch her body remembered with a shuddering ache.

Her hands reached for him. One wrapped around his shaft, her fingers unable to fully circle it. The other cupped the base. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of her mouth to his skin was electric. She tasted him, salty and masculine. She opened wider, taking the head inside. Her tongue swirled around the crown, worshipping the sheer mass of him. Her mind screamed comparisons. Freddy’s slender warmth was a distant memory, a ghost. This was real. This was dominance.

She worked him with her mouth, her lips sliding down his length as far as she could, then back up. She sucked, her cheeks hollowing, her head bobbing. Her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach. He watched her, his expression unchanged, his hands resting on his hips. His calm was terrifying. He was letting her serve him. And she was doing it willingly, desperately, her own arousal soaking the thin fabric of her skirt between her thighs.

When he finally moved, it was with a quiet, effortless power. His hands slid under her arms, his grip firm. He lifted her from the floor as if she weighed nothing. He turned her, facing her toward the cubicle wall. One hand smoothed over the denim of her short skirt, then gathered the hem. He lifted it, bunching the fabric at her waist, exposing her ass to the cool air. His palm landed on her cheek, a hard, stinging slap that jolted her. Then another. The pain was sharp, bright, claiming. A gasp ripped from her throat.

His fingers hooked into the sides of her little thong. He pulled it down, slowly, letting the lace drag over her skin until it pooled at her ankles. He stepped back, removed it, and she heard the rustle of fabric as he pocketed it again. A trophy. A proof.

Now she was bent over, skirt raised, completely exposed to him. Her sex was dripping, needy, aching. He stepped close. The hot, hard press of his cock nestled against her wet entrance. He held it there, the broad head just teasing her opening, not pushing in.

“Do you want this?” His voice was low, flat. A question, not a plea.

‘No!’ her conscience screamed. He can’t ask me. He can’t make me tell him to fuck me.

But her body screamed otherwise. Her hips twitched, trying to pull him inside. She was empty, and he was the only thing that could fill that void. He held still, a torturous pause. The head of his cock pressed, but didn’t yield.

“Please, Marcus,” she whispered, the words torn from her.

“Please what?” he asked, his tone cool. “What do you want, Chloe?”

She swallowed. Shame and desire warred, and desire won. “Please… Please Marcus… please fuck me.”

The words were her surrender. Her choice.

With that, he thrust.

Not slowly. Not gently. One full, brutal drive to the hilt.

Her mouth flew open in a silent scream. Her eyes rolled back. The invasion was immediate, total, devastating. He stretched her beyond what she thought possible, filling her in a single motion. The sensation was so intense, so overwhelming, that her climax detonated instantly. A white-hot burst of pleasure erupted from her core, shaking her legs, clenching around his massive shaft. She gasped, shuddering, her vision blurring.

He didn’t pause. He didn’t comment. He just began to fuck her.

Long, deep thrusts. Each withdrawal was a cruel tease; each return a punishing conquest. Her body, just coming down from the first violent peak, was already climbing again. The friction, the depth, the raw power of his movements built a second wave inside her. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady for his use. The slaps of his body against hers were rhythmic, primal. Her breasts swayed with the force; her ass jolted against him with every inward drive.

The second orgasm crashed over her, less shocking than the first, but deeper, richer. She moaned; a low, ragged sound lost in the small space. He fucked her through it, his pace relentless.

And then he fucked her harder.

His thrusts became faster, sharper, more aggressive. The cubicle wall shook slightly with their force. She was just a vessel now, a thing being used, and the humiliation of it fed the pleasure, made it darker, sweeter. Her mind fragmented. Thoughts of Freddy, his gentle touch, his loving whispers, flickered and died. Here was only Marcus. His dominance. His possession.

His rhythm became erratic, furious. She felt him swell inside her, his cock thickening even further. A guttural groan escaped him, a sound of pure release. He slammed into her one final time, burying himself deep, and held there. Heat flooded her, his climax triggering her own third, seismic release. This one was different, a surrender, a giving up. Her body convulsed around him, milking his spend, accepting everything he gave. She sobbed, tears mixing with the sweat on her face.

He pulled out slowly, the sudden emptiness a shocking void. She stayed bent over, trembling, his spend already leaking from her, warm and slick down her inner thigh. He straightened, zipped his jeans calmly, fastened them. He looked at her for a moment, her exposed back, her shaking legs, her utterly used form.

Then his hand landed on her ass again. A final, firm slap. “Thanks for the fuck, my favourite barmaid,” he said, his voice casual, almost bored.

And he was gone. The cubicle door opened, closed. His footsteps faded.

Chloe straightened slowly, her legs weak. She turned, facing the empty space. The silence was deafening. She reached for her top, her bra, her scattered clothes. She dressed mechanically, smoothing her skirt down. The absence of her thong made the denim feel strangely direct against her skin. She felt the wetness between her legs, his claim still leaking from her.

She looked at her reflection in the small metal mirror. Her hazel eyes were wide, haunted. Her lips were swollen. Her hair was mussed. She looked… changed.

This wasn’t a mistake anymore.


Chapter Four

The house was quiet, a deep Saturday-night stillness that felt more like a vacuum than peace. Freddy’s small double room smelled of their shared life, damp towels, her perfume, the faint scent of his laundry. Chloe stood by the bed, her heart beating a frantic, guilty rhythm against her ribs. She undressed slowly, her fingers trembling as she unbuttoned her jeans. He’ll notice, she thought, a cold dread settling in her stomach. He’ll feel how wet I am. He’ll know.

Freddy watched her from the edge of the mattress, his big blue eyes soft and full of that familiar, devoted awe. He didn’t speak. He just watched, as if the act of her undressing was a sacrament. She peeled her denim skirt down her legs, then her halter top, letting the fabric fall away. She stood naked before him, letting the cool air touch her skin. Her body felt different now. Used. Marked. The ghost of another man’s hands still seemed to linger on her hips, her breasts, the inside of her thighs.

“You’re so beautiful,” Freddy whispered, his voice hushed. He meant it. He always meant it.

Chloe forced a smile. Her mind was already comparing. Freddy’s slim, soft physique against Marcus’s tall, muscled body. Freddy’s gentle, slender frame against Marcus’s broad shoulders and powerful arms. Even now, standing bare, she felt the comparison like a physical weight. She moved toward him, her feet silent on the carpet. She knelt before him, her hands going to his belt. She unbuckled it, pulled his jeans down, his t-shirt off. He sat there, exposed, his slender five-inch dick lying soft against his thigh. Her gaze flickered to it, and the comparison sharpened, cruel and unavoidable. Marcus’s cock had been… big. Thick. A dominant, commanding presence. Freddy’s was gentle. Below average. A soft, slender warmth she had once loved.

She took him in her hands, feeling him stir. She leaned forward, kissing his shaft, trying to summon the old feeling. Her lips moved down his length, her tongue circling. He groaned, his hands finding her hair. She worked him, her mouth moving with practiced rhythm, but her mind was elsewhere. It was in a pub restroom cubicle, on cold tiles, with a different taste, a different size. Freddy hardened in her mouth, a familiar, gentle arousal. She pulled back, looking at his blissful face. He thinks it’s for him, she realized, a pang of guilt twisting inside her.

She reached for the condom packet on the bedside table. The foil tore. She rolled the latex down his erection, her fingers stroking him once. He lay back on the bed, his gaze never leaving her. “I love you,” he breathed.

She climbed over him, positioning herself above his hips. She guided his sheathed cock inside her, sinking down slowly.

The moment he entered her, she nearly gasped.

The difference was staggering.

Her body, still stretched and loosened from Marcus’s brutal fucking just hours before, barely registered Freddy’s slender presence. She felt him, a soft, gentle pressure, but it was like a ghost. A faint, distant echo. There was no fill. No conquering stretch. Just a tender, shallow touch that left her aching emptiness untouched. She was so wet, so slick, that his entry was effortless. Too effortless.

“Oh, Chloe,” Freddy moaned, his eyes closing. “You’re so wet.”

She knew why. It wasn’t for him.

She began to move, rocking her hips against him, her full breasts swaying above his chest. Freddy gasped, his hands clutching her hips, his face a mask of pure, unfiltered love. His thrusts were sweet, rhythmic, loving. Each one a gentle nudge inside a channel that had been reshaped, remade, by a different kind of force. She felt him, yes. But she felt him like a whisper in a room that still echoed with a shout.

Her mind split. Part of her watched Freddy’s face, saw his devotion, his innocent joy. The other part remembered. Remembered the crush of Marcus’s body against hers. The depth of his penetration. The way her inner muscles had clenched around a thickness that had felt like ownership. One intense orgasm after another. Freddy’s gentle movements were a caress. Marcus’s had been a claim.

Freddy’s pace increased, his breath coming faster. She could feel him nearing his peak, his slender dick pulsing inside the condom. She moved harder, faster, trying to chase a feeling that wasn’t there. Her thighs worked, her ass lifted and fell. But the climax she sought, the shattering release she’d experienced with Marcus, was absent. Her body remained a quiet, waiting vessel.

Freddy’s climax arrived with a soft, shuddering gasp. His body tensed, his hips bucking gently, then settling. He pulsed inside her, a tender, fleeting release. He sighed, his eyes fluttering open. “That was amazing,” he murmured, his voice thick with love.

She smiled down at him, masking the hollow disappointment that was now a permanent stone in her chest. She hadn’t come. Her body still buzzed with unmet need, a restless, hungry energy that Freddy’s gentle love could never satisfy.

Freddy, ever attentive, noticed. He gently helped her off him, disposed of the condom, then turned to her. His eyes were full of that determined tenderness. “Let me make you feel good,” he said softly.

He didn’t ask if she wanted it. He just assumed. He moved between her thighs, his mouth finding her. His tongue probed softly at her entrance. No, her mind whispered again, but this time it was a feeble protest. She was too tired to fight. Too guilty to stop him.

His tongue worked carefully, lovingly. He licked along her folds, circled her clit, dipped inside her. He was trying so hard. He tasted her, the wetness, the arousal. He moaned softly against her skin. “You’re so wet,” he whispered again, a naive appreciation of the evidence of her betrayal.

He was tasting Marcus’s spend.

The realization hit her like a cold slap. Freddy’s mouth was filled with a mix of her own juices and the remainder of Marcus’s climax, still inside her. He swallowed it all, a final, unknowing act of devotion. He thought it was all her. He thought it was all for him.

His tongue delved deeper, his lips sucking gently on her clit. He worked harder, spurred by her wetness, by the taste he misread as her passion for him. She closed her eyes, letting her head fall back. She tried to focus on his touch, but her mind drifted again. To Marcus. To his dominance. To the feeling of being used so completely that her own pleasure had been a secondary, overwhelmed thing.

Freddy’s gentle mouth worked her folds while the phantom of Marcus’s thick, dominant shaft split her open in her imagination. She imagined Marcus above her, his muscular frame pinning her, his big cock driving into her with a raw, primal force. Her hips lifted, not for Freddy, but for the ghost in her mind.

Freddy felt her response. He worked harder, his tongue moving faster, his fingers joining to press inside her. He thought he was succeeding. He thought he was bringing her back to him.

The orgasm built, a slow, guilty wave. It wasn’t the explosive, screaming peak from the restroom. It was quieter, sadder, tinged with shame. But it arrived. Her body shuddered, her thighs trembling, a soft, broken cry escaping her lips. Freddy’s mouth was flooded with her release, and he swallowed it, a final act of devotion he believed was pure.

He crawled up beside her, wiping his lips, curling his body against hers. “You’re perfect,” he whispered into her hair, his arm wrapping around her waist. “So perfect.”

Chloe lay there, breathing heavily, her skin cooling. Freddy’s warmth was familiar. His love was a blanket. But inside, the emptiness hadn’t vanished. It had grown. It had a shape, a name, a taste that Freddy had unknowingly consumed.

Freddy’s breathing slowed, deepened. Within minutes, he was asleep, a gentle, contented sigh escaping him. He believed everything was fine. He believed they were connected. He believed she was his.

Chloe stared at the dark ceiling, the weight of the night pressing down on her. The ghost of another man was thick in her thoughts, in her body, in the taste Freddy had swallowed. She was torn, a sharp, painful division in her soul. Her love for Freddy, gentle, safe, devoted, was a quiet flame. Her raw attraction for Marcus, dominant, overwhelming, consuming, was a roaring fire.

Freddy slept beside her, innocent and trusting.

She lay awake, haunted.


Chapter Five

Sunday morning arrived grey and quiet over Bristol.

Rain tapped softly against the kitchen windows of the shared house while somewhere upstairs pipes groaned and a door opened briefly before silence settled again. The smell of warm pastry and tea filled the kitchen.

Freddy sat opposite Chloe at the old wooden table wearing joggers and an oversized hoodie, his shaggy mousey-brown hair still messy from sleep. Between them sat the familiar paper bag from the patisserie; croissants, pain au chocolat, and two oversized mugs of tea steaming gently into the cool morning air.

From the outside they looked painfully normal.

Chloe sat curled slightly into her chair, one long leg tucked beneath herself. She wore tight grey leggings and one of Freddy’s old t-shirts, the thin material soft against the curves of her body. Even this early in the morning she looked beautiful; auburn hair loosely tied back, full lips bare of makeup, hazel eyes soft in the pale light.

Freddy still looked at her like she was the best thing that had ever happened to him.

“You’re staring again,” Chloe murmured over the rim of her mug.

Freddy smiled immediately.

“S-sorry.”

“You literally never stop.”

“Can you blame me?”

That made her laugh softly.

For a few minutes the conversation stayed easy and familiar; work gossip, one of Freddy’s annoying colleagues, the pub being busy again last night. Freddy talked quietly about a software problem at work while tearing pieces from a croissant absentmindedly.

Freddy talked quietly about work while tearing pieces from a croissant absentmindedly.

“We had another server crash Friday.”

Chloe groaned sympathetically.

“The exciting tech life.”

“You joke but it was genuinely awful.”

“What happened?”

Freddy rolled his eyes slightly.

“Tom pushed an update without testing it properly.”

“Oh God.”

“Yeah. Everything broke.”

Chloe laughed softly at his expression.

“And let me guess, somehow it became your problem?”

“Pretty much.”

“That’s because you’re too nice.”

Freddy shrugged awkwardly.

“I just didn’t want the whole thing getting worse.”

Chloe smiled faintly to herself.

That was Freddy all over.

Gentle.
Helpful.
Quietly dependable.

“So,” Freddy asked eventually, “what’s all the gossip behind the bar?”

Chloe smirked immediately.

“Oh my God.”

“That bad?”

“You know the blonde woman who always wears those massive fake fur coats?”

Freddy nodded vaguely.

“She was flirting with Harry again.”

Freddy laughed.

“No.”

“Swear to God. Properly flirting.”

“She’s like forty years younger than him.”

“And drunk enough not to care.”

Freddy shook his head smiling.

“What did Harry do?”

“Pretended not to notice while blushing bright red.”

That made Freddy laugh properly now.

Chloe watched him fondly for a moment.

Then she added:

“And apparently Dean got caught kissing one of the regular waitresses out back.”

Freddy blinked.

“Dean?”

“Yep.”

“I thought he had a girlfriend.”

“He does.”

Freddy winced.

“Ouch.”

“Exactly.”

Chloe wrapped both hands around her tea mug, smiling softly.

The domestic normality of moments like this suddenly felt surreal to her now.

Just hours ago she’d been pressed against a cubicle wall in Marcus’s arms.

Now she sat here gossiping about pub staff with Freddy while rain tapped softly against the windows.

Two completely different worlds somehow existing side by side.

Chloe watched him while he spoke.

Gentle.
Sweet.
Safe.

Her mind flickered traitorously back to the pub corridor, the cubicle, Marcus’s deep voice against her ear, the overwhelming confidence in the way he handled her body.

She forced herself back into the moment.

“You know…” she said carefully, wrapping both hands around her tea mug, “I still think you should maybe have a drink with Marcus.”

Freddy blinked immediately.

“What?”

“Just sit down with him properly.”

His expression changed at once, the warmth draining from it.

“Seriously?”

“I just think…”

“You want me to sit down and have a friendly chat with my old school bully?” Freddy gave a disbelieving laugh. “He tortured me, Chloe.”

The word hung heavily between them.

Tortured.

Chloe softened instantly.

“I know.”

“No, I don’t think you do.”

He looked away toward the kitchen window, shoulders tightening slightly.

“You didn’t see what he was like.”

Chloe hesitated.

Part of her wanted to defend Marcus automatically now, which itself felt strange and dangerous.

Instead, she chose her words carefully.

“People change though.”

Freddy laughed quietly again, though there was no humour in it.

“Do they?”

“Yes.”

He looked back at her now, studying her face carefully.

“You really like him, don’t you?”

The question hit harder than she expected.

Her stomach tightened instantly.

“What?”

“You keep defending him.”

“I’m not defending him.”

“It sounds like it.”

Chloe sat forward slightly.

“Freddy, I just think maybe you’ve built him into this huge monster in your head for years.”

“He was a monster.”

“He was a teenager.”

Freddy shook his head slowly.

“You don’t get it.”

“Then explain it to me.”

He stared down into his tea for several long seconds before answering.

“It wasn’t just the stuff he said.” His voice had gone quieter now. “It was… how easy everything was for him.”

Chloe stayed silent.

“He could walk into any room and everybody liked him immediately.” Freddy shrugged awkwardly. “Teachers, girls, lads. People like Marcus don’t even have to try.”

He stared down into his tea for a second before giving another small humourless laugh.

“The number of girls he used to shag and then never call again…”

Chloe stayed quiet.

Freddy shook his head faintly.

“At school everybody almost acted like it was impressive. Marcus would flirt with some girl for a week, sleep with her, then move on to the next one.”

Something cold shifted uncomfortably inside Chloe’s stomach hearing that.

Because suddenly, horribly, a thought entered her mind:

Is that all I am to him?

Another thrill. Another secret. Another girl he wanted because he could have her.

Another notch on Marcus Reid’s bedpost.

The idea unsettled her far more than she expected.

Because with Freddy everything was emotional. Safe. Real.

But Marcus…

Marcus had never promised her anything.

Not affection. Not love. Not commitment.

Only excitement. Intensity. Desire.

And sitting there in the quiet kitchen while Freddy unknowingly talked about the man she had secretly slept with, Chloe realised she genuinely had no idea what Marcus actually felt about her at all.

“You know what the worst part is?” Freddy continued quietly. “I honestly don’t think he even remembers half the stuff he did.”

Chloe swallowed slightly.

Because she knew he was right.

To Marcus, school had simply been life. Confidence. Popularity. Power.

To Freddy, it had become trauma.

“I just think,” Chloe said softly, “that maybe if you sat down with him now… properly… you’d realise he’s not that person anymore.”

Freddy studied her carefully.

“And what if he is?”

Chloe hesitated.

Because suddenly she realised something frightening:

Part of her genuinely didn’t care anymore if Marcus was a good person or not.

The thought unsettled her immediately.

“He won’t be,” she said eventually.

Freddy remained unconvinced.

But he listened while Chloe kept talking; about closure, about facing fears, about letting go of old ghosts instead of carrying them forever.

And slowly, reluctantly, Freddy began to soften.

Not because he trusted Marcus.

But because he trusted Chloe.


Chapter Six

Wednesday evenings at The King’s Arms always felt calmer.

The frantic chaos of Friday and Saturday nights gave way to something softer; after-work drinkers lingering over pints, couples tucked into corners, regulars talking football beneath the low amber lights.

And on Wednesdays, Freddy almost never came in.

Which meant Chloe felt different too.

Less watched.
Less guilty somehow.

Though guilt still sat permanently somewhere beneath her ribs now.

She moved behind the bar in tight black jeans and a fitted dark top, her auburn hair tied loosely back tonight. Even dressed more casually than at weekends, men still noticed her constantly. Chloe had become used to attention years ago.

But now one person’s attention affected her differently.

Marcus arrived just after nine.

Alone this time.

The second he walked through the pub doors Chloe felt her pulse quicken traitorously.

Marcus spotted her immediately and smiled.

That same calm confident smile that somehow made her stomach tighten every single time.

“Well,” he said as he reached the bar, “there’s my favourite barmaid again.”

Chloe rolled her eyes automatically, though she still smiled.

“You seriously need new lines.”

“Nah,” Marcus replied casually. “This one keeps working.”

Chloe laughed despite herself while reaching for a pint glass.

That was the dangerous thing about Marcus: he made everything feel easy.

Easy to smile. Easy to flirt. Easy to forget consequences.

Marcus leaned casually against the bar while she poured his drink.

Chloe hesitated for a moment while pulling his pint.

Then carefully:

“Can I ask you something?”

Marcus leaned casually against the bar.

“Depends how dangerous the question is.”

She rolled her eyes faintly before answering.

“Do you remember Freddy from school?”

Marcus frowned slightly.

“Your boyfriend?”

“Yeah.”

He genuinely seemed to think about it for several seconds.

Then slowly shook his head.

“Honestly? No.”

Chloe blinked.

“Seriously?”

Marcus gave a small shrug.

“Sorry. I genuinely don’t remember him.”

“He definitely remembers you.”

Marcus laughed faintly.

“That sounds worrying.”

Meanwhile Marcus couldn’t even remember the boy whose confidence he had helped destroy.

“I genuinely don’t remember him at all.”

The answer hit her strangely hard.

“He knows you,” Chloe said carefully. “You were in the same year at school.”

Marcus still looked blank.

“Honestly… nothing.”

Chloe stared at him now, trying to reconcile the man standing in front of her with the stories Freddy had told her.

“You gave him a really hard time at school.”

Marcus shrugged slightly.

“Probably.” Then he gave a faint laugh. “I was a bit of a dickhead back then.”

“A bit?”

Marcus smirked lightly.

“Alright. Maybe a lot.”

But Chloe wasn’t smiling anymore.

Because suddenly she found herself thinking about Freddy sitting quietly at the kitchen table describing years of humiliation while Marcus couldn’t even remember the person he’d hurt.

That disturbed her more than she expected.

How badly do you have to hurt somebody for it to shape their whole life…

…and not even remember doing it?

For a moment she wondered what that said about Marcus as a person underneath all the charm and confidence.

Marcus noticed the shift in her expression.

“What?”

Chloe hesitated.

Then:

“I wonder if you’d sit down and have a drink with him.”

Marcus raised an eyebrow.

“With your boyfriend?”

“Yeah.”

“What for?”

“He still carries a lot of stuff from school.” Chloe leaned slightly closer across the bar. “I think maybe hearing you talk to him now might help. Give him some closure.”

Marcus looked genuinely thoughtful for a moment.

Then the familiar grin returned.

“Sure,” he said casually. “For my favourite barmaid.”

Chloe shook her head immediately, already smiling despite herself.

“You’re impossible.”

Marcus leaned slightly closer now, lowering his voice beneath the pub noise.

“Especially if it earns me another kiss.”

Heat rushed instantly into Chloe’s face.

“Marcus…”

“That a yes?”

“That has to stop.”

Marcus held her gaze for a second longer.

Then he smiled slowly and winked.

A knowing look.

Like he already understood her better than she wanted him to.

Both of them knew she wasn’t giving him up that easily.


Chapter Seven

Saturday afternoon felt strangely tense from the moment Freddy woke up.

By two o’clock he was sitting at the kitchen table staring into a mug of tea that had already gone cold.

Outside the shared house the sky hung low and grey over Bristol while occasional cars hissed past on wet roads. Inside, the house was unusually quiet.

Freddy had checked twice with the others.

Two housemates were away for the weekend.
The other two were out playing football.

The house would be empty.

Just him. Chloe. Marcus.

The thought alone made his stomach tighten.

A bottle of red wine sat unopened in the middle of the kitchen table beside three glasses Chloe had carefully laid out earlier, trying to make everything feel normal and adult and civilised.

Like this was some mature conversation between grown people.

Not Freddy sitting waiting nervously for the man who had made school feel like hell.

Chloe sat opposite him wearing her usual tight short miniskirt and halter top that shows off so much cleavage. Her long auburn hair was loose today, falling around her shoulders while one leg tucked beneath her on the chair.

Even now Freddy found her distracting.

Beautiful.

Always beautiful.

She watched him carefully over her mug.

“You’re really nervous, aren’t you?”

Freddy gave a small humourless laugh.

“What do you think?”

Chloe sighed softly.

“He’s not going to bully you now.”

Freddy stared down at the table.

“You don’t know that.”

“We’re adults.”

“That doesn’t magically erase everything.”

Chloe leaned slightly forward now.

“Freddy, this could genuinely help you.”

He looked unconvinced.

“How?”

“You finally get to say everything.”

Freddy shook his head immediately.

“That sounds awful.”

“You’ve carried this around for years.”

His jaw tightened slightly.

“You don’t just ‘get over’ stuff like that.”

Chloe hesitated carefully before speaking again.

“You also can’t cling onto it forever and use it to explain how you feel about life now.”

The words landed harder than she intended.

Freddy looked up sharply.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I just mean…” Chloe softened her voice immediately. “You’re not that awkward scared kid anymore.”

Freddy gave another faint laugh.

“Aren’t I?”

The quiet sadness in the answer made something twist painfully inside her chest.

Because despite everything that had happened with Marcus, Chloe still genuinely cared for Freddy deeply.

But at the same time…

part of her also thought he needed this.

Needed to finally sit across from Marcus and realise the man wasn’t some untouchable monster anymore.

And if Chloe was being completely honest with herself, another feeling had started creeping in lately too.

Frustration.

She hated admitting it.

But part of her had slowly started losing respect for how deeply Freddy still clung to all of this.

Years had passed.

They were adults now.

Marcus wasn’t cornering him in school corridors anymore.

Why couldn’t Freddy just face him? Tell him exactly how badly he’d made him feel? Stand up for himself properly for once?

Man up.

The thought arrived harshly and immediately filled her with guilt.

Because she knew Freddy had genuinely suffered.

But after spending time around Marcus, after seeing how effortlessly confident and self-assured he was, Chloe had started seeing Freddy differently too.

Softer. More fragile. Almost… passive.

And that frightened her a little.

Even if another quieter part of her suspected the opposite might happen entirely.

Freddy rubbed both hands slowly together.

“What if he doesn’t even remember any of it?”

Chloe went still for half a second.

Because she already knew the answer to that.

Marcus barely remembered Freddy at all.

And somehow that fact felt even crueller than deliberate malice.

“He’ll listen,” she said eventually.

Freddy looked unconvinced.

The silence stretched for several moments before he finally spoke again.

“You really like him, don’t you?”

The question caught her off guard instantly.

“What?”

“You keep defending him.”

“I’m trying to help you.”

Freddy looked away toward the rain-streaked kitchen window.

“He’s exactly the kind of guy people always like.”

There was no anger in his voice now.

Only resignation.

“He walks into rooms and everybody notices him.” Freddy shrugged awkwardly. “People like Marcus don’t even have to try.”

Chloe swallowed slightly.

Because she knew exactly what he meant.

And suddenly, disturbingly, she realised part of the reason she had pushed for this meeting was because she wanted to see the two men together properly herself.

Side by side.

Freddy’s softness. Marcus’s confidence.

The contrast fascinated her now in ways she didn’t fully understand anymore.

Then suddenly:

A knock at the front door.

Freddy froze instantly.

And Chloe felt her own pulse quicken far more than it should have.


Chapter Eight

The knock at the front door seemed to echo through the quiet house.

Freddy froze instantly at the kitchen table.

Across from him Chloe stood up a little too quickly, smoothing her hands unconsciously down the front of her tight black leggings before heading toward the hallway.

Her pulse was racing.

Which disturbed her more than she wanted to admit.

Freddy listened to the murmur of voices at the front door before heavier footsteps followed Chloe back through the house.

Then Marcus appeared in the kitchen doorway.

For a second nobody spoke.

Marcus filled the doorway naturally; tall, broad-shouldered, dark jacket stretched across his muscular frame, calm confidence radiating from him without effort.

Freddy immediately felt sixteen again.

Small.
Awkward.
Weak.

Marcus looked toward him.

“Alright, mate.”

Freddy just stared back silently.

Marcus glanced sideways toward Chloe with the faintest shrug, clearly unsure why he’d been invited here in the first place.

And underneath it all, Freddy could see the truth immediately:

Marcus genuinely didn’t remember him.

Not properly.

Not enough for this moment to mean anything emotionally to him at all.

That somehow made everything worse.

“Marcus,” Chloe said quickly, stepping back into the room, “sit down. I’ll open the wine.”

Marcus nodded easily and pulled out a chair opposite Freddy.

The contrast between them felt almost absurd sitting there across the small kitchen table.

Freddy:
slim,
slightly hunched, nervous hands wrapped tightly around his mug.

Marcus:
relaxed,
physically imposing, completely comfortable in himself.

For several awkward seconds neither man spoke.

Then almost instinctively both of them looked toward Chloe moving around the kitchen.

And suddenly Chloe became intensely aware of herself.

Aware of the way her jumper softened around her breasts and waist. Aware of her long bare legs beneath the oversized top. Aware of both men watching her.

It sent a strange uncomfortable thrill through her stomach.

Because sitting here now, with Freddy and Marcus together in the same room for the first time, Chloe suddenly became aware of a truth she didn’t want to examine too closely:

These were now the two central men in her life.

Freddy:
the soft loving boyfriend who adored her.

Marcus:
the confident dominant man she could not stop craving.

And somehow, she had brought them together into the same kitchen like she was trying to force two completely different worlds to coexist.

Chloe opened the bottle of wine slightly too quickly, grateful for something practical to focus on.

Glasses clinked softly as she poured.

Marcus leaned back slightly in his chair while Freddy remained tense and rigid opposite him.

Finally, Marcus spoke.

“So…” he said calmly, glancing between them. “What exactly is this?”

Chloe sat back down carefully.

“I just think you two should talk.”

Freddy immediately looked uncomfortable again.

Marcus raised an eyebrow faintly.

“About?”

Chloe looked toward Freddy gently now.

“Tell him.”

Freddy swallowed hard.

For a moment Chloe thought he might refuse entirely.

Then finally, quietly:

“You bullied me at school.”

Marcus blinked once.

Not defensive. Not angry.

Just surprised.

Freddy stared down into his wine glass.

Freddy stared down into his wine glass.

“You made my life pretty miserable actually.”

The silence afterward felt heavy inside the small kitchen.

Marcus leaned back slightly, studying Freddy more carefully now as though genuinely trying to place him for the first time.

And Chloe suddenly realised this conversation mattered infinitely more to Freddy than it ever would to Marcus.

Freddy swallowed hard.

At first his voice stayed quiet and awkward.

“You used to… pick on me in front of people all the time.”

Marcus frowned faintly, listening.

“You’d wait until there were loads of people around.” Freddy gave a small humourless laugh. “Usually girls.”

Marcus rubbed lightly at his jaw, still searching his memory.

“What sort of stuff?”

Freddy looked uncomfortable immediately.

But Chloe noticed something changing too.

Now that he’d started talking, part of him almost seemed relieved finally saying it aloud directly to Marcus himself.

“You used to call me pretty boy all the time.”

Marcus blinked once.

Then a faint grin tugged briefly at the corner of his mouth.

Freddy noticed instantly.

“See?” he said quietly. “You still think it’s funny.”

Marcus shook his head slightly.

“No, no, I’m listening.”

Freddy looked unconvinced.

“You used to say I looked more like a girl than half the girls at school.”

Marcus let out a short laugh before catching himself.

“Jesus.”

Chloe immediately shot him a look.

Marcus raised both hands slightly.

“Sorry. I just… honestly don’t remember any of this.”

“That’s the point,” Freddy muttered quietly.

The kitchen fell silent again.

Then Freddy continued.

“There was one time outside the science block…”

Marcus leaned back listening now while Freddy slowly found confidence through the talking itself.

“You came over while I was sat with Sam and Lewis.”

Marcus still looked blank.

“You said we all looked like we should just make out with each other because none of us would ever get real girlfriends anyway.”

For a second Marcus just stared at him.

Then suddenly barked out a surprised laugh.

“No way. Did I actually say that?”

Freddy’s face tightened instantly.

To Marcus the story sounded ridiculous. Funny even.

To Freddy it still carried humiliation after all these years.

“You did,” Freddy said flatly.

Marcus shook his head slowly, still half laughing in disbelief.

“Jesus Christ. I was such a dickhead.”

But even now Chloe noticed something uncomfortable underneath Marcus’s reaction.

Not cruelty exactly.

Just…

distance.

Like these memories carried absolutely no emotional weight for him whatsoever.

Meanwhile Freddy sat there reliving them almost word for word.

“That stuff sticks with people,” Freddy said quietly now. “You know that, right?”

Marcus’s expression softened slightly for the first time.

“Look, mate…” He leaned forward a little. “Honestly, if I made school shit for you then I am sorry.”

Freddy looked surprised hearing the words.

And Chloe immediately felt herself relax slightly.

There.
That was what she’d wanted.

Closure.

But then Marcus added casually:

“I genuinely don’t remember most of it though.”

And somehow that line landed harder than everything else combined.

Because Freddy remembered all of it.


Chapter Nine

The air in the kitchen felt suddenly thin, charged with a history Freddy couldn’t escape. Marcus leaned against the old kitchen chair, his muscular frame relaxed, his glass of wine sitting untouched before him.

Marcus flashed a charming, easy smile, first at Chloe, then at Freddy. “Look, mate,” he began, his voice a deep, calm baritone. “I’m sorry. I was a bit of a dickhead back then. But it was school. We all said and did stupid things when we were kids.”

Freddy’s hands clenched under the table. The casual dismissal was a knife twist. “You made my life a living hell back then.”

Marcus shrugged, a fluid roll of his broad shoulders. He took a sip of his drink, his eyes thoughtful. “So were you at back then.” He paused, a faint, amused glint in his eye. “Did you ever get off with your mates?”

Chloe’s head snapped toward Marcus, her hazel eyes wide with shock. “Marcus, how can you now?”

“Wait a minute,” Marcus said, holding up a hand, his expression shifting to one of genuine recollection. “I do remember something. Weren’t you that kid who sucked off his friend in the showers?”

Freddy’s face flooded with a hot, crimson blush. “No!”

Chloe looked stricken, her gaze darting between the two men. “What?”

Marcus nodded slowly, as if piecing it together. “Yes, that’s right. It was in the last year. We were all eighteen. You gave another guy a handjob in the showers after football training.”

“You guys bullied me into it!” Freddy’s voice cracked, rising in pitch.

Chloe’s focus was entirely on Freddy now, her expression a mix of confusion and dawning horror. “Wait! You… you wanked off another guy in the showers?”

Freddy turned to her, his eyes pleading. “They made me.” He whirled back to Marcus, his slender body trembling. “That was the lowest point in my life. You and two of your friends said I looked like a girl and should suck my friend’s dick.”

Marcus’s face remained infuriatingly calm. “I do remember. You always had those full, blowjob lips.” He said it plainly, a simple observation that made Chloe’s breath catch. “We suggested you suck him off. You said no way, and then you said you’d wank him off while we watched.”

“It was a dare you made me do!” Freddy’s words were a desperate hiss.

“It was a dare,” Marcus agreed, turning his relaxed smile back to Chloe. “We all did end-of-school dares. I remember I was given the dare to kiss the fattest girl in our year.” He gestured toward Freddy with his glass. “His was to suck off his friend. But it wasn’t just me. It was the whole class. A group thing.”

Chloe’s voice was small. “So, it wasn’t just Marcus?”

Then Marcus delivered the final, casual blow. “And as I remember,” he said, his dark eyes fixed on Freddy’s burning face, “you were hard the whole time you stroked your mate. Rock hard. Everybody saw. You had a full on hard on while stroking your mate’s cock. Everybody said you must be gay.”

Freddy’s eyes dropped to the sticky tabletop. His entire being seemed to collapse inward, his shoulders curling, his breath shallow. The humiliation was as fresh and suffocating as it had been seven years ago.

Chloe stared at him. “Freddy… is that true?”

“I’m not gay,” he whispered, the words barely audible. “Never have been.”

Chloe turned to Marcus, a defensive edge in her voice. “I can vouch for it. He’s not.”

Marcus gave another slight shrug, the ultimate gesture of casual power. “Looked pretty damn gay to me. And to everyone else. When he’s rocked hard the whole time stroking his mate’s dick.”

The silence that followed was brutal. Freddy was a statue of shame. Marcus took a sip of his wine, completely at ease. And Chloe… Chloe felt a terrifying shift inside herself. She was looking at Freddy, but for the first time, she was seeing him through Marcus’s eyes. Not as her gentle, loving boyfriend, but as that weak, passive, blushing boy in the showers, getting aroused from a humiliating act under the gaze of his tormentors. The psychology of it repelled her and, in a dark, secret corner of her mind she refused to acknowledge, turned her on.

The image was obscene and vivid: a younger, slimmer Freddy, his slender dick erect, his hand moving on another young man. Two eighteen-year-olds experimenting. While their fellow eighteen-year-old classmates watched. The submission of it. The public nature. Compared to the man before her now, Marcus, all calm, dominant assurance, his physical presence commanding the space, Freddy seemed to shrink into something childlike and insignificant.

Freddy finally stood up, the legs of his chair scraping loudly against the floor. “I can’t do this,” he mumbled, not looking at either of them. He turned and fled towards the stairs, his posture defeated.

Chloe moved to stand, but Marcus’s hand, large and warm, settled over hers on the table. It wasn’t a harsh grip. It was a claim. She froze.

“Let him go,” Marcus said, his voice low and intimate now, just for her. His thumb stroked the back of her hand, a slow, possessive caress. “He needs a minute. You need to stop babying him.”

His touch was electric. It shot straight through her, pooling heat between her thighs. The contrast was dizzying. Freddy’ desperate escape, Marcus’s unshakable calm. Her loyalty screamed at her to pull away, to follow Freddy. But her body, traitorous and awake, hummed under Marcus’s hand. She remembered the feel of that hand on her hip, on her ass, pushing her down, holding her in place. She remembered the ruthless, perfect fill of him.

She didn’t pull away.

Marcus leaned closer, the scent of him, clean cotton, subtle cologne, sheer male confidence, washing over her. “He’s still that scared kid, Chloe. You can see it. And you…” He let the sentence hang, his eyes dropping to her lips, then trailing down to where her halter top strained over her breasts. “You’re not a kid. You need a man who isn’t afraid of what he wants. Who isn’t afraid to take it.”

His words were a direct, undeniable provocation. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She was wet, suddenly and overwhelmingly. The memory of his cock, thick and demanding, stretching her open on the cold tiles, flooded her senses. Compared to that, Freddy’s gentle, slender love felt like a distant, fading dream.

“He loves me,” she whispered, but it sounded weak, even to her.

“I know he does,” Marcus said, his thumb still moving in those slow circles. “But does love make you come so hard you scream into a pub toilet wall? Does love make you drip for hours afterward, thinking about it?” He leaned in, his lips a breath from her ear. His voice dropped to a rough, husky whisper that vibrated through her very core. “I can see it in you right now. You’re soaking. For me. Because I just tore your nice, safe little world apart, and all you can think about is how badly you want me to fuck you right here on this table to prove I can.”

A sharp, needy gasp escaped her. He was right. God, he was right. The humiliation of the conversation, the raw exposure of Freddy’s weakness, had ignited something dark and hungry in her. It was twisted, wrong, and it made her pelvis ache.

“You’re a bastard,” she breathed, her eyes locked on his.

He smiled, a real, predatory smile this time. “Yeah. But I’m the bastard you can’t stop thinking about.” His hand finally left hers, but the phantom heat of his touch lingered, searing her skin. He leaned back in his chair, his broad shoulders relaxed, his presence effortlessly commanding the space around him. “You might want to check on your boyfriend,” he said, his voice low, almost casual, but laced with quiet dominance. “Or don’t.” He gave her one last, searing look, his dark eyes boring into hers, stripping away any pretence. “Your choice, Chloe.” 

The words hung in the air, heavy and deliberate, leaving no doubt that in this moment, he held the power.

Chloe sat, paralyzed, the warmth between her thighs a throbbing, insistent beat. She looked toward the hall leading to the stairs. Freddy was probably in his bedroom, broken.


Chapter Ten

Freddy’s room felt small, a pressure cooker of silence. He sat on the edge of his bed, his face pale, his hands shaking. The humiliation from downstairs had hollowed him out. Chloe stood before him, wine glass in hand, her hazel eyes studying him with a new, unsettling intensity. This hadn’t gone the way she’d expected. But she hadn’t expected to hear what Freddy had just admitted. As she sat there sipping her wine, something dawned on her. A dark, thrilling curiosity.

She stood up, turning to Marcus, her voice calm and deliberate. “Come with me.”

She led him up the stairs, her hand trailing behind her, a silent invitation. Marcus followed, his tall, muscular frame filling the narrow stairwell. Freddy watched from the doorway of his room, his stomach churning.

In the bedroom, Freddy was sitting, shaken, white. Devastated. He looked up at Chloe, his eyes pleading. “I’m sorry. I never wanted you to find out.”

Chloe stepped closer. “You’re not gay, Freddy. I know that. I know by the way you look at me. The way you cum so hard when we have sex.”

Freddy’s jaw tightened. “You know that?”

“Yes,” she said, her tone soft but firm. “But you might be bi. And there isn’t anything wrong with that.”

He looked at her. He looked like she was looking into his soul, stripping away layers he’d kept buried for years. Freddy stared at her with the shock of what she had just suggested. A door in his mind, locked for seven years, creaked open.

Then she opened the bedroom door wider and invited Marcus in. Everything that had happened downstairs had been such a shock to her. And she was surprised at what she was about to do. But she felt she needed to push Freddy. To see how far he would go. To see the truth of him.

Marcus stepped into the room, his presence instantly dominating the space. He wasn’t just taller; he seemed to absorb the air, the light. Freddy’s small, slender frame seemed to shrink further against the bed.

Freddy’s voice cracked. “Chloe, what the fuck?”

Chloe turned to him, a strange, serene smile on her lips. “You and Marcus have both confessed a lot this afternoon. It’s my turn.”

Then she turned to Marcus. Her arm reached up, her hand going to the back of his head, pulling the big man to lean down toward her. Freddy watched like it was happening in slow motion as his beautiful Chloe kissed his school bully.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was deep, hungry. Chloe’s full lips parted, and Marcus met her with a firm, possessive pressure. His large, black hands came around to cup Chloe’s ass through her miniskirt, squeezing the firm, heart-shaped flesh. Freddy saw it, the denim fabric tightening around Marcus’s powerful grip. It was a shock; it was like the last of his world collapsing around him.

But there was something else. A traitorous, undeniable heat blooming in his groin. He felt his dick start to swell and throb against his thigh. ‘No!’ his mind screamed. ‘This cannot turn me on.’

Marcus twigged what Chloe wanted to do. His hands slid up her body, taking the hem of her halter top and lifting it up over her head. With one deft movement, he unclipped her bra. It fell to the floor with the top. Her large, natural breasts were bared for both men; full, heavy, her nipples already hardening in the cool air. But quickly, Marcus’s hands cupped and squeezed her full, firm flesh. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, a rough, claiming caress.

Freddy couldn’t believe what he was seeing, but he just sat and stared. His dick was now rock hard, straining against his jeans. His thoughts spiralled back to the time in the showers. Just eighteen years old, naked in front of a group of his male peers, his right hand stroking his best mate’s dick. They had all been eighteen years old. The last few days after their exams, all asked to perform end of year dares. His had been to suck of his friend off; teased about his full blowjob lips. He’d conceded to giving his best mate a hand job, naked in the showers after games. He knew he should have been horrified at what he had been doing, and yet the worst part was that the whole thing, the humiliation, the exposure, the illicit, taboo nature of it, had all turned him on. They had all teased him about being gay.

One of the reasons he had hated Marcus for so long was because the other man had shown him something about himself that had scared him. He’d kept it suppressed ever since. And now it had all been revealed to his beautiful Chloe.

Marcus kissed Chloe again, deeper, his tongue delving into her mouth. One of his hands left her breast and moved to the front of her skirt, finding the button, popping it open. He unzipped it slowly, the sound loud in the silent room. He pushed the denim down her hips, letting it fall to the floor. Chloe stood now in only her tiny thong, her long, gym-toned legs bare, her curvy figure utterly exposed.

Marcus’s gaze swept over her, a dark, appreciative look. He then turned his head, looking directly at Freddy. “You like watching, don’t you?” His voice was calm, knowing.

Freddy couldn’t’ speak. His throat was tight. His dick was a painful, aching presence.

Marcus hooked his fingers into the sides of Chloe’s thong. He pulled it down, letting the lace drag over her skin. He removed it completely, held it for a moment, then pocketed it. Another trophy. Chloe was now completely naked before them. Her auburn hair cascaded over her bare shoulders. Her hazel eyes were fixed on Freddy, challenging him.

Marcus stepped back, his own arousal evident. He didn’t undress fully. He simply unbuttoned his jeans, pulled them down just enough. His cock, already thick and hard, sprang free. Freddy’s eyes locked onto it. The comparison was visceral, brutal. Marcus’s cock was big. Not just long, but thick, girthy, a dominant, dark shaft that seemed to mock Freddy’s own slender five inches. The bulbous head was pronounced, a promise of deep, stretching penetration.

Chloe turned to Freddy, her voice a soft, provocative whisper. “Are you going to sit and watch while I suck his big black cock?”

The words were a direct, electric shock. Freddy’s breath caught. His mind screamed denial, but his body screamed yes. He was rooted to the spot, his arousal a hot, shameful pulse.

Chloe didn’t wait for his answer. She turned back to Marcus and sank to her knees before him, on the carpet beside the bed. She looked up at him, her lips parted. Her hands reached for his shaft, one wrapping around it, her fingers unable to fully circle the impressive girth. The other cupped the base. She leaned forward, her mouth opening.

It wasn’t just watching his beautiful Chloe on her knees worshipping another man, it was the sight of Marcus’s cock. He’d always wondered. Always fantasized about it. And now there it was, in all its big, black, beautiful, fully erect glory. The man’s heavy balls hung beneath, swaying slightly with each slow, deliberate thrust.

Freddy’s own dick ached, trapped in his jeans. He should have been furious. He should have been sick with jealousy. But all he felt was a hot, shameful thrill coursing through him. Marcus’s deep, guttural groan as Chloe kissed the tip.

Chloe’s hazel eyes flicked back to him, her lips parted in pleasure. “See?” she whispered, breathless. “This is what you wanted.”

He was craving.

Freddy watched, transfixed. Chloe’s lips touched the head of Marcus’s cock. She kissed it, then opened wider, taking it inside her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the crown, a worshipping motion. She sucked, her cheeks hollowing, her head beginning to bob slowly. Marcus watched her, his expression calm, his hands resting on his hips. He was being served. And Chloe was serving him with a hungry, desperate focus Freddy had never seen.

Her mouth slid down his length as far as she could, then back up. A soft, wet sound filled the room. Her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t’ reach. Freddy’s own dick throbbed in sympathy, a helpless, mirrored arousal. The sight was obscene, beautiful, terrifying. His girlfriend, on her knees, sucking the cock of the man who had destroyed him.

Chloe’s eyes flicked up to Freddy as she worked. Her gaze was direct, unblinking. ‘Look at me,’ it seemed to say. ‘Look at what I’m doing. Look at what you’re allowing.’

Marcus’s hand moved to Chloe’s head, not guiding her, just resting there, a possessor’s touch. He let her work for a minute, then his grip tightened slightly. He pulled her mouth off him with a gentle pressure. “Stand up,” he commanded, his voice low.

Chloe obeyed, rising to her feet. Marcus turned her, facing her toward Freddy on the bed. “Bend over,” he said. “Show him.”

Chloe bent over, placing her hands on the mattress, her back arched. Her firm, heart-shaped ass was presented directly to Freddy’s view. The sight was breathtaking, her full hips, the curve of her spine, the wet, glistening proof of her arousal between her thighs.

Marcus stepped close behind her. He positioned himself, the thick head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He didn’t push in yet. He just held it there, a teasing, tormenting presence. He looked at Freddy. “You want to see this, don’t you? You want to see me fuck her.”

Freddy’s mouth was dry. He couldn’t form words. A nod, a tiny, shameful motion of his head, was his only answer.

Marcus smiled, a dark, knowing curve of his lips. Then he thrust.


Chapter Eleven

Freddy’s mind screamed a silent, horrified ‘OMG!’ as Marcus’s thick black cock plunged into Chloe’s tight little pink pussy. The sight was a brutal, beautiful shock. Chloe screamed, a sharp, ragged cry of pleasure and pain, as Marcus thrust in, burying himself to the root with one powerful, conquering motion. Freddy watched, frozen, his own slender dick aching in his jeans.

The horror was there, a cold knot in his stomach. But beneath it, something else bloomed, hot and undeniable. It was probably the sexiest thing he had ever seen.

Marcus didn’t pause. His large, dark hands slapped each of Chloe’s round ass cheeks, hard, the sound sharp and commanding in the quiet room. Chloe gasped, her body jolting, but she didn’t protest. Her hips pushed back, inviting more. Marcus took a firm hold of her hips, his fingers digging into the soft, firm flesh. Then he started to fuck her.

The rhythm was immediate, deep, and relentless. Each thrust was a full-body drive, his muscular frame powering forward, pushing Chloe’s bent-over form against the mattress. The illicit nature of it, her sweet, loving boyfriend watching, Marcus’s thick black cock buried deep in her, ignited something primal in Chloe. She climaxed almost instantly. Her body convulsed, a shuddering wave of release that made her cry out again, a broken, ecstatic sound. Her inner muscles clenched around him, a desperate, welcoming grip.

Freddy watched, his breath shallow. To add to the sexiness, and his own horror, he could see it. Chloe’s thick, white cream coated every inch of Marcus’s black cock, gleaming in the dim light. It showed her total, undeniable arousal. She was soaking for him. The visual proof of her submission was both humiliating and mesmerizing.

Marcus didn’t slow. He kept pounding her, his hips driving with a steady, powerful force that rocked her entire body. Chloe’s large breasts swayed with each impact, her auburn hair tumbling over her shoulders. Freddy saw her face, turned toward him, her hazel eyes wide, glazed with pleasure. She was lost in it. Gone.

Another orgasm coiled deep inside her, the relentless stretch of Marcus's thick cock igniting every nerve. He felt her body tightening around him, his powerful thrusts growing even more deliberate—each one calculated to push her over the edge. 

"Please..." Chloe gasped, her voice ragged with need. "Oh fuck... please..."

She came again, a trembling, breathless release that wrenched a long, desperate moan from her lips. Her fingers twisted in the sheets, her back arching as pleasure pulsed through her. 

"Fuck me... fuck me with your big cock..." she begged, the words spilling out between panting breaths. "Oh... fuck... please!"

Marcus didn't slow. He gave her exactly what she asked for, his hips driving harder, deeper, as her body surrendered completely.

Marcus kept going. He fucked her through that second peak and straight toward his own climax. His breathing grew heavier, his movements more urgent. He was driving now, not just for her pleasure, but for his own conquest. Freddy saw the powerful muscles of Marcus’s back and shoulders flexing, a display of raw masculine strength that dwarfed his own slim frame.

With a final, deep grunt, Marcus thrust in hard, buried himself, and held there. His body tightened, a tremor running through him. He was coming. Freddy saw the change in his face, the focused, possessive intensity as he emptied himself inside Chloe.

And Chloe, stretched and filled and overwhelmed, climaxed for a third time. It was a synergistic peak, triggered by the sensation of his hot release flooding her. She cried out, a helpless, surrendering sound, her body shaking violently under his grip.

Marcus stayed there for a moment, his cock still deep inside her, his hands still gripping her hips. As he came down from his orgasm, his hold didn’t loosen. Instead, he pulled her ass cheeks wide apart with his thumbs, spreading her open. The action gave both him and Freddy a delicious, obscene view: his thick, now softening black cock stretching her abused little pink pussy wide. The contrast was stark, the dark, formidable shaft utterly claiming her pale, delicate flesh.

Then, slowly, he pulled his cock out.

It emerged with a loud, wet squelching plop. The sound was visceral, lewd. Freddy’s stare fixed, unable to drag his eyes away. He watched as Marcus’s spent cock, glistening with their mixed fluids, slid free. And then he watched as Marcus’s spunk, a thick, creamy stream, began to flow out of Chloe’s stretched entrance, running down her inner thighs, dripping onto the carpet.

Chloe remained bent over, breathing heavily, her body limp and surrendered. The evidence of Marcus’s possession was now openly marking her.

Marcus gave Chloe another couple of hard slaps on each ass cheek, smack, smack, the impacts making her jolt and whimper softly. He straightened up, his expression calm, satisfied. “I expect I need to leave you two lovebirds to sort everything out,” he said, his voice casual, almost bored. He zipped his jeans up, adjusted himself, then turned and left the room without another glance.

The door clicked shut.

Silence rushed in, thick and heavy.

Freddy sat on the bed, his mind a whirlwind of shock, horror, and a sick, thrilling arousal. Chloe slowly straightened, turning to face him. Her body was flushed, marked by Marcus’s hands, glistening with his spend. Her hazel eyes met Freddy’s, and in them he saw a complex mix of guilt, shame, and a dark, sated pleasure.

She didn’t speak. She just stood there, naked, exposed, claimed by another man, and looked at him.

Freddy’s own arousal was a painful, pressing heat. His dick was still hard, straining against his jeans. The sight of her, used, filled, dripping, was the most potent, confusing stimulus he had ever experienced. He loved her. He was devastated. And he was desperately, shamefully turned on.


Chapter Twelve

The silence in the bedroom was a physical thing, thick and humid with the scent of sex and betrayal. Freddy sat on the edge of the rumpled bed, his mind still reeling from the visual shock of Marcus’s exit, the obscene squelch, the dripping proof left behind on Chloe’s skin and on his carpet. Chloe stood a few feet away, her body still flushed, her breathing just beginning to steady. She watched him, her hazel eyes calculating, soft, knowing.

She saw the conflict warring in his big blue eyes, the devastation, the loyalty, the sick, pulsing arousal she knew was there. She’d felt his gaze, hot and fixed, while Marcus was inside her. She’d seen his slender dick straining against his jeans. The humiliating secret was out now, exposed and raw. And she intended to use it.

Without a word, she moved to the bed. She didn’t lie beside him. She lay down in front of him, on her back, right in the centre of the mattress. The duvet was pushed aside. The sheet beneath her was warm.

She settled against the pillows, her long auburn hair fanning out. Then, slowly, deliberately, she bent her knees and let them fall open.

The invitation was blatant. Unavoidable.

Freddy’s breath hitched. His gaze was locked on the junction of her thighs.

Chloe reached down with one hand. She didn’t touch herself for pleasure. This was a presentation. Her fingers, slender and confident, found her swollen folds. She hooked two fingers inside herself, just inside her entrance, and then spread herself open for him.

“Look,” she whispered, her voice husky.

And he did. He stared.

Her pussy was a mess. A beautiful, shocking, claimed mess. It was reddened and swollen from the brutal, deep stretching it had just endured. The lips were puffy, glistening.

Freddy stared, his throat dry, his mind a white-noise static of horror and arousal. Chloe’s fingers remained hooked inside herself, holding her glistening, used flesh open for his inspection. The sight was a violation of everything they’d been. And a fulfilment of a dark, secret thing he’d never named.

“See what he did to me?” Chloe’s voice was low, husky, stripped of all its usual warmth. It was a voice of cold, deliberate intent. “See what a real man leaves behind?”

A thick, creamy trickle of Marcus’s spend escaped her stretched entrance, dripping slow and heavy down the swollen curve of her lower lips before tracing a slick, shameless path between the plush divide of her firm round ass cheeks. It smeared against her skin, warm, possessive, before finally pooling onto the sheet beneath them. The scent of sex, musky, salt-sharp, undeniably foreign, twisted through the air between them, thick enough to taste. 

Freddy couldn’t speak. His dick was a rigid, painful line against his zipper. He wanted to look away. He couldn’t.

“Taste it.”

The command, softly spoken, hit him like a physical blow. His eyes snapped up to hers. Her hazel gaze was unwavering, challenging, dominant. There was no teasing warmth now. This was a test. A punishment. A claiming.

“Chloe, I…” His voice was a ragged whisper.

“Taste. It.” Her tone brooked no argument. Her fingers shifted, spreading herself wider. The evidence of another man’s possession glistened under the dim light of his bedroom lamp. “You watched him take me. You got hard watching it. Now taste what he put inside me.”

A shudder ran through him. The humiliation was scalding. The arousal was deeper, darker, a riptide pulling him under. He was frozen, caught between the boy who was bullied and the man who was painfully, shamefully turned on by his own degradation.

Chloe saw his paralysis. A new, sharper edge entered her expression. She shifted on the bed, rising up on her elbows. “Get on your knees, Freddy. Now.”

The direct order broke his stasis. His body moved before his mind could protest. He slid off the edge of the bed, his legs weak, and knelt on the carpet beside it. The rough texture of the weave scraped his knees. He was level with her hips, her splayed thighs, the overwhelming, intimate view of her.

She loomed above him, a goddess of flesh and consequence. “Closer.”

He shuffled forward on his knees until his face was mere inches from her. The scent was overpowering now, her own sweet musk layered with the tangier, sharper scent of Marcus. It was the smell of his own defeat. And it made his mouth water.

“Lick me clean,” she whispered, her voice dropping to

The command hung in the air, a sharp, vibrating thread between them. “Lick me clean,” she whispered, her voice dropping to a husky, intimate register. “Every drop.”

Freddy stared at the glistening, intimate mess before him. His mind was a battlefield. This is wrong. This is humiliation. This is what he wants. But beneath the scalding shame, a deeper, darker current pulled. The memory of Marcus, his thick, long black cock, the big blunt purple head stretching Chloe impossibly wide, flooded his thoughts. The man's powerful thrusts, Chloe’s ecstatic cries, the thick, visceral squelch of his withdrawal, it all coalesced into a single, undeniable point of arousal. His own slender cock strained painfully against his jeans, a traitorous anchor to the reality of his own desire. 

The contrast was unbearable. Marcus was everything he wasn’t; dominant, virile, enough. And yet, as much as it shamed him, the image of Chloe taking that monstrous cock only made his own pathetic erection throb harder.

He didn’t move.

Chloe’s expression hardened. She reached down with her free hand and grabbed a fistful of his shaggy, mousey-brown hair. Her grip was firm, unyielding. She pulled his face forward.

“Now, Freddy.”

The physical guidance broke the last of his resistance. His body surrendered to the command. He closed his eyes for a second, then opened them, his gaze fixed on the source of his torment.

He leaned in.

The scent hit him first, more potent now at close range. It was the musky, salt-sweet aroma of Chloe, his Chloe, but layered over it was the sharper, tangier, unmistakably male scent of Marcus. It was the smell of conquest. Of possession. It should have revolted him. Instead, his mouth flooded with saliva.

He extended his tongue, a tentative, trembling pink point.

He touched her.

The first contact was a shock of warmth and wetness. His tongue swept through the slickness coating her outer lips, gathering a thick, creamy mixture of her arousal and Marcus’s spend. The taste exploded on his palate, salty, slightly bitter, profoundly intimate. A soft, broken sound escaped his throat, a hybrid of a whimper and a moan.

Chloe sighed above him, a long, satisfied exhalation. “Yes. Like that.” Her fingers loosened their grip in his hair, becoming a guiding pressure instead. “All of it. Get it all.”

Emboldened by her approval, shamed by his own need for it, Freddy pressed closer. He buried his face between her thighs, his nose nudging against her swollen flesh. His tongue became more purposeful, lapping at the trails of white that streaked her inner thighs. He followed the path upwards, tracing the plump divide of her ass cheeks, tasting the salt of her skin and the lingering, potent evidence of the other man.

But the main source was deeper. He nudged his tongue against her stretched, puffy entrance. It gave way easily, still loose from Marcus’s invasion. Freddy pushed his tongue inside.

Chloe gasped, her back arching off the mattress. “Oh, fuck, Freddy…”

He worked diligently, obsessively. His tongue delved and swirled, seeking out every viscous drop. The texture was thick and gloopy, clinging to his tongue and the roof of his mouth. The taste was overwhelming, a constant, humiliating reminder of what he was doing, who he was tasting. Each lap of his tongue was an act of submission, a ritual of degradation. And with each one, his own arousal burned hotter, a furious, shameful fire in his groin.

He was cleaning his bully’s cum from his girlfriend’s pussy. And he was harder than he’d ever been in his entire life.

Chloe’s moans filled the room, soft at first, then growing louder, more unrestrained. Her hands now clutched at his hair, not guiding, but holding him there. “Deeper,” she panted. “Get it… get it from inside.”

Freddy obeyed, his tongue probing as far as it could go. He suckled gently at her tender flesh, drawing out more of the combined fluids. The lewd, wet sounds of his efforts were the only other noise besides Chloe’s pleasured cries.

Her hips began to move, rocking subtly against his face. She was getting off on this. On his humiliation. On his complete, utter submission. The realization sent another jolt of confused arousal straight to his cock.

“You’re such a good boy,” she moaned, her voice dripping with a condescending affection that cut him to the bone and made him throb. “Licking up his big, thick load… you love it, don’t you? You love tasting how much better he filled me.”

Freddy couldn’t answer. His mouth was full of her, of them. But a fresh, helpless moan vibrated against her flesh. It was answer enough.

Her climax built quickly, triggered by the relentless stimulation and the psychological power of the moment. Her thighs tightened around his ears. Her breath came in sharp, ragged gasps. “Don’t stop… don’t you dare stop…”

He didn’t. He redoubled his efforts, his tongue flicking rapidly over her swollen clit as he continued to lap and suck at her entrance, cleaning her, worshipping her, degrading himself.

With a sharp, guttural cry, Chloe came. Her body convulsed, her back bowing off the bed. Her inner muscles fluttered and clenched around his invading tongue, a series of rhythmic pulses. Freddy felt the new gush of her own release, warmer and sweeter, mixing with the last of Marcus’s spend. He drank it all down, a willing, eager vessel for their combined pleasure.

He continued to lick her through the tremors, gentler now, until her body went limp, splayed and spent on the rumpled sheets.

Slowly, he pulled back. His face was slick and glistening, his lips shiny. He looked up at her, his big blue eyes wide with shock, shame, and a dazed, undeniable hunger.

Chloe looked down at him, her hazel eyes heavy-lidded and victorious. She was breathing deeply, a serene, cat-like smile on her full lips. She lifted a hand and touched his wet cheek, a patronizing caress.

“Good boy,” she whispered again. Then her gaze drifted past him, toward the door, a thoughtful, distant look entering her eyes. “Now you know what real strength tastes like.”

Freddy knelt there, on the rough carpet, his knees aching, his face wet, his soul fractured. The taste of Marcus was still thick on his tongue. And his own slender cock was still achingly, hopelessly hard.


Chapter Thirteen

Chloe’s next command was almost as shocking for Freddy. Her voice, still husky from her climax, cut through the humid silence.

“Strip for me. Show me how hard your little dick is.”

The words landed, precise and cold. Freddy knelt before her; his face still wet from servicing her. A fresh wave of humiliation washed over him, hot and prickling. But beneath it, the dark, pulsing need he’d just confessed with his tongue roared back to life. He was desperate now. Desperate for his own need to be sated, for any touch, even one wrapped in degradation.

He obeyed without a word.

His hands, trembling slightly, went to the hem of his t-shirt. He pulled it up and over his head, exposing his slim, pale torso. He fumbled with the button of his jeans, then the zipper. The sound was loud in the room. He pushed them down his hips, along with his boxers, kicking them aside. He stood before her, completely naked.

His erection stood straight out from his body, slender and rigid, a pale pink contrast to his soft stomach. It twitched in the cool air, a bead of clear pre-cum already glistening at the slit.

Chloe watched, her hazel eyes dark with appraisal. “Lie down,” she instructed, patting the space on the bed beside her. “Here.”

Freddy climbed onto the mattress, his movements clumsy with arousal and shame. He lay back against the pillows, his slender dick pointing stiffly toward the ceiling. His heart hammered against his ribs.

Chloe shifted onto her side, propping her head on her hand. Her naked body was a lush, breathtaking landscape beside his own narrow frame. She reached out, her fingers not immediately touching him. They hovered, then descended, wrapping around his shaft.

Her grip was firm, possessive. Her fingers met easily around his girth, her thumb and forefinger almost touching.

“Look at the difference, Freddy,” she said softly, her eyes locked on his. She began to stroke him, a slow, tight up-and-down motion that made his toes curl. “I couldn’t get my fingers all the way around Marcus’s thick cock. My hand just… slid on him. It was like trying to hold a fucking rolling pin.”

Each word was a tiny, exquisite dagger. Freddy’s breath hitched. The visual was unbearable. The feeling of her hand on him was divine. The conflict tore at him, fuelling the fire.

She leaned closer, her warm breath ghosting over his cheek. Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “Were you this hard when you were stroking your friend in the showers?”

The question was a direct strike at the core of his most secret shame. Freddy flinched as if slapped. His eyes squeezed shut. ‘No, no, no…’ But the memory, now fully unearthed, flooded back in vivid, tactile detail. The steam, the slick tile, the feel of another hard, hot cock in his fist. The terrified, thrilling pulse of it.

He couldn’t refuse her. He couldn’t lie. He gave a single, jerky nod.

Chloe’s hand never stopped moving, her pace increasing slightly. “So, you enjoyed it,” she stated, no longer a question. “You enjoyed having your hand wrapped around another man’s dick.”

Another nod. This one felt like a surrender. His hips began to lift minutely, thrusting into her fist. A low groan escaped his lips.

“You liked the feel of it,” she pressed, her voice a hypnotic murmur. “The rigid, hot, throbbing flesh of another man’s erect cock? The weight of it in your hand?”

“Y-yes,” Freddy gasped, the word torn from him.

“Did you make him cum?”

He nodded again, frantically now. His world had narrowed to her voice, her hand, and the blinding, shameful pleasure building at the base of his spine.

“Think about it,” she commanded, her strokes becoming faster, tighter. “Remember when you did it. Remember the exact moment. Think about his cock pulsing, his spunk shooting out while you wanked him. Picture it.”

It was all too much. The verbal command, the physical stimulation, the avalanche of confessed taboo. The mental image she forced into his head, his friend’s climax, the sticky heat coating his fingers, merged with the reality of Chloe’s hand on him, her body beside him, her knowledge of his deepest secret.

Freddy’s back arched clear off the bed. A raw, guttural cry was ripped from his throat, a sound of utter release and devastation.

His orgasm hit him like a physical blow. It wasn’t a gentle spill; it was a violent, pent-up eruption. A thick, pearly fountain of spurted high into the air, catching the dim light. It arced up, then splattered down across his slim, bare chest and soft stomach in hot, wet ropes. Another surge followed, then another, painting his skin with a shocking, copious mess. His body jerked and shuddered through the convulsions, completely beyond his control.

Even Chloe gasped, her hand finally stilling on his oversensitive shaft. “Jesus, Freddy,” she breathed, her eyes wide. She had never seen him cum so hard, so much. It was a visceral proof of the psychological power she’d just wielded over him.

For a long moment, the only sound was Freddy’s ragged, sobbing breaths. He lay utterly spent, covered in his own spend, the evidence of his humiliation cooling on his skin.

Chloe recovered first. A slow, deeply satisfied smile curved her full lips. She shifted, sitting up. She looked down at the glistening mess on his torso with a kind of cold fascination.

She reached out with her index finger. Gently, she traced a line through the pooled white fluid on his lower stomach, collecting a thick dollop on her fingertip. She circled her finger, making a slow, deliberate swirl in the mess on his chest, mixing it with the sparse hair there.

Freddy watched her, dazed, his big blue eyes glassy with post-climax shock and lingering shame.

Chloe brought her finger to his lips. “Open,” she said softly.

Meekly, he parted his lips. She slid her finger into his mouth, pressing the warm, salty-bitter taste of his own release onto his tongue. He suckled automatically, cleaning her finger with a soft, obedient pull.

She withdrew her finger, then used her whole hand to scoop up a larger amount from his stomach, smearing it. She brought her palm to his mouth. “Lick it. Clean yourself up.”

Freddy turned his head and lapped at her palm, his tongue sweeping over her skin, swallowing his own essence. The act was the final, profound submission. He was cleaning his own disgrace under her direction.

When her hand was clean, she patted his cheek, a patronizing, affectionate gesture. “My good little clean-up boy.”


Epilogue

The bedroom was dark, the only light a soft glow from the streetlamp filtering through the thin curtains. Freddy lay on his side, the duvet pulled up to his chin, his body curled into a protective ball. Chloe lay beside him, her naked back warm against his chest, her auburn hair tickling his cheek. The silence was heavy, saturated with the unresolved energy of everything that had just happened. The taste of Marcus was still a phantom memory on Freddy’s tongue. The ache in his own slender dick had finally subsided into a hollow, empty feeling.

Chloe shifted, turning her head to look at him. Her hazel eyes were clear, focused, devoid of the earlier haze of pleasure or guilt. They were the eyes of a woman who had made a decision.

“We’re not hiding this now, Freddy.”

Her voice was calm, matter of fact. It wasn’t a question. It was a declaration.

Freddy’s heart thumped against his ribs. He swallowed, his throat dry. “No,” he whispered, the word almost reluctant, dragged from some deep, resigned part of himself.

Chloe turned fully, rolling onto her side to face him. The duvet slipped, exposing the smooth curve of her shoulder, the shadowed dip of her collarbone. “You’re bi.”

Freddy felt the flush of embarrassment heat his cheeks. He looked away, his gaze finding a crack in the ceiling plaster. He nodded, a tiny, shameful motion.

“It’s not a bad thing,” Chloe said, her tone softening slightly, but it wasn’t comfort. It was strategy. “It’s just a fact. And it explains… a lot.” Her eyes held him, unblinking. “From now on, Marcus is going to come over whenever I want. He and I will fuck.”

Freddy’s breath stopped. The words were so blunt, so final.

“Sometimes I’ll let you watch,” she continued, as if outlining a new household routine. “You’re okay with this now, aren’t you?”

The pressure in the room intensified. Freddy felt pinned, examined. He wanted to protest. To scream. To reclaim some shred of dignity. But the memory of kneeling on the carpet, his face buried between her thighs, the taste of another man’s possession filling his mouth… that memory was stronger. It had rewritten his own desires. It had shown him a truth he couldn’t escape.

“Yes,” he breathed, the word barely more than a whisper, lost in the quiet dark.

Chloe’s lips curved into a small, satisfied smile. “Tell me.”

Freddy closed his eyes for a second, gathering the shattered pieces of his will. When he opened them, he looked directly at her. “I’m okay with you having sex with Marcus whenever you want. And sometimes you’ll let me watch.”

“Good boy.” The praise was patronizing, a reward for obedience. She reached out and stroked his cheek, her touch cool and possessive. Then she carried on, her voice dropping to a softer, more intimate register, though the intent remained absolute. “And sometimes I’ll let you have sex with me. If I want to. You’re okay with that?”

Freddy’s gaze dropped to her lips, then to the swell of her breasts just visible above the duvet. The thought of being allowed to touch her again, to be inside her, sent a fresh, desperate spark of hope through his hollowed-out core. It was a conditional gift. A prize she could bestow or withhold. He knew that. He accepted it.

“Yes,” he said, his voice firmer now, laced with a need he couldn’t hide.

Chloe’s smile widened. She leaned in and kissed him, a brief, dry press of her full lips against his. It wasn’t passionate. It was a seal on a contract. Then she settled back against her pillow, pulling the duvet up around her shoulders. “Now, my good little clean-up boy, you can go to sleep.”

Freddy obeyed. He turned away from her, lying on his back, staring at the ceiling. His mind was a numb blank. The rules were set. The boundaries drawn. He was in his place. The relief of that, the terrible, calming relief of having no more choices to make, no more secrets to hide, slowly began to seep into him. His breathing deepened, steadied. The tension in his slender frame unravelled.

Chloe listened to the change in his breathing, the gradual slip into sleep. She felt a deep, warm satisfaction settle in her own chest. She was no longer cheating. The guilt that had prickled at her since the first time in the pub toilets was gone, washed away by Freddy’s explicit, humiliated consent. The landscape of her life had been rearranged, and it was perfect.

She had the best of both worlds now.

Her loving boyfriend, gentle, devoted, worshipping, to adore her, to care for her, to provide the emotional safety and domestic comfort she craved. And Marcus, powerful, dominant, physically overwhelming, to fuck her, to use her body for raw, intense pleasure, to make her feel like a conquered, sated woman. One worshipped. The other possessed. And Freddy, tucked neatly into his new role, would be the bridge between them, the witness, the cleaner, the grateful recipient of her occasional favours.

As Freddy’s breathing became the slow, rhythmic sound of deep sleep, Chloe felt her own eyelids grow heavy. The exhaustion of the long, emotionally brutal day finally pulled at her. Her thoughts drifted to Marcus, the memory of his thick cock stretching her, the feel of his hands on her hips, the deep, grunting sounds he made as he came inside her. She imagined him in this room, in this bed, while Freddy watched from the corner. She imagined the freedom of it. The thrilling, uncomplicated rightness of it.

A soft, contented sigh escaped her lips. She shifted closer to Freddy’s sleeping form, seeking his warmth, a final, gentle connection before sleep. Her hand found his under the duvet, and she held his slender fingers loosely. He was hers. Marcus would be hers, too, in a different way. And she was theirs.

The darkness enveloped them both. The quiet house settled around them. Two bodies, one waking and one sleeping, intertwined in a new, silent understanding. The chaos of the afternoon had crystallized into a clear, stable future. Chloe’s last conscious thought was a simple, serene affirmation: This is how it should be. Then sleep overtook her, pulling her down into dreams where strength and submission danced together, and she was the beautiful, unassailable centre of both.


Book Three Teaser

Freddy thought the humiliation was over.

He was wrong.

Because Marcus had never really been interested in simply sleeping with Chloe.

Marcus liked power.

And now he understood exactly how much power both Chloe and Freddy were willing to give him.

What begins as Chloe and Marcus continuing their arrangement quickly changes into something darker and far more psychologically dangerous. Marcus starts appearing at the flat whenever he wants. Chloe begins dressing differently around him. Freddy slowly finds himself obeying instructions he never imagined accepting.

And worst of all?

Part of him desperately wants Marcus’s approval.

Meanwhile Chloe discovers something frightening about herself:
she no longer wants to balance two worlds.

She wants to surrender to the stronger one.

Marcus becomes the centre of everything:

	the dominant presence in the room 

	the voice that decides what happens 

	the man both Chloe and Freddy begin orbiting emotionally and physically 



Freddy’s old school bully is no longer just a fantasy or secret obsession.

Now he’s taking control of their lives.

As lines blur between humiliation, desire, dependence, and obsession, Freddy is forced to confront the terrifying truth:

Marcus never stopped being the bully.

He just learned how to control people without needing to raise his voice.

Book Three pushes Chloe and Freddy deeper into a world of:

	emotional manipulation 

	dominance and submission 

	psychological humiliation 

	voyeurism 

	bisexual awakening 

	interracial cuckold obsession 

	power imbalance 

	toxic desire 

	corrupted romance 



And this time…

Marcus is in charge.


If you enjoyed ‘Taboo: Cuckold by the School Bully’ you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Taboo Lessons: Once You’ve Had Black…

She listened through the walls, until she begged for her flatmate’s black boyfriend to take her.

By Emma Sluttily

Lily thought she was just moving into a new flat for her first year at uni.

Beautiful, innocent, with long legs, a perfect figure and a face that turned heads everywhere, she was used to being admired, but never imagined what her new life would bring.

Her roommate Chloe has a boyfriend, Darius. Tall. Handsome. Black. Dominant. From the moment his eyes fell on Lily, she knew she was in danger.

At night, she hears them through the thin walls. His voice. Chloe’s moans. The sound of the bed shaking. She touches herself, ashamed, knowing she wants the very man she can’t have.

But Chloe knows. Chloe wants this. And soon, Lily is pulled into their secret world.

What begins with stolen glances and one forbidden night quickly becomes something far darker, hotter, and more dangerous. Darius isn’t satisfied with having her once. Chloe isn’t satisfied until Lily proves she’ll do anything to please them.

The test is simple: submit, be shared, and take every one of his friends until she’s more than just a pretty new roommate. Until she’s truly theirs.

Lily thought she was moving to the city to study. Instead, she’s about to learn what it means to be claimed, used, and remade… as their slut.

Kinky, slut training. BBC, anal, threesome and slut humiliation.

Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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