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Prologue

The King’s Arms was loud enough that nobody noticed Freddy sitting silently in the corner.

Saturday night crowds packed the pub wall-to-wall; music humming beneath conversation, glasses clattering constantly, laughter rolling through the warm, amber-lit room in waves. The air smelled of beer, perfume, sweat, and food drifting from the kitchen.

Freddy sat on his usual stool at the far end of the bar nursing a pint he barely tasted.

Watching Chloe.

He always watched Chloe.

Tonight she looked incredible.

Her tight black halter top clung to every curve of her body, pushing her full natural breasts high above the neckline while the short denim miniskirt hugged her hips and showed off her long toned legs every time she moved behind the pumps. Her auburn hair fell loose around bare shoulders, soft and glossy beneath the pub lighting.

Men stared at her constantly.

Freddy noticed all of it.

But now things were different.

Because Chloe no longer pretended not to enjoy the attention.

Marcus stood three places down from Freddy with his two friends beside him.

Tall.
Broad.
Relaxed.

The centre of attention without even trying.

And Chloe was laughing again.

Not polite customer-service laughter.

Real laughter.

Warm.
Playful.
Flirtatious.

Freddy watched Marcus lean casually across the bar saying something too quiet to hear properly beneath the pub noise.

Chloe immediately laughed harder, shaking her head while lightly touching Marcus’s arm.

The small gesture hit Freddy like a punch to the stomach.

And simultaneously straight to his dick.

Marcus looked impossibly comfortable standing there; one hand around his pint, dark eyes fixed confidently on Chloe while she moved around the bar serving customers.

Occasionally Chloe would glance across toward Freddy.

And every single time she smiled warmly at him.

Like reassurance.

Like affection.

Like:
Don’t worry, you’re still important too.

Then moments later she would turn straight back toward Marcus, smiling again, leaning closer to hear him better, her body language naturally opening toward him in ways Freddy could no longer ignore.

Marcus’s two friends noticed it too.

Freddy saw one of them smirk slightly while Marcus spoke quietly into Chloe’s ear again.

She blushed.

Actually blushed.

Freddy’s stomach twisted painfully.

Weeks ago, that reaction would have devastated him completely.

Now?

Now the humiliation mixed with something darker.

Something addictive.

Because every time Marcus made Chloe laugh, every time Freddy saw her body subtly respond to the taller man’s presence, Freddy felt the same sickening combination of jealousy and arousal tightening deeper inside him.

And Chloe knew it now.

That was the truly dangerous part.

At one point Marcus glanced directly toward Freddy across the crowded pub.

Not aggressive. Not mocking. Just calm. Confident.

Like they now shared an understanding.

Then Marcus looked back toward Chloe and casually rested his hand briefly against the back of her shoulder, pulling her slightly further in, while speaking to her.

Freddy’s breath caught instantly.

Chloe didn’t move away.

Instead, she smiled up at Marcus while continuing the conversation naturally, comfortably, like his touch belonged there now.

Freddy stared into his pint.

Because suddenly a terrifying thought settled fully into his mind for the first time:

Marcus wasn’t stealing Chloe anymore.

They were both slowly letting him take control.


Chapter One

It was around 10:30 when Chloe finally took her break.

The King’s Arms was still packed; music, shouting, laughter, and the constant crush of bodies around the bar. Freddy sat in his usual place at the corner nursing another pint, trying unsuccessfully not to watch Chloe every second she moved.

She looked stunning tonight.

The short skirt. The tight black halter top. The soft swell of cleavage constantly drawing attention from every direction.

And Marcus had barely stopped talking to her all evening.

Chloe stepped out from behind the bar at last and walked toward Freddy first.

His heart lifted automatically.

She leaned down beside him, her perfume wrapping around him instantly, warm and familiar.

“Be a good boy,” she murmured softly.

Then she kissed his cheek.

Not his lips.

His cheek.

The distinction mattered.

Before Freddy could properly process it, Chloe turned away from him and walked directly toward Marcus.

And then, in full view of Freddy, she took Marcus’s hand.

Marcus glanced back toward Freddy immediately.

Not mocking. Not aggressive.

Just calm.

Certain.

He gave Freddy a small knowing smile before allowing Chloe to lead him toward the back exit corridor beyond the toilets.

Freddy sat frozen as they disappeared from sight.

His stomach twisted violently.

Everybody in the pub carried on normally around him. Nobody noticed. Nobody knew.

But Freddy knew exactly what was happening.

And somehow that made it worse.

Twenty minutes passed painfully slowly.

Freddy barely touched his drink.

His imagination tortured him relentlessly: Marcus’s hands on Chloe, Chloe kissing him, the confident physical dominance Marcus carried so naturally.

Freddy hated it.

And the worst part?

His body responded to it anyway. His small dick growing to a full painful erection in his jeans.

By the time the back door finally opened again Freddy’s pulse was hammering uncontrollably.

Marcus emerged first looking completely relaxed.

Then Chloe followed behind him.

And Freddy’s breath caught instantly.

She looked different.

Flushed. Slightly breathless. Her auburn hair messier than before. Her lips fuller and swollen from heavy kissing.

Marcus casually returned to his friends near the bar as though nothing unusual had happened.

Meanwhile Chloe walked back toward Freddy.

Again, she leaned down beside him.

Another soft kiss against his cheek.

This time Freddy caught it immediately: the scent.

Sex. Male aftershave. Marcus.

His beautiful girlfriend smelled like another man.

Freddy felt heat rush instantly through his entire body.

Chloe’s lips brushed lightly near his ear.

“Clean-up duties when we get home, baby-boy.”

The words hit him like electricity.

His face burned bright red immediately knowing that she was now carrying his spend inside her. Leaking form her.

And beneath the bar, hidden by the shadows and noise of the crowded pub, Freddy felt his slender dick begin throbbing painfully hard inside his jeans.


Chapter Two

The front door clicked shut behind them, a soft sound that seemed louder in the sleeping house. The hallway was dark, the thin carpet muffling their footsteps as Chloe led the way upstairs. Freddy followed, his heart already thudding against his ribs, a confused rhythm of dread and anticipation.

The bedroom door closed.

Chloe turned to him, her hazel eyes gleaming in the dim light filtering through the thin curtains. She didn't speak. She didn't need to. Her hand reached up, fingers curling around the back of his neck, and she pulled him into a kiss.

It was deep. Possessive. Her full lips pressed hard against his, her tongue sliding into his mouth without preamble. Freddy's breath caught in his throat. He could taste it, Marcus. A faint, unfamiliar saltiness that coated her tongue, a residual musk that clung to her lips. The scent of another man's skin was still on her cheek when his nose brushed against her face.

His stomach clenched. His dick twitched.

Chloe felt the tension ripple through his slim frame. She pulled back just enough to look at him, her lips still brushing his. "Oh, baby," she murmured, her voice dropping to a husky, mocking register. Her free hand drifted down, palm pressing flat against the front of his jeans. She cupped the rigid line of his slender dick through the denim. "Have you been this hard all evening?"

Freddy's cheeks burned. He couldn't answer.

"You must be desperate." Her words were a soft, patronizing coo. Her fingers squeezed gently, measuring him through the fabric. "So small. So eager. Watching me with him all night." She clicked her tongue. "My poor, sweet boy."

The humiliation was a hot wash over his skin. He hated how much he craved it now.

Chloe released him and stepped back. Her posture shifted, shoulders squaring, chin lifting. The change was palpable; she was no longer just his girlfriend. She was an architect of his degradation, and she was enjoying it.

"Strip," she said. The word was crisp, absolute. "Then you make me cum first. Then I have a special treat for my clean-up boy."

Freddy's fingers fumbled with the button of his jeans. He was trembling, not from fear, but from the sheer overwhelming want that had hijacked his nervous system. His shirt came off, catching on his chin briefly. Jeans pooled around his ankles. Boxers slid down his slim thighs.

He stood naked before her, his slender frame pale in the streetlamp glow. His dick jutted from his groin, five inches of rigid attention, the tip already glistening with a bead of arousal. It was slender, almost delicate, pointing upward toward his flat stomach.

Chloe glanced at it, then back at his face. A small smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. "On the bed. On your back."

He obeyed instantly. The mattress dipped under his weight; the sheets still rumpled from the previous encounters. He lay flat, staring up at the ceiling, his dick standing absurdly upright like a flagpole marking his pathetic need.

Then Chloe began to undress.

She took her time. Her fingers found the tie of her halter top first, unknotting it slowly. The fabric loosened, and she let it fall, exposing the lacy bra beneath. Her auburn hair cascaded over her bare shoulders, catching the low light. She reached behind her back, unclasping the bra with practiced ease.

It fell away.

Her breasts were full and heavy, 36D curves of pale flesh topped with dusky pink nipples that hardened under his gaze. She cupped them briefly, lifting the weight, her thumbs brushing the sensitive peaks. A soft sigh escaped her lips.

Freddy's mouth went dry.

Her hands moved lower. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her short denim skirt. The zipper rasped down. She wiggled her hips, the denim sliding over the firm curve of her ass, down her long-toned thighs, until it pooled at her feet.

No underwear.

Freddy's breath stopped. His eyes fixed on the junction of her thighs, bare, exposed, the soft swell of her mons smooth and inviting. The contrast between her pale skin and the dark thoughts flooding his mind made his head swim.

Chloe noticed his stare. Her smile sharpened, her lips curling with a wicked amusement that made his stomach twist. "Marcus," she said, her voice casual, almost conversational, as though discussing something mundane. "He likes to keep my thongs as a trophy. Each time we fuck." She paused, her hazel eyes gleaming with mischief, and added with a playful shrug, "I'm going to have to go shopping, buy some more." Her tone was light, but the implication was heavy, deliberate. She gave an amused shake of her head, auburn hair swaying slightly, as if the entire situation were nothing more than a trivial inconvenience rather than a harrowing confession. 

Freddy felt the words sink into him like a blade, sharp and cold. His jaw tightened, his chest constricting as the image of Marcus, tall, muscular, dominant, flashed in his mind, clutching Chloe’s lingerie like some twisted prize. The thought was unbearable, yet impossibly vivid, and it twisted something deep inside him, a mix of jealousy, humiliation, and a desperate, uncontrollable arousal. Chloe’s casual demeanour only amplified the sting, her words etching themselves into his psyche as she stood there, smug and unapologetic, her nakedness a cruel reminder of everything Marcus had taken, and would continue to take.

The words landed like a punch to Freddy's gut. Not the sex itself, he'd already accepted that, swallowed it whole and let it reshape him. It was the casualness. The way she spoke about it like discussing the weather. Like Marcus was just another fixture in their lives now.

She stepped closer to the bed. Her body was magnificent, the slim waist flaring into wide, feminine hips, the firm heart-shaped curve of her ass, the long legs she'd toned through countless gym sessions. She was a monument to desire. And he was just a worshipper at the altar.

Chloe climbed onto the bed. She straddled his chest, her knees pressing into the mattress on either side of his ribs. Her thighs brushed his skin, warm and smooth. Then she shuffled forward.

Her pussy hovered directly above his face.

Freddy looked up. His breath caught in a strangled gasp.

She was still marked. Still used. The lips of her pussy were swollen, puffy, reddened from the brutal fucking she'd taken earlier. Her little pink hole gaped slightly, not fully closed, still soft and yielding from Marcus's invasion. And there, leaking from the stretched entrance, was a trail of thick, gooey spend. It was white and viscous, smeared along the crease of her inner thigh, glistening under the dim light.

The evidence of another man's claim. Right in front of his eyes.

"Look at it," Chloe whispered, her hips lowering slightly. The scent of her, of them, hit his nostrils. Musk and salt and something slightly bitter. "He made me cum three times tonight, Freddy. Three. His big, beautiful black cock stretching me. Filling me. I'm still so full of him."

She descended.

Her pussy pressed against his mouth. The heat was shocking, the wetness immediate. Freddy's tongue extended automatically, a reflexive gesture of submission. He tasted her, the salt-sweet of her arousal mixed with the thicker, tangier flavour of Marcus's cum.

A broken moan vibrated against her flesh.

"Clean me," she commanded, her voice husky. "Get every drop."

He obeyed. His tongue lapped at her outer lips first, sweeping up the smeared streaks of white. The texture was slick, slightly gloopy, coating his taste buds. He followed the trail downward, tracing the path along her inner thigh, his tongue painting broad strokes across her skin.

Chloe sighed above him. Her hips rocked forward. "That's it. Good boy."

Her praise was a drug. Freddy's tongue worked faster, more urgently. He cleaned her thighs, then moved back to the source. He pressed his mouth directly against her swollen entrance, his tongue probing at the gaping hole. The muscles yielded easily. He pushed inside.

The taste intensified. Him. Marcus. Thick and bitter and utterly humiliating. Freddy scooped the spend from inside her, his tongue curling to gather every viscous drop. The lewd, wet sounds of his efforts filled the room, sucking, lapping, swallowing.

"My God," Chloe moaned, her head tipping back. "He must have made me cum three times. His cock. His big beautiful black cock. Stretching me."

She repeated it like a mantra. Like she wanted Freddy to hear it. To feel it.

He did. Each word sent a fresh spike of humiliation through his chest, and each spike travelled straight to his neglected dick, still standing rigid and aching against his stomach. He was harder than he'd ever been. His hips twitched, seeking friction he wouldn't find.

Chloe's fingers threaded into his shaggy hair. She gripped tight, pulling his face harder against her pussy. "Deeper. Get it all. You don't want to miss a single drop of what he left for you."

Freddy's tongue delved deeper, lapping at her inner walls. The taste was overwhelming now, a constant, humiliating reminder of his place. He was the cleaner. The one who received what another man had deposited. And he loved it. The shame of that love was a furnace in his belly.

Chloe began to rock. Her hips undulated against his face, grinding her clit against the bridge of his nose. The rhythm was slow at first, deliberate. Then faster. More urgent.

"You're so good at this," she panted. "So eager to taste him. You crave it, don't you? You crave knowing how much better he fills me."

Freddy couldn't answer. His mouth was full of her. But the moan that escaped him was confirmation enough.

Her breathing quickened. Her thighs began to tremble on either side of his ears. The grip in his hair became almost painful. "Don't stop. Don't you dare stop."

He didn't. His tongue flicked rapidly over her clit, then plunged back inside her gaping hole, alternating between the two in a rhythm driven by desperate obedience. The taste of Marcus was still there, but now a new flood joined it, Chloe's own arousal, warmer and sweeter, gushing around his tongue.

She was close.

Her moans became sharp, ragged gasps. Her back arched, pushing her breasts toward the ceiling. The muscles of her inner walls clenched and fluttered around his tongue in rhythmic pulses. "Yes. Yes. Yes."

The orgasm hit her. Hard.

Her body convulsed above him. A guttural cry tore from her throat. Her thighs clamped around his ears, muffling all sound except the roar of blood in his skull. A fresh flood of liquid gushed into his mouth, sweet and musky and utterly hers, mixing with the last remnants of Marcus's bitter spend.

Freddy swallowed. Every drop.

Chloe rode the waves of her climax, grinding against his face until the tremors subsided. Then, slowly, she lifted her hips. Her pussy released his mouth with a wet, obscene sound. A strand of fluid connected his lower lip to her glistening flesh before it broke and dripped onto his chin.

She looked down at him, her hazel eyes heavy-lidded and victorious. Her breathing was still ragged, her breasts heaving with each inhale. A satisfied smile curved her full lips.

"Good boy," she whispered. "Such a good, thorough clean-up boy."

Freddy lay beneath her, his face slick and shining, his lips swollen from the effort. His chest heaved. The taste of both of them was thick on his tongue, Chloe's sweetness, Marcus's bitterness. Combined. Permanent. A flavour profile of his new reality.

His slender dick was still rigid, still aching, still untouched. The tip was purple and glistening, a single clear drop of precum beading at the slit. His balls ached with unfulfilled need.

Chloe glanced down at it, then back at his face. Her smile didn't waver. "Don't worry, baby," she murmured, stroking his wet cheek with her thumb. "I haven't forgotten about my special treat."


Chapter Three

Chloe’s weight shifted. Her knees pressed into the mattress on either side of his hips now, her thighs slick with the evidence of her climax, and of Marcus. She looked down at Freddy, her hazel eyes still holding that victorious, heavy-lidded glow. A strand of auburn hair clung to her damp cheek.

“I promised you a special treat,” she murmured.

Her voice was honey and razor blades.

She lifted her hips, her body rising above him like a goddess surveying a supplicant. The streetlamp glow through the thin curtains painted her skin in shades of silver and shadow. Her full breasts hung heavy, nipples still hard and dark. The scent of her, of them, rose in the warm air between their bodies.

Freddy’s breath shallowed. His slender dick stood rigid against his stomach, untouched, aching. The tip was a deep, desperate purple, glistening with the clear pearl of precum that had been leaking steadily since they walked through the front door. Since before that. Since Marcus had first touched her.

Chloe lowered herself. Not onto his dick, not yet. She hovered. Her used, swollen pussy descended until it was just an inch above his straining length. He could feel the heat radiating from her. The wetness. A single droplet of something thick and white escaped her gaping entrance and landed on his shaft, sliding slowly down toward his balls.

“Really,” she said, her tone almost conversational, “no point in a condom after the way Marcus filled me.”

The words hit him like a physical blow. Freddy’s hips twitched involuntarily. They’d never, not once, in their entire year together, had sex without a condom. It had been an unspoken rule. A boundary. A line that separated intimacy from something else entirely. Something final.

Chloe saw the shock register in his big blue eyes. Her smile curved, slow and indulgent. “What’s the point?” She reached down and wrapped her fingers around his shaft. Her grip was light, almost dismissive, her thumb and forefinger circling his slender girth easily. “I’m already full of him. What’s a little more?”

She positioned the tip of his hard dick at her entrance. Just the tip. The heat of her was searing. Her slick folds parted, yielding, and Freddy felt the first contact of bare flesh against bare flesh. No latex barrier. Nothing between him and the wet, loose, thoroughly used channel that Marcus had spent the evening stretching.

He gasped.

Chloe looked down at him, her expression one of mock sympathy. “I probably won’t even feel you,” she said. “Not after Marcus’s thick black cock.”

And she lowered herself.

The descent was effortless. Freddy’s slender five inches slid into her with no resistance whatsoever, swallowed whole by a passage that had been shaped and stretched by a far larger intrusion. The sensation was, unfamiliar. Alien. Chloe’s pussy, which had always gripped him with a snug, warm pressure that made him feel, however briefly, adequate, was now a slick, loose sheath. Her walls were soft and yielding, offering no friction, no tight clasp.

But the wetness. God, the wetness.

She was drenched. Not just with her own arousal, though that was plentiful, the sweet, musky flood he’d tasted on his tongue moments ago, but with Marcus’s spend. Thick. Slick. Coating every inch of her inner channel. Freddy felt it squelch around him as Chloe settled her weight down, taking him to the root.

His eyes rolled back.

“Does it feel different?” Chloe’s voice came from somewhere above him, soft and teasing. She braced her hands on his narrow chest, her fingers splaying over his pale skin. “Stretched?”

Freddy couldn’t form words. His hands found her hips, gripping, desperate, and he felt the full curve of her ass settle against his thighs. He was inside her. Bare. For the first time. And yes, it felt different. She’d never been so wet, so loose, so easy to enter. He could feel every contour of her inner walls, soft and slick and utterly without grip. His slender dick moved inside her with almost no resistance, sliding through the thick, viscous lubricant of another man’s climax.

A strangled sound escaped his throat. It was part moan, part whimper, part confession.

“Your little dick,” Chloe said, and she began to rock. “I can barely feel you.”

The words should have cut him. They did cut him. But the blade was wrapped in velvet, her voice warm, almost affectionate, even as it delivered the devastating truth. She moved on him with a slow, grinding rhythm, her hips rolling forward and back, and Freddy felt the obscene ease with which his dick slid in and out of her stretched opening.

Squelch. Squelch.

The sound filled the small bedroom. Lewd. Wet. Unmistakable.

Chloe’s breasts swayed above him with each rock of her hips. The full, heavy curves bounced gently, her dark nipples tracing circles in the dim air. Freddy watched them, mesmerized. His hands slid from her hips up to her waist, feeling the slim dip of her middle, then higher, cupping the underswell of her breasts. The flesh was warm and soft, spilling over his fingers.

She let him touch her. Let him worship. Her rhythm never faltered.

“You’re so aroused,” she observed, her voice dropping to a husky register. She glanced down at where their bodies joined, at the slick, glistening base of his slender cock disappearing into her used hole. “You’ve been hard for hours, haven’t you? Watching me with him. Imagining how he filled me.”

Freddy’s hips bucked upward, a helpless, involuntary thrust. Chloe laughed softly.

“Pathetic,” she said, but it wasn’t cruel. It was fond. “My sweet, pathetic boy.”

She increased her pace. The rocking became a bounce, her ass slapping against his thighs with wet, percussive impacts. Her hands pressed harder against his chest, using him as leverage. The headboard tapped against the wall, once, twice, a quiet, rhythmic announcement to the sleeping house.

Freddy was drowning.

The sensation of bare skin inside her was overwhelming. No condom meant every texture was amplified: the slick, creamy froth that was building around his shaft, the occasional flutter of her inner muscles, weak, half-hearted contractions that couldn’t seem to find purchase on his slender girth. He could feel the difference. Could feel how she’d been reshaped by Marcus. Her pussy was a velvet glove that had been stretched to fit a much larger hand, and now his fingers barely brushed the sides.

And yet.

And yet his arousal was a wildfire. The knowledge of what he was doing, who he was inside, what was coating his cock, was the most potent aphrodisiac he’d ever experienced. Marcus had been here. Marcus had filled this space. Marcus had stretched her wide and pumped her full of his thick, potent spend. And now Freddy was sliding through that same spend, mixing his own precum with the bitter-salt evidence of his bully’s conquest.

The thought sent a shudder through his entire frame.

Chloe felt it. Her smile sharpened. “You’re close already, aren’t you?”

He was. God help him, he was.

Three minutes. That was all it took. Three minutes of her rocking on him, her breasts swaying, her hazel eyes holding his, her slick, loose pussy sliding up and down his aching, desperate small dick. Three minutes of bare, unsheathed friction inside the woman he loved, inside the woman who had just been fucked by the man who’d tormented him for years.

Three minutes.

Freddy’s hands tightened on her waist. His hips began to thrust upward in short, frantic jerks, meeting her descent with his own rising panic. The pressure built at the base of his spine, a hot, coiling tension that spread through his groin and down his thighs. His balls drew up tight against his body.

“Chloe,” he gasped. A warning. A plea.

She didn’t slow. Her rhythm became faster, harder, her ass slapping against him with sharp, stinging impacts. “Do it,” she commanded, her voice breathless but firm. “Cum inside me. Fill up what’s left of the space Marcus didn’t take.”

The permission, the order, broke him.

A strangled shout tore from Freddy’s throat. His back arched off the mattress, his slim frame going rigid as the orgasm ripped through him. His slender dick pulsed inside her, each spasm sending a hot jet of his release into the already-slick channel. He felt it mix with Marcus’s spend, his own thin, watery contribution joining the thick, copious deposit that was already there.

The pulses went on and on, each one a fresh wave of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. His vision narrowed to a pinpoint. The ceiling blurred. All he could hear was the roar of blood in his ears and Chloe’s soft, satisfied hum above him.

When it was over, he collapsed. His body went limp, sinking into the rumpled sheets, his chest heaving with ragged, desperate breaths. His slender dick, still half-hard, slipped from her with a wet, obscene pop. A trickle of fluid, his and Marcus’s mingled together, followed and dripped onto his stomach.

Chloe looked down at the mess. Her smile never wavered.

She lifted herself off him, her body moving with the fluid grace of someone thoroughly satisfied and utterly in control. But she didn’t dismount entirely. Instead, she shuffled forward on her knees, up his limp, exhausted body. Her thighs bracketed his ribs. Then his chest.

Then his chin.

Her dripping used pussy hovered above his face once more. Freddy’s eyes widened. He could see the fresh evidence of his own release now, mixed with Marcus’s, leaking from her gaping hole in a slow, viscous stream. It was thicker now. More abundant. A cocktail of two men’s climaxes dripping steadily toward his waiting mouth.

Chloe’s fingers threaded into his sweat-damp hair. She pulled his head back, tilting his face up toward her swollen, glistening flesh.

“More clean-up duties for my good boy,” she whispered.

A single drop broke free from her entrance and landed on his lower lip. Salty. Bitter. Theirs.


Chapter Four

Sunday morning sunlight filtered weakly through the kitchen windows of the shared house, pale and washed-out against the grey Bristol sky outside.

The kitchen smelled of tea, warm pastry, and toasted bread.

Freddy sat opposite Chloe at the battered wooden table in joggers and an old hoodie, his shaggy hair still messy from sleep. Between them sat the familiar white paper bag from the patisserie; croissants, pain au chocolat, and two oversized mugs of tea.

On the surface they looked normal.

Comfortable.

Domestic.

Chloe sat curled sideways on her chair wearing tight pale-grey leggings and one of Freddy’s oversized t-shirts knotted loosely at the waist. Her auburn hair fell messily over one shoulder and even dressed casually she looked distractingly beautiful. Freddy still found himself staring constantly: her full lips, the soft curves of her body, the long feminine line of her legs beneath the kitchen table.

Chloe noticed him watching again and smirked faintly over her mug.

“You’re doing it again.”

Freddy blinked.

“What?”

“Staring.”

“S-sorry.”

“You literally can’t help yourself.”

Freddy smiled awkwardly.

“Nope.”

That made Chloe laugh softly.

And privately, quietly, Chloe realised just how much she loved moments like this.

The normality of them.

The comfort.

Sunday mornings with Freddy: tea, pastries, soft conversation, someone who adored her completely.

Freddy looked at her like she was the centre of his world.

And now…

she also had Marcus.

The excitement. The danger. The overwhelming physical chemistry. The confidence and dominance that made her feel wanted in a completely different way.

The truth was beginning to settle fully inside her now:

She felt spoiled.

Like somehow, she had ended up with the best of every possible world.

Her loving boyfriend at home: gentle, safe, devoted, emotionally dependent on her.

And her powerful lover: exciting, dominant, addictive, capable of making her feel consumed physically and emotionally.

And increasingly, neither man was truly separate from the other anymore.

That was the part Chloe found most intoxicating of all.

For a while the conversation stayed easy.

Freddy talked about work and a presentation he was dreading Monday morning while Chloe told him pub gossip from the previous night.

“Oh my God,” she laughed, tearing off a piece of croissant, “Harry nearly threw Dean out.”

“What for?”

“He got caught trying to flirt with two different women at the same time.”

Freddy laughed.

“Idiot.”

“Massive idiot.”

Then Chloe started talking about Marcus again.

Freddy noticed she did that naturally now.

Like Marcus had quietly inserted himself into their normal daily life.

“He was telling me this story last night about rugby training,” Chloe said smiling faintly. “Apparently one of the new lads threw up after fitness drills and Marcus just carried on laughing at him for twenty minutes.”

Freddy stayed quiet.

Chloe didn’t even seem to notice his expression tighten slightly anymore.

“He’s honestly ridiculous,” she continued. “Apparently the whole rugby club practically worships him.”

Freddy stirred his tea slowly.

That sounded about right.

People like Marcus always became the centre of everything.

Chloe suddenly brightened slightly.

“Oh, actually,” she said casually, “I need us to go into town later.”

Freddy looked up.

“What for?”

“I need new underwear.”

Freddy immediately felt heat prick uncomfortably at the back of his neck.

Chloe carried on eating her pastry completely casually.

“I think Marcus has more of my thongs than I’ve actually got left in my drawer at this point.”

Then she laughed.

Actually laughed.

Like it was funny. Normal.

The humiliation hit Freddy instantly.

He stared down into his tea mug while Chloe continued smiling to herself.

The worst part wasn’t even the words anymore.

It was how naturally she said them now.

Marcus had become so embedded in their relationship that Chloe openly talked about him over breakfast while eating pastries.

“And” Chloe added lightly, “you can help me pick out which ones Marcus will like best.”

Freddy’s stomach twisted.

For a second, he genuinely didn’t know what to say.

Because suddenly the reality of it hit him sharply:

He was going shopping with his girlfriend… to help choose underwear… for another man.

For Marcus.

The thought was deeply humiliating.

And somewhere underneath the humiliation, shamefully, Freddy felt the familiar pulse of arousal tightening low in his stomach again.

Chloe noticed his silence and tilted her head slightly.

“What?”

Freddy forced a faint awkward smile.

“Nothing.”

But internally all he could think was:

I’m helping choose underwear for my girlfriend to wear for her lover.


Chapter Five

The towel slipped from Chloe’s body and pooled at her feet.

Freddy watched it fall, his big blue eyes tracking the soft white cotton as it settled on the worn carpet. When he looked up again, she was already facing the mirror, her bare back to him, her auburn hair cascading over pale shoulders in loose, damp waves that left glistening trails across her skin.

The bedroom felt smaller tonight. The grey Bristol evening pressed against the window, rain beginning a light, insistent tapping against the glass. A bus rumbled somewhere in the distance, its engine a low, mammalian growl. Inside, the lamp on Freddy’s nightstand cast a pool of amber light across the rumpled duvet, across the clothes scattered on the floor, across Chloe’s naked body.

She was stunning. The word felt inadequate, a pebble tossed at a mountain, but Freddy’s mind couldn’t summon anything better. Her curves held the lamplight like they were made for it: the full, heavy swell of her 36D breasts, the dramatic inward sweep of her waist, the wide flare of her hips that always made his hands twitch with the urge to grip them. Her gym-toned legs were long and shapely, leading up to the firm, heart-shaped curve of her ass, an ass she complained about constantly, despite every man who saw it wanting to worship it.

She didn’t seem to notice his stare. Or she did and simply accepted it as her due.

“I think Marcus might pop in tonight,” she said.

The words landed in the warm air like stones dropped into still water. Freddy’s throat tightened. His fingers curled into the edge of the duvet.

Chloe didn’t turn around. She was examining her reflection, tilting her head, running her fingers through her damp hair. “He mentioned it last time. Said he’d try to swing by for a drink.” A pause. “And he did say he might come over later.”

The casualness of it. The way she spoke about Marcus now, like he was just another fixture in their lives, like his presence was expected, anticipated, welcomed, hit Freddy harder than any deliberate cruelty could have. His stomach clenched. His chest felt tight.

And yet.

And yet his dick stirred in his jeans, a twitch of interest that shamed him even as it excited him.

Chloe turned from the mirror. Her large hazel eyes found his, and a small smile curved her full lips, not cruel, not mocking, but knowing. She saw the conflict on his face. She always did.

“Now,” she said, her voice dropping into something warmer, more intimate, “which of the thongs do you think he’ll find the sexiest?”

She walked toward the shopping bags by the bed, and Freddy’s eyes followed every naked, swaying step. The roll of her hips. The gentle bounce of her breasts. The way her thigh muscles shifted with each movement. She moved with the confidence of a woman who knew exactly how beautiful she was, and who was still generous enough to share that beauty with him.

She crouched by the bags. The position made her ass spread slightly, the firm cheeks parting enough that Freddy caught a glimpse of what lay between them. His mouth went dry.

Three small packets emerged from the bag. Chloe straightened and returned to the mirror, laying them out on the dresser before her. She unwrapped each one with deliberate slowness, pulling out three tiny slivers of lace: one black, one white, one red. Each thong was barely more than a suggestion of fabric, a whisper of coverage that would leave almost nothing to the imagination.

“Let’s see,” she murmured, and lifted the black one first.

Freddy watched her step into it. Watched the lace slide up her long legs, over her toned calves, past her knees. Watched her bend forward slightly, the arch of her back, the curve of her spine, the way her breasts swayed with gravity, as she pulled it into place. The black thong settled against her hips, the thin strip of fabric disappearing between the full cheeks of her ass.

She examined herself in the mirror, a critical tilt to her head. “Hmm. Too severe?”

She didn’t wait for an answer. The black came off, a slow, rolling peel of lace, and the white went on. Same ritual. Same mesmerizing choreography of limbs and curves and fabric. The white thong seemed to glow against her skin, pale on pale, almost virginal.

“No,” Chloe decided aloud, frowning at her reflection. “Makes me look like I’m trying too hard to be innocent.”

Off came the white.

The humiliation burned through Freddy like acid. She had paraded herself bare in front of him, dressed for another man’s pleasure, prepared herself while he watched, helpless and aching. It was exquisite torture, a cruel tease that twisted his stomach and set his skin on fire. Chloe had always known how to wield her beauty like a weapon, but this… this was something darker, more intimate. She had made him a part of it, forcing him to participate in her seduction of Marcus.

Later, tonight, Marcus would be the one peeling that red lace from her hips, the thong Freddy had helped her choose. Marcus would be the one touching her, kissing her, fucking her. The thought was a knife twisting in Freddy’s gut, sharp and unrelenting. He could already imagine it: Marcus’s hands gripping her hips, Marcus’s body pressing her into the mattress, Marcus’s cock sliding between her thighs.

And Chloe? She’d be moaning for him, arching into him, taking everything Marcus had to give. She’d be his, completely and utterly, while Freddy sat here, alone and aching, denied even the relief of his own touch.

The thought made his dick throb, a jolt of arousal so intense it bordered on pain. He hated this. He craved it. It was a sick, twisted cycle, humiliation feeding desire feeding more humiliation, and Chloe knew exactly how to keep him trapped in it.

Freddy let out a shaky breath, his hands gripping the edge of the bed so tightly his knuckles turned white. The rain tapped relentlessly against the window, a steady rhythm that seemed to mock him.

He was going to have to sit here and wait, imagining every detail of what she’d do with Marcus, knowing he was helpless to stop it. Worse, knowing he didn’t want to stop it.

The thought made him shudder.

Chloe had broken him, and she’d done it so completely that even now, with his shame burning hot and bright, he was still hard for her. Still hers.

The room felt colder now, emptier, the silence pressing in around him like a weight. Freddy didn’t move. He couldn’t.

He just sat there, waiting, aching, and utterly at her mercy.

The red remained.

She held it up, letting it dangle from her fingers. In the lamplight, the lace seemed to smoulder. “What do you think, baby?”

Freddy’s voice came out as a croak. “Red.”

“Obviously.” She laughed, low and throaty. “I want him to know I need his cock.”

The words speared through him. A hot wash of humiliation. A hotter wash of arousal. His jeans were painfully tight now, his slender dick pressing insistently against the denim, the bulge obvious and undeniable. Chloe’s gaze flicked to it, and her smile sharpened.

She stepped into the red thong. The motion was slower this time, a performance, staged for his benefit. Freddy watched the crimson lace slide up her thighs, watched her fingers guide it into place, watched her turn sideways to admire the effect. The red made her skin look luminous. It drew the eye directly to the curve of her ass, to the shadow between her thighs, to everything she was offering Marcus tonight.

Chloe caught his eye in the mirror. “You like?”

He nodded, not trusting his voice.

“Good.” She reached for her bra, a black lace number that matched nothing and everything both. As she slipped into it, her movements were unhurried, almost lazy. The cups cradled her breasts, lifting them, presenting them. The straps settled over her shoulders. She adjusted the underwire with the practiced ease of a woman who had done this a thousand times.

Her denim miniskirt was next. It was tight, so tight Freddy could see the seams straining as she pulled it up over her hips. It barely covered the curve of her ass, the hem sitting high on her thighs. She zipped it slowly, the rasp of metal teeth loud in the quiet room.

She was almost ready. Halter top. Makeup? Already done, her lips a glossy pink, her eyes shadowed subtly, her lashes long and dark. Perfume? A quick spritz at her throat, her wrists. The scent reached Freddy a moment later: something floral and slightly musky, intimate.

Chloe turned to face him fully.

She looked incredible. She looked like she was dressing for a lover. And she was, just not for him.

“No stroking,” she said, her voice dropping into something harder. The word ‘stroking’ hit the air with the weight of a command. The contrast was immediate, warmth replaced by authority, affection sharpened into control. Freddy’s body responded before his mind could catch up, a shiver running down his spine.

She stepped closer, her bare feet silent on the carpet. One hand reached out and cupped his chin, tilting his face up toward hers. Her hazel eyes were dark, unreadable.

“I want you hard and needy,” she murmured. “Ready to watch me with Marcus when I get back.”

Freddy’s breath caught. His dick throbbed against his jeans.

Her grip on his chin tightened. Not painfully, just enough to remind him who was in control. “And if you touch yourself while I’m gone?” Her other hand drifted down, palm pressing flat against the bulge in his jeans. Her fingers curled, cupping his balls through the denim with a grip that was just short of uncomfortable. “I might grab those little peanut balls and twist them right off. Then you’ll never be able to have sex with me ever again.”

She held his gaze for a long moment. Let the threat settle. Of course she was joking. It was a metaphor of what she could do with him without even touching him.

Then she smiled, warm again, affectionate again, as if she hadn’t just threatened to render him incapable of ever feeling pleasure. She released his chin. Her hand left his groin. She stepped back.

“Be good,” she said.

She grabbed her bag from the dresser. Her keys jingled. The bedroom door opened, letting in the cooler air of the hallway.

And then she was gone.

Freddy heard her footsteps on the stairs. The creak of the front door. The brief rush of rain-sound before it clicked shut.

Silence.

He sat on the edge of the bed, clutching his knees, his knuckles white. The bulge in his jeans was painful now, a rigid, aching reminder of everything he’d just witnessed. He could still smell her perfume in the air. Still see the red lace sliding up her thighs.

Marcus would see that red lace tonight. Marcus would know what it meant. Marcus would…..

Freddy squeezed his eyes shut.

He wouldn’t be able to relax until she came home. He knew that with the certainty of a man who had surrendered something essential. The hours ahead stretched out like a sentence: waiting, imagining, hurting, wanting.

The rain tapped against the window.

He didn’t move.

The silence pressed heavy on Freddy’s chest, familiar in a way he hadn’t expected. It reminded him of those moments; back in school, when Marcus had always known exactly how to push him. A sharp word, a mocking laugh, or a deliberate shove in the hallway. Freddy would snap back, lash out, and then find himself sitting in detention, stewing in the unfairness of it all. Marcus always got away with it, always left Freddy to simmer in his own frustration.

It was like that now, only worse. So much worse. Back then, Marcus had been a bully, but Freddy had been able to go home and leave it behind. Now, Marcus wasn’t just taking his dignity; he was taking Chloe. She was his, and yet here she was, dressing up for Marcus, teasing Freddy with the knowledge of what would happen tonight. Marcus had always known how to twist the knife, and now he had Chloe to do it for him.

Freddy clenched his fists, his nails biting into his palms. It wasn’t fair. None of it was fair. Marcus had always been the golden boy, confident, charming, effortlessly dominant. And Freddy? He’d always been the one left on the outside, watching, wanting, never quite measuring up. Now, Marcus wasn’t just taunting him; he was winning. Chloe was proof of that. She was everything Freddy had ever wanted, beautiful, confident, untouchable, and she was Marcus’s now. Not just Marcus’s, but Marcus’s willingly. She wanted Marcus. She chose Marcus.

The thought made Freddy’s stomach churn, a sick mix of jealousy and arousal that left him trembling. He hated Marcus. He hated how Marcus always got what he wanted, how he always made Freddy feel small. But even more than that, he hated himself. Because as much as he wanted to deny it, as much as he wanted to pretend he wasn’t complicit, he knew the truth. He’d let this happen. He’d allowed Chloe to turn him into this, into a willing participant in his own humiliation.

The rain tapped against the window, a relentless rhythm that seemed to mock him. Freddy sat in silence, his hands clutching the edge of the bed, his body tense with anticipation and dread. He couldn’t escape this. He couldn’t escape them. Marcus and Chloe, they were a team now, and Freddy was just the audience, forced to watch, to ache, to wait.

It was like he was back in school, trapped in detention, staring at the clock and wishing the hours would pass faster. Only this time, there was no escape. No end to the waiting. No justice. Just Marcus, always Marcus, and Freddy, helpless to stop him.


Chapter Six

The pub’s rhythm had wound down to something slow and tired. Harry’s voice cut through the low hum of the remaining regulars.

“Chloe, you can head off early. I’ll lock up.”

She didn’t need telling twice. Her feet ached from eight hours on the worn floorboards, and the stale smell of spilled lager had begun to cling to her hair. She grabbed her jacket from the back room, slung her bag over one shoulder, and pushed through the heavy oak door into the cool Bristol night.

The air hit her face like a damp cloth. Fresh. Clean. A relief after the pub’s beery warmth.

Outside, the street was quiet. A single taxi idled further down, its diesel engine rattling. The streetlamps cast pools of orange across the wet pavement. And there, leaning against the brick wall beside the pub’s entrance, were two figures.

Marcus stood with his shoulder against the stone; his arms folded across his broad chest. Beside him, a stocky man with shaggy blond hair and a ruddy complexion was mid-laugh, his voice carrying easily into the night. Feargal. The rugby player Chloe had noticed earlier, propping up the bar with Marcus since ten o’clock, the two of them trading jokes and easy banter like old friends.

Chloe’s step faltered. She’d expected Marcus alone. Not this. Not an audience.

Marcus turned as the door clicked shut behind her. His face broke into a grin, warm, confident, possessive.

“Hey, the sexiest barmaid in Bristol.”

Before she could respond, his hand was on her. One palm slid around the back of her head, fingers threading into her auburn hair, and he pulled her into him. The kiss was not a greeting. It was a claim. His mouth covered hers, warm and demanding, his tongue sliding between her lips without hesitation. Her bag slipped from her shoulder. Her hands came up to his chest, not pushing, just resting there, feeling the solid wall of muscle beneath his shirt.

She could taste beer on his tongue. Something darker beneath it. Something that made her knees soften.

When he pulled back, her lips felt swollen. Her breath came shorter. She was acutely aware of Feargal watching from two feet away, his round face split in a cheerful, unabashed grin.

Marcus didn’t release her. His grip on the back of her head tightened, turning her face toward his friend.

“Look at these big tits, mate.”

His other hand came up and cupped her left breast through the thin fabric of her top. His fingers squeezed, not gently, not asking permission. The pressure sent a jolt straight down through her belly. Her nipple hardened against his palm, a traitorous response that she knew he felt.

Chloe’s mind stuttered. This isn’t happening. But it was. Marcus was groping her in the street, showing her off to his friend like she was something he’d won at a fairground. Her cheeks flushed hot. Her pulse hammered in her throat.

Feargal’s grin widened. His eyes, bright blue in a face pink from drink and cheerfulness, dropped to her chest, then back up to her face. “Mate,” he said, his voice carrying a thick Bristol accent, “you weren’t exaggerating. No real man can resist a big pair of tits like that.”

“Told you.” Marcus’s thumb found her nipple through the fabric and traced a slow circle. Chloe’s breath hitched. “She’s fucking incredible.”

She should have been offended. She knew she should have been offended. Instead, a thick honey-warm arousal was spreading through her pelvis, making her thighs press together beneath her denim skirt. Being displayed like this, spoken about like a prized possession, triggered something she hadn’t known existed inside her. Something that wanted to be seen. Wanted to be desired. Wanted to be claimed in front of other men.

Marcus released her breast and let his hand fall to her waist. His palm settled on the curve of her hip with the easy confidence of ownership. “You up for a threesome tonight, babe?”

The word landed like a stone in still water.

Chloe’s mouth opened. Closed. The night air suddenly felt too thin.

“I’m not sure,” she managed, her voice coming out smaller than she intended. “I’ve never done anything like that.”

Feargal laughed, a booming, good-natured sound that bounced off the brickwork. “That’s alright. Gotta try everything once, yeah?”

Gotta try everything once.

The phrase burrowed into her brain like a worm finding soft soil. She’d heard it before, of course, everyone had, but spoken here, in Feargal’s cheerful rumble, it sounded like permission. Like a door swinging open.

Marcus’s arm tightened around her waist. “Exactly.” He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. His voice dropped to a murmur that only she could hear. “We’ll show you the ropes.”

A shiver ran from her earlobe down to her tailbone. Her pussy clenched on nothing, a sudden ache of emptiness that made her shift her weight.

“Where?” she heard herself ask.

“Yours.” Marcus straightened, his hand sliding from her waist to the small of her back. “Freddy’s place.”

Freddy. The name cut through the fog of arousal like a cold blade. Freddy would be at home now, sitting on the edge of the bed, probably still hard and aching from her earlier teasing. She’d left him forbidden to touch himself, ordered to wait for her return. She’d imagined coming home alone, maybe letting him watch while she recounted whatever Marcus had done to her.

Not this.

Not bringing both of them back with her.

The image bloomed in her mind: Freddy’s big blue eyes going wide as he took in Marcus and Feargal filling his small double room. His slender frame going rigid with shock. His mouth opening to protest, then closing again because he’d never been able to say no to her.

The thought made her feel powerful. And guilty. And so wet she could feel the dampness spreading against the red lace of her thong.

“He’ll be there,” she said, her voice almost a whisper.

Marcus’s smile didn’t waver. “I know.”

She looked up at him, at the strong jaw, the calm confidence in his dark eyes, and understood that this was not a negotiation. Marcus wanted Freddy there. Wanted an audience. Wanted to demonstrate something.

Feargal clapped his hands together, the sound sharp in the quiet street. “Right then. Let’s get a move on. It’s bloody freezing out here.”

Marcus’s arm stayed around Chloe’s waist as they began walking. Their footsteps echoed on the wet pavement, Marcus’s long, assured stride, Feargal’s rolling rugby-player gait, Chloe’s shorter steps sandwiched between them. Her mind raced ahead of her body, already in Freddy’s bedroom, already picturing the scene that would unfold.

What would Freddy do? Would he watch from the corner, hunched and silent, his slender dick straining in his jeans? Would he try to join in and find himself pushed aside by two larger, more confident men? Would she let that happen?

Her stomach flipped. The arousal pooling between her thighs was so acute now that each step sent a small frisson of friction through her. The red thong was soaked. Marcus’s hand on her waist felt like a brand.

Feargal was talking, his voice easy and unbothered. “Haven’t had a proper threesome since uni. There was this girl in my halls, Sarah, I think? Mad as a box of frogs but up for anything.”

Marcus laughed. “Sounds like your type.”

“They’re all my type, mate.”

The two men’s banter washed over Chloe without quite registering. She was thinking about Freddy’s face. About the way he’d looked at her earlier tonight; devastated and aroused and utterly, hopelessly hers. She was thinking about Marcus’s hands on her body, and Feargal’s cheerful grin, and the way the word threesome had sounded in Marcus’s mouth.

Casual. Confident. Inevitable.

Like this had always been where she was heading.

The terraced houses of Freddy’s street came into view, their windows glowing amber behind drawn curtains. Chloe’s heart rate kicked up a notch. Her palms were damp against the strap of her bag.

Marcus’s arm tightened around her. “Nervous?”

She swallowed. “A little.”

“Don’t be.” He turned his head and pressed a kiss to her temple, an unexpectedly tender gesture that made her chest ache. “You’re going to love it.”

Feargal jogged ahead to open the gate. “I’ll be gentle,” he called back over his shoulder, and his grin was so wide, so genuine, so utterly lacking in menace that Chloe found herself smiling back despite the butterflies swarming in her stomach.

The front door loomed. Her key was in her hand.

She thought about what waited inside: Freddy, alone, obedient, aching. She thought about what she was bringing through that door: Marcus’s confidence, Feargal’s easy cheer, and something new that was coiling in her own chest; a hunger she didn’t fully understand yet.

Gotta try everything once.

Feargal was right.

She slid the key into the lock. The mechanism turned with a soft click, and the door swung open onto the darkened hallway. The house was quiet, no music, no television, just the creak of old pipes and the distant hum of a fridge.

Chloe stepped inside, Marcus and Feargal close behind her, and began climbing the stairs toward Freddy’s room.

Toward whatever came next.

Her thighs were slick. Her heart was racing. And somewhere in the back of her mind, beneath the arousal and the nerves and the guilt, she was already wondering what Freddy’s face would look like when she walked through that door with two men beside her instead of one.


Chapter Seven

Chloe pushed open Freddy’s bedroom door.

The room was dim except for the warm amber glow of the bedside lamp. Freddy was exactly where she had left him earlier, sitting stiffly on the edge of the bed, shoulders tense, hands gripping his knees.

He looked up immediately.

The anxiety in his eyes hit Chloe first.

Then the need.

He looked exhausted from waiting. Restless. Wound tight.

For a split-second relief crossed his face when he saw her.

Then Marcus appeared behind her.

Freddy’s expression changed instantly.

His body stiffened.

And then Feargal stepped into view behind Marcus, broad-shouldered and smiling casually as he ducked slightly through the doorway.

The tiny bedroom suddenly felt impossibly crowded.

Three larger personalities. Three bodies filling Freddy’s small safe space.

Freddy’s eyes widened.

Chloe felt her pulse quicken at the sight of him looking so overwhelmed already.

“I told you Marcus might come back,” she said softly, trying to sound casual even though her own heart was hammering now. “This is his friend Feargal.”

Feargal lifted a hand with an easy grin.

“Alright mate.”

Freddy barely managed a nod.

Marcus meanwhile looked completely comfortable standing there, as though the room belonged to him already.

Then his arm slid around Chloe’s waist.

Not tentative. Not questioning.

Possessive.

He pulled her back firmly against his chest and leaned down, kissing her deeply in front of Freddy.

Chloe melted into it instinctively now.

Her hands rose to Marcus automatically, fingers gripping his shirt as his mouth claimed hers. The kiss was slow, confident, deliberate. Marcus wasn’t just kissing her.

He was demonstrating something. Not just to Chloe, but to Freddy. Showing him, calmly and deliberately, exactly who controlled the atmosphere in this room now.

Freddy sat frozen on the bed, watching.

The humiliation hit him immediately, hot and sharp, crawling under his skin. But worse than that was the familiar twisting heat low in his stomach, the same sick knot that always came when Marcus was near. Fear, resentment, and something far harder to admit.

Marcus eventually broke the kiss slowly, his hand still firm on Chloe’s waist, keeping her close as if there had never been any question where she belonged.

Feargal let out a low whistle and laughed.

“Jesus Christ,” he said cheerfully. “No wonder you’re obsessed with her.”

Marcus smirked faintly, his eyes still on Chloe.

“She’s addictive.”

Chloe felt herself blush at that.

The compliment should have embarrassed her. It should have made her feel awkward standing there between the two men while Freddy watched.

Instead, it thrilled her.

The way Marcus said it, so simply, so possessively, made warmth spread through her chest and lower in her stomach. She liked being wanted like this. Openly. Unashamedly.

Freddy watched the exchange in silence.

And Chloe noticed something then that sent another dangerous little thrill through her.

Freddy wasn’t angry.

He looked intimidated.

Nervous.

Small.

But underneath all of it… there was something else.

He looked desperate for their approval.

That changed something inside her again. Something subtle, but important. It made her realise Freddy wasn’t simply enduring this anymore.

Part of him needed it.

Marcus glanced around the cramped bedroom, taking in the narrow bed, the desk pushed against the wall, the stacks of books, the scattered clothes, the cheap lamp casting its warm low light.

“So, this is where you hide away then, Freddy?”

The comment wasn’t openly cruel.

That somehow made it worse.

Feargal wandered further into the room, looking around with easy curiosity, his broad frame making the small space feel even tighter.

“Cosy little setup,” he said with a grin.

Freddy swallowed hard.

The room no longer felt like his.

It felt occupied.

Taken over.

This had been the last place that belonged only to him. The one safe space left untouched by Marcus, untouched by the memories of school, untouched by humiliation.

And now Marcus was standing in the middle of it, Chloe in his arms, Feargal at his shoulder.

The outside world had followed him inside.

The bullies had stepped right into the centre of the only place Freddy had ever been able to shut them out.

And somehow, standing there in her tight low halter top, her full breasts pressing against Marcus’s chest, her short skirt riding high on her long shapely legs, Chloe no longer looked like Freddy’s caring girlfriend.

She looked like part of their world now.

And Freddy wasn’t sure there was any way back.

Freddy’s bedroom had always been the one place where the outside world couldn’t quite reach him. The one small space where he could shut the door and escape everything that had followed him since school: the mocking, the humiliation, the feeling of never measuring up.

This cramped little room had been safe.

And now Marcus stood in the middle of it.

Marcus, tall and confident, filling the space effortlessly like he belonged there.

And beside him Feargal, another broad, laughing rugby-player type, exactly the kind of men Freddy had spent most of his life trying to avoid.

The outside world had finally pushed all the way inside.

Right into the centre of the only safe space Freddy had left.

And somehow the worst part wasn’t even that they were here.

It was that Chloe had brought them here.

Standing there between Marcus and Feargal, with Marcus’s arm still wrapped tightly around her waist, Chloe realised she no longer felt like Freddy’s shy girlfriend anymore either.

Not tonight.

Tonight she looked like she belonged beside men like this.

Her tight black halter top clung to her curves, drawing attention constantly to the soft, heavy swell of her full natural breasts. The short denim miniskirt hugged her hips and ass tightly, the hem high on her thighs, leaving her long shapely legs exposed beneath the warm glow of the bedside lamp.

She could feel both men’s presence around her: Marcus’s calm physical dominance, Feargal’s easy masculine confidence.

And standing there between them, dressed like this, desired like this, Chloe felt different somehow.

More confident. More dangerous.

Like she had crossed some invisible line and could never quite become the old version of herself again.

She felt like the centre of something darker now.

Something powerful.

Something she was no longer trying to stop.


Chapter Eight

This wasn’t school. This was Freddy’s bedroom. And the woman Marcus was talking about was Freddy’s girlfriend.

Wasn’t she?

Feargal was already moving. His thick arms wrapped around Chloe’s waist from behind, pulling her back against his solid chest. Marcus let go of her, stepping aside with the calm confidence of a man who knew he didn’t need to hold on to keep control.

“Come here, gorgeous,” Feargal rumbled, and spun her around.

The kiss was nothing like Freddy’s kisses. Feargal kissed like he played rugby, full-contact, enthusiastic, slightly messy. His mouth covered Chloe’s, his stubbled jaw scraping her smooth cheek, and one huge hand came up to grip the back of her head with a possessiveness that made Freddy’s gut clench.

Chloe made a sound, a small, surprised mmph, and then her body relaxed into Feargal’s grip. Her hands came up to his chest. Her fingers curled into his shirt.

Watching it happen, Freddy felt something crack open inside him. Not just jealousy. Something deeper. Something that had been waiting to break since the first time Marcus had pushed him into a locker.

Marcus caught Freddy’s eye. Held it. Smiled, a slow, knowing curve of the lips that said you’re still watching, and that means you’re already part of this.

“Let’s get her undressed, mate,” Marcus said to Feargal. “She’s been teasing us all night in that little skirt.”

Feargal broke the kiss with a wet sound. Chloe’s lips were even more swollen now, her chest heaving, her eyes glassy. The two men turned her to face Freddy.

What followed was not a striptease. There was no seduction in it, no performance. It was a dismantling. Marcus unclipped her halter top from behind, and the black fabric fell away, releasing her 36D breasts. They swung free in the amber lamplight, heavy, natural, the nipples already tight and pebbled. Feargal’s thick fingers found the button of her miniskirt and popped it open. The denim slid down her long gym-toned legs and pooled at her ankles.

The red thong stayed on.

Freddy recognized it. Of course he did. He’d watched her step into only a few hours ago, watched the crimson lace slide up her thighs while she asked him what Marcus would think. Now Marcus was seeing it. Now Marcus was reaching out and hooking one finger under the waistband and pulling her closer by it.

“Nice,” Marcus murmured, his dark eyes roaming her body with unhurried appreciation. “You wear this for me?”

Chloe’s voice came out breathy. “I wanted you to know I needed your cock.”

A sound escaped Freddy’s throat, not quite a groan, not quite a whimper. Chloe’s gaze flicked to him, and for just a moment her expression softened. Then Marcus spoke and her attention snapped back.

“Knees, love.”

She dropped.

There was no hesitation. No glance toward Freddy for permission. Chloe Bennett, confident, self-possessed, slightly dominant Chloe, sank to her knees on the worn carpet like it was the most natural thing in the world. Her auburn hair fell around her bare shoulders. Her breasts rose and fell with quick, excited breaths. Her hazel eyes lifted to the two men standing over her.

Freddy’s cock was so hard it hurt. He hated himself for it. He couldn’t look away.

Marcus and Feargal stripped with the efficiency of men who had undressed in front of other people a thousand times. Shirts pulled over heads. Belts unbuckled. Jeans shoved down.

When they were naked, Freddy forgot how to breathe.

Marcus’s body was what Freddy had always imagined, had always feared. Six-three of lean, controlled muscle. Broad shoulders that tapered to a narrow waist. Dark skin smooth over a defined chest and flat stomach. And between his legs, already fully erect, a cock that made Freddy’s five inches feel like a joke. Eight and a half inches at least, thick and dark, the head a deep purple that glistened in the lamplight. His balls hung heavy beneath, full and commanding.

Feargal was different. Where Marcus was sleek, Feargal was thick. His shoulders were enormous, his chest barrel-like, his arms heavy with functional strength. A soft layer covered his stomach, the solid padding of a man who drank after training, but beneath it was nothing but dense, powerful muscle. His thighs were tree trunks. His neck was a column. And his cock, though shorter than Marcus’s, was monstrously thick, seven inches that looked as wide as a coke can, pale flesh veined and blunt headed.

Freddy stared. He couldn’t stop staring. This was what masculinity looked like. This was what Chloe had been craving. The contrast between these two men and his own slim, pale, unimposing body was so complete that it felt like a cosmic joke.

Look at them, a voice whispered in his skull. Look at what you’ll never be.

Chloe was looking. Her small hands lifted. One wrapped around Marcus’s shaft, her fingers couldn’t close completely around the girth, and the other curled around Feargal’s thick pale cock. She looked tiny between them. Delicate. Outmatched.

“There we go,” Marcus said, his deep voice dropping into something rougher. “Look at those big eyes. She’s been thinking about this all night.”

Feargal chuckled, his cock twitching in Chloe’s grip. “Cock-hungry little thing, isn’t she?”

“Look at those lips,” Marcus said, and his thumb came down to trace Chloe’s mouth. She opened for him immediately, letting him press the pad of his thumb against her tongue. “Proper cock-sucking lips. Told you, mate. Best mouth in Bristol.”

The crude words filled the small room. Freddy’s ears burned. The humiliation was a physical weight pressing down on his chest, but beneath it, beneath the shame and the jealousy and the echo of every schoolyard taunt, something else stirred. Something that felt dangerously like fascination.

Chloe guided Marcus’s cock toward her mouth.

Her tongue touched the purple head first, a tentative lick that made Marcus’s jaw tighten. Then she took him in, her lips stretching around his thickness, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. Marcus’s hand found the back of her head. Not pushing. Just resting there, a reminder of who was in control.

“Good girl,” he breathed.

She pulled back with a soft pop, a strand of saliva connecting her bottom lip to his shaft. Then she turned, still gripping Feargal’s cock, and took him into her mouth instead. Feargal groaned, a deep, heartfelt sound, and his thick fingers tangled in her auburn hair.

“Fuck me,” he rumbled. “She can take it, can’t she?”

“Told you,” Marcus said again.

Chloe alternated between them. Marcus. Feargal. Marcus. Feargal. Her head bobbed in the amber light, her breasts swaying with the motion, her red thong still a slash of crimson against her pale hips. Both men looked down at her, and their commentary continued; laddish, crude, utterly objectifying.

“Look at those tits bounce while she sucks.”

“That mouth was made for this.”

“Never had a girl who could take so much cock, so eager.”

Freddy sat frozen on the edge of the bed, his slender body rigid, his jeans tented obscenely. He watched Chloe’s lips stretch around Feargal’s impossible thickness. Watched her tongue trace the ridge of Marcus’s shaft. Watched her hands work what her mouth wasn’t attending to, small pale fingers against dark flesh and pale flesh, gripping and stroking with growing confidence. But it was Marcus’s cock that truly mesmerized him. Eight and a half inches at least, thick and dark, the head a deep purple that glistened with Chloe’s saliva. His big balls swayed below, heavy and full, as Chloe’s mouth worked him with eager devotion. Freddy couldn’t tear his eyes away. The sheer size, the commanding presence, the undeniable masculinity of it all, it was everything Freddy wasn’t, and everything he feared he could never be.

She looked happy. That was the worst part. She looked eager and aroused and completely, utterly present in a way Freddy had rarely seen her during their own intimacy. This wasn’t reassurance. This wasn’t comfort. This was hunger.

Marcus glanced toward the bed.

His dark eyes met Freddy’s, and that slow smile returned. Calm. Certain. The smile of a man who knew he now controlled the emotional gravity of the room and had no intention of giving it back.


Chapter Nine

The room had shrunk to a few square feet of charged air. Chloe’s mouth still held the taste of both men, salt and skin and something faintly hoppy from Feargal’s evening beers. Her jaw ached, but the ache was a warm, welcome thing, proof that she’d been useful. She was kneeling on the worn carpet, one hand still loose around Marcus’s thick, dark shaft, when his voice rolled over her like a physical touch.

“Alright slut, now for your first spit roast.”

The word slut landed in her belly and bloomed hot. Not an insult. A title. A role she hadn’t known she was auditioning for. She lifted her gaze to Marcus, then to Feargal, whose grin had become something quieter and more focused. Finally, she looked at Freddy.

He was pressed against the headboard, his knees drawn up, his big blue eyes fixed on her with an expression she couldn’t parse. Horror? Worship? Both, probably. His slender frame looked even smaller than usual, shrunken into the corner of his own bed. The streetlamp light through the curtain turned his face into a mask of amber and shadow.

Marcus didn’t repeat himself. He waited, one eyebrow lifted, his hand resting on the back of her neck.

Chloe crawled onto the bed.

The duvet bunched under her knees. She positioned herself on all fours side on to Freddy, her back dipping, her ass rising. The mattress dipped again as Feargal moved to stand on the far side, his thick thighs level with the bed’s edge. She was now at the perfect height for what came next.

Feargal’s cock rose in front of her face, pale, veined, the blunt head gleaming with a bead of pre-cum that caught the amber light. Her mouth opened without her brain’s permission. Muscle memory. The thick warmth of him slid past her lips, filling her mouth with a weight that made her jaw stretch. She breathed through her nose and settled into a rhythm: head forward, tongue flat, pull back slow.

Behind her, Marcus hooked two fingers under the waistband of the red thong. The lace was soaked through, she could feel it peeling away from her skin with a soft, adhesive sound. He dragged the scrap of fabric down over her hips, over the full curve of her ass, down her gym-toned thighs. One ankle lifted. Then the other. The thong came free.

Marcus held it up. Looked at it. Then, with a casual flick of his wrist, he tossed it toward the headboard.

It landed on Freddy’s thigh.

“Sniff that, how wet your bird is for us.” Marcus’s voice was calm, instructional, like he was explaining a simple procedure. “But hang on to it. I’ll have it back when I leave. Add to my collection.”

Freddy’s fingers closed around the damp lace. His knuckles whitened. The scent rose immediately, musky, familiar, Chloe’s arousal in concentrated form. He lifted it to his nose before he could stop himself. His eyes fluttered shut. A tremor ran through his slim shoulders.

Marcus’s palm connected with Chloe’s right cheek.

The crack was sharp and immediate. Chloe’s head jerked forward, driving Feargal’s cock deeper into her throat. A muffled moan vibrated around the thick flesh. Before the sting had fully registered, Marcus’s hand came down again, left cheek this time, harder. A proper slap that left a white imprint before the blood rushed back in a hot, red bloom.

“You like that, don’t you?” Marcus murmured, rubbing the heated skin with the flat of his palm.

Feargal, “The slut fucking loves it.”

A third slap. Chloe’s spine arched lower. Her hips pushed back, an involuntary offering. The wet lips of her pussy glistened in the lamplight, swollen and open, a single bead of moisture sliding down her inner thigh. Marcus watched that bead travel with something like reverence.

Then he notched himself against her entrance.

She felt the broad, blunt heat of his cockhead pressing where she was softest and most vulnerable. One hand gripped her hip; the other splayed across the small of her back. He didn’t ease in. He didn’t ask.

One hard thrust.

Chloe’s scream was swallowed by Feargal’s cock. Her body jolted forward, breasts swinging heavily, nipples skimming the duvet. Marcus filled her completely in a single motion, eight and a half inches of thick, dark muscle buried to the hilt. She could feel Feargal’s in her throat, or maybe that was just the sheer overwhelming fullness of it. Her fingers clawed into the duvet.

“Fuck,” Feargal breathed, looking down at the crown of her auburn hair. “She’s taking all that?”

“Every inch.” Marcus’s hips began to roll. Slow at first, a deliberate grind that made Chloe’s breath hitch around the cock in her mouth. “This little pussy was made for big dick.”

Feargal chuckled and tangled a hand in her hair, guiding her mouth back onto him. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing, her tongue working the thick vein on his underside. The room filled with sound: the wet suction of her mouth, the rhythmic slap of Marcus’s slender hips against her full round ass, the creak of the bedframe.

Freddy didn’t move. Couldn’t move. His back was fused to the headboard, his jeans tented so painfully that he could feel his pulse beating against the denim. He watched Chloe in profile, a creature transformed, an animal of pure appetite. Her back undulated. Her ass bounced with each thrust. Her large breasts swung in a heavy, pendulous rhythm between the two men’s impacts.

Feargal’s cock disappeared and reappeared between her lips, glistening with saliva. Marcus’s cock pistoned in and out of her, the dark shaft emerging slick, wet and then vanishing again into the tight clasp of her body. Her moans were continuous now, a low, guttural soundtrack that made the air itself feel thick.

Freddy pressed the red thong to his face. Inhaled. Her scent flooded his brain. This was his girlfriend. This was his bully’s cock splitting her open and she was moaning like it was the best thing that had ever happened to her.

He’d never seen anything so lewd. So pornographic. So beautiful.

He hated himself for thinking it. Hated himself more for the way his hips twitched, his own modest, slender five inches straining against his fly, leaking a damp spot he could feel spreading through the cotton of his boxers.

“Look at those tits bounce while she sucks,” Feargal observed, his thick Bristol accent thickening with arousal. “I had a girl once who couldn’t hack it, gagged every time. But this one… she’s a natural.”

“Told you,” Marcus grunted. His pace increased, the slaps becoming sharper, faster. His grip tightened on Chloe’s hips, fingers dimpling the soft flesh. “Best mouth in Bristol. Best pussy too, now I’ve had it.”

A flush of humiliation burned through Freddy’s chest. But beneath it, something else stirred. Something that had been growing all night, fed by every taunt and every stolen glance. An ache that felt like belonging. Like this, her on her knees, him in the corner, was a configuration that made terrible, exhilarating sense.

Chloe’s rhythm stuttered.

Feargal felt it first, the way her suction became uneven, the way her throat tightened and released without pattern. Her hands, which had been braced on the duvet, flew up to grip his thighs. Her nails dug in.

“She’s close,” Feargal said, almost reverently.

Marcus responded by shifting his angle, grinding deeper, his pelvis flush against her reddened cheeks. His thumb found the tight pucker of her ass and pressed there; not penetrating, just a promise. A claim. Chloe’s whole body went rigid.

The orgasm didn’t build gradually. It detonated.

Her spine snapped into a deeper arch. Her mouth pulled off Feargal’s cock with a raw, choking cry that was half scream and half sob. A thin strand of saliva connected her bottom lip to his shaft for a long, elastic second before it broke. Her thighs quaked. Her pussy clamped down on Marcus’s cock in a series of rapid, involuntary contractions that he groaned through, his fingers becoming a vice on her hips.

“That’s it,” Marcus growled, fucking her through it. “That’s my good little slut.”

Her large breasts shuddered with each residual spasm. Her long auburn hair stuck to the sweat on her back. The sound that escaped her throat was wordless, a high, keening note that hung in the stuffy air of the small double room.

Freddy watched it all without blinking.

The red thong was crushed in his fist. The scent of her was in his lungs, in his bloodstream. His cock throbbed, untouched, a dull ache that had become its own form of torment.

Chloe’s climax faded into trembling aftershocks, but Marcus didn’t stop. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her spine, and bit the curve of her shoulder, a hard, possessive nip that made her whimper. Feargal was already guiding her face back toward his cock, his patient grin saying we’re not done yet.


Chapter Ten

Marcus pulled out of her with a wet, obscene sound, a slow withdrawal that left Chloe gasping, her pussy clutching at nothing. The emptiness was almost painful. She could feel herself gaping, the cool air of the room brushing where his thick heat had been. Her thighs trembled. Her fingers were still dug into Feargal's rugby-thick thighs.

"Fuck," she breathed, the word barely audible.

"You wanna try this tight cunt?" Marcus asked, glancing over at Feargal.

The question was casual. Transactional. Like they were trading parts of her between them.

Feargal's grin widened. "Yeah, this mouth is sweet but let's swap."

Chloe heard the words. Cunt. Mouth. Swap. They landed somewhere deep in her belly, in that new place that had opened up tonight, a place that craved exactly this reduction. Being talked about like a collection of warm, wet holes. Being passed between them like something owned. She should have been offended. She should have felt degraded.

Instead, her pussy clenched around nothing, and a fresh trickle of wetness slid down her inner thigh.

Freddy saw it. Of course he saw it. He was still pressed against the headboard, his big blue eyes tracking every detail with the desperate focus of a man who had lost all control of the room and was now simply trying to survive it. The red thong was still crushed in his fist. The scent of her was still in his lungs. And now he was watching his childhood bully casually offer his girlfriend's pussy to a stranger like it was a beer at the bar.

His beautiful Chloe. The woman he worshipped. The woman who had kissed his forehead and told him he was loved. Reduced to a tight cunt for Marcus to share with his mate.

His dick throbbed. He hated himself. He didn't look away.

The two men swapped positions with the practiced ease of teammates rotating on a pitch. Feargal pulled his thick cock from Chloe's mouth, the blunt head emerging with a soft pop, a rope of saliva connecting her bottom lip to his pale shaft, and moved behind her. The bed groaned under his weight. His knees bracketed her hips, his broad thighs spreading hers wider.

Marcus came to her head. His hand on her jaw, tilting her face up.

"Open," he said.

Not a request. An instruction. Chloe's lips parted.

He guided himself to her mouth. The broad, dark head pressed against her tongue, and she tasted herself, salty, musky, the intimate flavour of her own arousal coating his skin. She took him in, her jaw stretching around his girth, her tongue curling along the thick vein that ran up his underside. His fingers threaded into her auburn hair, not pushing, just holding her there. A reminder of who was steering.

Behind her, Feargal was lining himself up.

She felt him first as a blunt pressure, wider than Marcus, the head of his cock spreading her open with a stretch that made her breath catch around the flesh in her mouth. He was thicker. Much thicker. Her body resisted for a moment, the muscles of her entrance trying to accommodate the impossible width.

"Easy," Feargal rumbled, one thick hand settling on her hip. "She'll take it. Look at that little cunt, she's gagging for it."

He pushed.

The stretch was exquisite. Chloe's spine bowed deeper, her back dipping, her ass pressing back against him. He filled her inch by thick inch, the pale meat of him disappearing into her slick, swollen pussy. She could feel him everywhere, a fullness so complete it bordered on pain, then tipped over into something else entirely. Something that made her eyes roll back and her throat open wider for Marcus's cock.

"There we go," Feargal breathed, his hips settling flush against her reddened ass. "Fuck me, she's tight. Like a vice."

"Told you," Marcus said. His voice was rougher now, the first crack in his calm confidence. "This one's special."

They began to move.

Not a tentative rhythm. Not a careful one. Feargal's first thrust was hard enough to shove her forward, driving Marcus's cock deeper into her throat. She gagged around him, her throat constricting, and Marcus groaned, a deep, involuntary sound that made her clit throb. Then Feargal pulled back and thrust again. And again. Finding a rhythm that matched Marcus's.

Chloe was no longer a participant. She was a conduit. A warm, willing space between two men who used her with the unselfconscious entitlement of athletes who had always taken what they wanted.

Her breasts swung heavily beneath her. The motion was violent, uncontrolled, her 36Ds slapping together with each thrust from Feargal, her nipples skimming the rumpled duvet. The sensation was a distant hum beneath the overwhelming fullness at both ends of her body. Mouth. Pussy. Both filled. Both owned.

Freddy watched the breasts. He couldn't help it. They were so beautiful, so undeniably her, and they were bouncing and swaying with an abandon he had never been able to provoke. Marcus's thick dark shaft disappeared between her stretched pink lips. Feargal's pale monster pistoned into her from behind. And between them, those gorgeous, heavy breasts swung like pendulums keeping time with the fucking.

Look at her, the voice in his skull whispered. Look at what she needs. Look at what you'll never be.

He was leaking through his boxers. A damp patch had spread across the front of his jeans, visible in the amber lamplight. His own slender dick; five inches, maybe less when it was this hard, throbbed with a desperate, ignored ache. He didn't dare touch it. He barely dared breathe.

Chloe's muffled moans became a continuous soundtrack. Her throat worked around Marcus's cock, swallowing instinctively, her tongue pressing flat against his shaft. Her pussy gripped Feargal's thickness in rhythmic pulses that she couldn't control. She was hurtling toward something, some edge she hadn't known existed until tonight.

Feargal's balls slapped against her clit with each thrust. The wet sound of impact filled the small double room, mixing with the creak of the bedframe and Marcus's ragged breathing. His thick fingers dimpled her hips, pulling her back onto him, meeting his own thrusts with a force that made her ass ripple.

"She's close again," Feargal grunted, his cheerful demeanour stripped away to something more primal. "I can feel her, fuck yeah….she's gonna….."

He didn't finish the sentence.

The orgasm hit Chloe like a wall.

It was different from the first one. Deeper. More devastating. It started in her core, a knot of pressure that had been building since Marcus first notched against her entrance, and then it detonated outward, nerve by nerve, muscle by muscle. Her pussy clamped down on Feargal's thick cock in a series of violent, milking contractions. Her throat constricted around Marcus, and she heard him curse, a sharp, bitten-off fuck that was the most unguarded thing he'd said all night.

Her scream was swallowed. Her spine arched so deeply that her breasts lifted off the duvet, her back curving into a taut bow. Her hands, which had been gripping the sheets, flew backward, one finding Feargal's thigh, the other clawing at Marcus's hip. Her nails left crescents in both.

Feargal felt her come apart around him and lost his own control.

"Shit…..I'm gonna….."

His hips slammed forward one final time, burying himself to the hilt. His thick cock pulsed deep inside her, and then he was emptying himself, a hot, flooding release that filled her in thick ropes. Chloe felt it. Felt the liquid heat spreading inside her, marking her, claiming territory that had been Freddy's and Marcus's and was now his too. The sensation tipped her over again, or maybe just prolonged the fall, a second wave of shudders that made her pussy milk him dry.

Feargal groaned through it, his stocky body folded over her back, his forehead pressing between her shoulder blades. His breath was hot and damp on her skin.

Marcus pulled out of her mouth.

His cock emerged slick and throbbing, still hard. He looked down at Chloe's ruined face, her swollen lips, her glazed hazel eyes, the thin strand of saliva still connecting her to him, and something flickered in his dark gaze. Not tenderness. Something more like satisfaction.

"Good girl," he murmured.

Chloe collapsed onto her forearms, her cheek pressing into the duvet. Feargal was still inside her, softening now, his spend beginning to trickle down her inner thigh. Her breasts were flattened against the mattress. Her auburn hair was a sweaty tangle. She had never felt so used. So emptied. So completely, utterly satisfied.

From the headboard, Freddy watched the trickle of Feargal's semen trace a slow path down his girlfriend's gym-toned thigh. The red thong was still in his fist. His dick was still hard. And somewhere deep in the humiliation and the jealousy and the desperate, aching need, a small voice whispered something he couldn't yet admit:

This is what she wants. This is what you could never give her.

The room settled into heavy breathing and the faint, lingering scent of sex.


Chapter Eleven

Marcus’s voice cut through the humid silence like a blade.

“On your back, slut. Spread your legs for your wimpy boyfriend.”

Chloe’s body obeyed before her mind caught up. She rolled onto her back, the duvet bunching beneath her, her head hanging off the edge of the bed. The world inverted, Freddy’s ceiling became the floor, the amber streetlamp glow became a pool of light on the carpet below her. Blood rushed to her temples. Her auburn hair cascaded down in a tangled curtain, the ends brushing the floorboards.

From this angle, she could see Freddy upside-down. He was still pressed against the headboard, his slender frame hunched, his big blue eyes wide and wet. The red thong hung limp in his fist. His jeans were tented obscenely, the damp patch spreading.

Marcus stepped back. Gave Freddy an unobstructed view.

“Go on, mate. Look at her.”

Freddy looked.

Chloe’s legs were spread wide, her gym-toned thighs trembling with the effort of holding the position. Her pussy was directly in his line of sight, swollen, glistening, gaping slightly from the two cocks that had stretched her open. Feargal’s thick release was already beginning to seep from her, a slow white trickle that traced the curve of her perineum before dripping onto the rumpled duvet. Her outer lips were puffy and dark pink, the inner ones protruding like a flower after rain. The scent of her, of them, drifted across the bed.

His beautiful Chloe. Reduced to a leaking, used hole.

His stomach clenched. His cock throbbed.

Marcus moved to stand beside the bed, one hand resting on Chloe’s hip, the other still slowly stroking his big black cock. It glistened with her saliva, the thick shaft emerging and disappearing through his loose fist. He hadn’t come yet. Freddy could see the tension in his broad shoulders, the way his jaw was set. Marcus was saving himself.

“I want to nut in your bird, mate,” Marcus said. The words were casual. Conversational. Like he was discussing the weather. “So, you’re going to have to clean her up for me.”

The humiliation landed like a physical blow.

Freddy’s breath caught in his throat. His fingers tightened around the red thong. Clean her up. The meaning was unmistakable. He was ordered to lick his girlfriend’s pussy clean; her boyfriend, the man who worshipped her, was going to lick out the gooey mess.

Feargal let out a low whistle from somewhere behind Chloe’s inverted head. “Eww, I’ve seen it all now. A wimpy boyfriend licking up my mess out of his bird.” His thick Bristol accent made the words somehow worse, more mocking, more casual. Like this was just another Saturday night story to tell the rugby lads.

Chloe’s upside-down gaze found Freddy’s face. Her hazel eyes were glazed, her full lips swollen and parted. A thin strand of saliva still connected her chin to her chest. She looked utterly wrecked. Utterly satisfied. And somewhere in those large, beautiful eyes, Freddy saw something that made his heart stutter.

Expectation.

She expected him to do it. She wanted him to do it.

That realization should have broken him. Instead, it freed something. Something that had been locked inside his chest since the schoolyard, since Marcus’s laughter and the mocking comments about his lisp and his skinny frame. If this was what Chloe needed, if this was the role she wanted him to play, then he would play it. He would play it better than any man had ever played it.

He dropped the thong. Rose to his knees. Crawled toward her.

The mattress dipped under his weight. His hands were trembling as he positioned himself between her spread thighs, his face inches from her ruined pussy. Up close, the details were overwhelming: the way her flesh glistened with mingled fluids, the faint musk of Feargal’s release mixed with her own sweet scent, the way her inner lips quivered with each shallow breath she took.

“That’s it,” Marcus murmured, still stroking himself. “Good little cuck.”

Freddy lowered his head.

His tongue made contact with her inner thigh first, a tentative stroke that gathered the trickle of Feargal’s spend before it could reach the duvet. The taste was salt and bitterness and something faintly alkaline. Not pleasant. Not terrible. Just other. He swallowed and moved closer.

Chloe’s breath hitched when his tongue found her centre.

He started at the bottom, where the fluids had pooled, and dragged upward in a slow, deliberate stroke. His tongue parted her swollen lips, gathering everything in its path. The taste intensified, Feargal’s thick release, Marcus’s pre-cum, Chloe’s own honeyed arousal, all mingled into a cocktail that was uniquely, devastatingly her. His beautiful girlfriend, flavoured by the men who had used her.

Marcus, “I knew it. Licking up another man’s cum. Freddy you are so gay!”

She moaned. The sound was muffled by the blood rushing in her inverted head, but Freddy felt it vibrate through her pelvis. His tongue pressed deeper, curling into her gaping entrance, scooping out the mess with a devotion that bordered on religious.

Feargal knelt by Chloe’s head. His softening cock, still slick with her saliva, still flushed pink from its recent exertion, dangled above her upside-down mouth. “While your boyfriend cleans you,” he said, his cheerful tone returning, “you can clean me.”

Chloe’s lips parted without hesitation.

Feargal guided himself to her mouth. From Freddy’s angle, he could see the pale shaft disappear between her inverted lips, could see her throat working as she took him in. The angle was strange, upside-down, her neck extended, but she managed it, her tongue visible for a moment as it curled around his base.

“Fuck,” Feargal breathed. “Yeah, that’s it. Lick it clean.”

Freddy’s tongue worked deeper. He found a pocket of Feargal’s release tucked behind her cervix, or what felt like her cervix, and drew it out with a sucking motion that made Chloe’s hips buck. Her thighs clamped around his ears. He didn’t stop. He licked and sucked and swallowed, his slender fingers spreading her open for better access, his nose pressed against her clit.

She was trembling. He could feel the vibrations through her pelvis, through her thighs, through the mattress itself. Her muffled moans around Feargal’s cock became more urgent. Her hips rolled against his face, grinding her clit against his nose with a desperation that made his own neglected cock throb.

Marcus stood back, watching.

His big black cock was still in his hand, still hard, still glistening. He stroked himself slowly, not with urgency, but with the calm satisfaction of a man who knew his moment was coming. His dark eyes tracked every detail: Freddy’s head buried between Chloe’s thighs, Feargal’s cock disappearing into her inverted mouth, the way her breasts rose and fell with each ragged breath.

“You know what I love about this?” Marcus said. His voice was quiet, contemplative. Almost philosophical. “It’s not just the sex. It’s the surrender. Six years ago, I was calling you a little faggot in the cafeteria and now look at you. Licking my mate’s cum out of your own girlfriend. Because I told you to.”

Freddy heard the words. They landed somewhere in his chest, not as pain, but as something stranger. Something almost like relief. The old hierarchy was still in place. Marcus was still the king. But now Freddy had a role to play. A purpose. A place in the order of things.

He sucked harder. Swallowed another mouthful. Let his tongue trace the swollen rim of her entrance.

Chloe’s orgasm built without warning.

One moment she was licking Feargal’s softening cock with mechanical devotion. The next, her whole body went rigid. Her inverted spine arched off the bed, her breasts heaving, her thighs clamping around Freddy’s head with enough force to make his ears pop. The sound that escaped her, muffled though it was, was more animal than human. A keening, desperate thing that vibrated around Feargal’s flesh.

Freddy felt her pussy convulse against his tongue. The rhythmic contractions milked nothing, she was already empty, already cleaned, but they kept coming, wave after wave, her inner muscles gripping and releasing in a pattern that made his jaw ache.

Feargal pulled out of her mouth with a wet pop. “Fuck me, she’s keen.”

Marcus stopped stroking. Stepped forward.

“My turn.”

The words were simple. Quiet. Absolute.

Freddy lifted his head. His face was slick with Chloe’s fluids and Feargal’s release and his own saliva. His lips were swollen. His big blue eyes were glassy with something between arousal and submission. He looked at Marcus, six-three of muscle and calm command, and knew what was coming.

Marcus nudged him aside. Not roughly. Just firmly. Like moving a piece of furniture that was in the way. Freddy scrambled backward, his back finding the headboard again, his wet face cooling in the air.

Chloe was still inverted, still trembling from her climax, her head hanging off the bed. Marcus positioned himself at her entrance, that big black cock notching against her swollen, cleaned, empty pussy. One hand gripped her hip. The other pressed flat against her lower belly.

“Look at me,” he said.

Chloe’s upside-down eyes found his face.

He pushed in.

She was wet enough, drenched, really, that there was no resistance. Just a smooth, inevitable filling. The broad dark head disappeared first, then inch after inch of thick shaft, until Marcus’s slender hips were flush against her ass. She let out a long, shuddering breath.

“That’s it,” Marcus murmured. “Take it all.”

He began to fuck her.

Not hard. Not fast. A slow, deliberate grind that made the bedframe creak in a steady rhythm. His thrusts were deep and complete; each one burying him to the hilt, each one making Chloe’s inverted breasts sway on her chest. Her eyes were half-closed. Her lips were parted. A thin stream of saliva ran from the corner of her mouth toward her temple.

Freddy watched. His own dick was still hard, still leaking, still untouched. The ache had become something transcendent; a pain that was almost pleasure. He pressed his palm against the damp spot on his jeans and felt the throb beneath.

Marcus’s pace increased. The slaps became sharper. His breath became ragged.

“Gonna fill this tight little cunt,” he grunted. “Gonna give you something to remember.”

His fingers dug into Chloe’s hips. His thrusts became erratic. His jaw clenched. And then, with a groan that seemed to come from somewhere deep in his chest, he emptied himself inside her.

Freddy saw the tension release in Marcus’s shoulders. Saw the way his powerful frame moved with absolute certainty, every part of him controlled, deliberate, effortless. His broad back flexed under the low light, the muscles in his arms and torso tightening and shifting with every movement. He saw Marcus’s firm, rounded muscular buttocks clench and tighten as he pumped his hips forward, driving himself deeper into her with each powerful thrust, his body carrying that same raw athletic authority Freddy remembered from school.

And Freddy hated how mesmerising it was. Marcus looked exactly like what Freddy had always feared and envied; strong, confident, physically complete. Everything Freddy had never been. Watching him now, so calm, so dominant, Freddy felt that old reverence rising again, that same awful mixture of fear, admiration, and something dangerously close to longing, almost desire for the other man.

Chloe’s face had gone slack with something between pleasure and exhaustion, her lips parted, her breath shallow, her body utterly surrendered to the relentless rhythm of Marcus’s control.

Marcus stayed inside her for a long moment. Then he pulled out.

The sound was wet and obscene. His big black cock emerged slick with their mingled fluids, still half-hard, glistening in the amber light. Behind it came the first slow seep of his release, thicker than Feargal’s, whiter, already beginning to trickle down toward the duvet.

Marcus looked at Freddy.

“Your turn, mate.”

Freddy crawled forward without hesitation. Lowered his head. Pressed his tongue against the source.

And began to clean.


Chapter Twelve

Freddy didn’t wait. He didn’t hesitate. The moment Marcus’s cock withdrew, leaving that thick, white deposit exposed to the cool air of the bedroom, Freddy moved. He lowered his face to the apex of Chloe’s thighs, the scent of sex and musk hitting him like a physical weight. It was pungent, raw, the smell of Marcus’s conquest, Feargal’s lingering presence, and Chloe’s overwhelming arousal all mingled into a fog that filled his senses.

He stared at her pussy for a heartbeat. It was a ruin of beauty, swollen, dark pink, the lips parted and refusing to close completely. Inside, the evidence of Marcus’s dominance was already beginning to seep out. It was heavy, thick, and opaque, clinging to her inner flesh. Freddy felt a humiliated thrum of arousal vibrate through his own slender frame, his untouched cock twitching in his damp jeans.

"Go on then, mate," Marcus’s voice came from above, calm and amused. "Clean up the mess. Or rather, my mess."

Freddy leaned in and extended his tongue.

The first contact was electric. The texture was unlike anything he’d ever tasted, Marcus’s release was hot, thick, and incredibly gooey. It coated his tongue instantly, a salty, bitter tang that flooded his mouth. He dragged his tongue upward through the mess, gathering a heavy strand of the gloopy cum, and swallowed.

"Christ," Feargal muttered, shifting his weight nearby. Freddy could hear the smirk in his voice. "Look at him. He’s actually hungry for it. Like a starving dog."

Freddy flushed, the heat burning his ears, but he didn’t stop. He lapped at her entrance again, his tongue wide and flat to scoop up the viscous fluid. It was sloppy work. The room was filled with the wet, lewd sounds of his licking, slurp, schlick, slurp. He was cleaning her thoroughly, chasing the escaping rivers of cum before they could reach the duvet.

Chloe let out a shuddering breath, her hips twitching involuntarily. "Oh god," she whispered, her voice wrecked. "Freddy..."

"Feels good, doesn't it?" Marcus taunted, standing with his arms crossed over his broad chest, watching his former bully perform the most submissive act imaginable. "Having your wimp boyfriend eat a real man’s load out of you?"

"It’s... it’s so hot," Chloe gasped, her hands coming down to tangle in Freddy’s hair. She didn't push him away. She pulled him closer.

Freddy worked with a desperate devotion. He sealed his lips over her gaping entrance and sucked, drawing the remnants of Marcus’s orgasm directly into his mouth. The consistency was intense, heavy and coating, sticking to the back of his throat. He had to swallow hard to get it down, the sensation marking him internally in a way that felt irrevocable.

"Five minutes," Feargal said, checking an imaginary watch on his wrist, his tone crude and mocking. "Bet you a tenner he can’t get her clean before she cums again."

"You’re on," Marcus replied smoothly. "Look at the little slut go. He’s in love with it."

Time seemed to distort in the cramped, humid room. Minutes stretched and contracted. Freddy lost himself in the rhythm of the cleanup. His jaw ached, but the ache felt right. It was penance. It was worship. He focused on the task, cleaning every fold, every crevice, chasing the gloopy evidence of Marcus’s virility until the only thing left on his tongue was the sharp, metallic taste of Chloe’s heightened arousal.

Her thighs began to tremble against his ears.

Freddy adjusted his angle, tilting his head to run the flat of his tongue firmly over her clit while simultaneously thrusting his tongue deep inside her to scoop out the last of the deposit. The dual stimulation was too much.

"Ah! Fuck!" Chloe cried out, her back arching off the mattress.

"Easy now," Feargal laughed, looking down at the spectacle. "She’s getting close. Told you she’d love it."

Freddy could feel it building in her, the tightening of her abdominal muscles, the way her thighs clamped hard around his head, trapping him against her wet heat. He redoubled his efforts, slurping loudly, noisily, wanting to give her exactly what the other men had given her, but in his own way. He wanted to be the one to take her over the edge now, even if he was doing it on his knees with another man’s cum in his belly.

"Eat that pussy, Freddy," Marcus commanded, his voice dropping an octave. "Make her cum on your face while she tastes me."

The degradation of the words hit Freddy like a drug. He moaned into her flesh, the vibration traveling straight through her clit. Chloe shattered.

Her orgasm ripped through her with violent force. She let out a high, broken cry, her fingernails digging into Freddy’s scalp as she ground her pussy against his mouth. Her inner muscles contracted rhythmically, spasming around his tongue.

And then, she flooded him.

It wasn't just the phantom taste of Marcus anymore. As she climaxed, her own juices rushed out to meet what was left of the mess, creating a fresh, diluted wave of fluid that filled Freddy’s mouth. It was a chaotic mix, her sweet, clear essence blended with the lingering salty thickness of Marcus’s heavy load.

Freddy swallowed rapidly, his mouth filled to overflowing with the combination of their releases. It leaked from the corners of his lips, running down his chin and dripping onto his shirt, but he didn't care. He drank her down, greedy for it, his eyes squeezed shut as he shared her climax in the most intimate, debased way possible.

Chloe rode his face through the aftershocks, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her hips bucking uncontrollably. "Yes... yes... fuck, Freddy, yes..."

Slowly, the spasms subsided. Her grip on his hair loosened, her thighs falling open to reveal the slick, wet mess of his face.

Freddy pulled back, gasping for air. His face was a disaster, slick and shiny, his lips swollen and coated in a white glaze that was slowly turning clear as it mingled with his saliva. He looked up at the two men, his blue eyes watery and dazed, feeling completely stripped of his ego and yet paradoxically anchored to the moment.

Feargal let out a low whistle of appreciation. "Well, I’ll be damned. You won that bet, Marcus. The kid’s got talent."

"Didn't doubt it for a second," Marcus said, looking down with a dark, possessive satisfaction. He reached out, gripping Freddy’s shoulder and squeezing it hard, not aggressively, but firmly, reinforcing the hierarchy. "Good clean-up boy. You got it all."

Freddy wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, the taste of Chloe and Marcus still heavy on his tongue. He looked at Chloe, who was lying boneless on the bed, her chest heaving, a small, blissful smile playing on her swollen lips. She looked thoroughly fucked, thoroughly used, and completely satisfied.

And Freddy, sitting there with his face sticky and his stomach full of his bully’s cum, realized with a sinking, thrilling sensation that he had never been happier.


Chapter Thirteen

The room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, the air humid and heavy in the small double bedroom. Chloe lay sprawled across the duvet, her chest heaving as she came down from the high of her orgasm, her body glistening under the amber glow of the streetlamp outside. Freddy sat back on his heels, wiping a sticky residue from his chin with the back of his hand, his blue eyes dazed and wet, staring at the woman he loved as if she were a deity who had just accepted his sacrifice.

Marcus stood at the foot of the bed, his imposing figure blocking out the light from the hallway. His broad chest rose and fell with steady, controlled breaths, his dark skin gleaming with a sheen of exertion. His cock, still formidable, hung heavy between his muscular thighs, bobbing slightly as he shifted his weight. It was coated in a thick, glossy sheen, a mingling of Chloe’s copious juices and his own milky spend, the evidence of his conquest stark against the dark length of him.

Feargal, the stocky rugby player, was lounging against the wardrobe, a smirk playing on his lips as he took in the scene. But his attention, along with everyone else’s, snapped back to Marcus as the tall man spoke.

"Faggot-boy," Marcus’s voice was a low rumble, designed to carry authority without needing to raise it. "Now you clean my cock."

The words hung in the air, heavier than the duvet. Freddy’s breath caught in his throat, an audible hitch that betrayed his sudden spike of adrenaline. He turned his head slowly, his neck stiff, and looked up at the man who had tormented him through his teenage years.

Up close, Marcus was a vision of physical dominance. He stood 6’3”, a tower of muscle that seemed to have been chiselled from granite. His shoulders were broad enough to block out the world, tapering down to a slim, narrow waist that accentuated the V-taper of his torso. His six-pack abs were ridges of shadow and light, leading the eye inevitably downward to where his thick legs rooted him to the floor. And there, jutting from his powerful frame, was his cock, long, black, and thick. Even at half-mast, having just spent himself inside Chloe, it looked impressive, imposing. It was shiny with fluids, the mixture of Chloe’s arousal and his own gloopy load creating a pearlescent mask along the shaft.

Freddy stared. He felt a knot of tightness in his stomach, a familiar twist of horror that he had carried since school. But mixed with that horror was something else. Something hotter and more confusing. Adoration, yes, but verging on a desperate kind of jealousy. He looked at the way the semen clung to Marcus’s skin, and he didn't see just his bully. He saw the man who had taken Chloe. The man who had satisfied her in ways Freddy never could.

And deeper still, buried under layers of insecurity and shame, was a dark, unspoken truth. Freddy realized he wanted this. He had always hated Marcus because he had been afraid of him, but part of that fear had been a twisted form of obsession. He had hated Marcus’s confidence, his masculinity, his effortless dominance, because deep down, Freddy had always secretly craved it. He had harboured a huge, repressed gay crush on him for years. The bullying had been a mask for a desire he didn't know how to process. Now, the command to submit, to service this man, wasn't just a humiliation. It was an offer to fulfil a fantasy he had never dared to voice.

Chloe saw it. She was watching Freddy’s face with a knowing, heavy-lidded gaze. She recognized the look. It was the same look he gave her when she denied him orgasm or made him beg, the look of a man finding his true place in the order of things. She saw the horror, the submission, and that flickering, hungry desire to taste the power that had just ravaged her.

She stirred, her movements languid and cat-like. Lifting herself from the mattress, she reached out a hand and took Freddy’s arm. Her grip was firm but gentle, her fingers warm against his skin.

"Come here," she whispered.

She guided him the two paces across the carpet until they were both kneeling before Marcus. Side by side, Chloe’s naked, curvy form and Freddy’s slender, clothed one presented a study in contrast to Marcus’s towering masculinity.

Chloe looked up at Freddy, her hazel eyes soft but unyielding. "This is it, Freddy. This is what you always wanted."

The words cut through Freddy’s defences, laying him bare. He couldn't deny it. Not with his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird.

"Just kiss the tip," Chloe urged, her voice a soothing balm to his panic. "Start simple."

Marcus looked down at them, his expression unreadable, though his dark eyes glinted with amusement. He shifted his stance, bringing his hips slightly forward, causing his heavy cock to swing gently. The scent of him, musk, sex, and raw masculinity, washed over Freddy.

"Faggot-boy," Marcus repeated, his tone dropping, becoming imperious. "Wrap those big blowjob lips around my cock."

Freddy’s throat went dry. He could hear Feargal chuckle softly from the sidelines, but the sound faded into the background. His world narrowed down to the organ in front of him. It was daunting. It was beautiful.

Very slowly, nervously, Freddy leaned forward. His hands rested on his thighs to stop them from shaking. He closed his eyes for a brief second, inhaling the heady aroma, then opened them again as he bridged the gap.

His lips made contact with the tip.

It was soft, velvety, and hot. He felt the pulse of blood beneath the skin. He kissed it gently, a chaste, trembling press of his mouth against the glans. The taste of Chloe was immediate and overwhelming, her sweet, tangy essence mixed with the saltier, earthier flavour of Marcus. The combination was electric, sparking a fresh wave of arousal in Freddy’s own groin.

"Good boy," Chloe murmured, her hand stroking the back of his neck. "That’s it, Freddy. Now open your mouth. Lick the end."

Freddy obeyed. He parted his lips, his jaw feeling strangely loose, and extended his tongue. He flicked it experimentally against the slit at the tip of Marcus’s cock, tasting a fresh bead of moisture. Marcus let out a low sigh, a sound of approval that vibrated through Freddy’s chest.

Encouraged, Freddy did as she instructed. He opened wider and slowly took the softening head into his mouth. It was a stretch, a fullness that demanded his attention. He was careful not to use his teeth, his tongue flattening against the underside of the shaft.

He could feel the weight of it on his tongue, the heat radiating from it. It was visceral and real. He was sucking his bully’s cock. He was tasting the man who had just fucked his girlfriend.

Chloe watched, entranced. She saw the way Freddy’s cheeks hollowed as he applied suction, saw the way his long lashes fluttered against his flushed skin as he surrendered completely to the act. It was the most intimate thing she had ever witnessed, a dark, twisted tableau of submission and desire. 

And Freddy...god, Freddy looked almost beautiful like this. His delicate features, those big blue eyes, that soft mouth with its surprisingly full lips, made him look almost feminine as he serviced Marcus. There was something strangely natural about seeing his pretty-boy face stretched around that thick black cock, his lips glistening with spit and pre-cum as he worked the shaft. 

The contrast was intoxicating Marcus's powerful, masculine body towering over Freddy's slender frame, his dark skin against Freddy's paleness, his dominance meeting Freddy's willing submission. Chloe felt her breath catch as she watched Freddy's throat work, his Adam's apple bobbing as he took Marcus deeper. 

It should have looked wrong. But it didn't. It looked right. Like this was where Freddy had always belonged.

"Help him learn," Marcus said to Chloe, his hand resting on top of Freddy’s head, not pushing, just claiming ownership.

Chloe moved closer. She reached out and wrapped her hand around the base of Marcus’s shaft, her fingers interlacing with Freddy’s where he had timidly grasped the thick length. She began to stroke him, slowly, pumping the blood back into the semi-hard flesh.

"That’s it, Freddy," she coaxed, guiding his rhythm. "Move your head. Use your tongue. Make him feel good."

With Chloe’s hand leading him, Freddy began to find a rhythm. He bobbed his head slowly, taking more of Marcus into his mouth with each downward stroke. He felt the thick veins rubbing against his lips, felt the texture of the skin. He focused on the sensations, letting go of his shame and embracing the perverse pleasure of the act.

Marcus groaned, his fingers threading into Freddy’s shaggy hair, gripping tight. "Yeah, that’s it. Just like that. Natural born cocksucker, aren’t you?"

The words should have stung, but instead, they washed over Freddy like a warm tide. He felt a surge of pride, a strange, confusing pride that he was pleasing this man. That he was pleasing Chloe.

As they worked together, Chloe stroking the base, Freddy working the head, Freddy could feel the change happening. Marcus’s cock was responding. The soft flesh was firming up, expanding, growing heavier in his mouth. The half-mast erection was rapidly returning to its full, formidable glory.

Freddy had to pull back slightly to accommodate the growing size, his jaw stretching wider. Marcus was big, much bigger than Freddy, and the reality of that size was becoming undeniable as the shaft hardened to steel.

"Look at that," Feargal commented from the sidelines, his voice thick with appreciation. "Freddy’s waking the beast up."

Chloe leaned in, kissing Freddy’s cheek, leaving a smear of her own lipstick on his skin. "You’re doing so well," she whispered. "You’re making him hard again. You’re doing that."

Freddy moaned around the mouthful of cock, the sound muffled and wet. He looked up, locking eyes with Marcus. The bully looked down at him, a smirk playing on his lips, but there was a heat in his gaze now that went beyond mockery. It was a look of pure, primal lust.

Freddy realized with a jolt that he had done this. He had made Marcus Reid, the king of the school, hard. He had power too, in his own way. The power of submission.

He redoubled his efforts, sucking harder, swirling his tongue around the sensitive ridge of the head. He felt Marcus’s hips twitch involuntarily, a small thrust that pushed the cock deeper into Freddy’s mouth. He didn't gag. He took it.

They knelt there, Freddy and Chloe, united in their worship of the dominant man above them. And as Marcus’s cock swelled to its full, intimidating length, filling Freddy’s mouth and stretching his lips to their limit, the room seemed to shrink, holding only this moment, the three of them, bound together by lust, history, and the thick, throbbing reality of the cock in Freddy’s mouth.


Chapter Fourteen

The rhythm between them found a natural, syncopated beat, a perverse three-part harmony of breath, spit, and flesh. Chloe was the conductor, her hand wrapped firmly around the thick, dark root of Marcus’s shaft, stroking the inches that Freddy simply couldn’t take. She worked him with a twist of her wrist, squeezing the base to force blood up into the already impressive hardness, while Freddy focused on the sensitive head.

Freddy’s mouth was stretched to a wide, glossy O, his jaw aching with the sheer girth of the intrusion. He could feel the heavy, heated weight of Marcus’s cock resting on his tongue, a living, pulsing slab of dominance that filled his senses completely. He tried to relax his throat, fighting the gag reflex that rose instinctively as he pushed forward, taking another inch deeper. The texture was distinct, the velvety skin sliding over the steel-hard core, the thick ridge of the glans bumping against the back of his teeth.

"That’s it," Chloe murmured, her voice thick with arousal as she watched her boyfriend service her dominant lover. Her eyes were locked on the sight of Freddy’s pretty face struggling to accommodate Marcus’s size. "You’re doing so well, Freddy. Just relax. Let him in."

She leaned in close, her breath hot against Freddy’s ear. "Look at you. You look so good with his cock stretching your lips wide."

Freddy groaned around the mouthful, the sound vibrating through Marcus’s length and drawing a sharp intake of breath from the man standing above them. Emboldened, Freddy swirled his tongue frantically around the helmet, tasting the salty pre-cum that leaked steadily onto his tongue. It was bitter and intense, a stark contrast to Chloe’s sweetness, but it sparked a dark, hungry fire in his belly. He was doing this. He was actually doing this.

Chloe noticed the way Freddy’s hands were gripping his own thighs, white-knuckled and tense. She wanted him completely immersed, every part of him engaged in this act of submission. She released her grip on the base of Marcus’s cock just long enough to reach out and grab Freddy’s free hand.

"Don't forget the rest of him," she whispered, guiding Freddy’s hand upward.

Freddy’s fingers trembled as Chloe pressed his palm against the heavy, dangling sac beneath Marcus’s shaft. The skin was loose and hot, coated in a thin sheen of sweat. The weight was surprising, heavy and dense, containing the virility that Freddy had always envied and feared.

"Cup them," Chloe commanded softly, her hand covering Freddy's and squeezing gently. "Gently now. Roll them in your fingers. Learn to worship him."

Freddy obeyed. His slender fingers closed around the testicles, lifting and cradling the heavy orbs. He began to roll them tentatively, his fingertips grazing the sensitive skin behind the sac.

"Fuck," Marcus growled, his head dropping back for a moment as the dual stimulation hit him. The rough drag of Freddy’s tongue on the head combined with the insistent massage of his balls sent a jolt of pleasure up his spine. "The bitch learns fast."

Freddy felt a surge of perverse pride at the words. He redoubled his efforts, bobbing his head faster now, finding a rhythm that matched the strokes of Chloe’s hand on the shaft. They were a machine now, working in unison to pleasure the man who had owned his school years and now owned his girlfriend.

Chloe stroked the length of dark skin that Freddy couldn’t swallow her hand twisting in a corkscrew motion that met Freddy’s lips on the downstroke. "Come on, Marcus," she teased, looking up at the towering man with a wicked glint in her hazel eyes. "Give it to him. He’s hungry for it."

The pressure in the room built to a breaking point. The air was thick with the scent of sex, musky sweat, the sharp tang of arousal, and the faint, sweet smell of Chloe’s perfume. Marcus’s breathing grew ragged, his abdominal muscles tightening visibly. His hand in Freddy’s hair tightened, turning from a gentle guide into a firm anchor, holding him in place.

"Gonna cum," Marcus grunted, his voice low and guttural. He looked down, locking eyes with Freddy. "Swallow, bitch. Every drop."

The command hit Freddy like a physical blow. There was no question of pulling away, no option to spit. He was a vessel, a receptacle for Marcus’s pleasure. He sealed his lips as tight as he could around the shaft and prepared.

Marcus’s hips jerked once, twice, and then he was there.

Freddy felt the thick cock pressed at the back of his throat swell impossibly large. Then, his mouth was flooded.

The first squirt was powerful, a thick rope of heat that coated the back of his throat and splashed against his tongue. It was forceful, overwhelming, and voluminous. Before Freddy could even swallow the first wave, a second followed, just as thick and heavy.

He swallowed desperately, his Adam's apple bobbing frantically as he tried to keep up with the deluge. The taste was intense, salty, bitter, and incredibly earthy. It filled his mouth completely, coating his teeth and gums in the white, viscous fluid. But there was just too much of it.

His cheeks bulged outward with the sheer volume, and despite his best efforts to choke it down, the excess began to leak. Thick, white rivulets escaped from the corners of his mouth, running down his chin and dripping onto his chest in hot, sticky trails.

"Christ," Feargal muttered from the wardrobe, watching the debauchery with wide eyes. "Look at that load."

Marcus groaned long and low, his body shuddering as he emptied himself into his former victim. He held Freddy’s head firm, ensuring he took every pulse, every spurt, until the flow began to slow and finally stop.

Slowly, the crushing grip in Freddy’s hair relaxed. Marcus pulled his hips back, his softening cock slipping from Freddy’s lips with a loud, wet pop.

A thick, gooey string of cum connected the tip of Marcus’s cock to Freddy’s lower lip for a lingering moment before gravity broke the connection, dangling obscenely before snapping.

Freddy dropped back on his haunches, gasping for air. His face was a wreck, a glazed mask of saliva and semen. He felt dazed, floating in a strange haze of endorphins and submission. His stomach felt warm and heavy, full of Marcus’s essence.

Chloe didn’t give him a moment to recover. She leaned in, her eyes scanning the mess on his face with a look of possessive hunger. She reached out a slender finger, dipping it into the puddle of cum that had dribbled down Freddy’s chin.

"Don't waste it," she purred.

She scooped up the cooling, sticky fluid and brought her finger to Freddy’s lips. Without a word of protest, Freddy opened his mouth, his blue eyes locking with hers. She slid her finger inside, and he sucked it clean, licking the remains of Marcus’s orgasm from her skin. It was an intimate, tender act that somehow felt more depraved than the blowjob itself.

"Good boy," Chloe whispered, pulling her finger away with a soft snap.

Feargal let out a loud, incredulous laugh, breaking the heavy silence of the room. He shook his head, running a hand through his shaggy blond hair as he looked at the couple kneeling on the floor.

"I’ve never seen anything so fucking gay!" he declared, his tone mixing mockery with genuine disbelief.

Freddy flushed crimson, the humiliation burning hot on his cheeks, but even as the shame washed over him, he couldn't deny the twisted satisfaction settling deep in his bones. He had done it. He had submitted. And Chloe... Chloe was looking at him like he was the most interesting thing in the world.

Freddy’s stomach lurched as Feargal’s voice cut through the haze of his submission. His gaze flicked downward, and his breath hitched at the undeniable dark stain spreading across the front of his jeans. The fabric clung to him, damp and sticky with his own shameful release. He hadn’t even realized it had happened, his body had betrayed him, spilling untouched while he serviced Marcus like a desperate, willing toy.

"Fucking hell," Marcus chuckled, his deep voice dripping with amusement as he nudged Freddy’s chin with his still-glistening cock. "You came just from sucking me off? You’re so fucking gay! I knew it."

Chloe’s fingers traced the wet patch, her nails scraping lightly over the denim as she let out a low, delighted hum. "Look at you," she murmured, her voice thick with something between pride and mockery. "You didn’t even need to be touched. Just the taste of him was enough, wasn’t it?"

Freddy’s throat tightened, humiliation and arousal twisting together in a sick, dizzying spiral. He couldn’t meet their eyes, his pulse hammering as Feargal’s laughter echoed in his ears.

"Mate, that’s fucking tragic," Feargal crowed, shaking his head. "Never seen a bloke nut himself just from deepthroating. You’re proper gone, aren’t you?"

Freddy shuddered, his stomach clenching around the weight of Marcus’s cum still inside him. He didn’t dare speak. Didn’t dare move.

Because the worst part?

He’d do it again in a heartbeat.


Chapter Fifteen

Feargal, still lounging against the wardrobe with a casual arrogance that belied his size, broke the heavy silence that had settled over the room. He wrapped a thick, calloused hand around his own growing cock, stroking the length slowly, his eyes locked on the debauched scene of Freddy wiping Marcus’s cum from his chin.

"Fuck, that was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen," Feargal drawled, his voice rough with lust. He gestured with his free hand toward his own thickening member. "Why don’t you come over here and you and your slut girlfriend can suck my cock."

Freddy froze. The heat in his cheeks, already burning from the humiliation of his accidental orgasm, flared even brighter. He looked over at Chloe, seeking guidance, perhaps seeking a rescue, but he found only dark, aroused amusement in her hazel eyes. Slowly, trembling slightly, he looked up at Marcus.

Marcus stood tall, towering over him, his chest still heaving slightly from his recent release. He looked down at Freddy with a mixture of pity and cruel entitlement. "You’re a sissy cock sucking cum swallowing faggot now," Marcus stated, his voice firm, leaving no room for argument. "Time to show him just how good you are."

The words hit Freddy like a physical weight, grounding him, cementing this new reality. He didn’t resist. He didn’t want to.

Chloe moved first, sliding off the bed with a graceful, predatory ease. She came alongside Freddy, her naked body warm against his clothed side, and took his arm. "Come on, Freddy," she cooed softly, guiding him across the small room. "Let’s be good hosts."

They both knelt side by side on the threadbare carpet, looking up at the big rugby player. From this angle, Feargal looked enormous. He was a wall of muscle, stocky and powerful, his skin flushed pink with exertion and arousal. His cock, jutting out from a thatch of blond pubic hair, was thick and heavily veined, an angry purple head already glistening with pre-cum.

Chloe reached out, her small hand contrasting sharply against Feargal’s pale, girthy shaft. She wrapped her slender fingers around the semi-hard flesh, squeezing gently. "Look at this," she murmured to Freddy, her eyes gleaming. "It’s so heavy."

Her other hand came to the back of Freddy’s head, her fingers tangling in his mousey-brown hair. She slowly brought him forward until his lips were hovering just an inch from the flared crown of Feargal’s cock. The smell was intoxicating, a musky, masculine scent that made Freddy’s head spin.

"Give it a kiss, then open," Chloe commanded.

Freddy obeyed without thinking. He leaned in and pressed his lips to the heated tip, tasting the salty bead of moisture there. It was bitter and intense, igniting a fresh wave of shameful arousal in his groin.

But Chloe had other plans. Instead of holding the semi-erect cock to Freddy’s mouth, she did something unexpected. She lifted the heavy shaft, pressing it up against Feargal’s taut stomach, fully exposing the large, crinkly sack beneath. Then, she pushed Freddy’s head forward.

"Down here," she whispered insistently. "Lick and suck them. That’ll get him nice and hard."

Tentatively, Freddy opened his mouth. He stuck out his tongue and lapped it over the shaved, wrinkled skin of Feargal’s ball sack. The texture was strange against his tongue, rough, loose, and impossibly hot. He took the first testicle into his mouth, sucking gently, feeling the weight of it on his tongue. He repeated with the other, rolling the small, egg-shaped orb around, getting used to the sensation of being so intimate with another man’s most private parts.

Freddy swapped one testicle for the other, licking, sucking, and rolling them inside his mouth with a growing enthusiasm that frightened him. Above him, he heard Feargal let out a shuddering breath.

While Freddy was occupied below, Chloe brought the man’s cock back down to lay against his face, her hand pumping the shaft steadily. She leaned in and took the end of it into her mouth, moaning around the girth.

"OMG!" Feargal gasped, his hips bucking forward involuntarily. "Two sets of luscious girlie lips on my cock and balls. FUCK! Never thought I would have a bird and her boyfriend both sucking me at the same time. "

The vibration of his voice travelled through his balls and into Freddy’s mouth, sending a jolt straight to Freddy’s own hardening length. The degradation of being compared to a girl, of sharing this duty with his girlfriend, only seemed to fuel his dark, submission-starved mind.

After a moment, Chloe pulled back, releasing Freddy’s head. Feargal’s cock was now fully hard, a formidable slab of meat that stood straight out, throbbing with need. She grabbed Freddy by the hair and turned his face upward, positioning the wet, angry head directly in front of his lips.

"Open wide," she ordered.

She pushed the man’s now very hard cock into Freddy’s mouth, forcing his jaw wide to accommodate the impressive girth.

"Work it, sissy slut," Chloe hissed, her voice dripping with a mixture of affection and scorn. "Learn to be the best cock sucker you can be."

At her praise, or perhaps despite it, Freddy blossomed. He closed his eyes and gave himself over to the act, working the cock hard and deeper into his mouth. He gagged as the head hit the back of his throat, his eyes watering, but he didn't pull back. He pushed through it, suppressing the reflex until he had the head of Feargal’s cock buried deep in his throat.

Chloe watched for a moment, admiring the way Freddy’s full lips stretched around the thick shaft, before reaching down to his waist. She quickly unbuttoned Freddy’s damp, soiled jeans, pushing them down along with his sodden boxers.

Freddy’s little dick sprang free, rock hard again despite his earlier humiliation. It looked pathetic compared to the meat in his mouth, slender, pale, and twitching with need. Chloe wrapped her hand around it and started to stroke him in time with the bobbing of his head.

"That’s it," she whispered in his ear. "Suck him off while I jerk your little boi-clitty. You love being used like this, don’t you?"

Behind them, Marcus was watching the scene unfold with a critical eye. "Such a total cock sucking faggot boy," he muttered, crossing his arms over his broad chest. "Never thought you would ever have the guts to come out, Collins."

The room filled with the wet, sloppy sounds of Freddy’s oral efforts. Slurp, gag, slurp. His jaw ached, and his knees were digging into the hard floor, but a strange sense of peace had settled over him. He knew his place. He knew what he was good for.

It took about ten minutes of relentless sucking and Chloe’s teasing strokes before Feargal reached his limit. The rugby player’s breathing became ragged, and his hand flew to the back of Freddy’s head, holding him in a vice grip.

"Fuck, I’m gonna blow!" Feargal groaned.

He climaxed hard, his cock pulsing on Freddy’s tongue. He spurted one heavy rope of thick, gooey cum after another into Freddy’s mouth. The volume was overwhelming, hot and viscous, filling Freddy’s mouth faster than he could swallow. Much of it dribbled out of the corners of his lips, running down his chin and dripping onto his shirt in sticky, white trails.

The sensation of being used, of being filled so completely, pushed Freddy over the edge. He felt his own climax hit him like a freight train. His little dick twitched violently in Chloe’s grip, and without any further stimulation, he spurted a long, watery rope of his own cum onto the carpet in front of him. He moaned around Feargal’s spurting cock, the vibration milking the last drops from the big man.

Feargal released his grip on Freddy’s hair and stumbled back slightly, his chest heaving. His cock began to soften, hanging heavily in front of him, glistening with spit and cum.

Freddy sat back on his haunches, gasping for air. His face was a mess, his shirt stained, and his jeans pooled around his ankles. He felt wrecked, exposed, and utterly drained. Yet, as he looked up at Feargal’s softening member hanging in front of him, a compulsion took hold.

It wasn't a command this time. It was purely internal.

Without any encouragement, almost totally naturally, Freddy leaned forward. He stuck out his tongue and caught the last, thick dribble of cum hanging from the tip of Feargal’s cock. He licked it off, savouring the taste, sealing his submission with one final, obedient act.


Epilogue

The silence in the house was heavy, a stark contrast to the raucous, filth-filled chaos that had dominated the room just an hour earlier. Downstairs, the plumbing ticked and groaned as the pipes cooled, and somewhere in the distance, a floorboard creaked, but in Freddy’s small double room, the air was still and thick with the lingering scent of sweat, sex, and submission. Marcus and Feargal had left, their laughter fading away into the Bristol night, leaving behind only the sticky, aching aftermath of their use.

Freddy lay on his back, staring up at the shadowed ceiling. His body felt wrecked, used in ways he had never imagined possible, yet buzzing with a strange, residual energy. His jaw throbbed dully, a constant reminder of the abuse it had endured, and his stomach felt warm and heavy, distended slightly by the massive loads he had been forced to swallow. He was naked, the duvet kicked down to the foot of the bed, his pale, slender skin glowing softly in the orange wash of the streetlamp outside.

Beside him, Chloe shifted. She was propped up on one elbow, her naked body warm and soft against his side. Her hazel eyes were fixed on his face, scanning his expression with an intensity that made him want to cover himself. She looked magnificent, her auburn hair a wild tangle around her shoulders, her full breasts rising and falling with her breath, but there was a new edge to her gaze. It was possessive. It was hungry. She was waiting for the fallout, watching to see how the pieces of her boyfriend would settle after being so thoroughly broken.

“Are you okay?” she asked finally, her voice a soft whisper in the quiet room.

Freddy turned his head slowly to look at her. His blue eyes were wide, shimmering with a mix of shock, humiliation, and a terrifying deep sense of satisfaction. He licked his lips, tasting the ghost of Feargal and Marcus on his tongue. “I think so,” he murmured, his voice raspy.

A small, knowing smile curved Chloe’s lips. She reached out, her fingers tracing gently down his chest, lingering over the cooling streaks of drying saliva and cum that marred his skin. “You did it,” she said, her tone filled with a perverse pride. “You actually did it. You sucked off the man you idealised all through school. You had your first true gay experience.”

Freddy flushed, the heat creeping up his neck. He swallowed hard. “Mmm… yes.”

“How do you feel about it?” she pressed, her finger circling his nipple, teasing it into a hard peak.

He took a breath, trying to articulate the storm in his head. “I probably went a lot further than I expected to.”

“You mean in sucking Feargal off as well?” she teased gently.

“Yeah,” Freddy breathed, his eyes closing for a moment as he relived the sensation of Feargal’s thick, veiny cock filling his mouth. “I know the other day I admitted to being bi and having had a crush on Marcus. But I hadn’t expected to go from that to sucking him off… and swallowing it all.”

“I’m really proud of you, Freddy,” Chloe whispered, leaning closer to press a soft kiss to his shoulder. “It was incredibly sexy to watch. How did it feel to have a cock in your mouth? Did it feel good?”

Before he could formulate an answer, her hand slid down his torso, over his trembling stomach, and wrapped firmly around his slender, five-inch dick. It was soft, spent from the two explosive, untouched orgasms he’d had earlier, but at her touch, it gave a jolt of interest.

“Felt… intense,” Freddy managed to gasp, his hips bucking slightly off the mattress.

Chloe began to stroke him, her grip practiced and teasing. She used the pre-cum leaking from his slit to lubricate her palm, twisting her wrist in a way that made him gasp. “You came hard, though. Twice,” she pointed out, her voice dropping to a sultry, mocking purr. “And you didn’t even need me to touch you that first time. You were very turned on. Maybe you’re more gay than straight.”

Freddy moaned, a high, pathetic sound that seemed to hang in the air. He couldn’t deny it. The feeling of submission, of being used by those powerful men, had lit a fuse inside him that he hadn’t known existed. “Maybe,” he whispered, unable to meet her eyes.

Chloe tightened her grip, pumping his rapidly hardening shaft with a firm rhythm. “Maybe I should get jealous,” she laughed softly, the sound vibrating against his chest. “You’ll be sucking off all the hot guys. I won’t get a look in.”

The imagery hit him like a truck, Marcus, Feargal, other men he didn’t even know, lining up to use his mouth while he knelt on the floor like an eager pet. His breathing quickened, his chest heaving as Chloe’s hand worked him over.

“Is that what you want?” she asked, her eyes locked on his. “Are you thinking about all those thick, hard cocks you can suck off?”

“God…” Freddy whimpered, his toes curling against the sheet.

His little dick twitched violently in her hand, throbbing with a desperate need that belied its size. He was thinking about it. He was imagining the weight on his tongue, the stretch of his jaw, the salty explosion of cum filling his throat. He was thinking about being a slut for cock.

As if the thought alone was too much to bear, his orgasm crashed into him without warning. It was sharp and overwhelming, his body seizing up as his little dick erupted in Chloe’s grip. He cried out, his back arching off the bed, as he spurted thick ropes of white cum over his own chest and stomach. It coated his skin in hot, sticky stripes, pooling in his navel and running down his sides.

Chloe didn’t stop stroking until he was fully spent, milking every last drop from his sensitive shaft. Then, she released him and looked down at the mess he had made. She dipped a finger into the warm puddle on his stomach, collecting a heavy glob of his own release.

Freddy lay panting, his chest heaving, his eyes glazed with post-orgasmic haze. He watched, transfixed, as Chloe brought her cum-coated finger to his lips.

“Open up,” she commanded softly.

Obediently, Freddy parted his lips. She slid her finger into his mouth, and he closed his lips around it, sucking his own essence from her skin. He tasted bitter and salty, a pathetic echo of the virile loads he had swallowed earlier, but he cleaned her finger eagerly, his tongue swirling to get every drop.

Chloe smiled down at him, a dark, satisfied affection in her eyes. She scooped up more of the mess from his chest, feeding it to him again, and again, until his chest was clean and his stomach was full of his own seed.

“You’ve really become a little cum loving sissy boy,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss his forehead, sealing his new reality with her affection. Freddy closed his eyes, safe in her dominance, and knew he would never be the same again.


Book Four Teaser

Freddy thought the worst part would be watching.

He was wrong.

Watching had only been the beginning.

Marcus no longer hovered at the edges of Freddy’s life like an old school bully returning to haunt him. Now he walked straight through the front door, sat in Freddy’s chair, drank from Freddy’s glasses, and wrapped an arm around Chloe like she belonged there beside him.

And somehow… she did.

Chloe had changed too. The shy, loving girlfriend Freddy once clung to was still there in flashes; soft smiles in the kitchen, kisses on his forehead, warm nights curled against him in bed. But another version of her was growing stronger every week. More confident. More demanding. More fascinated by seeing just how far Freddy could be pushed before he finally broke.

Or transformed.

Because Marcus had started to notice it too.

The way Freddy obeyed faster now. The way his eyes dropped instinctively. The way humiliation no longer shocked him the way it once had.

Marcus had bullied Freddy at school because weakness amused him.

Now Freddy’s submission fascinated him.

And that fascination was becoming dangerous.

The rules inside the little Bristol house were changing. What began as humiliation and jealousy was evolving into something darker, stranger, and far more intimate. Marcus wasn’t satisfied with simply taking Chloe anymore. He wanted control. Over the flat. Over the atmosphere in the room. Over Freddy himself.

And Freddy, to his own horror, wasn’t sure he wanted to resist.

Because every line crossed seemed to unlock another hidden part of himself.

Another shame. Another craving. Another surrender.

How far would Chloe let Marcus push him?

How far would Marcus go once he realised Freddy might actually enjoy obeying?

And at what point would Freddy stop being Chloe’s boyfriend altogether… and become something else entirely? How far would Freddy let Chloe and Marucs push him? How bigger  a ‘sissy’ would Freddy become?


If you enjoyed ‘Taboo: Cuckold by the School Bully’ you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Truth or Dare Goes Too Far

The Taboo Story of a Reluctant Sissy!

By Emma Sluttily

Best friends. One reckless game. And a line they can’t uncross.

Pretty boy Jamie never expected to spend his university years in Canterbury half in love with his best friend. Ellie’s everything he isn’t; curvy, chaotic, fearless, and endlessly out of his league. She likes big, rugged blokes. He’s a sensitive, slender lad with a soft heart and a decent pasta recipe.

They’ve made peace with the friend zone. Or at least, Jamie thought they had…

But one lazy Sunday evening, two bottles of wine and a classic game of Truth or Dare change everything. What starts as harmless banter quickly veers into confessions, kisses, and secrets neither of them can take back.

Suddenly, their perfectly messy friendship is teetering on the edge of something more. And once you’ve crossed that line, can you ever go back?

Funny, raw, and heartbreakingly honest; Truth or Dare Goes Too Far! is a must-read for anyone who’s ever fallen for the one person they swore they wouldn’t.
An erotic, illicit and explicit story of humiliation, exposure, CFNM, SPH, and sissification.


Available now on Amazon Kindle.

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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