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Chapter One

Freddy always noticed when men looked at Chloe.

It happened everywhere.

At traffic lights. In supermarkets. Walking through Cabot Circus. Inside pubs and coffee shops.

Men looked at her instinctively, often before they even realised they were doing it.

Sometimes it was her face first; those large hazel eyes, full lips, and the kind of soft feminine beauty that seemed warm rather than intimidating. Other times it was her figure that caught them: the slim curve of her waist, her long gym-toned legs, or the way her jeans shaped around her full hips and firm round ass.

Freddy noticed all of it.

He noticed because he was always watching her.

Even now, standing behind the bar beneath the warm amber lights of The King’s Arms, Chloe somehow drew attention without appearing to try. Her long auburn hair spilled over one shoulder in glossy waves while the fitted black pub t-shirt clung softly against her chest and waist. Every time she leaned forward to pour a pint, every time she laughed at something a customer said, eyes followed her automatically.

A group of men near the dartboards had barely stopped glancing toward her all evening.

One of them smiled hopefully whenever she approached their table.

Another kept trying to make her laugh.

And Chloe, naturally confident in a way Freddy had always envied, handled the attention effortlessly. She moved easily through the crowded pub, comfortable in her body, comfortable being seen.

Freddy sat quietly nursing his drink and tried not to feel the strange mixture of emotions he always felt when he watched other men looking at her.

Pride.

Desire.

And underneath both of those things, insecurity.

Because Chloe looked like the kind of woman men competed for.

And Freddy still looked like Freddy.

Tallish.
Slim.
Slightly awkward.

His shaggy mousey hair always seemed untidy no matter what he did with it, and his body had never really developed beyond the soft lean frame of a teenage boy. He ran a few mornings each week mostly to stop himself feeling unhealthy, but gyms intimidated him and always had.

Next to Chloe sometimes he felt unfinished somehow.

Like she belonged in a brighter world than him.

“You’re staring again.”

Her voice cut through his thoughts instantly.

Freddy looked up quickly as Chloe approached the booth carrying two drinks after finally finishing her shift. She slid into the seat opposite him, crossing one long leg over the other naturally.

The movement tightened her jeans across her hips and Freddy’s eyes betrayed him immediately.

Chloe caught it.

Of course she did.

A slow amused smile spread across her lips.

“You’ve looked at my arse about ten times tonight.”

Freddy nearly choked on his drink.

“I h-haven’t.”

“You absolutely have.”

She laughed softly, leaning back comfortably in the booth. The warm pub lighting caught against her hair and freckles, softening her already beautiful features even further.

Freddy loved looking at her.

Honestly, he could have sat there for hours just listening to her talk.

There was something about Chloe that filled spaces naturally. She wasn’t loud or attention-seeking, but people gravitated toward her anyway. Men especially.

Even the pub manager’s son hovered around her constantly whenever she worked weekends.

Freddy noticed that too.

He noticed everything.

“You’re doing that thing again,” Chloe said.

“What thing?”

“Going all quiet in your head.”

Freddy smiled awkwardly into his pint.

“S-sorry.”

The slight lisp curled around the word gently.

Chloe’s expression softened immediately.

Not pity.
Never pity.

Affection.

That was one of the reasons Freddy loved her so much. Chloe could tease him relentlessly one moment then make him feel completely safe the next.

Her hand slid across the table and rested against his wrist casually.

The contact alone calmed him.

That had become his life over the last year: the quiet comfort of Chloe slowly moving into every part of it.

Her makeup products cluttered his bathroom shelf. One of her hoodies permanently hung over his desk chair. Half his fridge belonged to her now. She stayed at his flat most nights despite technically still renting a room in a shared house across Bristol.

Freddy loved the domesticity of it more than he could explain.

Sunday mornings tangled in duvet covers. Watching Chloe pad barefoot into the kitchen wearing one of his oversized t-shirts. Seeing her curled beside him on the sofa with her long legs across his lap while Netflix played unnoticed in the background.

Those moments felt dangerous to him sometimes because he wanted them too much.

Because Chloe had become the centre of his life so quietly, he barely realised it happening.

“You staying tonight?” he asked carefully.

Chloe raised an eyebrow instantly.

“You mean am I abandoning you to survive alone?”

Freddy laughed nervously.

“Maybe.”

“Mmm.” She pretended to consider it seriously. “Depends.”

His stomach tightened immediately.

Chloe burst out laughing.

“Oh my God, Freddy.”

“You said depends.”

“I was joking.”

“I know.”

But his voice still carried uncertainty.

Because underneath everything, Freddy never completely believed this could last forever.

Women like Chloe didn’t usually stay with men like him.

Not long term.

She was too beautiful. Too confident. Too noticeable.

Even now, sitting opposite him after a long pub shift, she looked unfairly attractive. The fitted t-shirt still hugged her soft curves perfectly while her jeans shaped tightly around the lower curve of her hips and thighs. Her body carried that balance Freddy secretly obsessed over; feminine softness mixed with subtle gym-toned firmness.

And the worst part was she barely seemed aware of her effect on people.

Or perhaps she simply enjoyed it harmlessly.

Either possibility unsettled him slightly.

“You’re overthinking again,” Chloe said softly.

Freddy looked up.

She smiled at him then, gentler this time, her fingers still resting against his wrist.

“I can literally see it happening.”

He laughed quietly.

“You know me too well.”

“I do.”

Outside, rain shimmered beneath Bristol streetlights while late-night traffic drifted lazily through the city beyond the pub windows.

Inside, Freddy sat opposite the woman he loved and allowed himself, briefly, to believe this might actually be enough.

Chloe.

Their routines.

Their quiet little evenings.

The smell of her shampoo on his pillows. Her clothes mixed with his laundry. Her body pressed against his during the night.

Safe.

For the first time in years, Freddy felt like the frightened awkward boy he used to be had finally disappeared.

And he had absolutely no idea that by Monday morning, his past was about to walk back into his life.


Chapter Two

Freddy woke slowly to the warmth of Chloe’s body pressed against his.

For a few quiet seconds he simply lay there, half awake beneath the grey Sunday morning light filtering through the curtains, listening to the soft sound of her breathing beside him.

Chloe was still asleep.

Her auburn hair had spread across his pillow during the night, loose strands resting against her cheek and shoulder. One of her long legs was tangled lazily with his beneath the duvet, while the oversized black t-shirt she slept in had ridden slightly up her thighs sometime during the night.

Freddy’s eyes drifted instinctively over her body.

Even first thing in the morning she looked unfairly beautiful.

The t-shirt clung softly around the curve of her chest and waist while one side had slipped loose enough to expose smooth skin along her shoulder and collarbone. The duvet dipped gently around the shape of her hips and Freddy felt that familiar mixture of desire and disbelief settle quietly inside him again.

Mine.

The thought still felt strange sometimes.

Chloe shifted slightly beside him, letting out a sleepy sound before opening her eyes slowly.

For a second she looked disorientated.

Then she saw him watching her.

“You’re doing it again,” she murmured sleepily.

Freddy smiled immediately. “Doing what?”

“Looking at me like I’m magic.”

His face warmed faintly.

“You are a bit.”

Chloe gave a quiet laugh and moved closer instead of away, pressing herself comfortably against him. Freddy wrapped an arm around her automatically, holding her there beneath the warmth of the duvet while rain tapped softly against the windows outside.

Sunday mornings had become his favourite thing in the world.

No rushing. No work. No crowded pub.

Just this.

Chloe tangled in his bed. The smell of her shampoo on his pillows.
The warmth of her body against his.

Safe.

“You making tea?” Chloe asked eventually without opening her eyes again.

Freddy laughed quietly. “You’re demanding for someone who’s barely awake.”

“Mhm.” She smiled against his chest. “But you like it.”

The annoying thing was she was right.

Freddy carefully slipped out of bed a few minutes later while Chloe remained buried beneath the duvet. The cold air immediately hit his skin and he pulled on joggers quickly before padding quietly downstairs toward the kitchen.

The terraced house was unusually calm for once.

Normally one of the lads he lived with would already be crashing around somewhere, but Sunday mornings tended to move slower after Saturday nights out.

Freddy liked the quiet.

The house itself was old and slightly chaotic; mismatched furniture, narrow hallways, peeling paint in places, too many mugs in the kitchen and never enough fridge space.

But it was affordable.

And lately, with Chloe around so often, it had started feeling more like home.

He filled the kettle while rubbing sleep from his eyes.

A few minutes later he heard footsteps behind him.

Chloe wandered into the kitchen wearing only the oversized t-shirt and a pair of his grey socks pushed halfway up her long legs.

Freddy stared slightly.

He always did.

The shirt hung loosely from one shoulder and barely covered the bottom curve of her ass when she moved, the thin material clinging softly around her chest and waist. It was very obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath it; the natural movement and shape of her full natural breasts visible every time she crossed the kitchen or reached for something.

Her bare legs looked long and toned beneath the harsh kitchen lighting while her auburn hair remained adorably messy from sleep.

And instantly Freddy felt that familiar flicker of jealousy and anxiety tighten in his stomach.

Because this was a shared house.

At any second one of the other guys could walk in.

Jake.
Ollie.
Matt.

Any of them.

And Freddy knew exactly what they would see.

A beautiful woman wandering around in his t-shirt looking effortlessly sexy without even trying.

Chloe either didn’t realise the effect she had or simply didn’t care.

Probably the second one.

She moved comfortably toward the kettle, completely relaxed, while Freddy instinctively glanced toward the kitchen doorway.

“You alright?” Chloe asked casually.

“Y-yeah.”

But his eyes betrayed him again, flicking briefly toward the hem of the shirt as she stretched upward slightly to reach a mug from the shelf.

The movement exposed even more of her thighs.

Chloe caught the look instantly.

A small knowing smile touched her lips.

“You’re worried one of your housemates is going to see me.”

Freddy flushed immediately because she was absolutely right.

“I just…”

“What?”

He hesitated awkwardly.

“You’re barely wearing anything.”

Chloe laughed softly under her breath, completely unbothered.

“It’s a t-shirt, Freddy.”

“It’s barely covers you.”

Her smile widened slightly at that.

Instead of looking embarrassed, Chloe somehow looked more confident, more aware of herself. She leaned casually against the kitchen counter, crossing one long leg over the other while watching him squirm slightly.

Freddy loved her confidence.

But sometimes it overwhelmed him too.

Especially because he knew other men noticed it as well.

And even dressed like that, casually wandering into a shared kitchen half awake, she somehow still looked sexy.

Chloe caught him looking instantly.

“What?”

“N-nothing.”

“You’re staring at my legs.”

Freddy flushed slightly.

Chloe smirked, moving toward him confidently before stealing one of the mugs from his hands.

“I should start charging you.”

Freddy laughed softly.

That was another thing about Chloe:
she moved through the world with confidence Freddy could barely imagine possessing himself.

Even here, in a shared student-style house full of strangers and noise and awkward kitchen encounters, she somehow looked completely comfortable.

One of Freddy’s housemates stumbled into the kitchen moments later.

Jake.

Twenty-six. Gym obsessed. Constantly tired-looking.

He stopped briefly when he saw Chloe standing there.

Most men did.

“Morning,” Jake said, eyes flicking toward Chloe slightly too long before he recovered himself.

“Morning,” Chloe replied easily.

Freddy noticed Jake looking at her legs again before opening the fridge.

He noticed because he always noticed.

Part of him hated it.

Part of him weirdly enjoyed knowing men wanted her.

“You two alive then?” Jake muttered while grabbing a protein shake.

“Barely,” Chloe smiled.

Jake laughed before wandering back upstairs again.

Freddy poured tea silently.

“You’re doing that thing again,” Chloe said without looking at him.

“What thing?”

“Thinking too much.”

He smiled awkwardly into his mug.

She knew him frighteningly well already.

By eleven the rain had faded into a light drizzle and the two of them walked hand-in-hand through Bristol toward the nearest patisserie.

Chloe wore tight black gym leggings and an oversized cream hoodie beneath a long coat, her auburn hair loose around her shoulders. Freddy wore jeans and a hoodie, hands shoved awkwardly into his pockets whenever she let go of him.

People looked at Chloe as they walked.

Men mostly.

Freddy saw one guy glance openly at her ass as she crossed the road ahead of him. Another turned his head completely when she passed.

The gym leggings only emphasised the natural shape of her body further; the curve of her hips, the firmness of her round ass, the length of her toned legs.

Chloe either ignored the attention or genuinely didn’t notice it.

Freddy never knew which.

Inside the patisserie the warmth hit them instantly alongside the smell of fresh coffee and pastries.

Chloe immediately took control.

“You’re getting the almond croissant,” she announced confidently.

“I am?”

“Yes.”

“I thought we were choosing for ourselves.”

“Nope.”

Freddy laughed softly while she ordered for both of them.

Again, he realised how much he liked this side of her.

The confidence. The decisiveness. The way she naturally led small situations without even thinking about it.

With Chloe around, Freddy rarely had to pretend to be more confident than he really was.

And that mattered more to him than she probably understood.

They carried the pastries back through the damp Bristol streets afterward, shoulders brushing occasionally while Chloe chatted easily about one of the girls from work.

Freddy mostly listened.

Mostly watched her.

And mostly wondered how long someone like Chloe could possibly stay interested in someone like him.


Chapter Three

Rain tapped softly against the windows while the second bottle of wine sat half empty on Freddy’s coffee table.

The takeaway cartons had long since been abandoned beside the sofa and Chloe lay stretched comfortably along it, her legs draped across Freddy’s lap while some half-watched Netflix series played quietly in the background.

The room smelled faintly of wine, soy sauce, and Chloe’s perfume.

Freddy felt relaxed.

More relaxed than he usually allowed himself to become around anyone.

Chloe reached for her wine glass before settling back against the cushions again. She was wearing tight black leggings and one of his oversized hoodies, though the hoodie somehow only seemed to emphasise the softness of her figure rather than hide it. Her long legs rested warm against him while her auburn hair spilled messily around her shoulders.

Even dressed casually at home, she still looked beautiful enough to distract him constantly.

“What?” she asked suddenly.

Freddy blinked. “What?”

“You’re staring again.”

“I wasn’t.”

“You absolutely were.”

She smiled into her wine glass before nudging his leg lightly with her foot.

“What were you thinking about?”

Freddy hesitated briefly before shrugging awkwardly.

“N-nothing.”

“You are genuinely terrible at lying.”

He laughed quietly.

The conversation drifted lazily after that, moving from old jobs to university stories before somehow ending up on school memories.

Chloe groaned dramatically.

“Oh my God, Year Eleven Chloe thought she was in a music video.”

Freddy smiled. “You were probably the coolest person in the school.”

Chloe laughed immediately.

“No.”

“You definitely were.”

“I absolutely wasn’t.”

“You’re saying you weren’t popular?”

“I had friends,” she admitted. “I just… I don’t know. I liked school.”

Freddy nodded slowly.

“Bet boys were obsessed with you.”

Chloe smirked slightly over the rim of her glass.

“Some were.”

Freddy smiled faintly.

Of course they were.

He could picture it easily; Chloe walking through corridors at eighteen with that same confidence, those same long toned legs, those same curves drawing attention without even trying.

Girls probably wanted to be her.

Boys definitely wanted her.

“You?” Chloe asked. “What were you like?”

Freddy looked down at his wine glass.

The shift in his body language was immediate enough that Chloe noticed instantly.

“What?”

“N-nothing.”

“Freddy.”

He hesitated.

Then shrugged slightly.

“I didn’t really like school.”

Chloe’s expression softened immediately.

“Why?”

Freddy stared toward the television for a few quiet seconds before answering.

“I was awkward.”

“You still think you’re awkward.”

“Because I am.”

“No,” Chloe said gently. “You’re shy. That’s different.”

Freddy gave a small uncertain laugh.

“I was worse back then.”

He could already feel himself regretting talking about it.

Normally he never did.

But the wine had loosened something in him tonight and Chloe was looking at him in that calm patient way she had when she wanted him to keep going.

“I was just… an easy target I guess.”

Chloe sat up slightly now, giving him her full attention.

“What do you mean?”

Freddy swallowed.

“I was skinny. Quiet. Nerdy.” He gave another awkward laugh. “Still am, probably.”

“You’re not nerdy.”

“I literally work in tech.”

“That’s not the same thing.”

Freddy smiled faintly before looking down again.

Then he gestured awkwardly toward the shelves near the television where three large Star Wars models sat carefully displayed beside stacks of games and tech magazines.

“That probably makes me nerdy though.”

Chloe looked over properly.

There was genuine affection in her expression almost immediately.

The Millennium Falcon alone took up nearly the entire shelf while the other two models sat positioned beside it with obvious care and pride.

“Oh my God,” she laughed softly. “You really are serious about them.”

Freddy shrugged self-consciously.

“I built those.”

“Actually, built them?”

“Yeah.”

Chloe climbed off the sofa slightly to inspect them closer, her oversized hoodie pulling tighter across the curve of her hips and ass as she leaned forward.

Freddy watched her automatically.

He always watched her.

Even now, in the middle of a vulnerable conversation, his brain still noticed the shape of her body first; the way the hoodie skimmed over her chest and waist, the length of her bare legs stretched beneath her, the soft curve of her ass outlined by the fabric.

“You know what?” Chloe said eventually, turning back toward him. “I think it’s cute.”

Freddy snorted quietly.

“No you don’t.”

“I do.”

“You definitely don’t.”

“I genuinely do,” she insisted. “It’s better than pretending to be someone you’re not.”

Freddy looked at her for a second.

That hit harder than she probably realised.

Because most of his life had been spent trying to avoid attention completely.
Trying not to stand out. Trying not to give people reasons to laugh at him.

But Chloe never seemed embarrassed by him.

If anything, she seemed oddly protective of the parts of himself he usually tried hardest to hide.

“There were these lads at school. Rugby guys mostly. The cool kids.” He paused. “They used to give all the quieter kids shit.”

Chloe frowned slightly.

“Like bullying?”

Freddy nodded once.

“But there was one who was worse than the others.”

The atmosphere in the room shifted subtly.

“He was called Marcus.”

Even saying the name still felt strange after all these years.

Freddy stared into his wine glass.

“He was massive even back then. Taller than everyone. Proper sporty lad. Confident. Everyone liked him.” Freddy laughed quietly, though there was no humour in it. “Teachers as well.”

“What did he do?”

Freddy hesitated again.

“Just… stuff.”

“Freddy.”

He sighed quietly.

“He used to call me out in class all the time. Make jokes about my lisp. About how I looked.”

Chloe’s face tightened slightly.

“What do you mean how you looked?”

Freddy gave a small uncomfortable shrug.

“He used to say I looked like a girl.”

Chloe blinked.

“What?”

“My hair was longer back then.” He touched his shaggy fringe self-consciously. “And I was really skinny. He used to go on about my lips as well.”

Chloe looked genuinely angry now.

“That’s horrible.”

Freddy laughed softly again, though this time it sounded emptier.

“One time…” He stopped briefly before forcing himself onward. “One time he did it in front of the only two mates I really had.”

Chloe stayed silent, letting him continue.

“He asked if we all made out with each other because apparently that was the only chance we’d ever have.” Freddy stared downward now, voice quieter. “Said none of us would ever get girlfriends.”

Something twisted painfully in Chloe’s expression.

Freddy could still remember it perfectly.

The classroom laughter. Marcus grinning.
His own face burning while even the two boys sitting beside him awkwardly laughed along because nobody wanted Marcus turning on them too.

“It sounds stupid now,” Freddy muttered.

“No, it doesn’t.”

“It was years ago.”

“Freddy.”

He shrugged again, uncomfortable beneath her gaze.

“It just sort of… sticks with you after a while.” He swallowed. “You start expecting people to laugh at you.”

Chloe put her wine glass down carefully.

Then without saying anything else, she climbed properly onto his lap.

Freddy looked startled immediately.

Her arms slid gently around his neck while one hand moved to his face, fingers brushing softly through his hair before resting against his cheek.

“You poor thing,” she murmured quietly.

Freddy looked away slightly, embarrassed now he’d actually said all this aloud.

Chloe guided his face back toward her gently.

“Hey.”

Her hazel eyes held his.

“Now look who’s got the girl.”

Freddy smiled faintly despite himself.

Chloe leaned forward and kissed him softly.

“Bet this Marcus twat hasn’t got a girlfriend as hot as me.”

Freddy laughed quietly against her lips.

The tension eased slightly then.

But somewhere deep inside him, just hearing Marcus’s name again after all these years had stirred something old and uncomfortable awake.


Chapter Four

Saturday nights at The King’s Arms always felt louder after nine.

The pub pulsed with noise and movement; football on the televisions near the bar, glasses clinking constantly, bursts of laughter from crowded tables, music low beneath conversations that grew steadily more drunken as the evening wore on.

The air carried the smell of beer, perfume, rain-damp coats, and fried food drifting through every time the kitchen doors opened.

Freddy sat where he usually did during Chloe’s weekend shifts; the far corner of the bar where he could see her easily without getting in the way.

He liked watching her work.

Maybe too much.

Even now, nearly three hours into her shift, Freddy still found himself distracted every few seconds by the way she moved behind the bar. Her fitted black t-shirt hugged softly around her chest and slim waist while her dark jeans shaped tightly against her hips and long toned legs every time she bent to reach glasses beneath the counter.

And men noticed.

They always noticed.

Groups of lads leaned a little straighter when she approached.
Middle-aged regulars suddenly became friendlier when she served them.
Even women seemed drawn toward her warmth and confidence.

Chloe somehow made busy places revolve around her naturally.

Freddy wrapped both hands around his pint and watched her laugh at something one of the regulars said.

God, she was beautiful tonight.

Her auburn hair had been tied loosely back for work but soft strands had escaped around her face during the evening, giving her a slightly messy look that somehow only made her sexier. The pub lights caught warmly against her hair and freckles whenever she smiled.

Freddy felt that familiar mixture of pride and anxiety settle inside him again.

Because she was his girlfriend.

But sometimes it felt like the entire world wanted reminding how lucky he was.

A group of men pushed through the front doors then, bringing cold October air with them.

Freddy barely looked up at first.

Just another Saturday crowd.

The group moved toward the bar laughing loudly amongst themselves while Chloe continued serving customers one after another.

Then Freddy noticed one of them.

Tall.

Very tall.

The man stood out instantly above the crowd near the entrance, broad-shouldered and athletic beneath a fitted dark jacket. Deep brown skin. Short black hair. Relaxed confidence in the way he moved through the packed pub.

The kind of man people naturally made space for without realising it.

Freddy watched absentmindedly at first as the guy reached the bar.

Then Chloe approached him.

The man smiled immediately.

Not nervous. Not hesitant.

Confident.

Freddy saw him say something and Chloe laughed almost instantly while beginning to pour drinks for the group.

The guy leaned casually against the bar while talking to her, clearly flirting already in the easy confident way attractive men often did with Chloe.

Freddy felt the usual small stab of jealousy.

Nothing unusual.

Men flirted with Chloe constantly at work.

Most of the time she laughed politely and moved on.

But this felt different somehow.

Maybe because Chloe seemed genuinely amused.

She pushed loose hair behind one ear while smiling at something the man said, then rolled her eyes playfully before continuing to pull pints.

The man grinned wider.

Freddy could see other women in the pub looking toward him too now.

He had that kind of presence.

Tall.
Handsome.
Athletic.

The sort of effortless masculinity Freddy had spent most of his life feeling intimidated by.

One of the lads beside the man slapped him on the shoulder laughing while Chloe handed over the drinks.

The stranger looked briefly across the pub then.

And Freddy’s stomach dropped instantly.

No.

For a second his brain refused to process it properly.

Because there was no way.

No fucking way.

Then the man looked directly at him again.

And smiled.

Freddy felt cold all over.

Marcus.

Older now. Broader. More muscular.

But unmistakably Marcus.

The same calm confidence. The same amused expression. The same feeling of instant fear crashing into Freddy’s chest like he was sixteen years old again standing in a classroom while everybody laughed.

Across the bar Chloe was still smiling politely while Marcus said something else to her.

Then Marcus leaned in slightly closer across the counter, lowering his voice enough that Freddy couldn’t hear the words over the noise of the pub.

Chloe’s reaction came instantly.

She laughed.

A real laugh this time.

She shook her head while biting lightly at her lower lip for half a second, still pouring drinks as Marcus continued talking with that same relaxed confidence.

Freddy’s stomach tightened painfully.

Marcus said something else.

Chloe rolled her eyes playfully now, smiling despite herself.

Then Freddy saw Marcus gesture toward her phone resting beside the till.

His chest went cold immediately.

Number.

He was asking for her number.

Chloe laughed again and shook her head once more, but there was something almost flirtatious in the way she did it; not offended, not uncomfortable, just amused and slightly flattered by the attention.

The kind of reaction beautiful women gave attractive men all the time.

Marcus smirked as if he already expected the answer anyway.

And Chloe, still smiling, pointed jokingly somewhere across the pub.

Toward Freddy.

Marcus finally followed her gesture properly.

Their eyes met again instantly.

Freddy felt his entire body tense.

For one endless second Marcus simply stared at him.

Then the slow smile spread across Marcus’s face again.

Recognition.

Real recognition this time.

And suddenly Freddy felt sixteen years old all over again.

She had absolutely no idea.

Freddy stared at him, unable to look away.

And then something even worse happened.

Marcus looked back toward Chloe.

Really looked at her this time.

Freddy saw the exact moment Marcus properly noticed her.

His eyes travelled briefly over Chloe’s body; her curves beneath the fitted t-shirt, her long legs, the softness of her chest and waist.

Then Marcus smiled again.

Slowly.

Interested.

And Chloe smiled back without understanding who she was talking to.


Chapter Five

The rain had eased by the time Chloe finished her shift.

Bristol shimmered beneath wet streetlights while late-night taxis rolled slowly past the pub and groups of drunk students drifted noisily through the city centre.

Freddy and Chloe walked side by side toward the house share, her hand tucked loosely into the crook of his arm while she carried her coat over one shoulder.

For the first few minutes neither of them said much.

Freddy couldn’t stop thinking about Marcus.

About that smile.

About the way he’d looked at Chloe.

And worse, the way Chloe had looked back.

Not seriously. Not intentionally.

But enough.

Eventually Chloe glanced sideways at him.

“You’ve gone quiet.”

Freddy hesitated.

Then quietly:

“That guy from earlier.”

“The one who asked for my number?”

Freddy nodded.

Chloe gave a small amused smile to herself.

“He was confident.”

Freddy swallowed slightly.

“That was Marcus.”

Chloe blinked.

“The bully?”

“Yeah.”

There was a brief silence between them while they crossed the road beneath the glow of traffic lights.

Then Chloe looked genuinely surprised.

“No way.”

Freddy gave a humourless little laugh.

“Yeah.”

Chloe looked ahead again for a second before speaking.

“You never told me he was that good looking.”

The words landed harder than she intended.

Freddy felt it instantly.

Chloe realised it a second later too.

“Oh my God,” she said quickly. “I didn’t mean…”

“It’s fine.”

“No, I just meant…” She laughed awkwardly now, trying to recover. “You described him like some horrible thug.”

“He kind of was.”

“I know.” Chloe squeezed his arm gently. “I just meant… I don’t know. He doesn’t look how I imagined.”

Freddy stared ahead at the wet pavement.

Marcus looked exactly how Freddy remembered powerful men always looking.

Tall.
Athletic.
Confident.

The kind of man who never doubted himself walking into rooms.

And standing beside Chloe behind the bar earlier, Marcus had looked painfully right there somehow.

Freddy hated the thought immediately.

“He was still a twat,” Chloe added quickly.

Freddy nodded faintly.

But she seemed quieter after that.

Subtly distracted.

The conversation never properly recovered during the walk home.

And Freddy noticed that too.

At the house the downstairs lights were still on and music drifted faintly from the kitchen somewhere, but the place itself had mostly calmed after Saturday night chaos.

Chloe kicked her shoes off by Freddy’s bedroom door before pulling her hair free from its tie with a tired sigh.

Freddy watched her automatically.

Even exhausted after a long shift she still looked beautiful. Her fitted black top clung softly around the fullness of her chest while her jeans hugged tightly against her hips and ass as she bent to grab makeup wipes from beside the mirror.

Normally Freddy would have gone over immediately. Wrapped his arms around her waist. Kissed her neck.

Tonight something felt slightly off.

Not dramatically.

Just enough to notice.

“You alright?” he asked eventually.

“Yeah.” Chloe smiled faintly at him through the mirror. “Just tired.”

Freddy nodded.

He told himself he was imagining things.

But as Chloe cleaned her makeup away and changed into one of his oversized t-shirts, she seemed more distant than usual somehow.

Quieter.

Thoughtful.

And Freddy couldn’t stop replaying that moment in the pub.

“You never told me he was that good looking.”

The sentence echoed unpleasantly in his head.

They climbed into bed just after one.

Normally Chloe curled herself against him almost immediately, warm legs tangling with his beneath the duvet while they kissed lazily before sleep.

Tonight she simply settled beside him with her back partly toward him.

Freddy lay there quietly for a moment before moving closer, his hand sliding gently along her waist beneath the oversized shirt.

Chloe turned her head slightly.

“Not tonight, babe.”

The words were soft. Apologetic.

But Freddy still felt disappointment settle heavily inside him.

“Oh.”

“I’m exhausted.”

“Yeah. Of course.”

He removed his hand immediately.

Chloe rolled onto her back then, noticing his expression even in the dim room.

“Don’t do that.”

“Do what?”

“Get sad.”

“I’m not sad.”

“You are.”

Freddy stared upward toward the ceiling.

Maybe he was.

Because suddenly he couldn’t stop wondering whether Marcus had unsettled her too.

And worse than that:

whether part of her had enjoyed it.


Chapter Six

Saturday night hit The King’s Arms in waves.

Noise.
Music.
Laughter.
The constant blur of bodies moving between the bar and tables while glasses clinked endlessly beneath the warm amber lights.

Freddy stepped inside just after eight and immediately felt overwhelmed by the heat and noise after the cold Bristol air outside.

A group of students squeezed past him toward the toilets while someone near the fruit machine shouted over the football on television.

Normal Saturday chaos.

Freddy adjusted his coat awkwardly and started weaving through the crowd toward the far side of the bar where Chloe usually worked.

And then he saw him.

Marcus.

Leaning casually against the bar like he belonged there.

Talking to Chloe.

Laughing with Chloe.

Freddy stopped walking for half a second.

His stomach dropped instantly.

Marcus stood out effortlessly amongst the crowd, tall enough to look over almost everyone else in the pub. He wore a fitted dark grey t-shirt tonight instead of a jacket, the material stretching softly across his broad chest and muscular arms while one tattooed forearm rested against the bar.

And Chloe was smiling at him.

Not fake customer-service smiling.

Proper laughing.

Her head tilted slightly back while she poured drinks, auburn hair loose around her shoulders tonight instead of tied up. The fitted black pub t-shirt hugged the softness of her curves every time she moved between the pumps, and Marcus’s attention never really left her.

Freddy felt strangely hollow watching them together.

Because after last weekend… After the conversation they’d had… After finally telling Chloe everything Marcus had done to him…

Here she still was.

Laughing with him.

Freddy forced himself to keep moving.

His trainers stuck slightly against the beer-tacky wooden floor while he awkwardly squeezed between groups crowded around the bar.

Marcus still hadn’t noticed him.

Neither had Chloe.

She was listening while Marcus spoke again, smiling despite herself before shaking her head lightly at whatever he’d said.

Freddy felt that horrible old feeling returning; that familiar teenage sensation of standing outside something stronger and more confident than himself.

Invisible.

Eventually he reached the bar and stood there quietly waiting for Chloe to look over.

She didn’t.

Marcus said something else and Chloe laughed again.

Freddy’s chest tightened painfully.

For a second, he genuinely considered leaving.

Then one of the older regulars moved aside and Harry, the pub owner, finally spotted him instead.

“Alright, Freddy?”

Harry made his way over slowly behind the pumps carrying empty glasses. Even in his sixties he still carried himself like the rugby player he used to be; tall, broad, weathered, with the kind of natural physical confidence Freddy instinctively found intimidating.

“Y-yeah.”

Harry glanced sideways toward Chloe and Marcus before smirking knowingly.

“Sorry, Chloe’s a bit caught up at the moment,” he laughed.

The words hit harder than they should have.

Freddy forced a smile anyway.

“S’okay.”

“What you having?”

“P-pint of lager please.”

Harry nodded and turned toward the pumps.

Freddy tried not to look toward Chloe again while the pint filled.

Tried and failed.

Marcus leaned closer to the bar slightly while Chloe handed over drinks to another customer. Even surrounded by noise and people, Marcus somehow controlled space naturally. Calm. Relaxed. Completely at ease.

And Chloe seemed comfortable around him already.

Too comfortable.

Freddy hated how quickly she’d adapted to Marcus’s confidence.

Then again, everybody adapted to Marcus eventually.

That was how school had worked too.

Marcus decided the atmosphere around him and everyone else simply adjusted.

Harry slid the pint toward Freddy.

“There you go, mate.”

“Cheers.”

Harry glanced between Marcus and Chloe once more before lowering his voice slightly.

“She’s popular tonight.”

Freddy attempted another smile.

But as he stood there holding the cold pint glass, watching Marcus make Chloe laugh yet again, all Freddy could think was this:

Marcus had walked back into his life less than a week ago…

…and somehow already felt impossible to compete with.

For nearly half an hour Freddy sat alone at the far corner of the bar nursing his pint while Chloe remained caught up talking to Marcus.

The pub only grew busier around them.

Groups pressed shoulder-to-shoulder near the pumps waiting to be served while music thudded softly beneath dozens of overlapping conversations. Chloe moved constantly behind the bar, pouring drinks, taking payments, laughing at customers, but somehow Marcus remained the centre of her attention throughout all of it.

Not continuously. Not obviously.

But consistently.

Every few minutes she drifted back toward him again.

Freddy noticed every single time.

Marcus had already finished one drink and started another by now while his three mates occupied a nearby table, occasionally calling things over to him between bursts of laughter.

And Marcus looked completely comfortable there.

Freddy hated how natural it all felt.

Because Marcus wasn’t even really trying.

He simply existed with that same easy confidence Freddy remembered from school; broad shoulders relaxed, deep voice calm, making eye contact easily, smiling like he expected people to enjoy his attention.

Most people probably did.

Especially women.

Freddy watched Chloe hand Marcus another pint while shaking her head at something he’d said.

Marcus laughed.

Then Chloe laughed too.

Freddy took a long drink from his own pint.

He felt ridiculous sitting there like this.

Jealous.
Anxious.
Quietly miserable.

But worse than that, he felt sixteen again.

That same helpless feeling.

The same certainty that somebody stronger and more charismatic had entered the room and immediately changed the atmosphere around him.

At one point Marcus glanced across the pub and their eyes met briefly again.

Marcus gave the faintest nod of acknowledgement.

Freddy looked away first.

Of course he did.

By the time Chloe finally noticed him, Freddy was already halfway through his second pint.

She blinked in surprise immediately.

“Oh my God.”

Quickly excusing herself from another customer, she hurried around the side of the bar toward him.

“I didn’t even see you there.”

Freddy gave a small shrug without looking directly at her.

“Yeah.”

Chloe frowned slightly.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“N-nothing.”

“Freddy.”

He took another sip of lager before answering quietly.

“You seemed busy.”

The sulk in his voice was obvious despite him trying to hide it.

Chloe sighed softly.

“Don’t do that.”

“Do what?”

“This.”

Freddy finally looked at her properly.

Up close she looked almost unfairly attractive tonight. Her cheeks were slightly flushed from the heat of the pub and loose strands of auburn hair framed her face messily after hours working behind the bar. The fitted black t-shirt clung tightly around her chest and waist while the low lighting softened her already beautiful features further.

And suddenly Freddy hated himself slightly for sounding needy in front of her.

“I just didn’t think you’d spend the entire night talking to him,” he admitted quietly.

Chloe glanced briefly back toward Marcus instinctively.

“He’s just a customer.”

Freddy followed her eyes automatically.

Marcus was already looking toward them.

Not aggressively. Not confrontationally.

Just watching calmly over the rim of his pint.

Freddy’s stomach tightened again immediately.

“He’s not just a customer though, is he?” Freddy muttered.

Chloe looked back at him.

For a second her expression softened.

“Hey.”

She stepped slightly closer now despite the busy pub around them.

“I’m working.”

“I know.”

“And he keeps talking to me.”

“You could walk away.”

Chloe gave him a small look then.

The kind that suggested he was being slightly unreasonable.

“I can’t exactly ignore people at the bar, Freddy.”

He knew that.

Of course he knew that.

But logic didn’t stop the feeling.

Didn’t stop the old insecurity crawling steadily back under his skin while Marcus stood twenty feet away looking exactly like every nightmare version of masculinity Freddy had spent years trying to avoid comparing himself to.

“I just…” Freddy stopped himself.

What was he even supposed to say?

Please don’t enjoy talking to the man who bullied me?

Please don’t smile at him like that?

Chloe studied his face quietly for a second longer.

Then her expression gentled slightly.

“You’re overthinking.”

Freddy gave a hollow little laugh.

“Maybe.”

Before Chloe could answer, Harry called her name from further down the bar.

“Chloe, you alive over there?”

She turned immediately.

“One sec!”

Then back to Freddy again.

“I’ll come sit with you on my break, okay?”

Freddy nodded faintly.

Chloe touched his arm once before moving away again into the noise and crowds.

And almost immediately Marcus smiled at her when she returned beside him.

Freddy watched her smile back.

Chapter Seven

The house was quiet now. Just the distant rumble of a fridge downstairs, the occasional groan of pipes. Freddy lay back on his bed, still feeling hollowed out after the evening at The King’s Arms. He watched Chloe move around his small room, her movements fluid and calm, as if she were trying to smooth the frayed edges of his memory with her mere presence.

He didn’t say much. Words felt clumsy now. Marcus’s laughter, his tall frame leaning against the bar, his easy smile directed at Chloe, those images still flickered behind Freddy’s eyelids.

Chloe understood without needing the words. She stood by his dresser, slowly wiping the makeup from her face with a cotton pad. She met his gaze in the mirror, a soft smile playing on her lips. Then she turned, and her fingers went to the buttons of her blouse.

She undressed deliberately. Not quickly, not with theatrical flair, but with a slow, intentional grace. She unbuttoned her blouse and let it slide from her shoulders. The fabric whispered against her skin. She unhooked her jeans, pushing them down over her hips, bending slightly to roll them off her toned legs. Each movement was a quiet promise.

Freddy watched, breath caught in his throat.

She stood finally before him, naked. Her long auburn hair cascaded over her bare shoulders, catching the dim lamplight. Her body was a landscape of soft curves and firm lines. Her breasts, large and natural, rose gently with her breathing. Her waist dipped in a soft curve before flowing out again into the fullness of her hips. Her legs, long and toned from the gym, seemed endless. And her ass, the heart-shaped, firm curve of it, was turned slightly toward him as she reached for a hair tie.

He stared, his big blue eyes wide. Awe. Pure, simple awe. His slender body relaxed against the mattress, the tension from his shoulders melting away just from watching her. She was here. With him.

Chloe caught his stare. She smiled demurely, a knowing warmth in her large hazel eyes. “Will Marcus ever get to see me naked?” she teased gently, her voice a low murmur.

Then, with affectionate reassurance: “I don’t think so.”

The line landed softly, but it carried a weight she didn’t fully examine. It was reassurance for Freddy. But in her own mind, it was also a comparison. A silent acknowledgment of the two different worlds those men represented.

She walked toward him, her bare feet silent on the floorboards. She knelt beside the bed, her hands reaching for his clothes. She undid his belt buckle, the metal click faint. She pulled his jeans down, her fingers brushing against his thighs. He was already hard, his erection straining against his boxers, a slender, five-inch length, earnest and vulnerable.

She helped him out of his shirt, then his boxers. He lay exposed before her, soft and slim, his pretty-boy face flushed.

Chloe sank to her knees between his legs. She looked up at him, her eyes holding his for a moment. Then she leaned forward.

Her mouth was warm. Soft. Her lips parted and she took him in, her tongue tracing a slow circle around his tip. Freddy gasped, his hips lifting slightly. She eased him deeper, her head nodding gently, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked.

The sensations were immediate, intense. The wet heat of her mouth. The gentle pressure of her tongue along his shaft. The faint scrape of her teeth carefully controlled. She worked him slowly, deliberately, her hands resting on his thighs, her fingers occasionally squeezing.

Freddy’s mind emptied of everything except her. The humiliation, the fear, the memory of Marcus’s smirk, it all dissolved into the physical reality of Chloe’s mouth on him. He moaned, a soft, shaky sound. His hands found her hair, threading through the auburn strands.

As she sucked him, Chloe’s mind drifted.

Not far. Not with intent. But it drifted.

She thought of Marcus’s frame against the bar. His broad shoulders. The muscular definition in his arms. The sheer physical dominance of his presence. A quiet, curious question formed, unbidden: Would Marcus have a much bigger cock?

The thought was fleeting, almost clinical. It wasn’t desire. It was comparison. A measurement of contrasts. Freddy was slender, gentle, hers. Marcus was… something else. Something unknown. The question lingered in the back of her mind as she continued to move her mouth, as she felt Freddy’s hips begin to tremble.

She pulled back before he climaxed, her lips leaving him with a soft, wet pop. She stood up, her naked body gliding over him. She reached for the pack of condoms on the nightstand, tore one open, and rolled it onto his still-hard length with efficient, practiced motions.

Then she climbed onto the bed, straddling him. Her knees settled beside his hips, her weight pressing him into the mattress. She reached between her legs, guiding him.

She slid onto him.

The sensation of him entering her was familiar, warm, tight. Her wetness welcomed him easily. She sighed, a low, pleasured sound, as she settled fully onto his slender shaft, taking him deep inside her.

She began to move.

Her hips rolled. A slow, sensual rhythm at first. She leaned forward, her large breasts swaying above him, their soft weight brushing against his chest as she moved. Freddy’s hands rose to cup them, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, already hardened.

Chloe’s rhythm increased. Her hips lifted and fell, her inner muscles tightening around him with each downward stroke. The bed creaked softly beneath them. Her breaths became shorter, sharper. Her eyes stayed locked on Freddy’s, her expression a mix of affection and intense focus.

“You feel so good,” she murmured, her voice husky.

Freddy could only gasp, his body arching under hers. He was lost in her. The visual of her breasts bouncing above him, the feel of her tight warmth around him, the scent of her skin, it overwhelmed every insecure thought. He thrust upward to meet her movements, his slender hips driving into her with growing urgency.

Chloe moaned, her head tilting back. Her hands braced against his shoulders. Her pace became faster, more urgent. Her firm ass clenched and relaxed with each motion, the heart-shaped curves working as she rode him.

The pleasure built in a steady, relentless wave. Freddy felt his climax approaching, a tight coil in his lower belly. Chloe felt it too; her movements became almost frantic, her wetness slicking their joining.

“Come with me,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

He did.

His release hit him sharply, a bright, shuddering burst inside her. He cried out, his body tensing beneath hers. Chloe kept moving, riding him through it, her own climax arriving moments later, a deep, pulsing contraction that clenched around him, drawing his release deeper into her. She gasped, her body trembling, her large breasts shuddering with the final waves of pleasure.

She collapsed forward onto him, her sweat-slicked skin pressing against his. They lay tangled, breathing heavily into the quiet room.

After a few minutes, she shifted, carefully disposing of the condom. Then she pulled the duvet over them both, nestling against his side. Freddy wrapped an arm around her, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her shoulder.

He felt calm. Grounded. Safe. The evening was behind them. Chloe’s affection, her body, her possession of him, it had repaired the cracks Marcus had opened.

But Chloe lay awake slightly longer.

Her mind, quiet now but restless, drifted back.

She thought of Marcus’s confident smile. His tall, athletic frame. The effortless command he carried. She wondered what kind of man he had become after school. She wondered, despite herself, about the contrasts.

Freddy was soft, slender, emotionally open.

Marcus was large, athletic, physically dominant.

The comparison lingered in the dark, a quiet seed planted in her mind that she knew she shouldn’t examine.

But she did.


Chapter Eight

Wednesday nights at The King’s Arms felt completely different from Saturdays.

Less chaotic.
Less crowded.

The loud groups and weekend energy were replaced by after-work drinkers, tired office staff, couples sharing bottles of wine, and regulars slowly working through pints beneath the warm amber lighting.

Chloe actually preferred the quieter shifts sometimes.

There was more time to breathe.
More time to talk to people.

And because Freddy usually worked late during the week, he almost never came into the pub on Wednesdays.

By nine o’clock Chloe had settled fully into the rhythm of the evening.

Pulling pints. Collecting glasses. Laughing politely at regular customers.

Her fitted black t-shirt clung softly around her curves after hours working in the heat of the pub while loose strands of auburn hair kept falling around her face no matter how many times she tucked them back behind her ear.

A couple of men at the far end of the bar had already been trying to flirt with her on and off all evening.

Nothing unusual.

Chloe had long ago accepted that working behind a bar meant attention came with the job.

She was reaching for a clean glass when the pub doors opened again.

And immediately she recognised him.

Marcus.

Even entering quietly, he somehow drew attention naturally.

Tall enough to stand above almost everybody else in the room, broad shoulders filling out a dark fitted jacket, calm confidence in every movement.

Chloe felt a strange little flicker in her stomach before she could stop herself.

Marcus spotted her instantly.

Then came that smile.

Warm.
Easy.
Confident.

And annoyingly attractive.

Chloe straightened slightly behind the bar before mentally checking herself almost immediately.

Stop it.

This was Marcus.

Freddy’s Marcus.

The boy who had made Freddy miserable for years.

“Alright?” Marcus said as he approached the bar.

Chloe forced herself into professional mode instantly.

“Hi.”

“What can I get you?”

“Just a pint.”

His voice was deep and relaxed, the same easy confidence she remembered from Saturday.

Chloe reached for a glass.

For a few seconds she focused entirely on pouring the drink properly, trying not to think about Freddy’s voice while he’d described school.

You start expecting people to laugh at you.

The memory made her feel guilty almost immediately for even enjoying talking to Marcus before.

But then Marcus spoke again.

“So, do you always work Wednesdays?” Marcus asked casually.

Chloe looked up from pouring the pint.

“Sometimes.”

“Good.” A faint smile touched his face. “Pub’s quieter.”

“You saying I can’t handle Saturdays?”

Marcus laughed softly.

“I’m saying you actually get time to talk tonight.”

The ease of it caught her slightly off guard.

Not pushy. Not sleazy.

Just confident.

Chloe handed over the pint and found herself smiling back before she could stop herself.

Marcus leaned casually against the bar while the card machine processed payment.

“You from Bristol originally?” he asked.

“No, Somerset.”

“Ah.” Marcus nodded slowly. “That explains why you’re still friendly.”

Chloe laughed.

“Oh, and Bristol people aren’t?”

“Not after two pints.”

She shook her head, amused despite herself.

Marcus had a very easy presence around him. Calm, self-assured, naturally charming in a way that never seemed forced. He spoke to her like he already expected her to enjoy talking to him, and somehow that confidence made conversation effortless.

Completely different from how Freddy had described him.

In Freddy’s stories Marcus had sounded almost cruel beyond belief; some towering school tyrant who terrified entire corridors.

But standing here now, Marcus simply seemed like the sort of man women naturally gravitated toward.

Good-looking.
Funny.
Relaxed in himself.

A charmer.

“You look like you’re judging me,” Marcus said lightly.

Chloe blinked.

“What?”

“That look.”

“What look?”

“The ‘you’re trouble’ look.”

She laughed again despite herself.

“Maybe you are.”

Marcus grinned.

“Nah. Lover, not a fighter these days.”

Something about the line should probably have sounded cheesy.

Instead, delivered with that deep voice and easy smile, it somehow worked annoyingly well.

Chloe found herself noticing him again despite trying not to.

The broad shoulders beneath the dark jacket. The relaxed confidence. The eye contact he held just a second longer than most men dared.

And most noticeable of all: Marcus clearly knew the effect he had on women.

Not arrogantly.

Just comfortably.

Like attraction was something he had lived with for years and no longer questioned.

“You flirt with all the bar staff?” Chloe asked while wiping down the counter.

“Only the dangerous ones.”

“Dangerous?”

Marcus nodded seriously.

“Pretty girls with attitude. Worst combination.”

Chloe rolled her eyes but still smiled.

It was ridiculous how easy he was to talk to.

And that, more than anything, unsettled her slightly.

Because Freddy’s voice still lingered faintly at the back of her mind:
You start expecting people to laugh at you after a while.

But Marcus didn’t feel cruel.

If anything, he felt warm. Confident. Smooth.

The sort of man who probably walked through life collecting phone numbers and attention without even trying very hard.

And as Chloe continued talking to him across the bar, she slowly started realising something uncomfortable:

To Marcus, school probably hadn’t meant anything at all.

Not really.

Freddy had carried those memories for years.

But Marcus?

Marcus had simply been the confident popular guy at school, moving through life easily while quieter boys like Freddy faded into the background around him.

Freddy remembered every humiliation.

Marcus probably barely remembered Freddy existed.


Chapter Nine

By half past ten the pub had settled into that softer midweek rhythm where conversations blurred together beneath low music and warm lighting.

Not busy enough to feel chaotic. Not quiet enough to feel empty.

Chloe finally managed to slip away for five minutes.

Her feet already ached from hours behind the bar and she quickly checked herself in the mirror while washing her hands; loose auburn hair slightly messy now, cheeks warm from the heat of the pub, fitted black t-shirt still hugging closely around her chest and waist after hours working.

She looked tired.

But annoyingly, she also knew she still looked good.

The attention from men throughout the evening had made that obvious enough.

And Marcus definitely hadn’t stopped noticing her.

That thought lingered with her far more than it should have while she pushed open the toilet door and stepped back into the narrow corridor leading toward the main bar.

Then she stopped.

Marcus was leaning casually against the wall nearby.

One shoulder resting against exposed brickwork, pint still in hand.

Waiting.

Chloe blinked in surprise immediately.

“Oh my God,” she laughed lightly. “Are you stalking me now?”

Marcus grinned without missing a beat.

“Depends. Is it working?”

Chloe rolled her eyes instinctively, though she still smiled.

“You’re terrible.”

“Nah,” Marcus replied calmly. “If I was terrible, you wouldn’t still be smiling.”

The confidence in the answer caught her again.

That was the dangerous thing about Marcus: he never seemed unsure of himself for even a second.

Before Chloe could properly respond, Marcus stepped slightly closer.

Not aggressive. Not hesitant either.

Just certain.

His hand settled lightly against her waist and for one startled second Chloe simply froze.

Then he pulled her gently toward him and kissed her.

The shock of it hit first.

Warm lips. The smell of aftershave and beer. The sudden intensity of someone kissing her like they already knew she wanted it.

And underneath the surprise, Chloe felt something else immediately:

Excitement.

Marcus kissed with the same confidence he carried everywhere else; calm, self-assured, completely certain of himself.

No hesitation. No awkwardness. No checking first.

Just certainty.

And somehow that certainty itself felt incredibly attractive.

Before Chloe fully realised what she was doing, she kissed him back.

Only for a moment.

But long enough.

Marcus’s hand slid lower against her back, fingers spreading across the curve of her ass as he pulled her slightly closer. The kiss deepened briefly and Chloe felt a sharp rush of adrenaline and heat run through her stomach.

Then reality crashed back into her head all at once.

Freddy.

Oh God.

And worse:

Marcus.

Freddy’s Marcus.

Chloe pulled back quickly, pushing against Marcus’s chest.

“What the fuck?”

Marcus barely looked rattled.

If anything he looked amused.

“You kissed me back.”

“That’s not the point.”

Marcus smiled slightly.

“Feels like quite an important point.”

Chloe stared at him, flustered now in a way she hated.

“You can’t just do that.”

“Sure, I can.”

“You know I’ve got a boyfriend.”

Marcus took a slow sip of his pint without looking remotely guilty.

“Yeah.”

“And I’ve got a boyfriend,” Chloe said firmly, still slightly breathless from the kiss.

Marcus held her gaze easily.

“Yeah,” he said calmly.

There was no guilt in his expression.
No awkwardness.

Just that same relaxed confidence that somehow made everything feel less serious than it probably should have.

Chloe folded her arms instinctively, trying to steady herself.

“You can’t just kiss women because you feel like it.”

Marcus smirked faintly.

“I mean… technically I just did.”

Chloe let out an exasperated laugh despite herself.

“You’re impossible.”

“And yet,” Marcus replied smoothly, “you still kissed me back.”

That hit a little too accurately.

Because she had.

For those few reckless seconds, she absolutely had.

Chloe shook her head quickly, trying to regain control of herself and the situation.

“This shouldn’t have happened.”

Marcus studied her for a moment, then took another casual sip of his pint.

“But you enjoyed it.”

Not even phrased as a question.

That certainty again.

That infuriating confidence in himself and in the effect, he had on her.

Chloe hated how attractive she found that certainty.

“You’re unbelievable.”

Marcus smiled again.

“You saying you didn’t enjoy it?”

The question landed harder than she wanted it to.

Because she had enjoyed it.

At least for those few reckless seconds.

And Marcus could clearly tell.

That confidence again.

That infuriating ability he had to read reactions and stay completely relaxed while doing it.

Chloe shook her head, trying to hide the confusion spinning through her.

“I need to get back to work.”

Marcus stepped aside immediately.

But as Chloe walked past him toward the bar, Marcus spoke again.

“You know…” His deep voice followed her calmly down the corridor. “I don’t think that’ll be the last time I want to kiss a beautiful woman like you.”

Chloe looked back despite herself.

Marcus was smiling again.

Warm.
Confident.
Certain.

And unbelievably, despite everything, Chloe felt herself smiling back for half a second before she could stop it.

Then she turned away quickly toward the noise and warmth of the pub again.

Her heart was beating much too fast.

And for one dangerous moment…

she forgot about Freddy completely.


Chapter Ten

Saturday mornings always felt softer after Chloe stayed over.

The shared house moved slowly on weekends; creaking pipes, distant doors opening somewhere upstairs, muffled music from another bedroom far away.

But for now, the kitchen was quiet.

Empty.

Freddy and Chloe sat opposite each other at the scarred wooden kitchen table with paper bags from the patisserie between them, steam curling gently from oversized mugs of tea.

Outside, pale autumn sunlight drifted through the kitchen windows while rain from earlier still clung to the glass.

Chloe sat with one leg tucked beneath herself wearing tight grey gym leggings and one of Freddy’s oversized sweatshirts. Her auburn hair was tied loosely back and her face still looked soft from sleep.

Even dressed casually on a quiet Saturday morning, Freddy found himself distracted by her constantly.

The leggings clung tightly around her hips and toned legs every time she shifted in her seat while the oversized sweatshirt somehow only made her look more feminine rather than less.

Freddy still couldn’t fully understand how somebody who looked like Chloe had chosen him.

“You’re staring again,” she said without looking up from her tea.

Freddy smiled awkwardly immediately.

“S-sorry.”

Chloe smirked faintly over her mug.

“You literally can’t help yourself.”

“Can you blame me?”

That made her laugh softly.

For a few minutes they simply sat there quietly eating croissants and talking lazily about nothing important; work schedules, Netflix shows, whether they should attempt a gym session later.

Normal.

Comfortable.

Then Chloe spoke again.

“Oh,” she said casually. “Marcus came into the pub Wednesday.”

The atmosphere shifted instantly.

Freddy’s hand paused around his mug.

His stomach tightened before he could stop it.

“Oh.”

Chloe noticed the reaction immediately.

“He was just in for a drink.”

Freddy nodded once but said nothing.

Chloe hesitated slightly now.

“I did chat to him.”

Freddy stared quietly at the table.

Not angry.Not dramatic.

Just withdrawn.

And somehow that reaction made Chloe feel worse than if he’d snapped at her.

“Freddy.”

He shrugged slightly.

“It’s fine.”

But his voice had gone quieter.

Chloe studied him for a moment.

Then carefully:

“Do you think maybe he’s different now?”

Freddy looked up slowly.

“What?”

“I mean… people grow up.”

He gave a faint humourless laugh.

“Some people.”

Chloe leaned forward slightly now, resting her arms on the table.

“He didn’t seem horrible.”

Freddy stared at her.

There it was again.

That feeling.

The same horrible feeling from school where Marcus entered rooms and somehow everybody else adjusted around him automatically.

Even now.

Even with Chloe.

“He was horrible,” Freddy said quietly.

Chloe softened her tone immediately.

“I know.”

“No, you don’t.”

The words came out more sharply than he intended.

Silence settled briefly between them.

Freddy immediately looked guilty afterward.

“S-sorry.”

Chloe shook her head gently.

“You don’t have to apologise.”

Freddy looked back down toward his tea.

“It’s just…” He struggled for the words. “People always liked him.”

Chloe stayed quiet.

“Teachers. Girls. Other lads.” Freddy gave another hollow little laugh. “Marcus could pretty much do whatever he wanted, and people still thought he was amazing.”

The bitterness in his voice surprised even him slightly.

Chloe watched him carefully now.

And for the first time she properly understood something important:

Freddy didn’t just fear Marcus.

He feared what Marcus represented.

Confidence.
Masculinity.
Social power.

Everything Freddy had spent years feeling he lacked.

“I still think,” Chloe said carefully, “that maybe if you two actually sat down and talked properly now… it could do you good.”

Freddy blinked at her.

“What?”

“Conquer your ghosts a bit.”

He stared at her in disbelief.

“You think I should go for a drink with him?”

“When you say it like that it sounds ridiculous.”

“Because it is ridiculous.”

Chloe sighed softly.

“I’m just saying maybe you’d realise he’s not this huge monster anymore.”

Freddy looked away toward the kitchen window.

Outside, somebody walked past laughing loudly with friends.

“I don’t think you really understand,” he said quietly.

Chloe frowned slightly.

“Then help me understand.”

Freddy stayed silent for several seconds.

And Chloe realised suddenly that this still went deeper than she’d thought.

Much deeper.

Because even now, years later, simply hearing Marcus’s name could still change Freddy’s entire mood within seconds.


Chapter Eleven

Saturday nights at The King’s Arms had started making Freddy anxious.

He still came every week.

Still sat at the same corner of the bar nursing pints while Chloe worked.

But things felt different now.

Or maybe he was simply noticing more.

Tonight Chloe looked incredible.

The short dark denim miniskirt hugged tightly around her hips and the curve of her ass every time she moved behind the bar while the fitted halter top showed off the softness of her cleavage and slim waist beneath the warm amber pub lights.

Freddy had watched men staring at her all evening already.

Some subtle. Some not subtle at all.

And Chloe, completely comfortable in her own body, simply carried on working with that same natural confidence that always drew attention wherever she went.

Freddy sat quietly with his pint trying not to overthink things.

Trying and failing.

Just after ten the pub doors opened and Freddy immediately felt his stomach tighten.

Marcus and two other young men entered beside him, both similar enough to Marcus that they looked almost intimidating together; tall, athletic, broad-shouldered, effortlessly confident. The sort of men who filled space naturally the second they walked into rooms.

Even through the Saturday night crowd people shifted slightly to let them through toward the bar.

Freddy noticed women looking at them almost immediately.

Of course they were.

Marcus spotted Chloe instantly.

And smiled.

That same easy smile that somehow already felt dangerous to Freddy now.

Chloe looked up from pouring drinks and her expression brightened automatically before she could stop it.

Then, almost guiltily, her eyes flicked toward Freddy in the corner.

She gave him a warm reassuring smile.

Freddy tried to smile back.

Marcus leaned casually against the bar while his mates spread out nearby.

“Well,” Marcus said smoothly as Chloe approached, “there’s my favourite barmaid.”

Chloe rolled her eyes immediately though Freddy could tell she was fighting a smile.

“You say that to all the girls.”

“Only the unbelievably attractive ones.”

Chloe laughed softly despite herself while reaching for glasses.

Freddy watched the entire interaction from the corner stool with growing discomfort.

Because Marcus flirted so naturally.

Like breathing.

And worse than that:

Chloe responded naturally too.

Not seriously. Not intentionally.

But enough.

Marcus watched her while she poured drinks, eyes moving briefly over her body; her long toned legs beneath the skirt, the curve of her waist, the cleavage revealed by the halter top.

Then his eyes returned calmly to hers.

“If I get another chance,” he said casually, “I’m definitely stealing another kiss from the most beautiful barmaid in Bristol.”

The words hit Chloe like a pulse of heat.

For one dangerous second, she remembered the corridor outside the toilets; his big hand on her ass, the certainty of the kiss, the way her body had reacted before her brain caught up.

She focused quickly on pouring the drinks properly.

“You’re awful,” she muttered.

Marcus grinned.

“But you’re smiling.”

And annoyingly, she was.

Chloe hated how easily Marcus pulled reactions from her. The confidence. The humour. The complete ease he carried himself with. Around Marcus she constantly felt slightly more aware of herself as a woman; of her body, her looks, the attention she attracted.

It unsettled her.

And excited her slightly too.

Marcus reached for his drinks at last while one of his mates called something from further back in the pub.

Just before Marcus turned away, Chloe spoke quickly.

“Do you remember Freddy from school?”

Marcus paused.

Freddy felt immediate panic twist in his chest from across the room.

Chloe pointed gently toward the corner stool.

“There.”

Marcus looked over toward Freddy.

Freddy suddenly wished he could disappear completely.

For a second Marcus frowned slightly, clearly searching his memory.

Then he gave a small shrug.

“Nah,” he admitted easily. “Sorry, luv. Nothing.”

The words hit Freddy far harder than they should have.

Because for Freddy, Marcus had shaped entire years of his life.

Meanwhile Marcus couldn’t even remember him.

Chloe looked briefly surprised.

“You seriously don’t remember him?”

Marcus glanced between them again before laughing lightly.

“I mean… there were about a thousand people at school.”

The ease of it. The casualness.

Like Freddy had simply never mattered enough to remember.

Then Chloe added:

“Freddy’s my boyfriend.”

Marcus looked genuinely surprised for half a second.

Then the smooth grin returned immediately.

“Well,” he said, looking Freddy up and down once before smiling toward Chloe again, “fair play to him then.”

One of Marcus’s mates called something from further back in the pub and Marcus turned slightly away before adding casually:

“Can’t blame the bloke.”

Chloe rolled her eyes at the line but still laughed softly despite herself.

And sitting alone in the corner with his pint, Freddy felt something cold settle heavily inside his chest.

Because somehow this felt even worse than Marcus remembering him.

And Freddy still felt sixteen years old again sitting there holding his pint while Marcus controlled the atmosphere around him without even trying.

And worst of all:

Chloe laughed softly too.


Chapter Twelve

The King’s Arms always stayed open later on Saturdays.

By half past eleven the atmosphere inside the pub had shifted into something louder, warmer, slightly messier. Empty glasses crowded tables, music pulsed more heavily beneath conversations, and groups of people leaned close together shouting laughter over the noise.

Behind the bar Chloe felt exhausted.

And overstimulated.

All evening, she had been aware of Marcus somewhere in the pub.

Sometimes talking to his mates. Sometimes glancing toward her. Sometimes smiling when she looked over accidentally.

And every single time she felt that same uncomfortable flicker low in her stomach.

She hated that.

At around eleven-thirty she finally slipped away toward the toilets for two minutes of peace.

The quiet corridor outside the ladies felt strangely calm after the heat and noise of the main bar.

Chloe exhaled slowly while pushing open the toilet door.

Then immediately stopped.

Marcus was standing there waiting again.

Leaning casually against the wall with that same calm confidence that somehow already felt familiar.

Chloe laughed despite herself.

“This is getting serious now,” she said lightly. “Stalking again? I might have to report you to Harry.”

Marcus grinned immediately.

“I’m not missing out on my kiss.”

The confidence of the reply sent another stupid little rush through her chest.

Before Chloe could properly answer, Marcus stepped toward her again.

One strong arm slid around her waist easily, pulling her gently against him.

Chloe placed both hands instinctively against his chest.

And instantly became aware again of how physically solid he felt beneath the fitted dark shirt; broad chest, muscular shoulders, warmth, strength.

“Marcus…”

She meant it to sound firmer than it did.

He smiled slightly down at her.

And Chloe felt herself hesitating.

Part of her knew she should properly stop this.
Push him away immediately.
Go back to work.

But another part of her, the reckless excited part she had been trying to ignore for days now, whispered something far more dangerous:

Just let it happen.

One kiss. Then back to work.

That was all.

Even as she told herself that, Chloe knew it was only an excuse.

Because the truth was, she wanted him to kiss her again.

Marcus lowered his head and kissed her.

This time slower.

Deeper.

And Chloe kissed him back almost immediately.

His confidence overwhelmed her senses again; the certainty in the way he touched her, the way his body pinned her lightly against him without force but with complete assurance.

One hand slid lower across the curve of her back while the other settled firmly against her ass, pulling her closer against him.

Chloe felt heat rush instantly through her stomach.

The kiss deepened further.

And then suddenly she felt something else pressing firmly against her through their clothes.

Her eyes widened slightly against his mouth.

Oh my God.

The thought hit her immediately, sharp and involuntary.

He’s huge.

The realisation sent a confusing rush of excitement and panic through her at exactly the same time.

Chloe broke the kiss abruptly, breathing harder now.

Marcus loosened his hold but didn’t look remotely embarrassed.

If anything, he looked amused.

Confident.

Like he already knew exactly what effect he was having on her.

Chloe stepped back quickly, cheeks flushed, heart hammering painfully hard inside her chest.

“I need to get back to work,” she said breathlessly.

Marcus smiled slowly.

“Course you do.”

The knowing look in his eyes made her stomach tighten again.

Chloe turned quickly before she could say something stupid and headed back toward the noise and warmth of the pub.

Behind her, Marcus remained leaning casually against the corridor wall with that same calm self-assured smile still on his face.

And for the rest of the night, Chloe could not stop thinking about what she had felt pressed against her stomach. The size of him!


Chapter Thirteen

The quiet of the house felt like a held breath. Rain tapped softly against the window. Freddy lay on the bed, watching Chloe as she slipped her shoes off by the door. His eyes were soft, grateful, full of a quiet adoration that made her heart ache a little. He’d been so quiet since they’d returned from The King’s Arms, but his hand had found hers on the walk home and held it tightly. He didn’t know about the kisses. He didn’t know about Marcus’s hands gripping her ass, or the thick, undeniable press of his arousal against her stomach. Freddy only knew the surface tension, the flirting, the laughter, the old ghost at the bar. He didn’t know the ghost had touched her.

“Come here,” Freddy murmured, his voice gentle, pulling her toward him.

She went to him, sitting beside him on the edge of the bed. He reached for her, his fingers tracing the line of her jaw. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, the words heartfelt and simple.

His worship was palpable. It filled the room. Chloe smiled, leaning into his touch, but inside, her mind was a storm.

Freddy’s hands moved to her clothes. He unbuttoned her denim miniskirt slowly, each button a small, deliberate act of devotion. The fabric loosened, and he helped her slide it down over her hips. His fingertips brushed her thighs as he did, a feather-light touch that made her skin hum. He peeled her halter top off next, his big blue eyes wide with reverence as her large breasts were revealed, the soft weight of them settling as she breathed.

“I love your body,” he said, his voice thick with emotion.

Chloe stood, letting him undress her completely. He knelt to remove her socks, his hands cupping her calves, sliding up her gym-toned legs. He helped her step out of her underwear, his gaze lingering on the curve of her hips, the firm heart-shaped swell of her ass. When she was finally naked before him, he just stared, his breath shallow.

He was seeing her. Only her.

She was seeing Marcus.

The memory surged, unbidden. The second kiss outside the toilets. Marcus’s large hands, possessive on her ass, holding her against him. The hard wall of his chest. And that press against her stomach, a thick, semi-hard bulge in his jeans, unmistakable, undeniable. The sheer size of it. The implication.

Freddy rose, stripping off his own clothes with shy, quick movements. His body was slim, lightly built, almost boyish in its softness. His erection was already present, slender and earnest, curving slightly upward. Barely five inches. Familiar. Hers.

He reached for a condom on the nightstand, rolling it onto himself with careful hands.

Chloe’s gaze flickered between his gentle form and the phantom image in her mind: Marcus, tall and broad, muscular arms, that confident smile. What would he look like, naked? What would he feel like? The comparison wasn’t desire, she told herself fiercely. It was just… curiosity. A measurement. But it felt dangerous.

Freddy lay back on the bed, pulling her toward him. She climbed over him, straddling his hips, her knees sinking into the mattress beside his slender frame. He looked up at her with complete trust, his hands rising to cup her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples.

She guided him inside.

The familiar warmth of his entry was comforting. He slid into her wetness easily, filling her but not stretching her. She sighed, a sound of habit and affection, and began to move.

Her hips rocked. Slow at first. She leaned forward, her large breasts swaying above him, brushing his chest. Freddy moaned, his hands sliding down to her hips, urging her gently.

“I love you,” he whispered, his eyes locked on hers.

“I love you too,” Chloe answered, and she meant it. She did.

But her mind wandered.

As her rhythm increased, her inner muscles tightening around his slender shaft, her thoughts drifted back to that press. The solid, semi-hard weight against her stomach. He must be twice the size. The thought was intrusive, clinical. It flashed behind her eyes as she moved, as she felt Freddy’s gentle thrusts meeting her downward strokes.

The bed creaked. Her breaths became sharper. Freddy’s pleasure was evident, his hips bucking, his face flushed, his moans growing louder. He was lost in her, in this act of reconnection. He believed this was healing. A reclaiming.

For Chloe, it was a struggle.

She focused on the physical sensations, trying to anchor herself in Freddy. The feel of his hands on her skin. The warmth inside her. The sight of his devotion. But her body’s response was muted, distracted. The pleasure was there, but it was thin, a surface layer. The deeper thrum of need, the kind that Marcus’s kiss had ignited, remained untouched.

She rode him harder, faster, her firm ass clenching with each motion. Freddy cried out, his climax building. She felt his tension, the coil tightening in his belly. She matched his pace, her wetness slicking their joining, but her own climax felt distant, unreachable.

“Come for me,” Freddy gasped, his voice breaking.

He did. His release shuddered through him, his body tensing beneath hers, his slender hips driving upward as he spilled into the condom inside her. He cried out her name, a sound of pure, vulnerable release.

Chloe kept moving, riding him through it, but her own peak didn’t arrive. The waves subsided for him, leaving him panting, spent, blissful. For her, there was only a faint echo, a dissatisfying quiet.

She collapsed beside him, breathing heavily. Freddy immediately turned to her, his face soft with contentment. He kissed her shoulder, his arm wrapping around her.

“That was perfect,” he murmured, nuzzling into her hair.

Chloe smiled, but it felt strained. “Yeah,” she whispered.

Freddy, ever devoted, ever attentive, noticed the slight distance in her eyes. He kissed her again, then shifted, disposing of the used condom. Without a word, he moved down the bed, settling between her thighs.

His worship wasn’t just about possession; it was about care.

He kissed the inside of her thigh, his lips soft. Then he leaned in, his mouth finding her core.

His tongue was gentle, probing, loving. He traced her folds, seeking the places that made her gasp. Chloe closed her eyes, trying to focus on the sensation, on Freddy’s tender, earnest efforts. His tongue circled her clit, soft then firm, his movements practiced from intimacy. He knew her body. He knew what she liked.

Physically, it worked. The stimulation built, a slow, mounting pressure. Her hips lifted, her breath shortening. Freddy worked her diligently, his hands spreading her thighs wider, his mouth devoted entirely to her pleasure.

But her mind… her mind was elsewhere.

As his tongue flicked and pressed, as her body began to tremble with approaching release, her imagination betrayed her. She pictured not Freddy’s gentle face between her legs, but Marcus’s confident smirk. She imagined not a slender tongue, but a thick, hard presence pushing into her, filling her completely, stretching her in ways Freddy never could. The fantasy was vivid, shocking, and it sent a jolt of illicit heat through her that Freddy’s tender ministrations couldn’t match.

The climax arrived, triggered by the betrayal of her own thoughts.

It pulsed through her, a deep, convulsing wave that clenched her muscles and drew a sharp gasp from her lips. Her body arched, her toes curled. Freddy kept going, drawing out every last shudder until she collapsed back onto the bed, spent.

He crawled back up, curling against her side, kissing her shoulder again. “You’re everything to me,” he whispered, his voice thick with sleep and satisfaction.

Chloe turned, kissing his forehead. “You’re everything to me too,” she said, and the words felt true, but hollowed out by the secret in her mind.

Freddy drifted off quickly, his breathing deepening, his arm a warm weight across her waist. He felt safe. Reconnected. He believed the night had repaired everything.

Chloe lay awake in the dark.

The rain continued its soft tap against the window.

She stared at the ceiling, her body humming with the aftermath of pleasure, but her mind churning with guilt and a restless, hungry curiosity.

The comparison was no longer silent. It was loud. It was a voice in her head, measuring, wondering.

Freddy was soft, slender, emotionally open.

Marcus was large, athletic, physically dominant.

And now, she knew the feel of him. The taste of his kiss. The promise of his size.

She closed her eyes, trying to push the thoughts away. But they clung, persistent, thrilling.


Chapter Fourteen

The King’s Arms was a roaring tide of noise and bodies. Bass thumped through speakers, laughter erupted in pockets, glasses clinked, and the Friday night crowd pressed against the bar. Chloe moved behind it, a practiced dance between the taps and the till, her short denim skirt brushing her thighs, her halter top pulling tight across her chest with every bend. Her cleavage was a deliberate display, part of the uniform, part of the game. She smiled at customers, her laughter bright and easy, but her eyes kept flickering to the corner of the bar.

Freddy sat there, nursing a pint, his shoulders hunched. He watched her with a quiet devotion that felt heavy tonight. He saw everything, the men leaning closer, the eyes lingering on her curves, the way her smile seemed to draw attention like a magnet. He saw it all, and it hollowed him out a little more each time.

Then the door opened, and the atmosphere shifted.

Marcus entered with his two friends, a trio of athletic confidence that seemed to command the room’s energy. Space opened around them. Women glanced, then looked again. They moved toward the bar with an easy swagger, and Marcus’s eyes found Chloe immediately. His smile was calm, knowing.

Freddy’s stomach tightened. He watched, helpless, as Marcus leaned against the bar, his tall frame dominating the space. Chloe’s smile turned genuine, her laughter louder. Their banter flowed effortlessly, teasing jokes, relaxed eye contact, a chemistry that felt practiced now. Marcus bought drinks for his friends, his hand brushing Chloe’s as he passed her a twenty. She didn’t pull away.

Freddy sipped his beer, the taste sour. He was a ghost in the corner, a spectator to a play he couldn’t interrupt.

Around 10:30, Chloe slipped away, heading toward the toilets. She felt the anticipation like a pulse in her throat. She knew. She knew he might be there. This time, she didn’t frame it as an accident. She framed it as a possibility.

The corridor was quieter, muffling the pub’s roar. She pushed into the ladies’, her heart hammering. She washed her hands slowly, staring at her reflection. Her hazel eyes were wide, her lips parted. She was waiting.

When she stepped out, he was there.

Marcus stood against the wall, his arms crossed, his gaze locked on her. No surprise. No hesitation. The chemistry was immediate, electric.

He moved toward her, and she didn’t step back. He cupped her face, his large hands warm and firm, and kissed her.

This time, Chloe didn’t resist at all.

Her lips opened under his, her body leaning into the kiss. It was urgent, deep, physically consuming. His tongue explored hers, his grip tightening on her jaw. She kissed him back, her hands finding his shoulders, feeling the solid muscle beneath his shirt. The thrill was intoxicating, reckless. Freddy was there, on the other side of the wall, and she was here, kissing his bully. The wrongness screamed in her mind, but her body screamed louder.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with intent. “Come with me,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding.

He took her hand and led her, not toward the exit, but toward the men’s toilets. Chloe’s breath caught. This is crossing the line. The real line. But her feet followed.

The gents was empty. Marcus pushed open the door to the furthest cubicle, pulling her inside. The space was small, cramped, the walls smelling of stale bleach and cheap soap. He closed the door, the lock clicking softly.

Then he pulled her into his arms again, kissing her with a hunger that made her knees weak. His hands slid down her back, over the curve of her ass, gripping her through the denim. She moaned into his mouth, her own hands sliding under his shirt, feeling the heat of his skin, the hard ridges of his abdomen.

His fingers went to the hem of her halter top. He lifted it, pulling it up and over her head. The fabric fell to the floor. With deft, quick movements, he unhooked her bra, letting it join the top. Her breasts spilled free, large and natural, the cool air making her nipples tighten instantly.

His hands came to them, cupping, squeezing, his thumbs brushing over her sensitive peaks. He mauled them gently, a possessive kneading that sent shocks of pleasure through her. “Perfect,” he told her, his voice rough with appreciation.

Chloe gasped, her body arching into his touch. The contrast was visceral, overwhelming. Freddy’s touches were gentle, reverent. Marcus’s were claiming, confident. She felt owned.

He unbuckled his jeans, pushing them down his thighs. Then he brought one of her hands to the large bulge straining against his boxers. Chloe’s fingers touched the hard, thick outline, and she gasped again. It was immense.

Marcus smirked. “You’re doing this to me.”

She reached inside, her fingers trembling, and pulled out his cock.

It was thick, long, black, and fully erect. A heavy, formidable presence that made her breath stop. She stared, her mind blanking for a second. Freddy’s was slender, five inches, familiar. This was… different. A symbol of raw, masculine power.

She sank to her knees, the cold floor biting through her skirt. She took him in her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate his width. The taste of him, the salt and skin, filled her senses. She worshiped him with her mouth, sucking, licking, her tongue tracing the length of him, just as Freddy often worshiped her body. But this wasn’t worship out of love. This was worship out of submission. Out of a desperate, thrilling curiosity.

Marcus let her suck for a minute, his hands on her head, guiding her rhythm. Then he reached down and lifted her back to standing, his strength effortless. He turned her to face the side of the cubicle, her back to him. He lifted her short skirt, baring her round, full ass. He pulled her little thong down to her ankles, and she stepped out of it, her heart pounding. Without hesitation, he pocketed the tiny garment. Chloe wondered, with a dizzy thrill, if she would ever get it back.

Then he was behind her, his hands on her hips, his thick cock lined up against her wet entrance. Chloe’s mind screamed. Am I really going to do this?

She felt the pressure of him, the blunt, wide tip pressing against her tight little hole. And oh fuck, she wanted this. She was so turned on, her wetness slicking her thighs, her body aching for him. Just this once, she told herself, a frantic justification. Just to see what it’s like.

The risk was insane. Freddy, sitting in the bar, unknowing. The pub noise, a distant roar beyond the door. No condom. The first time she’d ever fucked bareback. The line was crossed, irrevocably.

Then he pushed.

His thick cock began to enter her, slowly, inexorably. The stretch was immediate, intense. She gasped, her hands slamming against the cubicle wall for support. He was wider, longer, more than anything she’d ever felt. He filled her, stretched her, a deep, relentless invasion that made her cry out.

“Oh, god,” she whimpered.

He kept pushing, his hands firm on her hips, holding her steady. She felt every inch sink into her, a slow, burning conquest. When he was fully inside, she felt full, impossibly full. He wasn’t moving yet, just seated deep within her, his presence dominating her insides.

Then he began to fuck her.

His thrusts were slow, controlled, powerful. Each movement dragged him almost all the way out, then pushed him back in, deep and hard. The stretch repeated, a constant, overwhelming sensation. Chloe moaned, her body shuddering. Her mind emptied of everything except the physical reality of him, his size, his strength, the way he owned her body completely.

“More,” she begged, her voice broken. “Please, more.”

He obliged. His pace increased, his hips driving into her with harder, faster strokes. The cubicle wall rattled softly with their motion. Chloe’s moans grew louder, unchecked. She was lost in it, in the sheer physical dominance of him. Her thoughts flickered to Freddy, soft, slender, gentle, and the contrast was so brutal it made her clench around Marcus, drawing a groan from him.

His hands gripped her hips tighter, pulling her back against each thrust. She felt his control, his confidence. He wasn’t asking. He was taking. And she was giving, surrendering, her body responding with a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

The sounds of the pub were a distant backdrop to their own gasps and moans. The risk, the secrecy, the wrongness, it all fuelled the fire. Chloe’s climax built, a coiling, urgent tension deep inside her. It wasn’t the gentle wave Freddy elicited. It was a tsunami, triggered by sheer, overwhelming sensation.

“I’m gonna…” she choked out.

Marcus drove into her, hard and deep, and her release shattered through her. She cried out, her body convulsing around his, her nails scraping the cubicle wall. He kept fucking her through it, his own rhythm becoming rougher, more urgent. She felt him swell inside her, felt his own climax approaching.

He groaned, a low, masculine sound, and then he pulsed, his release flooding into her, hot and deep. He held her there, pinned against the wall, both of them trembling, breathless.

For a long moment, they stayed still, joined, the aftermath humming between them. Chloe’s mind was blank, shocked by the intensity of her own response. She had surrendered. Completely.

Marcus slowly pulled out, the sensation leaving her empty, aching. He turned her around, his hands cupping her face again. He kissed her, softer now, but still possessive.

“You’re mine now,” he murmured, his voice certain.

Chloe stared at him, her hazel eyes wide, her body still trembling. She didn’t answer. She just looked at him, knowing he was right, knowing the line was crossed, and knowing she could never go back.


Chapter Fifteen

The cubicle door clicked shut behind her, leaving Chloe alone in the stark, fluorescent glare of the restroom corridor. Her breath came in shallow, shaky gasps. She leaned against the wall, her legs trembling, feeling the raw ache deep inside her thighs. Marcus’s spend. It was still there, a warm, wet trickle beginning to seep from her little pussy, marking her as claimed. She felt it on her inner thighs, a tangible proof of what had just happened.

Her hands flew to her clothes. The halter top was back on, but twisted, her breasts hastily stuffed inside. She straightened it, her fingers clumsy. The skirt was askew; she yanked it down, smoothing the denim over her hips. Her reflection in the cracked mirror above the sink was a shock. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips swollen from kissing, her auburn hair tangled from his hands gripping her head. Her hazel eyes were wide, haunted, and glazed with a lingering arousal she couldn’t wipe away.

She touched her hair, trying to tame it. It doesn’t mean anything. The thought formed instantly, a desperate shield. It was a mistake. A moment. It’s over. She splashed cold water on her face, the shock of it helping to clear the fog in her mind. She took a deep breath, trying to steady herself. But the physical evidence remained. No panties. Marcus had pocketed her thong, a trophy. Her bare skin under the skirt felt exposed, vulnerable. And that warm trickle… a constant, secret reminder.

She pushed the restroom door open. The pub noise hit her like a tidal wave, the roar of laughter, the thump of music, the clatter of glasses. The sudden transition from intense, hidden intimacy to the ordinary chaos of a Saturday night was jarring. She blinked, adjusting. The corridor led back to the bar, to the world where Freddy waited.

She walked; her steps unsteady at first. Every movement made her aware of the emptiness between her legs, the slickness on her thighs. She forced her posture straight; her smile rehearsed in her mind before she even reached the bar area.

And then she saw him.

Freddy. Still sitting in his corner seat, nursing the same half-finished pint. He looked patient. Trusting. His big blue eyes watched the bar, waiting for her to reappear. When he saw her, his face softened into a gentle, relieved smile. He hadn’t moved. He hadn’t suspected. He’d just been waiting, faithfully, for her to return from what he thought was just a bathroom break.

The guilt slammed into her chest, a physical punch that made her breath stop.

She walked behind the bar, her professional mask snapping into place. “Sorry, toilet break,” she said to her colleague, her voice surprisingly normal. She grabbed a cloth, started wiping the bar surface, her movements automatic.

But her mind was screaming.

I kissed him. I let him touch me. I let him fuck me. Bare. In a toilet cubicle. The facts lined up, brutal and undeniable. While Freddy sat right there.

Her eyes kept drifting to Freddy. He smiled at her again, a small, shy gesture. He raised his glass slightly, a silent ‘hello’. The devotion in his gaze was a knife twisting in her gut.

It was just one time, she rationalized, the internal monologue frantic. It doesn’t change how I feel about Freddy. Marcus is just… intense. He pushed buttons. I got carried away. The justification felt thin, papery, but she clung to it. She couldn’t face the full truth, that she had surrendered completely, that she had begged for more, that she had climaxed so violently around him, that she felt owned.

Across the bar, Marcus was still there with his friends. He leaned against a pillar, sipping a beer. He glanced toward her, his expression calm, unreadable. No smirk. No triumphant look. Just a quiet, knowing confidence. As if what had happened was inevitable. As if it was just the beginning.

That confidence unsettled her more than any boast would have.

She served a customer, her hands steady as she pulled a pint. The routine was a lifeline. Focus on the job. Smile. Don’t think. But her body was a traitor. The memory of his thickness, the stretch, the deep, claiming thrusts—it flashed through her senses, hot and vivid. Her inner muscles clenched, a phantom echo of the penetration. She felt another small trickle escape, and she subtly shifted her stance, trying to ignore it. 

Her skin prickled with unease. Does it show? she thought frantically. Can they tell? She glanced sideways at her colleague, busy chatting with a regular, then at the customer waiting patiently for his drink. Her heart hammered. Do they smell it? His spunk? Her sex? Does she reek of what just happened?

She forced a smile, handing the pint over with trembling fingers. The man thanked her, oblivious, and she nodded mechanically, her mind racing. She felt exposed, marked, as if everyone could see the secret she carried, the slickness between her thighs, the thong missing from beneath her skirt, the raw ache that pulsed with every step. 

It’s just in your head, she told herself. But the doubt lingered, gnawing at her. The air itself seemed heavy, charged with the scent of her betrayal. She wiped down the bar again, her movements sharp, desperate to distract herself. But the truth was inescapable. She had been claimed, and her body was still bearing the evidence.

Freddy’s presence was a constant anchor of guilt. Every time she looked at him, she saw his innocence. His trust. He believed in her completely. He believed they were solid. He believed Marcus was just a ghost from the past, not a predator in the present.

But I’m not solid, she thought, the truth whispering in the back of her mind. I’m cracked. I’m curious.

The comparison was no longer silent. It was a roaring engine in her head. Freddy’s slender, five-inch dick, his gentle, worshipful touch. Marcus’s thick, dominant presence, his confident possession. The feeling of being filled versus the feeling of being loved. They weren’t the same. And her body had just shown her which one triggered a tsunami of pleasure.

She served another drink, her smile bright and fake. Her mind kept replaying the moment he pushed into her, the initial gasp, the overwhelming stretch. The way he had held her hips, controlling her, using her. The way she had cried out, her nails scraping the wall. The raw, unfiltered intensity of it. Sex with Freddy was affectionate, warm, a mutual connection. What happened with Marcus was a conquest. A taking.

And she had loved it.

The horror of that realisation bloomed slowly, cold and slick. She loved Freddy. She cared for him, protected him, enjoyed their cosy life. But her body, her deepest, most instinctive responses, had just answered a different call. A call for dominance. For raw, physical power.

She wiped a spill, her hands trembling slightly.

Marcus finished his beer. He didn’t look at her again. He just nodded to his friends and began to move toward the exit. As he passed near the bar, his gaze swept over her. It wasn’t a lingering stare. It was a glance. A quiet acknowledgment. I know. You know.

Then he was gone, disappearing into the crowd toward the door.

Chloe’s heart hammered. It’s over. He’s leaving. It stays here. The relief was immediate, but hollow. Because a part of her, a treacherous, hungry part, felt a pang of loss. The thrill was gone. The secret intensity was now just a memory staining her thighs.

She finished her shift mechanically, the last hour dragging. Freddy stayed, watching her, a quiet sentinel of devotion. When the clock finally hit closing, she cashed up, changed out of her work top, and walked toward him.

“Ready to go?” she asked, her voice softer than usual.

He stood, smiling. “Yeah.” He reached for her hand, his fingers intertwining with hers. The touch was familiar, comforting. But it also felt different now. A lie touching a lie.

They walked home through the cool night air. Freddy talked softly about his day, about a project at work. Chloe listened, nodding, but her mind was miles away, locked in that cramped cubicle, feeling the ghost of Marcus’s possession still inside her.

When they reached the house, Freddy unlocked the door. The familiar silence of the shared house welcomed them. They climbed the stairs to his room.

He turned to her in the dim light, his eyes full of quiet love. “You seem tired,” he said, touching her cheek.

“Just a long shift,” she murmured, avoiding his gaze.

He believed her. He always believed her.

He started to undress, pulling off his shirt, his slender frame familiar and gentle. Chloe watched him, the guilt swelling until it felt like a physical weight in her throat. She needed to erase it. She needed to reconnect. To prove to herself that Freddy was still her centre.

“Wait,” she said, her voice a little husky.

He paused, looking at her.

She stepped closer, her fingers going to his belt. She unbuckled it, her movements deliberate. She pushed his jeans down, her hands brushing his thighs. He was soft, not aroused yet. She knelt, taking him in her hands, her mouth finding his slender length. She sucked him gently, trying to summon the usual warmth, the usual affection.

But her mind was elsewhere. The taste of Marcus, the salt and skin, haunted her mouth. The feeling of his thickness stretching her lips compared to this familiar, slender shape. She worked Freddy with her mouth, her tongue, trying to focus. He moaned, his hands going to her hair, his hips lifting.

She pulled back before he could climax. She needed more. She needed to feel him, to anchor herself in Freddy’s body, to chase away the phantom of the other.

She stood, pulling her own clothes off quickly, not with the slow, deliberate grace of before. She needed urgency. She needed to be filled by him, by Freddy, to overwrite the memory.

She pushed him onto the bed, her movements urgent, almost desperate. Reaching for the bedside table, she fumbled with the condom packet, her fingers trembling as she tore it open and quickly sheathed his slender cock. Climbing over him, she guided his now-hard length inside her, sinking down with a soft gasp. She moved quickly, her hips rocking against his, her full breasts swaying above him in a mesmerizing rhythm. Freddy gasped, his hands clutching her hips, his face a mask of blissful confusion at her sudden intensity. 

She needed this. Needed him. Needed to feel Freddy’s warmth, his familiar touch, to drown out the ghost of Marcus’s possession. But even as she rode him, her body betraying her with its need, her mind flickered, comparing, contrasting, wondering. Freddy’s gentle fullness versus Marcus’s overwhelming stretch. The ache deep inside her felt conflicted, torn between two very different men, two very different sensations. 

She leaned forward, her breath hitching, trying to focus solely on Freddy, his soft moans, his hands gripping her hips, the tender way he looked up at her. But the seed of doubt had already been planted, and no matter how hard she tried, it lingered, a whisper in the back of her mind she couldn’t silence.

“Chloe,” he whispered, “you’re… so passionate tonight.”

She kissed him, hard, trying to lose herself in the kiss. But her mind kept comparing. The stretch wasn’t there. The fullness wasn’t there. The dominance wasn’t there. It was just warmth. Familiarity. Love.

She rode him faster, her inner muscles clenching, desperate to reach the same dizzying heights she’d experienced earlier. Her body moved instinctively, hips grinding against his, her large breasts swaying with every thrust. She could feel Freddy responding, his hands gripping her hips tighter as his breathing grew ragged. But no matter how intensely she moved, the peak remained elusive. She could feel it hovering just out of reach, taunting her. It’s not the same, her mind whispered, unbidden. Her thoughts flickered again to Marcus, to the raw, overwhelming fullness that had shattered her earlier. 

Freddy’s climax came suddenly, his slender dick pulsing inside her, filling the condom, as he gasped her name, his body trembling beneath her. She smiled down at him, masking her disappointment with a practiced affection. But as he sank back against the bed, spent and satisfied, she felt the hollowness settle into her chest. Her body still ached for more, for something Freddy couldn’t give her. She stayed seated atop him, her thighs trembling, her mind unwillingly comparing the two men once more. Freddy was gentle, loving, predictable. Marcus was something else entirely, a storm she couldn’t resist. 

Chloe leaned down, kissing Freddy softly, trying to anchor herself in his familiar warmth. But inside, her thoughts churned, a whirlwind of guilt and unsated desire. She hadn’t climaxed, her body still ached with the ghost of Marcus’s possession, the memory of his thickness still vivid in her mind. She tried to push it away, focusing on Freddy, on his tender touch, but the whisper of curiosity lingered, impossible to silence: What if?

Freddy noticed her stillness, her hesitation. Concern flickered in his big blue eyes. “Chloe?” he murmured softly, his voice tinged with worry. She forced a smile, brushing his cheek with her fingertips, but her heart pounded in her chest. 

Before she could respond, Freddy tore off his condom, disposing of it quickly and efficiently. Then, before she could protest, he moved between her thighs. No! her mind screamed in panic. He’ll taste Marcus. Her stomach twisted with dread. His mouth was already on her, his tongue probing, exploring, oblivious to the truth. She couldn’t stop him, she couldn’t bring herself to betray the guilt that gnawed at her.

Freddy looked up at her, his eyes wide with innocence. “You’re so wet,” he murmured, his voice filled with awe, believing it was caused by him. His tongue moved with practiced ease, determined to make her cum, unaware of the betrayal that still lingered. Chloe’s breath hitched, her body torn between pleasure and guilt. She tried to focus on the sensations, on Freddy’s warm mouth, but her mind raced with fear.

And then, inevitably, she climaxed, a shuddering wave of pleasure that crashed over her despite her internal turmoil. Freddy’s mouth was flooded with a mix of her arousal and Marcus’s spend, still inside her, still marking her as claimed. He swallowed it all, completely unaware, his devotion unwavering. 

Her heart clenched with shame, but Freddy simply wiped his lips and crawled beside her, curling against her. “You’re amazing,” he whispered, his voice filled with adoration. 

Chloe forced a smile, stroking his soft, mousey-brown hair. She had the best boyfriend, she thought bitterly, the one she had just cheated on. But inside, the guilt weighed heavier than ever, a suffocating weight pressing against her chest. Freddy’s innocence only deepened her betrayal, his trust a stark contrast to the secret she now carried, Marcus’s mark still inside her. She closed her eyes, trying to push away the thoughts, to bury them deep where they couldn’t claw at her conscience. But the whisper persisted, louder now, echoing in the hollow spaces of her mind: What if?

Freddy’s soft breathing filled the silence, his trust unwavering, unaware of the storm raging inside her.


Epilogue

Sunday morning arrived softly.

Grey light filtered through the kitchen windows of the shared house while somewhere upstairs pipes rattled and a door closed heavily before silence settled again.

The kitchen smelled of tea and warm pastry.

Freddy sat opposite Chloe at the small wooden table, still half asleep, oversized hoodie hanging loosely from his slim frame while steam curled gently from his mug.

Between them sat the familiar paper bag from the patisserie.

Croissants.
Pain au chocolat. Their little weekend ritual.

And outwardly, everything looked exactly the same.

Chloe sat with one leg tucked beneath herself, wearing tight grey leggings and one of Freddy’s old t-shirts knotted loosely at the waist. Her auburn hair was tied messily back and her face was makeup-free, soft and naturally beautiful in the quiet morning light.

Freddy still looked at her the same way.

Like she was magic.

Like she was the centre of his entire world.

“You’re staring again,” Chloe murmured softly over her tea.

Freddy smiled immediately, embarrassed.

“S-sorry.”

“You literally never stop.”

“Can you blame me?”

That made her laugh quietly.

And for one dangerous moment, sitting there listening to his soft awkward voice while Sunday morning wrapped around them in familiar comfort, Chloe almost managed to convince herself nothing had really changed.

Almost.

Freddy tore a croissant in half absentmindedly.

“What time do you start tonight?”

“Four.”

He nodded.

“Busy shift?”

“Probably.”

There was something so heartbreakingly normal about the conversation that Chloe suddenly had to look away toward the kitchen window.

Outside, Bristol moved lazily through another cold autumn morning.

Inside, Freddy sat smiling softly at her while talking about some stupid problem at work involving servers and software she barely understood.

And all Chloe could think was:

You don’t know me anymore.

The thought arrived suddenly and viciously.

Because Freddy still looked at her with complete trust.

Complete love.

He still saw: his Chloe. Safe. Faithful. His.

Meanwhile Chloe sat there still carrying the memory of Marcus everywhere inside her; the confidence, the thrill, the danger, the feeling of surrendering to something overwhelming and reckless.

And worst of all…

part of her still wanted it again.

“You okay?” Freddy asked suddenly.

Chloe blinked quickly.

“Yeah.”

“You went quiet.”

She forced a small smile immediately.

“Just tired.”

Freddy nodded sympathetically.

“You worked late.”

Then, without hesitation, he reached across the table and squeezed her hand gently.

That small affectionate touch almost broke her.

Because Freddy loved her so honestly.

No games. No manipulation. No dominance.

Just love.

And sitting there in the quiet shared kitchen with croissants between them and Sunday sunlight touching the table, Chloe realised something terrifying:

The girl who had sat here with Freddy last weekend no longer existed anymore.

Marcus had changed something inside her.

And no matter how normal this moment looked…

nothing was normal now.
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Chloe told herself it would only happen once.

One reckless mistake.
One moment of weakness.
One secret buried forever.

But Marcus Reid had never been the kind of man who accepted “just once.”

Now every shift at The King’s Arms feels dangerous.

Every smile.
Every glance across the crowded bar.
Every whispered comment that makes Chloe’s pulse quicken despite herself.

And worse still…

Freddy still trusts her completely.

As Chloe struggles to balance guilt, desire, and the growing thrill of Marcus’s attention, she convinces herself there might finally be a way to heal Freddy’s old wounds for good.

A conversation.

A drink together.

One chance for Freddy to finally face the man who haunted his teenage years.

So, Chloe arranges it.

Tomorrow night.
One table.
One drink.
Freddy and Marcus face to face at last.

But from the moment Marcus walks in, Chloe realises she may have made a terrible mistake.

Because Marcus doesn’t remember the frightened schoolboy Freddy still sees himself as.

Marcus only sees opportunity.

And slowly, dangerously, Freddy begins to realise something even worse:

Marcus isn’t trying to take Chloe away from him.

He’s trying to prove he already can.

Book Two continues the psychological descent of Freddy, Chloe, and Marcus as jealousy, dominance, obsession, and desire begin tightening around all three of them.

And this time…

Freddy is no longer standing outside the danger.

He’s sitting at the same table with it.


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.

If you are looking for very kinky, illicit, taboo raw erotica; cuckold, feminisation, sissy, bi-encouragement.


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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