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Chapter One

The Mercedes felt almost too big for the moment.

Phoebe’s father drove with quiet confidence, one hand resting lightly on the wheel, the low hum of the engine barely noticeable beneath the soft murmur of the radio. The car smelled of leather and faint aftershave, clean, composed, everything in its place.

Simon sat in the back seat, one of Phoebe’s bags beside him, another tucked awkwardly at his feet. From here, he could see her clearly in the passenger seat.

Phoebe had turned slightly toward the window, one leg angled inward, her posture relaxed but upright. Her blonde hair was tied back loosely, a few strands catching the light as she moved. Even sitting still, there was something about the way she carried herself, balanced, natural, that made her stand out without trying.

“There,” she said, leaning forward slightly. “That’s it, isn’t it?”

Her dad glanced ahead, then nodded.

“Yeah. That’s your campus.”

The university opened out in front of them, red brick buildings mixed with newer glass structures, wide walkways already busy with students arriving. Cars pulled in and out, doors opened and slammed, people moved in every direction at once.

Phoebe let out a small breath, something between a laugh and disbelief.

“Wow.”

Simon leaned slightly forward in his seat, looking past her toward the view ahead.

“Looks bigger than I thought.”

Phoebe turned her head just enough to glance back at him, her green eyes bright, her expression open and excited.

“It actually feels real now.”

Her dad smiled faintly, eyes still on the road as he eased the car into the drop-off lane.

“Give it a week,” he said. “You’ll both be pros.”

The car rolled to a smooth stop.

For a second, none of them moved.

Then Phoebe reached for the door.

“Come on,” she said lightly. “Let’s do it.”

They stepped out into the warmth and noise of the campus.

Voices, laughter, the scrape of wheels over pavement, the low hum of dozens of conversations happening all at once. It felt alive, busy in a way that immediately made Simon aware of himself standing there.

Phoebe stepped out beside the car and stretched her arms up slightly, rolling her shoulders back. The movement was easy, unconscious, her body shifting naturally as the fitted fabric of her clothes followed her form. A passing student glanced over without meaning to, his attention caught for just a moment before he looked away again.

Phoebe didn’t react.

She was already moving to the boot.

“Let’s get everything out before it gets hectic,” she said.

Her dad popped the boot open, and Simon came around to help. Phoebe reached in beside him, lifting one of her bags with a smooth, practiced ease. As she turned, adjusting the strap over her shoulder, her movement carried a natural rhythm, the kind that drew brief attention without ever appearing deliberate.

A group of lads walked past behind her.

Broader builds, louder voices, already settled into the space as if they belonged there.

One of them glanced over, then did a quick second look as Phoebe stepped forward, her stride relaxed, her posture upright and unforced.

“Alright?” one of them called out casually.

Phoebe turned her head, smiling back with that same easy confidence.

“Hi.”

Nothing more than that.

The group moved on, still talking, still laughing, but Simon felt it again, that small shift, subtle but unmistakable.

He adjusted his grip on the suitcase.

Phoebe’s dad glanced briefly in their direction, then back to unloading, saying nothing, though his presence lingered, steady and grounding.

“You ready?” Simon said.

Phoebe nodded, stepping in beside him as they started toward the accommodation block.

Her shoulder brushed lightly against his as they walked.

“I can’t believe we actually made it here,” she said. “Same uni, same city… it’s kind of perfect, isn’t it?”

Simon looked at her.

Really looked.

The brightness in her eyes. The way she moved through the crowd without hesitation. The small, almost invisible reactions from people as she passed, a glance here, a pause there.

She didn’t seem to notice.

Or maybe she just didn’t think about it.

“Yeah,” he said. “It is.”

Behind them, her dad closed the boot and followed at a slower pace, letting them walk ahead.

As they crossed into the courtyard, the flow of people thickened. New faces, quick glances, small moments that barely registered on their own but added up all the same.

Simon noticed them now.

Not one single thing, but a pattern.

A look held just slightly too long.

A conversation that dipped for a second as Phoebe passed.

Nothing obvious. Nothing that could be called out.

Just… there.

Phoebe walked on, relaxed, grounded, completely at ease in herself.

And for the first time, Simon felt it clearly.

People noticed her.

Of course they did.

He’d always known that.

It just hadn’t mattered before.


Chapter Two

By the time they reached Phoebe’s accommodation block, the campus had taken on a different kind of energy.

The early arrivals had settled into something looser now, clusters forming in doorways, voices carrying more easily through open corridors, laughter breaking out in short, uncertain bursts. It felt like the beginning of something, not quite formed yet, but already shifting.

Phoebe walked slightly ahead, her bag resting against her hip as she moved. Her stride was relaxed, unhurried, the natural rhythm of it drawing small, almost unconscious glances from people passing in the opposite direction. It wasn’t deliberate. It never was. But it happened all the same.

Simon noticed it again, more clearly this time.

A pair of girls mid-conversation pausing just slightly as Phoebe passed between them. A guy stepping aside to let her through, his eyes lingering for a fraction longer than necessary before he looked away. Nothing obvious. Nothing anyone would comment on.

Just… there.

“This should be it,” Phoebe said, checking the number beside the entrance before pushing the door open.

Inside, the corridor stretched out in both directions, lined with identical doors, most of them open. Voices spilled out into the space, introductions, half-finished conversations, the first fragile threads of new friendships forming in real time.

As Phoebe stepped in, the subtle shift followed her.

A glance from the end of the hall.

Another from a doorway closer by.

She didn’t react to any of it, moving easily through the space as though it were already familiar to her, her posture upright but relaxed, her expression open, unguarded.

“Hey,” one of the girls down the corridor called out.

Phoebe turned, smiling naturally.

“Hi.”

There was no effort in it. No performance. Just an easy warmth that seemed to invite response without asking for it.

Simon followed behind with her suitcase, watching the way those brief moments gathered around her, not dramatic on their own, but impossible to ignore once you saw the pattern.

She reached her room and pushed the door open.

“Okay… this is me.”

The space was simple, almost bare. A bed neatly made, a desk pushed against the wall, a wardrobe standing empty and waiting. Light filtered in through the window, catching in her hair as she stepped further inside.

Phoebe set her bag down and turned slowly, taking it all in. As she moved, the fitted lines of her clothes followed her shape naturally, the subtle strength in her posture, the balanced way she carried herself, giving even the smallest movement a quiet presence.

“I actually like it,” she said.

Simon nodded, setting her case down.

“Yeah… it’s good.”

A voice appeared at the doorway behind them.

“Hey, you just moved in?”

Simon turned.

Two guys stood there, leaning casually against the frame, but their attention had already settled fully inside the room.

On Phoebe.

“Yeah,” she said, brushing a loose strand of blonde hair back behind her ear as she turned toward them. “Just got here.”

“I’m Jake,” one of them said.

He was broad through the shoulders, the kind of build that filled the doorway without effort. His t-shirt stretched slightly across his chest and upper arms, thick with muscle, the relaxed way he stood suggesting he was used to carrying that size without thinking about it.

“Lewis,” the other added.

Lewis was just as solid, maybe a fraction taller, his frame dense and powerful rather than bulky. There was a steadiness to him, the quiet confidence of someone who knew exactly how he came across. His gaze didn’t move from Phoebe as he spoke, not in an aggressive way, just direct, unhurried.

Up close, the difference between them and Simon felt more pronounced.

They carried themselves differently. More grounded. More certain. The kind of presence that didn’t need to announce itself.

And as they stood there, both of them naturally taking up space, their attention resting so easily on Phoebe, the shift in the room became clearer, heavier somehow, even if nothing about the moment could be called out directly.

“Phoebe,” she replied.

Simon felt the shift again, sharper now that they were standing still. It was in the way the conversation slowed slightly, in the way both of them held their attention on her, not in an obvious way, but enough to feel it.

He was right there, standing beside Phoebe, one of her bags still in his hand, close enough that his arm brushed hers as he set it down. And yet neither of them really acknowledged him. Not properly. Not beyond a passing glance that didn’t quite land.

Their focus stayed on her.

“Need a hand with anything?” Jake asked.

Phoebe gave a small, easy laugh, shifting her weight lightly onto one leg, the movement natural, unselfconscious.

“I think we’re okay… but thanks.”

“You sure?” Lewis said, his tone still casual, though his eyes hadn’t quite left her. “We’re just next door.”

Phoebe nodded.

“Good to know.”

They lingered a moment longer than necessary before stepping away, their voices fading back into the corridor.

Simon let out a quiet breath he hadn’t realised he’d been holding.

It wasn’t just that they’d been looking at her.

It was how easily he’d been… overlooked.

Phoebe glanced at him, her expression curious, faintly amused.

“What?”

“Nothing,” he said quickly.

But it wasn’t nothing.

It was becoming something.

Simon’s accommodation felt different almost immediately.

The building was older, the corridor louder, music already drifting out from one of the rooms, the atmosphere less tentative, more settled into itself.

Phoebe stepped inside beside him, her pace slowing slightly as she took it in.

“Bit more… chaotic,” she said, a small smile forming.

“Yeah,” Simon replied.

They hadn’t made it more than a few steps before the attention shifted again.

This time, it felt closer.

More direct.

Two of Simon’s housemates stood in the kitchen area, mid-conversation. Both turned as Phoebe entered.

And paused.

Not dramatically. Not enough to be called out.

But enough.

“Alright?” one of them said, straightening slightly as he spoke.

“Hi,” Phoebe replied, stepping forward with that same relaxed ease.

“This is Phoebe,” Simon said.

“Ryan,” the first one said, then nodded toward the other. “Matt.”

“Nice to meet you,” Phoebe said.

Ryan had the same solid, rugby-built frame Simon had already started to recognise around campus, broad shoulders, thick through the chest and arms, the kind of presence that felt steady and physical without needing to be announced.

Matt was different.

Leaner, but no less striking for it. His build was more athletic than bulky, defined rather than heavy, with a kind of easy confidence in the way he held himself. His face was sharp, clean-cut, undeniably handsome, and there was a faint, almost permanent hint of a grin at the corner of his mouth, something playful, slightly knowing.

And unlike the others Simon had noticed so far, Matt didn’t really try to hide where his attention was.

His gaze moved over Phoebe once, slowly, taking her in, then lingered just a fraction longer than it should have. Not enough to be openly inappropriate, but enough to be noticed.

Enough to mean something.

Phoebe shifted her weight slightly as she stood, the movement small and natural, but it drew his attention again all the same. That faint grin deepened just slightly, as if he was aware of it and didn’t particularly care.

Simon felt it immediately.

Not just the attention.

But the difference.

A little later, in Simon’s room, the noise of the corridor softened to a distant hum.

Phoebe leaned lightly against the doorframe, watching him as he moved around the small space, setting things down, adjusting what little there was to adjust.

“You, okay?” she asked.

Simon looked up.

“Yeah. Why?”

She shrugged, a small, knowing smile touching her lips.

“I don’t know. You just seem a bit… quiet.”

He hesitated, just for a second.

“I’m fine.”

Phoebe held his gaze for a moment longer, as if weighing whether to say more, then let it go.

“Good,” she said softly. “Because this is going to be fun.”

Simon smiled, though it didn’t quite reach as easily as before.

“Yeah.”

But as he glanced back toward the open door, voices drifting in, laughter building somewhere down the corridor, he felt it again.

That quiet, persistent shift.

People noticed her.

And now…

He couldn’t stop noticing it too.


Chapter Three

Simon was still halfway through unpacking when he realised the room had gone quiet.

Not the corridor, that still carried the distant hum of voices and movement, but the space behind him. The soft presence that had been there a moment before.

He turned.

Phoebe was no longer leaning in the doorway.

For a second, he just stood there, one hand resting on the edge of the bed, listening. Then he stepped out into the corridor, drawn more by instinct than thought.

The kitchen door stood open.

He paused just outside it.

Phoebe was inside.

She stood near the counter, one hand resting lightly against it as she spoke, her posture relaxed, her weight shifted slightly onto one leg. Ryan stood opposite her, Matt just to one side, both of them angled toward her in a way that felt almost automatic, their attention settled fully on her.

Around them, the room was fuller than before.

Three of Simon’s other housemates, all girls, stood together near the far side, talking among themselves, their conversation forming its own separate circle. They glanced over occasionally, but only briefly, before returning to each other.

It was Phoebe who held the centre of the room.

Not loudly. Not deliberately.

But clearly.

Simon watched as she laughed at something Ryan said, her head tilting slightly, her blonde hair shifting with the movement. Matt said something next, quieter, closer, and she turned toward him, her expression softening into something more focused, more engaged.

It was subtle.

But it was there.

And again, Simon noticed the way Matt looked at her. Not quickly. Not by accident. His eyes moved over her as she spoke, then held, just long enough to feel intentional. That faint, mischievous edge to his expression still there, as if he wasn’t particularly interested in hiding it.

Ryan was different, more open, more obviously friendly, but his attention didn’t leave her either.

Simon stepped into the room.

No one stopped talking.

No one turned.

Not immediately.

He hovered for a second, just inside the doorway, unsure whether to join in or not. Phoebe hadn’t seen him yet. Or if she had, she hadn’t broken the flow of the conversation.

It wasn’t anything obvious.

Just… easy.

Too easy.

He stood there a moment longer, then quietly stepped back out again.

Back in his room, the quiet felt heavier than before.

Simon sat down on the edge of the bed, then lay back, staring up at the ceiling. The sounds from the corridor drifted in faintly, laughter, voices, movement, all of it just far enough away to feel separate.

He wasn’t sure how long he lay there.

A few minutes, maybe.

The door opened softly.

Phoebe stepped in.

“There you are,” she said lightly.

Simon sat up slightly.

“Yeah.”

She walked further into the room, closing the door behind her, then leaned back against it, watching him. There was a small smile on her lips, but her eyes were searching, as if she’d already picked up on something.

“You, okay?” she asked.

“Of course,” he said, a little too quickly.

Phoebe tilted her head slightly, studying him.

“You’re not jealous, are you?”

The question landed more directly than anything else had so far.

Simon let out a short breath, shaking his head.

“No. Why would I be?”

She pushed herself off the door and took a few steps toward him, her movement slow, unhurried. Even here, in the small space of the room, there was that same easy physical presence, the way she carried herself without effort, without self-consciousness.

“I’m just trying to make new friends,” she said, her tone calm, almost reassuring. “And settle in. You’ll do the same.”

She stopped just in front of him.

Simon looked up at her.

“Yeah,” he said. “I know.”

Phoebe held his gaze for a moment longer, then smiled again, softer this time.

“Good.”

She turned slightly, glancing around his room.

“Come on,” she added. “You can’t just hide in here all day.”

Simon gave a faint smile, but as he stood, his mind was still back in the kitchen.

The way the room had felt.

The way they had looked at her.

The way she had stayed there, right at the centre of it, without even trying.

And the way he had stood at the edge of it all, unnoticed for just a little too long.


Chapter Four

By early evening, the corridor had changed completely.

Doors were open now, music spilling out from multiple rooms at once, different rhythms overlapping into something messy and loud. Voices carried easily, laughter louder, looser. Someone had dragged a speaker into the kitchen, and the space that had felt uncertain only hours before now pulsed with movement.

Phoebe stood just inside the doorway to Simon’s kitchen, taking it in.

“This is mad,” she said, smiling.

Simon laughed lightly beside her.

“It’s only the first night.”

“Exactly,” she replied.

There was something different about her already. Not dramatically. Not enough for anyone else to call out. But Simon could see it, the way she stepped forward without hesitation, the way she slipped into the space as if she belonged there.

Her posture was relaxed, her movements easy, the natural balance of her body giving her a quiet presence that carried even in a crowded room. As she walked past the small cluster near the counter, a couple of heads turned without thinking, attention catching for a second before shifting back again.

It happened quickly.

But it happened.

Simon followed just behind her, already aware of it before he could stop himself.

Ryan was by the drinks, pouring something into plastic cups. He looked up as they approached.

“There you are,” he said. “Thought you’d disappeared.”

Phoebe smiled.

“Not yet.”

Matt stood nearby, leaning back against the counter, one hand resting loosely at his side. His eyes found Phoebe almost immediately, that same faint, knowing expression settling across his face.

He didn’t rush to speak.

He didn’t need to.

“Drink?” Ryan asked, holding out a cup.

Phoebe took it.

“Thanks.”

Simon grabbed one as well, taking a quick sip. It was stronger than he expected, cheap alcohol mixed with something sweet, but it did its job almost instantly, a warmth spreading through his chest.

Around them, the room filled and shifted constantly. People came and went, conversations starting and ending mid-sentence, music changing without warning. The three girls from earlier were now part of a larger group, laughing loudly near the window, though their attention still flickered back occasionally.

But the centre of the room hadn’t changed.

Phoebe stood there, talking easily, her attention moving between Ryan and Matt, drawn into the flow of the conversation without effort. As she shifted her weight, turning slightly, the movement carried through her body in that same natural way, subtle but enough to draw the eye.

Matt noticed.

Simon saw it.

Again, it wasn’t hidden. Not quite. Matt’s gaze lingered for a moment as she moved, then lifted back to her face, the hint of a grin still there, as if he knew exactly what he was doing and saw no reason to pretend otherwise.

Ryan was more open, laughing easily, stepping slightly closer as the room grew tighter around them.

Phoebe didn’t step back.

If anything, she leaned into it, just slightly, adjusting to the space, her presence settling more comfortably into the centre of it all.

Simon took another drink.

And then another.

The warmth grew, dulling the sharpness of the thoughts that had started earlier, smoothing over the small edges of discomfort he didn’t quite want to examine.

“Come on,” Phoebe said at one point, turning to him, her eyes bright. “Relax.”

“I am relaxed,” he replied, though he reached for his drink again almost immediately.

She smiled at him, then turned back into the conversation, drawn once more toward Ryan and Matt as the noise of the room swelled.

Time slipped.

It became harder to track where one conversation ended and another began. The music got louder, or maybe it just felt that way. Simon found himself drifting, sometimes part of things, sometimes just at the edge, watching more than he was speaking.

Phoebe stayed in the centre.

Always just there.

At one point, she laughed again, louder this time, her head tilting back slightly before she leaned forward again, closer to Matt as he said something low enough that Simon couldn’t hear it.

Whatever it was, it made her smile.

A different kind of smile.

Simon felt it then.

Not a sharp feeling.

Not something he could name clearly.

Just… something shifting again.

He finished his drink and reached for another.

Later, the room felt hotter.

Or maybe that was just him.

The edges of everything had softened slightly, the noise blending together, the movement harder to follow. Simon leaned back against the wall, watching as Phoebe moved through the space again, still easy, still comfortable, as if she had already found her place in it.

Ryan was beside her now.

Matt just behind.

Others around them.

But it was still her that drew the eye.

Still her that people noticed.

Simon swallowed, his head feeling heavier than before.

“You alright?” someone asked, though he didn’t quite catch who.

“Yeah,” he said, though it came out slower than he meant.

Across the room, Phoebe glanced toward him.

For a moment, their eyes met.

She smiled.

Then someone said something beside her, and her attention shifted again, pulled back into the noise, the laughter, the centre of it all.

Simon looked down at his drink.

Then finished it.


Chapter Five

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

Phoebe sat beside him on the bed, her legs tucked slightly beneath her, her posture relaxed in a way that suggested she hadn’t carried any of the tension he had brought back with him. She glanced at him, studying his face with a quiet, thoughtful expression.

“You went quiet again,” she said gently.

Simon let out a small breath, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m just tired,” he said, though even to him it sounded thin.

Phoebe shifted closer, her shoulder brushing against his. “You don’t need to be weird about it,” she said, her tone soft but direct. “It’s just people talking. First night. Everyone’s trying to make friends.”

Simon nodded, looking down for a second before meeting her eyes again. “I know.”

She held his gaze, her green eyes steady, searching, as if she wanted to be sure he really did.

“I love you,” she said.

The words landed simply, without hesitation, but they carried weight all the same.

Simon’s expression softened slightly. “I know,” he replied quietly. “I love you too.”

Phoebe smiled, a small, reassuring smile, and leaned in, kissing him.

It started softly, familiar, the kind of kiss they had shared countless times before. Something known. Something safe. Simon responded instinctively, his hands finding her waist, drawing her closer, holding onto that sense of certainty the moment offered. Her lips parted, and his tongue slipped into the warm, familiar space of her mouth. The taste of her, sweet, faintly minty, was a comfort. His fingers slid under the hem of her shirt, tracing the smooth, toned skin of her stomach. She was soft here, a contrast to the firm muscles of her back and shoulders he knew so well.

He pulled the shirt up, and she helped, lifting her arms so he could pull it off. Her bra came next, a simple black one, and he unhooked it with practiced ease. Her breasts, small and firm, were already familiar territory. He kissed one, then the other, his tongue circling a nipple until it tightened into a hard peak. She sighed, a soft, passive sound of acceptance, not arousal. Her hands rested lightly on his shoulders.

He stood, undressing himself quickly, his own body lean and slightly soft. She watched, her expression calm, almost detached, as he peeled off his jeans and boxers. His erection, when it emerged, was slender and modest, just over five inches. He saw it, as he always did, and felt a faint, habitual pang of something, not shame, but a dull awareness of its limits. He pushed the thought away. This was their routine. It was fine.

Phoebe slid her jeans and underwear off, folding them neatly on the floor before lying back on the bed. She pulled the duvet over them both, creating a warm, private cocoon. The room was dark now, the only light a faint glow from the corridor window.

Simon reached for the condom on his nightstand, rolled it on with a quick, efficient motion. He moved over her, settling between her legs. She was already open for him, her thighs parted, her body relaxed. He kissed her again, briefly, then guided himself inside.

The entrance was always the same, a slight resistance, then a slow, smooth slide. He felt the familiar, warm clasp of her around him, a sensation he knew intimately but never fully understood. He began to move, a steady, rhythmic push and retreat. His hips worked, his breath quickened. He watched her face. Her eyes were closed. Her lips were slightly parted. Her breathing was even. She wasn’t moving with him, just receiving him, her hips still, her hands now resting on his back.

He focused on his own pleasure, the building tension in his core, the familiar path to his climax. It was a straight line, uncomplicated. He thrust harder, faster, gripping her hips. The bed creaked softly. He moaned, a low, straining sound. God, he thought, this is it. This is us. His orgasm arrived, a sudden, sharp release that shuddered through him, leaving him breathless and momentarily empty. He collapsed against her, his head resting on her shoulder, his body still joined with hers.

For a minute, they lay like that, his weight on her, his rapid breaths slowing. Then, as always, he shifted. He slid out of her, disposed of the condom, and moved down the bed. This was the second part of the routine, the part that mattered more to her.

He settled between her legs again, this time with a different purpose. She was wet, glistening with their combined fluids. He didn’t hesitate. He lowered his head and began.

His tongue found her clit, a small, firm bud. He circled it, slowly, deliberately. This was a skill he had learned, a duty he performed. Phoebe’s reaction here was different. A soft gasp escaped her. Her hips lifted slightly, pressing against his mouth. Finally, he thought, she’s here. He worked harder, licking and sucking, tracing the sensitive folds around her opening. He could feel her body tensing, her thighs tightening around his head. Her breaths became shallow, quick pants.

“Simon…” she whispered, her voice thin and strained.

He kept going, relentless, focused solely on this single point of her pleasure. He felt her swell, tighten, the muscles inside her contracting. Her hand found his hair, clutching it, not guiding him, just holding on. Then it happened, a sharp, trembling vibration through her core, a choked cry, and a sudden flood of wetness against his tongue. Her climax was quiet but intense, a wave that left her shuddering for a few seconds before she relaxed, boneless, into the mattress.

He lifted his head, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and crawled back up to lie beside her. He pulled the duvet over them both again and turned to face her. She was already looking at him, her green eyes hazy, soft.

“Thank you,” she murmured, her voice thick with sleepiness.

Simon smiled, satisfied. He reached out and stroked her cheek. “Anything for you,” he said, and he believed it.

He felt calm now. The noise outside, the other guys, the strange tension of the evening, it was all gone. This was real. This was them. Everything was okay. He closed his eyes, content, and let the warmth of her beside him lull him toward sleep.

Phoebe lay there, watching the slow rise and fall of his chest as he drifted off. She loved him. She loved the safety of him, the familiarity of his touch, the certainty of his care. Her body still hummed with the aftershocks of her orgasm, a pleasant, fading buzz.

But as the buzz faded, something else remained. A quiet, hollow space. The sex itself had been… nothing. A mild, friction-filled interval that her body acknowledged but did not celebrate. His size, his rhythm, his focus—it was all just… adequate. It got him there. It got her there afterwards, through his dedicated effort. But the main event, the part that was supposed to be the connection, the union… it was a blank.

She shifted slightly, turning to look at the dark ceiling. She loved Simon. She wished there was more.


Chapter Six

The first week passed more quickly than Simon had expected.

What had begun as something uncertain, noisy, overwhelming, gradually settled into structure. Lecture times fixed themselves into place, routes across campus became familiar, and the constant movement of freshers week softened into something more routine.

Mornings developed a rhythm.

They would meet outside Phoebe’s building or his, depending on the day, coffee in hand, walking side by side through the campus as the air carried that early-autumn crispness. Conversations came easily then, still grounded in what they knew, classes, lecturers, small observations about people they were starting to recognise.

Phoebe seemed to adapt to everything effortlessly.

She moved through each space with the same quiet confidence, whether it was finding her way into a lecture hall or slipping into a conversation with someone new. Simon noticed how naturally people responded to her. It wasn’t forced, it didn’t feel like she was trying, but it happened all the same.

A seat beside her filled quickly.

A glance held just slightly longer than it should.

A question asked that didn’t really need asking.

She never made anything of it. She simply smiled, answered, carried on.

To her, it all seemed normal.

To Simon, it was becoming something he couldn’t quite ignore.

Evenings began to separate them slightly.

Not dramatically. Not in a way that felt like distance.

Just… different choices.

A couple of nights, they went out together, joining small groups from their blocks, ending up in one of the nearby pubs that seemed permanently busy now, low ceilings, warm lighting, music just loud enough to blur conversations at the edges.

Phoebe slipped into those spaces easily.

Simon stayed close at first, then gradually found himself drifting just slightly behind, watching more than participating. Conversations formed around her quickly, people drawn in without much effort, her laugh coming more freely now, her movements more relaxed, as though the environment suited her.

It wasn’t that she left him out.

It was that she didn’t need to try to be included.

One night, she went out without him.

“I’ll only be a couple of hours,” she’d said, standing in his doorway, already half-turned as if pulled by something waiting outside. “Just the girls from my block.”

Simon had nodded.

“Yeah, go. It’s fine.”

And it was.

Or at least, it should have been.

He stayed in that evening, his desk light casting a small, focused pool across his notes while the sounds of the corridor rose and fell beyond his door. He told himself it was good, getting ahead, staying on top of things.

But every now and then, his mind drifted.

Not to anything specific.

Just to the idea of her out there, moving through those same spaces, the same looks, the same conversations, but without him beside her.

He shook it off each time.

Returned to his work.

By Saturday, things felt settled enough that it almost seemed normal.

They met in the evening and walked down to the pub together, the sky already darkening, the air cooler now. Phoebe walked beside him, close enough that their arms brushed occasionally, her pace matching his without thought.

“You’ve been quiet this week,” she said lightly.

“Just getting into things,” Simon replied.

She glanced at him, then smiled.

“You always say that.”

Inside, the pub was already full.

The warmth hit them immediately, along with the noise, laughter, overlapping conversations, the constant movement of people shifting between tables and the bar. It felt alive in a way that was becoming familiar.

They found a space near the back, drinks in hand.

At first, it was just them.

Then it wasn’t.

It happened quickly, naturally, almost predictably now.

A guy approached, something casual, a comment about the crowd, a question about whether the seats were taken. Phoebe responded easily, smiling, answering without hesitation. The conversation stretched slightly longer than it needed to before he moved on.

Simon stood right beside her.

Close enough that their arms almost touched.

And yet, the guy barely acknowledged him. A brief glance at most, the kind you’d give to someone passing by, not someone standing with her. The assumption seemed immediate, effortless.

That Simon was just… there.

Not with her.

Not in the way that mattered.

Not long after, another one.

This one a little more confident, stepping in without hesitation, directing everything toward Phoebe as if the space beside her were open, unclaimed. Again, Simon remained where he was, listening, waiting for the natural moment where he might be included.

It didn’t come.

Phoebe laughed at something the guy said, her head tilting slightly, her attention fully on him for those few moments. She didn’t ignore Simon, not consciously, but she didn’t draw him in either. The conversation existed just to one side of him, close enough to hear, but not to belong to.

For a brief, uncomfortable stretch of time, Simon felt it clearly.

Like a he was a third wheel with his own girlfriend.

Not quite part of the exchange.

Not quite separate either.

Just… there.

The guy moved on eventually, no different from the first. A short interaction, nothing lasting.

But the feeling lingered.

Simon shifted slightly, taking a sip of his drink, his eyes flicking toward Phoebe as she turned back to him, still carrying the lightness of the moment.

To her, it was nothing.

Just conversation.

To him, it was something else entirely.

A small, quiet realisation.

That in those moments, standing beside her, he wasn’t seen as the one she belonged with.

Just someone standing nearby.

Later, when they walked back to his room, the noise of the pub faded behind them, replaced again by the quieter hum of the corridor.

Inside, everything felt smaller. More contained.

More like something they understood.

They fell into each other in the same way they always had.

Familiar, unhurried, guided by routine more than anything else. There was comfort in it, in knowing exactly how things would unfold, in not having to think about it too much.

Simon held onto that.

The certainty of it.

Phoebe followed, as she always did, relaxed, receptive, letting the moment move at his pace. There was no resistance, no tension, but no real shift either. It was the same as it had always been.

Gentle.

Predictable.

Safe.

Afterwards, they lay together in the quiet, the world outside reduced once again to distant sound.

Phoebe rested beside him, calm, at ease.

Simon stared up at the ceiling for a moment, then turned his head slightly toward her.

Everything between them felt unchanged.

And yet, as he thought back to the evening, to the pub, to those brief, passing conversations that had somehow lingered longer in his mind than they should have, he felt that same subtle shift again.

The outside world felt different now.

More alive.

Less controlled.

And whatever was changing out there…

Hadn’t quite reached them in here.

Not yet.


Chapter Seven

The last night of freshers’ week carried a different kind of energy.

By the time they left for the club, the campus no longer felt uncertain or new. It had settled into something more fluid, more confident, groups forming naturally, movement easier, laughter louder, as though everyone had finally found their place within it.

Phoebe walked beside Simon, her pace light, her posture relaxed but forward-moving, as if drawn toward the night before it had even begun. Her blonde hair caught the glow of passing streetlights, loose strands shifting softly as she turned her head, her expression bright with anticipation.

“You’ll like this,” she said, glancing at him, her green eyes clear, alive. “It’s meant to be good.”

Simon nodded, though he could already feel a faint tension sitting beneath the surface of his thoughts, something he couldn’t quite place, only recognise.

“Yeah,” he said.

Outside the club, a queue stretched along the pavement, bodies gathered in clusters, voices rising and falling in overlapping bursts. As they joined it, the same quiet pattern Simon had come to expect followed almost immediately.

A glance from the group ahead.

Then another from somewhere behind.

Not deliberate. Not exaggerated.

Just instinctive.

Phoebe shifted her weight slightly as they stood, the movement natural, unselfconscious, the fitted lines of her outfit following her shape as she adjusted her stance. It drew a brief look from one of the guys nearby, quickly disguised, but not before Simon caught it.

She didn’t react.

Or if she did, it didn’t show.

To her, it was just waiting in a queue.

Inside, the club was already alive.

Music pulsed through the floor, heavy bass vibrating through the crowded space, lights cutting through darkness in sharp, shifting flashes. Bodies moved in close proximity, the air warm, thick with sound and movement, the kind of environment that demanded energy rather than invited it.

Phoebe stepped into it without hesitation.

She never paused to adjust.

She simply moved.

Simon followed, staying close at first, though the space worked against him. People shifted constantly, brushing past, stepping between them, conversations forming and dissolving in seconds.

By the time they reached the bar, Phoebe was already turned slightly outward, responding to something said by someone beside her, her attention drawn easily into the flow of the room.

Simon ordered drinks.

Then another.

He drank quickly, more quickly than he meant to, the alcohol settling into him almost immediately, softening the edges of everything, smoothing out the quiet tension that had been building all evening.

Phoebe stood beside him, her presence steady even in the chaos. As she shifted slightly to make space for someone passing behind her, the movement carried naturally through her posture, the subtle strength in her frame, the way she held herself without effort, drawing a glance from a man nearby who didn’t quite look away quickly enough.

She didn’t seem to notice.

Or perhaps she simply didn’t consider it worth noticing.

A voice cut in beside her.

Something casual.

A comment about the crowd.

Phoebe turned, smiling easily, responding without hesitation, her tone light, open. The conversation lasted only a minute or two, but it held her attention fully for that time.

Simon stood beside her.

Close enough to reach out.

Not close enough to belong to the moment.

The man barely acknowledged him.

Just a passing glance, nothing more.

Then he was gone.

Not long after, another.

Different voice. Slightly more confident. The same outcome.

Phoebe responded in the same way, relaxed, engaged, her attention shifting naturally between the person in front of her and the movement around them. She didn’t lean into it in any obvious way, but she didn’t shut it down either.

She allowed it.

Moved with it.

Simon took another drink.

Time lost its shape inside the club.

The music blurred into itself, the lights cutting across faces that appeared and disappeared in seconds. Simon drank more than he should have, each glass easier than the last, the warmth spreading quickly, then heavily.

By midnight, he felt it.

A dull weight settling low in his stomach.

The room shifting slightly when he stood still.

The music no longer energising, but pressing, constant, too much.

Phoebe leaned closer, her hand brushing lightly against his arm so he could hear her.

“You, okay?”

He nodded, though the movement felt slower than it should have.

“Yeah. Just… a bit off.”

She studied him, her expression softening, her eyes searching his face with quiet concern.

“You don’t look great.”

He let out a breath, rubbing his forehead.

“I think I just drank too much.”

She gave a small, knowing smile.

“Yeah. I think you did.”

For a moment, they stood close together again, the space between them narrowing, familiar, grounding.

“I might head back,” he said.

Phoebe didn’t answer immediately.

The hesitation was small.

But it was there.

“You sure?” she said. “We’ve only just got going.”

He nodded.

“Yeah. I’m not feeling great.”

“I can come with you,” she said, though there was a slight pause before it.

Simon shook his head.

“No. Stay. It’s fine.”

She looked at him properly then, weighing the moment.

Around them, the club moved without pause, voices rising, bodies shifting, the night continuing exactly as it had been.

“Are you sure?” she asked again.

“Yeah,” he said. “I’ll just go back. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Another pause.

Then she nodded.

“Okay.”

There was no resistance in it.

Just acceptance.

“Text me when you get back.”

“I will.”

For a brief moment, they stood close, just the two of them, something steady between them again.

Then someone brushed past, breaking the space.

Phoebe turned instinctively, pulled back into the movement of the room, her attention shifting almost immediately, her body settling once more into the rhythm of the night.

And Simon stepped away.

The walk back felt longer than it should have.

The cool air hit him sharply, cutting through the alcohol just enough to make everything feel heavier rather than clearer. His stomach churned, his head thick, each step requiring focus.

By the time he reached his room, he felt rough.

He sat on the edge of the bed, then lay back, one arm over his eyes, breathing slowly, waiting for the room to settle.

The silence pressed in around him.

And with it, the thoughts he had managed to avoid all night.

Phoebe was still there.

Still in that space.

Still moving through it the way she always did.

He could picture it without trying.

The crowd.

The music.

The way people had already been approaching her. Men, Other boys.

Talking to her.

Looking at her as though the space beside her was open.

As though he didn’t exist.

Now, he didn’t.

The thought sat heavier than anything else.

He shifted slightly, exhaling through his nose, trying to settle himself.

It wasn’t that he didn’t trust her.

That wasn’t it.

But he knew what it was like in there.

How easy it was.

How natural it felt for people to step into her space, to hold her attention, even for a few minutes.

And tonight…

She hadn’t wanted to leave.

He pressed his arm more firmly over his eyes.

Tried to push the thought away.

But it stayed.

Quiet.

Persistent.

By the time exhaustion finally took him, one feeling remained, clearer than the rest.

He shouldn’t have left her there.


Chapter Eight

Sunday had a quieter kind of weight to it.

The campus, so loud and restless only a night before, had softened into something slower, more subdued. The air felt still, conversations muted, movement reduced to small, scattered pockets of activity. It was the kind of day that followed excess, where everything seemed to exist just slightly out of step.

Simon had barely left his room.

The hangover had settled into him heavily, a dull pressure behind his eyes, his body slow to respond, his thoughts drifting in and out without focus. He had spent most of the day lying on his bed, occasionally sitting up, then lying back again, checking his phone more often than he needed to.

Phoebe’s message had come just after midday.

I’ll come over about 6.

Simple.

Normal.

And yet, he had read it more than once.

By the time she knocked, the light outside had already begun to fade.

Simon crossed the room and opened the door.

Phoebe stood there, shifting slightly on her feet.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

She wore something simple, casual, nothing chosen to stand out, and yet it didn’t seem to matter. The way she held herself, the natural balance in her posture, the quiet confidence that usually came so easily to her, still gave her that same presence Simon had noticed all week.

But something was different.

It was in the way her eyes didn’t quite meet his.

In the way her weight shifted again, subtly, her body not settling the way it normally did.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey.”

She stepped past him into the room.

As she moved, the familiar rhythm of her body carried through the small space, the easy, natural motion that usually went unnoticed now seeming more defined, more present. The soft movement of her hips as she turned, the quiet strength in the way she held herself, all of it still there.

Unchanged.

And yet the atmosphere around her wasn’t.

They sat on the bed.

Phoebe tucked one leg beneath her, her other foot resting lightly against the floor. Her hands came together in her lap, fingers moving restlessly against each other, unable to settle.

Simon watched her.

Waiting.

“I’ve got something to tell you,” She said.

Her voice was softer than usual.

Less certain.

Simon felt something tighten low in his chest.

“Okay…”

Phoebe looked down.

Not just briefly, but fully, her gaze dropping to her shoes, to the floor, as though holding eye contact would make the words harder to say.

“I got drunk as well last night,” she said. “More than I meant to.”

Simon didn’t respond.

“I should have come back with you,” she added quickly. “I should have just left when you did. Then none of this would have happened.”

The words settled between them.

Heavy.

Simon shifted slightly, his body tensing without him realising.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

Phoebe’s fingers stilled.

Then started again.

She drew in a slow breath.

“I stayed,” she said. “At the club.”

Simon nodded once.

“I know.”

She swallowed.

“There were these two guys.”

The way she said it made something in Simon’s chest tighten further.

“They’d been talking to me earlier,” she continued, her voice uneven now. “Just… normal. Nothing serious. I didn’t think anything of it.”

Her eyes flicked up briefly, meeting his for the shortest moment before dropping again.

“I went outside for some air,” she said. “It was really hot in there.”

Simon could picture it.

The club.

The noise.

The crowd.

Her stepping out of it.

“They came out as well,” she added.

A pause.

Not long.

But long enough.

“We kept talking,” she said. “And I was drunk. Everything just felt… easier than it should have.”

She shifted slightly on the bed, her posture tightening now, her shoulders drawing in just a fraction.

“I wasn’t thinking properly,” she said. “I know that.”

Simon’s hands had gone still.

“What happened?” he asked, his voice quieter than before.

Phoebe closed her eyes for a moment.

Then opened them again, still not quite looking at him.

“I went with them,” she said.

The words landed with a kind of finality.

“Back to one of their places.”

Simon stared at her.

The room felt smaller.

The silence heavier.

“And then?” he asked.

Phoebe’s voice dropped.

“We… slept together.”

The phrasing was careful.

Measured.

Simon’s jaw tightened slightly.

“With one of them?” he asked.

Phoebe hesitated.

Just for a second.

Then shook her head.

“No.”

The word barely carried.

Simon felt something shift inside him.

Not sharp.

But deep.

“Both of them,” she said.

The silence that followed stretched.

Phoebe’s hands were still now.

Completely still.

“I didn’t plan it,” she said quickly. “I swear I didn’t. It just… happened. I should have stopped. I know I should have.”

Her voice wavered, the control in it slipping slightly.

“I should have come back with you.”

Simon sat there, unmoving.

The image formed without detail, but with enough weight to settle heavily in his thoughts.

“You stayed there?” he asked.

Phoebe nodded.

“Yeah.”

“I didn’t get back until this morning.”

“What time?”

“About ten.”

Another silence.

Longer this time.

Phoebe finally looked up.

Fully.

For the first time since she had arrived.

Her green eyes met his, searching, uncertain, vulnerable in a way that felt unfamiliar on her.

“I didn’t want to lie to you,” she said. “I could have just… not told you. But I didn’t want that.”

Simon held her gaze.

The same face.

The same girl.

The same quiet, natural presence that drew people to her without effort.

And now…..

This.

“I don’t know what to say,” he said.

The honesty of it settled heavily between them.

Phoebe shifted slightly closer, the movement small, instinctive, as if trying to close the distance that had opened.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

And in the quiet that followed, everything seemed suspended.

Not broken.

Not yet.

But no longer the same.

Somewhere beneath the surface of what they had always been, something had shifted.

And neither of them knew what came next.

Simon’s words hung in the air, a fragile accusation. “You had sex with both of them?”

Phoebe nodded, a small, shameful dip of her chin.

“In the same bed?”

Another nod.

“You were naked.” It wasn’t a question. It was a statement of fact, a terrible, vivid image forming in his mind.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “I’m sorry. It was stupid. I hope… I want to sort things out. But I understand if you can’t forgive me.”

She looked at him then, her green eyes searching his face for any sign of the man she knew. But what she found wasn’t anger, or devastation. It was confusion, a raw, bewildered confusion that seemed to twist his features. And then her gaze dropped, just for a second, to the space between his legs. She saw it. The unmistakable ridge of his erection straining against the fabric of his jeans. A small, slender tent, clear and undeniable.

Her own shame faltered. A flicker of something else, curiosity, a sudden, sharp awareness, passed through her. Her posture straightened slightly. “This… turns you on?”

Simon’s face flushed, a deep, mortifying red that spread from his neck to his temples. He looked down, saw the undeniable evidence himself, and his hands instinctively flew to cover it, a futile gesture. “No!... I don’t know… No…” His voice was a frantic, panicked scramble. “I don’t know what to think.”

Phoebe watched his struggle, the conflict between his words and his body. Her own nervousness began to recede, replaced by a slow, creeping boldness. “Me fucking two other guys turns you on?”

“I don’t know why it’s doing that!” he burst out, his eyes wide with horror. He looked again at his traitorous jeans. “What you did is horrible. I’m just so confused.”

A new thought settled in Phoebe’s mind, cold and clear. He’s aroused by it. The humiliation she felt began to twist, mingling with a strange sense of power. Her voice steadied, gained a subtle edge. “Your dick doesn’t seem to be confused.”

Simon shook his head, a desperate, pleading motion. “Please, Phoebe…”

“Maybe,” she said, her tone now probing, deliberate, “I should give you more details.”

“No,” he begged, the word thin and strained. “Please.”

She leaned forward, just a fraction. Her eyes locked on his. “They were both big.” She saw the flicker in his gaze, the lack of immediate understanding. So, she spelled it out, the words dropping into the quiet room like stones. “Their cocks were much bigger than yours.”

A visceral sound escaped Simon’s lips, a choked, wounded groan. He recoiled, physically shrinking back on the sofa. “Noooo!... Please. No more.”

Phoebe didn’t retreat. She held her ground, watching the effect of her words on him. His humiliation was complete, a naked, trembling thing. But his erection, she noted, hadn’t subsided. It remained, a stubborn, shameful fact. “No?” she echoed, her voice now carrying a hint of challenge. “So, this is it? We’re over?”

Simon’s mind was a riot of contradictions. The betrayal was a hot knife in his gut. The image she’d conjured, two anonymous, larger men, their bodies moving over hers, filling her, was a torment. Yet beneath the pain, beneath the disgust, a low, electric current pulsed. His body was responding to the very thing that was destroying him. “Yes!.. No! … I don’t know.” The words were a desperate, honest chaos.

They sat there, suspended in the awful silence. The air between them was charged, thick with unspoken things. Phoebe’s initial shame was now layered with a new, unsettling emotion. A faint, cautious triumph. She had done something terrible, and his body had celebrated it. It confused her, but it also emboldened her.

Simon felt exposed in a way he had never known. Every insecurity he’d ever carried about his body, his size, his worth, was now laid bare and amplified by her confession. And his own physical reaction was the ultimate betrayal, a proof of some sick, hidden part of himself he couldn’t comprehend. He was humiliated by her, and by himself.

He couldn’t look at her. His gaze was fixed on his own lap, on the undeniable proof of his arousal. His mind raced with images he didn’t want to see but couldn’t stop: Phoebe, naked, beneath a stranger. Phoebe, taking a thicker, longer cock than his. Phoebe, moaning for someone else. And with each imagined detail, the heat in his groin grew, a cruel, relentless fire.

Phoebe watched him. She saw the tremor in his hands, the agony in his slumped shoulders. But she also saw the tightness of his jeans, the persistent, telling bulge. Her own body began to react, subtly. A warmth pooled low in her belly, unrelated to love or guilt. It was a primal, reactive heat sparked by his visible desire, by the sudden, shocking shift in their dynamic. She had broken their world, and in the wreckage, she found a new, terrifying leverage.

She shifted on the sofa, the movement slow. Her leg brushed against his. He flinched, but didn’t move away. “Simon,” she said, her voice softer now, but no less direct. “Look at me.”

He forced his eyes upward, meeting hers. The vulnerability there was total. He was shattered.

“Does it…” she began, hesitating for just a second before pushing forward, “…does it feel good? Thinking about it?”

He opened his mouth to deny it, to scream his disgust, but no sound came. His jaw worked silently. His denial was trapped somewhere behind the throbbing ache in his pants. He just stared at her, helpless.

Phoebe reached out. Her hand didn’t go to his face, or his shoulder. It went to his thigh, just above the knee. Her touch was light, but deliberate. “You’re still hard,” she observed, her voice a low murmur.

Simon’s breath caught. Her touch, after what she’d just told him, was a paradox. It was a comfort and a violation. He wanted to push her away. He wanted to pull her closer. He didn’t move.

Her hand stayed there, a point of contact in the emotional wreckage. Her green eyes studied him, not with pity, but with a new, intense curiosity. She was seeing him differently now. Not as her boyfriend, but as a man reacting to a specific, brutal stimulus. “Tell me,” she whispered, “what you’re thinking. Right now.”


Chapter Nine

Simon looked up at her. He wasn’t sure what to say. Her hand crept a little higher on his thigh, resting just below the straining bulge in his jeans.

The words came out raw, torn from a place he didn’t understand. “I’m thinking about you having sex with them.” He looked up at her, his eyes wide, vulnerable. “It’s awful, but yes, it turns me on.”

The confession was a fracture, a crack in the wall he’d built around his own shame. Phoebe’s expression shifted, the curiosity hardening into a quiet command.

“Take it out,” she said, her voice low and steady. “Show me how hard you are.”

Simon stared at her. Was she serious? She’d just confessed to cheating, to fucking two strangers, and now she wanted to see his dick. To see the erection her story had provoked. His mind spun, a dizzying whirl of humiliation and heat. He couldn’t speak. He couldn’t move.

She waited, her green eyes fixed on him, patient, expectant.

His hands trembled as they moved to his waistband. The button of his jeans popped open with a soft click. He peeled the denim down, pushing it past his hips, letting it bunch at his knees. His boxers followed, a thin cotton barrier removed. His erection, slender and modest, stood exposed. It was fully hard, a taut, pale column just over five inches long. A single, glistening drop of precum clung to its tip.

“This,” Phoebe murmured, her gaze dropping to his exposed flesh, “is really turning you on.”

Simon looked down at himself, at the proof of his own sick fascination. He felt ashamed, utterly exposed. His body was betraying everything he thought he knew about himself.

Phoebe watched the shame wash over his face, but she didn’t soften. Her voice remained calm, analytical. “I’ve only ever been with you before this. Yours is the only dick I’d ever seen. Well, certainly seen erect. The only one I’d touched.” She looked up at him, into his eyes, a strange intimacy in the terrible confession. “Until last night.”

The silence was heavy, thick. Simon’s breath came in shallow gasps. The question formed in his mind, a dark, hungry thing he couldn’t suppress. His voice was barely a whisper. “Were they much bigger?”

Phoebe didn’t hesitate. “Yes,” she said. “Quite a bit.”

A sharp, physical ache twisted in Simon’s gut. It wasn’t just jealousy. It was a deeper, more visceral wound. His own hand moved, almost without thought, wrapping itself around his slender dick. He felt the heat of it, the smooth skin, the faint pulse of his own heartbeat within it.

“You want to hear, don’t you?” Phoebe asked, her tone knowing.

“Yes!” He gasped the word, a desperate, honest release.

“Stroke it for me,” she instructed, her voice dropping to a husky, commanding whisper. “Stroke it while I tell you.”

His fingers tightened. He began to move his hand, a slow, tentative up-and-down motion along his shaft. The sensation was familiar, but the context was entirely new. He was touching himself for her, because of her story.

Then she carried on, her words painting a picture that seared into his mind.

“I fucked both of them. I would suck one of them and the other fucked me. Then we switched and I sucked the other guy and the other fucked me.”

Simon’s hand moved faster, his strokes becoming more urgent. The friction was building, a tight, coiled pleasure wrapped in a blanket of pain. His eyes were locked on her face, watching her lips form the words that destroyed and aroused him in equal measure.

“Did their size make it better?” he choked out, needing to know, needing the confirmation of his own inadequacy.

She looked into his eyes again, her gaze unwavering. “Yes,” she said, simple, direct. “I came hard. But not once. I lost count.”

He groaned, a deep, wounded sound, but his hand kept stroking, relentless. She looked at him, her expression sharp, aware. He had never made her cum with his dick, only ever his mouth. The truth of it hung between them, a silent, devastating fact.

Then she delivered the final blow.

“We didn’t use condoms.”

He looked up, shocked. “No!” He nearly cried the word, a strangled protest.

Phoebe’s voice was flat, factual. “I felt them cum. I felt it when they shot their load inside me. The first time it made me cum again. I don’t think there’s anything sexier.”

The image exploded in his mind, Phoebe, bare, open, filled by a stranger, receiving a flood of seed that wasn’t his. It was the ultimate violation, the deepest trespass. And his body reacted with a violent, overwhelming surge.

He groaned again, a ragged, animal sound. His strokes became frantic, rough. His dick swelled, tightened, the pleasure and the humiliation merging into a single, unbearable point of pressure. He couldn’t stop. He couldn’t think.

His climax hit him with a force he’d never experienced. It wasn’t a gentle release; it was an eruption. His body convulsed. His slender dick pulsed, and then a fountain of cum shot out, a thick, white arc that spattered across his own thighs and stomach. More jets followed, splashing down onto the bed cover beneath him. One final, desperate spurt landed on Phoebe’s bare leg, a hot, wet mark against her skin.

He collapsed, panting, shuddering, his hand falling away from his spent, softening flesh. The room was silent except for his ragged breathing. The air smelled of sex and shame.

Phoebe looked at him, then at the mess he’d made. Her eyes widened, a flicker of genuine surprise breaking through her controlled expression.

“OMG,” she breathed, her voice a mix of awe and something else, a dark, fascinated curiosity. “I’ve never seen you cum so hard. That really turned you on.”

She reached out, her fingers brushing lightly against the wet splash on her leg. She didn’t wipe it away. She just touched it, feeling the texture, the warmth.

Simon lay there, utterly spent, his mind blank, his body hollow. He had just jacked off to the explicit details of his girlfriend cheating on him. He had orgasmed with a violence he didn’t recognize. And she had watched it all.


Chapter Ten

Simon stared at her. The words felt unreal, a surreal echo in the quiet room. “You always use your mouth on me afterwards,” she had said. It was a statement of fact, a simple truth about their familiar world. His confusion was a tangible knot in his chest. Was she asking? Was she just noting the pattern? He looked up, searching her face for a clue, his own arousal a cold, shameful lump in his gut after his earlier explosion.

Her next words shattered the fragile silence.

“I fucked one of them again this morning.”

He blinked, his mind refusing to process the meaning. Again?

“When I was sober. I woke; we were all still naked from last night. I saw him hard and erect. His big cock. I needed it again. He fucked me while his friend watched and masturbated. I liked that his friend watched.”

Simon’s breath stopped. The image was instant, vivid: Phoebe waking in a stranger’s bed, surrounded by the naked bodies of men he didn’t know. Seeing one of them already erect, already ready. Her need. The act itself. The voyeur. His mind spun, a dizzying whirl of violation and that same, sickening heat.

She didn’t let him recover. She leaned forward, her green eyes holding a new, unsettling confidence. “I like that I could see his friend wanking while he watched me getting fucked. It turned me on even more.”

The confession was deeper, darker. His beautiful girlfriend of the last two years now confessing she was a bit of a freak. He had just confessed to being one. They were both twisted, both broken by this new, terrible desire. The thought was a cold stone in his stomach, but his body, traitorous, began to stir again, a faint, humiliating thrum.

Then she delivered the final blow.

“There might still be some of his cum inside me.”

The gasp that escaped him was sharp, involuntary. His eyes widened. Inside her. A stranger’s seed, possibly still lingering within her, mingling with her own wetness. It was the most intimate trespass, a physical occupation of the space that belonged only to him.

She stood up. The movement was calm, deliberate. She peeled off her clothes, not with shyness or seduction, but with a simple, functional efficiency. Her shirt, her shorts, her underwear, all discarded onto the floor. She lay back on the bed, naked, her body a familiar landscape now rendered foreign by her words.

His gaze traced her. Her firm, small breasts, the hard points of her nipples. Her slender, toned stomach, flat and smooth. Her long legs, the curve of her hips. And there, between them, her wet folds, her pussy slightly open, glistening, looking used.

She looked up at him, her expression a mixture of command and something else; a raw, open need. “Simon, make me cum with your mouth.”

The instruction was clear. It was not a request. It was a directive. He stared at her, lying at the other end of the bed, so beautiful, so corrupted. The routine was being invoked, but the context was utterly, profoundly changed.

He stripped the rest of his clothes off, his movements clumsy. His own body felt insignificant, a pale, slender thing next to the memory of the men she described. He moved between her thighs, the scent of her filling his nostrils, her own musk, and beneath it, a faint, alien tang he couldn’t identify but imagined. His first touch was a gentle kiss against her inner thigh. She gasped, a sharp, startled sound.

This was lewd. Illicit. Profane.

She had fucked two other men in the last twenty-four hours. One of them only a few hours ago. No condoms. They had cum inside her. Three times! There was probably some of their seed still inside her, and he was now lowering his head to taste it.

His tongue touched her outer lips. The wetness was immediate, abundant. He parted her folds with his fingers, exposing her fully. She was open, swollen, glossy. He didn’t hesitate. He couldn’t. A dark, compulsive drive had taken over. He needed to know. He needed to taste what had been left behind.

He pressed his mouth against her opening. His tongue slid inside, a slow, probing entry. The flavour was complex, layered. Her own familiar sweetness was there, but mingled with a saltier, deeper, male taste. It was unmistakable. It was real. The confirmation sent a jolt through him, a mix of revulsion and intense, perverse arousal. He groaned against her flesh, the sound muffled by her body.

He began to work. His tongue explored her thoroughly, licking along her inner walls, seeking every trace. He slurped at her entrance, drawing the combined fluids into his mouth. He could taste them. He could taste their possession of her. His mind fractured. This is wrong. This is disgusting. But his body, his need, screamed otherwise. His arousal, previously subdued, roared back to life, a hard, painful ache in his own groin.

Phoebe’s reactions were immediate, visceral. Her hips lifted, pushing against his face. Her breath became a series of sharp, panting gasps. “Simon… oh, god…” Her hands clutched at his hair, not gently, but with a frantic, demanding grip. She was not passive here. She was urgent. Her body was chasing a climax born from a day of raw, foreign fucking, and now from his devoted, degrading worship.

He focused on her clit, a hard, swollen pearl. He circled it with his tongue, then sucked it firmly into his mouth. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound. “Yes! There… just there!”

He obeyed, his movements becoming more intense, more rhythmic. He licked and slurped at her wet, well-used pussy, his face buried in her, his world reduced to this taste, this scent, this proof of her betrayal. His own slender dick throbbed, ignored, a pathetic counterpoint to the massive, imagined cocks that had filled her.

Her body tightened around his tongue. Her thighs clamped against his ears. Her internal muscles began to flutter, a rapid, convulsive pulse. He felt her swell, tense, the approach of her release a tangible vibration through her core.

“I’m… I’m coming!” she choked out, her voice strained.

He didn’t stop. He drove her over the edge, his tongue relentless on her clit, his mouth sealed against her, drinking her down as she peaked.

Her orgasm was not quiet. It was a loud, shuddering release. Her whole body arched, then collapsed back onto the bed, trembling. A fresh flood of wetness spilled against his tongue, hot and copious. He swallowed it, accepting everything she gave him.

When he finally lifted his head, his face was slick, glistening with her and with what had been left inside her. He wiped his mouth with his hand, tasting the lingering, salty residue on his own skin.

Phoebe lay panting, her eyes closed, her body soft and spent. After a long moment, she opened her eyes and looked at him. Her expression was softened, hazy, but her gaze was direct.

“We can stay together?”


Chapter Eleven

The room had settled into a strange, unfamiliar quiet.

Not the easy, comfortable silence they had shared so many times before, but something heavier, as if the air itself carried the weight of what had passed between them. Outside, the campus had resumed its slow Sunday rhythm, distant voices, doors opening and closing, life continuing as if nothing had changed.

Inside, everything had.

Phoebe lay back at first, her breathing gradually evening out, her body relaxed against the sheets. Even in stillness, there was a natural balance to the way she held herself, her posture unforced, her presence quietly filling the space. A loose strand of blonde hair had fallen across her cheek, catching the soft light from the window as she turned her head slightly toward Simon.

He sat beside her, but not as close as before.

There was a small gap now, barely noticeable in distance, but impossible to ignore.

For a long moment, neither of them spoke.

Then Phoebe shifted, pushing herself upright. The movement was slow, unhurried, her body settling naturally as she drew one leg beneath her. The subtle shift in her posture carried through her frame, the quiet strength in it, the easy confidence she had always moved with, still present, even now.

But it was no longer unconscious.

Not entirely.

“We need to talk about this,” she said.

Her voice was calm, but there was something steadier beneath it than before.

Simon nodded, his gaze dropping briefly before returning to her.

“Yeah.”

Phoebe watched him for a moment, her green eyes searching his face, trying to read something that wasn’t easily visible.

“This… isn’t normal,” she said.

A faint, humourless smile touched Simon’s lips.

“No.”

The word hung between them, simple, undeniable.

Phoebe drew in a breath, her fingers brushing lightly against the fabric beneath her as she adjusted her position, grounding herself.

“But it’s not just what happened,” she continued. “It’s you.”

Simon’s shoulders tensed slightly.

“The way you reacted.”

He looked down again, his hands loosely clasped together.

“I know.”

There was no defence in it.

Just confusion.

“I don’t understand it.”

Phoebe tilted her head slightly, studying him, her expression thoughtful now rather than uncertain.

“You were upset,” she said. “You still are.”

He nodded.

“Yeah.”

“But it also…” she paused, choosing her words more carefully now, “…it turned you on.”

Simon didn’t answer immediately.

Because he couldn’t.

“I hate that it did,” he said finally.

Phoebe’s gaze held steady on him.

“But it did,” she said.

There was no judgment in her tone.

Just observation.

The silence that followed felt different from before, less fragile, more deliberate, as if both of them were now stepping into something neither fully understood but neither was stepping away from either.

Phoebe shifted slightly closer.

Not enough to close the gap entirely.

But enough to make it intentional.

“I don’t want to break up,” she said.

Simon looked up at her.

“Neither do I.”

That part was simple.

Clear.

Whatever else this was becoming, neither of them was ready to lose the other.

Phoebe’s posture straightened slightly, a quiet resolve settling into her as she continued.

“I want to enjoy uni,” she said.

Her tone was more certain now.

“I want to go out. I want to meet people. I want to experience things.”

She didn’t look away as she said it.

Simon felt the words settle.

He knew what she meant.

Even without her saying it outright.

“I want to know what it’s like,” she added, softer now but no less steady, “to be with other people.”

The room stilled again.

Phoebe’s gaze didn’t waver.

“And it seems like…” she said, watching him carefully, “the idea turns you on.”

Simon swallowed.

His chest tightened.

Because she was right.

And that was the part he couldn’t explain.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” he said quietly.

“There’s nothing wrong with you,” Phoebe replied.

The certainty in her voice came quickly this time.

Without hesitation.

She studied him for a moment longer, then asked the question more directly.

“Are you okay with it?”

The words hung between them.

Simple.

But defining.

Simon didn’t answer immediately.

His thoughts moved through everything at once, the night before, her confession, his own reaction, the confusion, the shame… and something else beneath all of it.

Something he could no longer ignore.

“If…” he began, then stopped.

Phoebe waited.

He forced himself to continue.

“If you do anything like that again…”

His voice faltered slightly.

“I need to know.”

Phoebe frowned faintly.

“What do you mean?”

Simon met her eyes now.

“After,” he said. “You tell me.”

The words felt strange even as he said them.

But they felt true.

“I don’t want to be… outside of it,” he added, more quietly. “I need to understand it.”

Phoebe stared at him.

This wasn’t what she had expected.

Not at all.

“You want me to tell you?” she asked.

Simon nodded.

“As long as you tell me afterwards.”

The words settled into the room with a quiet finality.

Phoebe leaned back slightly, processing.

For a moment, she said nothing.

Then something shifted in her expression.

Subtle.

But unmistakable.

The uncertainty didn’t disappear.

But it changed.

Softened into something more aware.

More certain.

“Okay,” she said slowly.

And as she adjusted her position again, the small, natural movement of her body carrying through the space between them, it no longer felt like something unconscious.

Not entirely.

Simon watched her.

Noticing.

Really noticing.

And in that moment, without either of them fully understanding it yet, something new settled into place.

Not the relationship they had started with.

But something else.

Something shaped by what had happened.

And by what they had just agreed to.

Neither of them stepped away from it.

And neither of them yet understood where it would lead.


Chapter Twelve

The days began to take shape.

What had started as something chaotic and unstructured slowly settled into routine, lectures in the morning, independent study in the afternoons, evenings that drifted between quiet work and low, social noise. The campus no longer felt overwhelming. It felt navigable. Predictable.

For Simon, that predictability became something he leaned on.

For Phoebe, it became something she moved through.

They saw each other most days, sometimes between lectures, sometimes just passing across campus paths that had already begun to feel familiar. And each time she approached, there was that same, quiet shift in the space around her.

It was never dramatic.

Never announced.

But it was there.

A glance that lingered a fraction too long. A conversation that slowed slightly as she passed. A subtle turn of a head, a brief pause in movement. Nothing overt, nothing that could be called out, but enough to be felt.

Phoebe didn’t react to it.

At least, not outwardly.

She moved through it the same way she always had, naturally, without self-consciousness, her posture relaxed, her stride easy. The rhythm of her body carried through her movement, the quiet strength in her frame, the soft balance between athletic tone and natural femininity. The fitted clothes she wore, casual, effortless, followed her shape without trying to emphasise it, and yet they did.

Especially when she walked.

Simon noticed it more now.

Not just her.

But the reactions.

Two or three times a week, Phoebe would come over to Simon’s house in the evenings.

It became its own kind of routine.

The living room would be half-filled, a loose mix of his housemates, music playing quietly in the background, drinks in hand, conversation moving in overlapping threads. It was relaxed, unstructured, the kind of environment where people drifted in and out of attention without thinking about it.

Phoebe fit into it easily. She was Simon’s girlfriend but she was relaxed and at ease with everyone.

She always had.

She would sit among them without hesitation, one leg crossed casually over the other, her posture open, her presence calm but noticeable in a way that didn’t require effort. Her blonde hair would fall naturally over one shoulder as she turned to speak, catching the light in small, shifting movements. Her green eyes held attention easily, not through intensity, but through a kind of quiet clarity that made people stay engaged just a little longer than they meant to.

The conversations around her seemed to orbit slightly.

Not obviously.

But enough.

Simon saw it.

He saw the way one of the guys would lean in just a little more when she spoke. The way another would hold eye contact half a second longer than usual. The way small jokes landed differently when she was involved.

Phoebe responded to it lightly.

Naturally.

Sometimes she would smile a little more.

Sometimes she would hold a moment just long enough to feel it.

Not pushing.

Not pulling away.

Just allowing it to exist.

And every now and then, she would glance at Simon.

Brief.

Curious.

Measuring.

At first, he told himself it didn’t matter.

That this was normal.

That this was just people being friendly.

But he felt it.

In small, quiet ways.

The way conversations seemed to continue without him.

The way he sometimes felt slightly outside of moments that included her.

Not excluded.

But not central either.

And more than anything, he felt his own reaction to it.

Later.

In private.

Back in his room, the world would shrink again.

The noise of the house fading behind the closed door, replaced by something more contained, more familiar.

Phoebe would sit beside him, or lie back against the bed, her presence softer here, less outwardly engaged, but no less present. Even in stillness, there was a natural ease in the way she held herself, her body relaxed but never slack, her posture unconsciously composed.

Their intimacy followed the same pattern it always had.

Unchanged.

Predictable.

Comfortable.

Simon held onto that.

It grounded him.

There was no urgency, no variation, just the same quiet rhythm they had always shared, something shaped more by familiarity than exploration. It gave him something stable to return to, something that hadn’t shifted in the way everything else seemed to have.

They would have sex the way they always had. He would wear a condom and after his climax he would go down on her for her climax.

But beneath that familiarity, something else had begun to thread its way in.

Subtle at first.

Then clearer.

Sometimes, as he focused on her, trying to stay present in the moment, Phoebe would speak.

Lightly.

Almost casually.

A passing comment.

A reference.

Nothing detailed.

Nothing explicit.

But enough.

A reminder of what had happened. When she had cheated. The two men she had enjoyed sex with.

Of what he now knew.

Her tone would be neutral, almost observational, but her eyes would flick toward him briefly, watching, measuring the effect.

And there was always an effect.

He couldn’t hide it.

Didn’t fully understand it.

But it was there.

Phoebe began to notice the pattern.

Not just that it happened.

But when.

And why.

It didn’t change everything at once.

It wasn’t a dramatic shift.

More a gradual adjustment.

A slow awareness forming.

Phoebe, who had always moved through attention without thinking about it, was beginning to recognise it more clearly.

Not just from others.

But from him.

And Simon, who had once understood himself in simple, certain terms, was now aware of something more complicated taking shape beneath the surface.

Something he hadn’t chosen.

But wasn’t pushing away either.

Outside, their lives continued as expected.

Lectures.

Assignments.

Evenings out.

Days that followed structure.

But between them, something quieter was evolving.

Not spoken about directly.

Not defined.

But present.

In glances.

In reactions.

In the spaces between what was said and what wasn’t.

And slowly, without either of them fully acknowledging it yet, it was becoming part of what they were.


Chapter Thirteen

Wednesday evenings had begun to take on a familiar rhythm.

A midweek pause between lectures and the chaos of the weekend, something quieter, more contained. By the time Phoebe arrived, the house was unusually still. The usual background noise, music from another room, voices overlapping from the kitchen, was absent.

Just Simon.

And Matt.

Phoebe stepped inside, closing the door softly behind her. She paused for a moment in the hallway, glancing around as if registering the quiet, before moving further in. The soft light from the living room caught her as she walked, the natural ease in her movement unchanged, her posture relaxed, balanced, unforced.

She had dressed simply.

But, as always, it didn’t matter.

The fitted lines of her clothes followed her shape without exaggeration, the subtle strength in her frame carrying through in the way she moved. As she stepped into the room, the quiet rhythm of her body drew the eye without intention, the slight shift of her hips as she walked, the natural curve and firmness of her lower body becoming more noticeable in motion than in stillness.

Matt looked up first.

There was a brief pause.

Not long.

But enough.

“Hey,” he said, a small grin already forming.

Phoebe smiled back easily.

“Hey.”

Simon stood from where he’d been sitting, a faint sense of relief at her arrival that settled almost immediately into something harder to define.

“You’re the only ones in?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Matt replied, leaning back slightly in his chair, his gaze still on her. “Everyone else is out. Pub or somewhere.”

Phoebe nodded, stepping further into the room.

“Well… that’s quieter than usual.”

She moved to sit, choosing the space between them, but angled slightly toward Matt without seeming to think about it. It was a small thing. Subtle.

But it shifted the dynamic almost immediately.

The evening unfolded slowly.

A few beers opened.

Music playing low in the background.

Conversation starting easily enough, shared topics, lectures, small observations about people they’d both seen around campus. Simon stayed part of it at first, contributing where he could, keeping pace with the flow.

But something changed.

Not suddenly.

Gradually.

Phoebe leaned slightly forward as she spoke, her attention settling more fully on Matt. Her responses came a little quicker, her tone a touch lighter, her expressions more animated. A small laugh here, a longer glance there, nothing exaggerated, nothing forced.

But enough.

Matt responded in kind.

His posture shifted subtly, turning more toward her, his voice lowering slightly, as if the conversation between them had begun to take on its own space within the room. His grin appeared more often now, that same knowing edge to it, his eyes holding on her just a fraction longer than necessary.

Simon noticed.

Of course he did.

At first, he told himself it was nothing.

Just conversation.

Just two people getting along.

But then Phoebe shifted slightly in her seat, adjusting her position, and the movement carried through her body in that same natural, unselfconscious way. The line of her hips changed as she turned, the fabric of what she wore tightening slightly across her lower body, the shape there briefly more defined.

Matt’s eyes followed it.

Not openly.

But not completely hidden either.

And Phoebe…..

Phoebe noticed.

Simon saw it.

The smallest pause.

The faintest flicker of awareness in her expression before she continued speaking as if nothing had happened.

But something had.

The beers went down easier as the evening continued.

Simon drank steadily, but not enough to lose clarity. If anything, he became more aware, more attuned to the subtle shifts happening around him.

At some point, he realised he hadn’t spoken in a while.

Not properly.

The conversation had moved without him.

Not deliberately.

Not unkindly.

But unmistakably.

Phoebe and Matt spoke back and forth now, the rhythm between them smoother, quicker, more engaged. Their shared attention created a quiet bubble, one that didn’t exclude Simon outright, but didn’t include him fully either.

He sat there.

Listening.

Watching.

The dynamic he had begun to recognise over the past weeks now playing out more clearly than before.

Phoebe glanced at him once.

Briefly.

Her expression neutral, almost curious, as if checking something.

Then her attention returned to Matt.

At one point, Matt said something low enough that Simon didn’t quite catch it.

Phoebe laughed.

Not loudly.

But genuinely.

Her head tipped slightly back for a moment, her blonde hair shifting over her shoulder, catching the soft light before settling again. When she leaned forward, she didn’t return to the same position as before. She remained angled toward Matt, closer now, the space between them reduced in a way that felt natural, but no longer accidental.

There was a pause.

A small one.

Then Phoebe’s hand moved.

Unhurried.

She reached out and let it rest lightly on Matt’s thigh, just above his knee. The touch wasn’t dramatic, not played for attention, but it lingered, her fingers settling there as if it belonged.

Matt stilled for a fraction of a second.

Then his eyes flicked across the room.

To Simon.

A quick glance.

Measuring.

Simon didn’t react.

Or if he did, it wasn’t enough.

Matt’s gaze returned to Phoebe.

And something in his posture shifted.

Subtle.

But deliberate.

He leaned in slightly, closing the space between them just a little more, his body now angled fully toward hers, his attention no longer divided.

Phoebe didn’t pull her hand away.

If anything, her fingers adjusted slightly where they rested, more settled now, more certain.

The conversation resumed.

But it wasn’t the same as before.

And Simon felt that more than anything that had been said.

The space between them had reduced.

Quite obvious.

Simon’s chest tightened slightly.

He told himself he could step back into the conversation.

Say something.

Shift it.

But he didn’t.

He just watched.

The space between them closed further now, no longer subtle, no longer something that could be dismissed as accidental. It was there, clear in the way their bodies angled toward each other, in the ease of their proximity, in the quiet understanding forming between them.

And still….

Simon said nothing.

Did nothing.

Just watched.

Time moved without clear markers.

The room dimmed slightly as evening deepened outside, the soft glow from the lamps taking over. The atmosphere had changed with it, quieter, more enclosed, the world outside reduced to something distant.

The quiet in Matt’s room after the noise of the corridor had felt like a sanctuary. Now, standing in Matt’s doorway with Phoebe beside him, the sanctuary felt like a cage. The air was different here, warmer, charged with a low hum of intention Simon couldn’t place but felt in his bones.

Matt leaned against his desk, a can of beer in his hand, his sharp grin easy. “Glad you guys came by. Place is dead otherwise.”

Phoebe smiled, a real, relaxed smile Simon hadn’t seen all evening. “It’s nice,” she said, her eyes scanning the room, the posters, the guitar in the corner, the large, unmade bed.

“Make yourselves at home,” Matt said, his gaze sliding from Phoebe to Simon and back, lingering. A test.

Simon hovered near the door, unsure where to plant himself. Phoebe, however, moved forward. She perched on the edge of Matt’s bed, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. The distance between her and Matt shrunk instantly. Simon remained standing, an awkward sentry by the wall.

The conversation was light, trivial, lectures, mutual friends, music. But the space between words grew heavier. Matt’s eyes rarely left Phoebe’s face. When she laughed at a joke, he leaned in slightly, his shoulder now only a foot from hers on the bed. Simon watched, his throat tight. He should say something. Join in. Move. His feet felt rooted.

Then Matt reached out, not to touch her, but to gesture as he spoke, his hand brushing lightly against her knee. A casual, incidental contact. Phoebe didn’t flinch. She didn’t look down. She just held Matt’s gaze, her smile softening into something more thoughtful. Simon saw it, the slight parting of her lips, the faint flush on her neck. She noticed.

“You’re definitely not like the other girls on our course,” Matt said, his voice dropping just a fraction, turning the observation intimate.

“How so?” Phoebe asked, her tone inviting.

Matt’s eyes flickered to Simon, just for a millisecond, a check, a gauge. Seeing Simon frozen, silent, he turned back to Phoebe, his confidence visibly solidifying. “You’re just… more chilled,” he murmured. “You know how to relax.”

It was a line. A smooth, practiced line. But Phoebe’s green eyes brightened. She liked it. She shifted on the bed, turning her body more toward him, her knee now almost touching his thigh. The movement was small, deliberate. An answer.

Simon’s heart hammered against his ribs. Say something. Do something. But a paralyzing heat was spreading through his gut, a familiar, shameful warmth that contradicted every panicked thought. He was being erased, and his body was responding to the erasure.

Matt’s hand, which had brushed her knee, now settled there, his fingers curling lightly over her jeans. Not a grab. A claim. Phoebe glanced down at it, then back up at Matt. She didn’t move it away. She let it rest. Her breath hitched, just barely audible in the quiet room.

“Phoebe,” Simon croaked, the word scratching out of him.

She turned her head, looked at him. Her expression wasn’t guilty, or alarmed. It was… patient. Almost questioning. What?

He had nothing. No words. He just stared, exposed.

Matt saw the exchange. He saw Simon’s helplessness. A slow, knowing smile touched his lips. He understood the dynamic now, completely. The permission was implicit, hanging in the air between the three of them. He leaned in closer to Phoebe, his face now inches from hers. “He doesn’t mind, does he?” Matt whispered, the question meant for her, but loud enough for Simon to hear.

Phoebe’s eyes stayed on Simon for a second longer. Then she turned back to Matt. “No,” she said softly, clearly. “He doesn’t mind.”

The words were the final lock sliding into place. Simon felt them physically, a blow to his sternum that stole his breath. He was a ghost.

Matt closed the last inch of space. His lips met Phoebe’s.

It wasn’t a savage kiss. It was slow, exploratory. A soft press that quickly deepened. Simon heard the wet sound of their mouths opening, the soft sigh that escaped Phoebe. Her hand came up, her fingers tangling in the hair at the nape of Matt’s neck. She was participating. She leaned into him, her body angling off the bed.

Simon watched, a spectator in his own nightmare. His jeans felt suddenly, painfully tight. He was rock hard, the arousal a hot, humiliating flood that warred with the devastation tearing through his chest. She’s kissing him. Right in front of me. The thought looped, layered with the image: Matt’s confident hands sliding up her back, pulling her closer.

The kiss broke, but only for a second. They were both breathing harder. Matt’s hands went to the hem of Phoebe’s top. “This okay?” he murmured against her mouth.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice husky, unfamiliar.

He pulled the top up and over her head. Her simple black bra was exposed, the small, firm shape of her breasts beneath it. Matt’s hands cupped them, his thumbs brushing over her nipples through the fabric. Phoebe arched into the touch, a low moan slipping out. Simon had never heard that sound during their own undressing.

Then Matt stood, pulling her up with him. He turned her, his back now mostly to Simon, and unhooked her bra. It fell away. He kissed her shoulder, her neck, his hands roaming over her bare skin. Phoebe’s head fell back, her eyes closed, a portrait of surrender and growing hunger.

Her hands went to Matt’s shirt, fumbling with the buttons. He helped her, shrugging it off. His torso was lean, defined, a map of taut muscle. He was beautiful in a way Simon knew he could never be. Phoebe’s palms smoothed over his chest, down his stomach, to the waistband of his jeans. She popped the button, slid the zip down.

Simon’s view was partially obscured, but he saw enough. Saw Phoebe’s small hand dip inside Matt’s boxers. Saw her eyes widen. Her breath caught.

“Oh, Matt,” she gasped, her voice full of genuine awe. “Your cock is… big.”

The comparison hung in the air, unspoken but screaming. Simon’s own modest length, which had felt so inadequate for so long, now felt microscopic. A pathetic, childish thing.

Matt’s jeans and boxers pooled at his feet. His erection sprung free, thick and long, a solid eight inches of veined, flushed flesh. It was a weapon. A truth. Phoebe stared at it, her lips parted, before wrapping her fingers around the base. She couldn’t close her thumb and forefinger. She looked up at Matt, a new, raw curiosity in her eyes. Then, slowly, she sank to her knees on the carpet.

Simon’s vision blurred. No. No. No. But he couldn’t look away. He was pinned.

Phoebe took Matt into her mouth. Not all at once, she had to work at it, her lips stretching wide to accommodate his girth. A soft, gagging sound escaped her, but she didn’t stop. She bobbed her head, her hand stroking what she couldn’t take. Matt groaned, his hands cradling her head, his hips giving tiny, shallow thrusts. The wet, slurping sounds filled the room. Simon’s own hand twitched at his side. He was so hard it hurt.

After a minute, Matt gently pulled her up. “My turn,” he murmured, his voice thick. He laid her back on the bed, her jeans and underwear stripped away in one smooth motion. She was naked, glistening already, her legs falling open. Matt knelt between them, his large frame hovering over her. He looked down at her, then over his shoulder at Simon. A cold, triumphant glance. Watch this.

He guided the broad, blunt head of his cock to her entrance. Phoebe tensed, her hands coming up to his chest. “Go slow,” she whispered, her voice tight with a mix of fear and need. “I’m not used to… a thick cock.”

The admission was another knife. Matt nodded, his expression focused. He pressed forward.

Simon saw her face. Saw the moment of stretching, the sharp intake of breath, the flutter of her eyelids. Matt pushed deeper, an inexorable, steady invasion. Phoebe cried out, a short, pained sound that melted instantly into a deep, shuddering moan. “Oh, god…”

He began to move. Slow, deep, punishing strokes that made the bed frame creak. Each thrust pushed a gasp from Phoebe’s lips. Her hands clawed at his back. Her hips rose to meet him. This wasn’t passivity. This was a hungry, desperate collaboration.

“You feel… incredible,” Matt grunted, his rhythm steady.

Phoebe’s eyes were squeezed shut, her face a mask of intense concentration. Then it changed. Her mouth fell open. A series of broken, high-pitched cries tore from her throat. Her body bowed off the bed, rigid, shaking. “I’m….I’m coming!” she screamed, the sound raw and unrestrained. Her internal muscles clamped around him, her climax visibly racking her, wave after wave, for what felt like an eternity. Simon had never seen her like this. He had never made her like this.

Matt didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, his pace increasing, becoming rougher, more urgent. Phoebe, spent and slick, wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts with a ragged, sobbing enthusiasm. The room was filled with the sound of skin slapping skin, of grunts and wet, squelching drives.

Simon watched, his own hand now pressed hard against the bulge in his jeans, rubbing frantically through the fabric. He was moments from coming in his pants like a teenager, humiliated, aroused beyond reason.

Matt’s control broke. His thrusts became erratic, brutal. “Gonna cum,” he growled.

“Inside me,” Phoebe begged, her voice a broken whisper. “Please.”

With a final, deep plunge, Matt buried himself to the hilt and stilled. A long, guttural groan was torn from him. Simon could see the tension in his buttocks, the pulsing at the base of his spine as he emptied himself into her. No condom. A full, claiming deposit.

For a long moment, they stayed locked together, both panting, sweat-slicked.

Then Matt softened. He slid out of her with a wet, final sound. He stood up, his spent cock glistening, and walked casually toward the en-suite bathroom, as if he’d just finished a workout. He didn’t look at Simon. He didn’t look at Phoebe. The act required no explanation.

Phoebe lay on the rumpled sheets, utterly still. Her body was flushed, gleaming. Her chest rose and fell rapidly. Her eyes were open, staring at the ceiling, seeing nothing.

Then, slowly, her head turned.

Her bright green eyes, hazy and sated, found Simon’s across the room. For the first time since Matt had kissed her, she truly saw him. Registered his presence, his silent, agonized witness. Her expression was unreadable, a complex swirl of aftermath, awareness, and a dawning, heavy curiosity.


Chapter Fourteen

Phoebe looked into Simon’s eyes. The green was bright, glazed with a satisfaction he had never been able to give her. Her expression was soft, but the command in it was absolute. She spread her shapely thighs, her legs parting with a languid, deliberate grace. She indicated the space between them, the glistening, open evidence of what had just occurred.

Her pussy was a sight of thorough use. The lips, normally a soft, closed pink, were slightly swollen, full of blood, a deeper, flushed hue. Her little opening was slightly gaping, a tiny, slack circle that seemed to pulse gently with the aftermath of invasion. A mix of juices—her own and Matt’s, oozed from the entrance, tracing a wet, shimmering path down into the deep crack between her firm, round ass cheeks.

“Simon, babe, make me cum,” she told him.

The words twisted through him, a cold, jagged wire coiling around his heart. Make me cum. After he had just made her scream with an orgasm that shook the room. After his thick cock had just emptied inside her. The command was a degradation, a reduction. He was the aftercare, the cleanup crew. The thought was a humiliation so deep it made his stomach clench.

But his dick throbbed at the idea.

A thick, urgent pulse of arousal that contradicted the shame, that embellished it. Matt was just in the loo, the water running faintly behind the closed door. If Simon went down on her now, Matt would come out and see him. See him licking the other man’s cum from his girlfriend’s pussy. The visualization was so vivid, so painfully explicit, that it sent a fresh surge of heat to his groin.

As he looked at her, her pussy looked like the sexiest thing he had ever seen. Thoroughly fucked. The words echoed in his head. It was gaping, oozing, a blatant testament to a possession he could never achieve. It was beautiful in its ruin.

He moved.

He didn’t think. He dropped to his knees before her, the carpet rough against his skin. He positioned himself between her spread legs, his face inches from the wet, glistening proof. The scent hit him first, a potent, musky blend of sex and sweat and Matt. It was unmistakable. He could smell the other man’s presence, his claim, mixed with Phoebe’s own sweetness.

He leaned in.

His first touch was a tentative kiss on her inner thigh, just above the mess. She shivered, a sharp, involuntary gasp escaping her. He didn’t linger there. He went lower, his mouth finding her swollen, slick lips.

He began to lick.

A slow, broad stroke from the top of her slit down to the very bottom, collecting the pooled mixture on his tongue. The taste was complex, salty, bitter, deeply male, layered over her familiar flavour. He groaned softly, the sound muffled against her flesh. He sucked at her opening, drawing the fluids into his mouth, swallowing them. He could feel the difference in texture, the subtle, foreign thickness of another man’s seed.

He focused on her clit, now a hard, sensitive pearl peeking from the swollen folds. He circled it with his tongue, then sucked it firmly into his mouth. Phoebe’s hips jerked. “Oh, yes…” she breathed, her voice already tight with building tension.

He worked with a desperate, dedicated intensity. This was their routine, but the context had been shattered. His tongue probed deeper, sliding into her slightly gaping entrance, tasting her inner walls, seeking every last trace. He slurped and lapped, his face becoming slick, his world reduced to this taste, this scent, this act of service and submission.

He heard the door open.

A soft click, then the sound of footsteps on the carpet. He didn’t stop. He kept his mouth sealed against her, his tongue working her clit in a relentless, rhythmic pattern. He felt her body tightening, the internal flutter beginning.

Matt’s voice, casual and amused, came from beside the bed. “Well, this is a view.”

Simon didn’t look up. He kept his eyes closed, his focus entirely on the wet, heated flesh against his lips. But he felt the shift in the room’s energy. Matt had sat down on the bed, right where Simon had been perched earlier. The difference was stark, palpable. Matt was now watching. Watching Simon lick his spunk from her pussy. The humiliation was now a performance.

Phoebe’s breathing became ragged, sharp pants. Her hands clutched at Simon’s hair, pulling him closer, demanding more. “Don’t stop… just like that…”

Simon obeyed. He drove her harder, his tongue a frantic, focused point of pleasure. He felt her swell, tense, the approach of her release a tangible vibration through her core. His own slender dick was painfully hard, trapped in his jeans, a pathetic, ignored counterpoint to the scene.

“I’m… I’m coming!” she choked out, her voice straining.

He didn’t stop. He pushed her over the edge.

Her orgasm was a convulsive, wet explosion. Her body arched, her thighs clamping hard against his head. A fresh, copious flood of juices spilled against his tongue, her own, mixed with the remnants of Matt’s cum. It was a hot, salty gush that filled his mouth. He swallowed it, accepting everything she gave him, drinking her climax down.

When she finally collapsed back onto the bed, trembling and spent, he lifted his head. His face was slick, glistening. He looked up.

Matt was sitting on the edge of the bed, leaning back against the wall, a satisfied smirk on his face. His eyes were bright, alert. He looked at Simon, then at Phoebe’s blissful, exhausted form.

“God! That was hot,” Matt said, his tone low and appreciative. “Never thought I’d watch another man lick my spunk out of his own girlfriend’s pussy.” He shook his head, a faint chuckle escaping him. Then his gaze shifted to Phoebe. “Got me ready for another round, baby, if you’re up for it.”

Phoebe, her eyes still closed, let out a soft, breathy laugh. Her body was limp, but her voice held a lazy, eager certainty. “Oh, God! Yes! I can’t refuse that thick cock again.”

Simon’s heart sank, but his arousal flared, a sick, symbiotic response. He slowly stood up, his knees sore, his mouth tasting of them both. He felt empty, used, a tool for her pleasure.

Without a word, without a look from either of them, he took his place. He moved to the small side chair by the desk, the same chair he’d been in before. He sat down, his body folding into the seat, his eyes fixed on the bed.

Matt stood up, his erection, already returning to its full, formidable size, was a stark declaration. He knelt between Phoebe’s legs, which she parted for him without hesitation.

Simon watched.

He watched Matt guide that thick, blunt head back to her entrance, which was still wet, still open from his own ministrations. He watched Phoebe’s face, the anticipation there, the raw want. He watched Matt push inside, a smooth, deep re-entry that made Phoebe gasp, then moan, a sound of pure, deep satisfaction.

He watched Matt fuck her.

The rhythm was established quickly, deep, powerful strokes that made Phoebe’s body move with each impact. Her cries were different this time, less shocked, more greedy, a series of hungry, pleading moans. “Harder… yes, just like that… fuck me…”

Simon sat in the chair, his hand unconsciously moving to his own groin, pressing against the hard ache through his jeans. He was a spectator. A witness. He watched his beautiful Phoebe being claimed, again, by a cock that could fill her, that could make her scream, that could leave her spent and dripping.

He watched her climax again, a second, shuddering peak that curled her toes and tore a ragged scream from her throat. He watched Matt bury himself deep and groan as he emptied into her a second time.

He watched, and he felt the devastating, irresistible heat coil tighter in his own gut.


Epilogue

The corridor was quiet now, a hollow silence that seemed to stretch forever. Simon lay in his bed, staring at the ceiling, his mind replaying the image again, again, again. Phoebe, astride Matt’s hips, her smooth, round ass bouncing on his thick cock. The sight was burned into his brain, a vivid, pornographic loop that triggered an immediate, shameful response in his body. He was already hard again.

It had become the routine.

Ever since that first night in Matt’s room, Phoebe’s nightly visits had shifted. Now, when she came over to the shared house, she would spend the evening with Simon, talking, watching something, the familiar shell of their relationship, but as the hours deepened, she would stand up, kiss his cheek softly, and say, “I’ll see you tomorrow, babe.”

Then she would walk out of his room and into Matt’s next door.

The first time it happened, Simon had felt a physical blow, a nausea of betrayal. Now, two weeks later, he felt only a familiar, hollow ache, followed by the inevitable, creeping heat of arousal. He would lie there, listening. The creak of Matt’s bedframe was distinct, a rhythmic groan of wood and metal. Then the sounds would start: Phoebe’s muffled moans, escalating into sharp, pleading cries, and Matt’s low, grunting growls. Sometimes there were words. “Fuck me harder… yes… just like that…” Sometimes just the wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin.

Simon’s hand would slide beneath his duvet. He would close his eyes, picturing it. Her toned body wrapped around Matt’s larger frame. Her small breasts pressed against his chest. Her mouth open in ecstasy as that thick, veined cock plunged into her, filling her, stretching her. He would imagine the details: the way her back arched, the sweat on her skin, the exact moment Matt’s seed would flood inside her. He would masturbate, his own slender five inches a pathetic, frantic mimicry of the act happening a few feet away. He would climax, his orgasm a silent, lonely burst of shame and pleasure, his cum cooling on his stomach as their sounds eventually faded into sleep.

The mornings were worse.

He had started waking before them. A nervous, compulsive habit. He would make tea, two cups, and carry them to Matt’s door. He would knock softly.

“Come in, Simon,” Phoebe’s voice would call out, sleepy but clear.

He would open the door.

The scene was always some variation of the same. Matt, usually awake, propped against the headboard, watching him enter with a lazy, knowing smirk. Phoebe, curled beside him or sometimes straddling him, naked, her skin glowing in the morning light. The smell of sex and sleep hung in the air, thick and intimate.

Once, he had walked in and they were still fucking. Matt was on his back, Phoebe riding him, her hips rolling in a slow, sensual rhythm. She didn’t stop when Simon entered. She looked over her shoulder at him, her green eyes heavy-lidded, a soft smile on her lips. “Morning,” she breathed, as her body continued to move. Matt just watched, his hands resting on her thighs, his expression utterly relaxed. Simon placed the teas on the bedside table and backed out, his own arousal a painful, immediate knot in his gut.

Another time, Matt had already left for his part-time job. Phoebe, alone in the bed, had beckoned Simon over. “Come sit,” she said, pulling him down beside her. She was naked, the sheets tangled around her legs. She told him, in a soft, detailed whisper, about the night before. How Matt had taken her from behind, how deep it had felt, how she’d come twice before he finally spilled inside her. As she spoke, her hand guided his, placing it on his own erection through his pyjamas. “Show me,” she murmured, her eyes on his face as she described the thickness, the force, the feeling of being full. He masturbated for her, his movements hurried and desperate, while she watched, her expression a mix of tenderness and cruel curiosity.

And then last night.

The sounds had been particularly loud. A climax from Phoebe that sounded almost like a sob, followed by a long, tense silence. Then, about twenty minutes later, his own door had opened.

Phoebe stood there, wrapped in one of Matt’s large t-shirts. Her hair was messy, her face flushed. She walked to his bed and stood over him.

“Lay down,” she said, her voice low and direct.

He obeyed, shifting flat on his back.

“I want you to taste him on me,” she stated, no request, just fact.

She climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest, her knees pinning his shoulders. She pulled the t-shirt up, exposing herself. She was still wet, glistening, the scent of Matt and sex radiating from her. She lowered herself, positioning her pussy directly over his face.

“Lick,” she commanded. “Lick till I come.”

He did.

He opened his mouth and she settled against him, her weight pressing his head into the pillow. He could taste everything, the salty-sweet tang of her own fluids, the deeper, muskier, unmistakable residue of another man. He licked with a frantic devotion, his tongue exploring her swollen folds, probing her stretched entrance, seeking every drop. He focused on her clit, sucking and circling until her breathing grew ragged, her thighs tightened around his head, and she shuddered into a quiet, trembling orgasm against his mouth. When she finally climbed off, she looked down at his slick, wet face, kissed his forehead, and said, “Good boy,” before walking back to Matt’s room.

Now, this morning, he had just delivered the teas. They had been fucking when he entered. He’d seen it all. Phoebe on top, her back to him, her perfect ass rising and falling in a steady, hypnotic rhythm. Matt’s hands gripping her hips, guiding her, his eyes closed in pleasure. The sight was so graphic, so real, that it had short-circuited his brain. He’d put the cups down and fled, his own pulse hammering.

Back in his room, in his bed, the image wouldn’t leave.

He pictured her round, firm cheeks clenching as she rode him. He imagined the thick length of Matt’s cock sliding into her, the wet, tight fit. He thought of her internal muscles gripping him, of her cries, of the moment when Matt would grab her and flip her over, taking her harder, deeper…

His hand was under the duvet again. His slender dick was hard, aching. He began to stroke himself, his movements slow at first, then faster, matching the imagined rhythm of their fucking. His breath shortened. He closed his eyes, surrendering to the fantasy, to the humiliation, to the addictive, devastating heat.

The door to his room opened.

Phoebe stepped inside. She was wearing only a pair of Matt’s boxers and her own small t-shirt. Her hair was tousled, her skin still warm from sleep and sex. She looked at him, at his hand moving beneath the covers, and a slow, understanding smile touched her lips.

She walked to the bed and sat on the edge, her gaze fixed on his hidden motions.

“Thinking about it?” she asked softly.

Simon’s hand stopped. He couldn’t speak.

She reached out and pulled the duvet back, exposing him. His erection, modest and slender, lay against his stomach. She looked at it, then at his face.

“I can tell,” she murmured. Her hand reached down, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. Her touch was cool, deliberate. “You’re always so hard after you see us. Or hear us.”

She began to stroke him, her movements slow, experimental. Her eyes stayed on his, watching his reactions.

“He’s still asleep,” she whispered, leaning closer. “He fucked me so deep last night. I can still feel it. My pussy is… sore. But good sore.”

Simon’s hips bucked slightly under her touch. The words, combined with her hand, were unbearable.

“Do you want to know what he did?” she continued, her voice a conspiratorial whisper. “He held me down. On my stomach. And he just… pushed into me. Slowly. So slowly. I could feel every inch. It felt like he was reaching my stomach.”

Her hand moved faster, her thumb circling his tip.

“I came just from that. Just from him filling me up.”

Simon’s breath was coming in short gasps. He was losing control.

“And then,” she said, her grip tightening, “he pulled almost all the way out… and slammed back in. Over and over. I screamed. The whole house probably heard.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear.

“Do you want to cum, Simon? Do you want to cum thinking about his cock in my pussy?”


BOOK TWO TEASER

It was never meant to go this far.

What started as a single night… a mistake…a confession that should have ended everything….became something else entirely.

Something neither of them could walk away from.

Phoebe thought she understood herself.

She was the good girlfriend. The loyal one. The one who stayed in control.

But now?

She feels the eyes on her when she walks across campus. She notices the way men look. The way they want.

And for the first time…..

she doesn’t ignore it.

She leans into it.

Simon thought he knew what love looked like.

He thought it meant closeness. Trust.
Exclusivity.

But now he lies awake at night, listening. Watching. Remembering.

And every time…..

he feels it again.

That same confusing, addictive pull.

The one he can’t explain.

The one he can’t stop.

Because this isn’t just about what Phoebe is doing anymore.

It’s about what it’s doing to him.

In Book Two:

Lines blur. Boundaries disappear. And the rules they thought they understood begin to change.

Phoebe goes further. Cuckold to clean-up sissy!

Simon watches more.

And together…..

they step deeper into something neither of them fully understands…

…but neither of them can resist.

She’s no longer asking what’s allowed. And he’s no longer trying to stop her.
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