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Prologue

The darkness was a solid thing. Simon lay under it, staring at the faint, textured grey of the ceiling above his bed. His body was still, but his mind was a riot.

From the room next door, a soft thump sounded. The bedframe, he knew. Then a low murmur, Matt’s voice, a rhythmic, indistinguishable cadence. A sharper sound followed: Phoebe’s laugh, bright and sudden, then swallowed by the wall. It wasn’t the sounds of sex tonight. It was the sounds of after. The intimacy of conversation, of shared breath in the dark.

It had been a few weeks. A handful. That was all.

He remembered the first night here, in this house. The excitement, the promise. Phoebe unpacking her things beside him, her green eyes sparkling with the newness of everything. They’d made a nest in his room, believing university would just be a bigger version of their old life. More lectures, more takeaways, more of them. A safe, familiar expansion.

Freshers Week had cracked that illusion.

It wasn’t a dramatic rupture. It was a slow seep. A glance from a guy at a bar that lingered. A conversation Phoebe had with a rugby player that made Simon feel like a bystander. A growing confidence in her posture, in her smile, that wasn’t for him—it was for the world. And then Matt. Matt’s easy grin, his lean, defined torso, his casual dominance that wasn’t aggressive, just… present. A gravitational pull.

Now, Phoebe still called him her boyfriend. She still spent afternoons with him, studying on his bed, her head on his shoulder. She still told him she loved him, her voice sincere, her touch gentle. But the nights belonged elsewhere. More and more often, after a soft kiss on his cheek, she would slip from his room and into Matt’s. The door would click shut. The sounds would begin. Or, like tonight, the quieter, deeper sounds of a shared world he wasn’t part of.

He was jealous. A raw, acidic burn in his chest that never fully faded. He was humiliated. The memory of kneeling between her legs, tasting another man on her, was a scar on his psyche. He felt replaced. An accessory.

But beneath it, under it, through it, was the heat.

The shameful, undeniable arousal that coiled in his gut every time he heard that bedframe creak. Every time he imagined Matt’s thick, eight-inch cock sliding into her. Every time he delivered their morning tea and saw her naked, glowing, satisfied in a way he had never seen before. His own body betrayed him, responding to the humiliation, to the loss, with a desperate, physical hunger. He would lie here, in the dark, and his hand would slide under the duvet. He would touch himself, picturing them, and the pleasure would be sharp, intense, wrong. And he would come, silently, into his own hand, as their murmurs eventually faded into sleep.

He thought about her. Her blonde hair spread across Matt’s pillow. Her toned, gym-honed body moving under another man’s hands. The way she looked at Matt now—a hungry, open fascination that had never been in her eyes for him. Other men saw what he had always seen: her effortless attractiveness, her physical confidence. Now she saw it too. She believed it. And it drew her toward the proof, toward the possession.

He hadn’t lost her. That was the cruellest part.

She still came back. She still talked. She still let him taste her, let him serve her. But he was no longer the centre. He was the satellite. The witness. The cuckold.

The word formed in his mind, clear and ugly. It was true. He brought them tea. He watched them fuck. He cleaned her after. He listened through the wall. He provided the contrast that made Matt’s dominance sharper, her submission more profound.

And as he lay there now, listening to the soft, intimate sounds of their post-coital conversation, he knew.

He knew the jealousy would not make him leave. The humiliation would not make him leave. The confusion, the shame, the aching sense of being erased—none of it would make him walk away.

Because somehow, in the twisted, dark chemistry of it all, this new version of their relationship had become a drug. The pain was part of the high. The loss was part of the thrill. Phoebe, transformed, confident, sexually awakened by a man who could fill her, was a more potent force than the safe, familiar girl he had arrived with. And his role, as the humiliated, devoted observer, had become a source of a strange, addictive power. A power born of surrender.

He was trapped. By her. By his own desire. By the sick, sweet heat that pooled in his belly every time he imagined her being taken.

The sounds from next door ceased. A final, soft sigh. Then silence.

Simon closed his eyes. He let the darkness swallow him.

Everything had changed in just a few weeks.

And he knew, deep down, that this was only the beginning.


Chapter One

By the time October settled properly over the campus, life had begun to fall into a rhythm again.

Freshers’ Week already felt strangely distant, like something that had happened to different people, in a different place, under different rules. Lectures had started properly now, mornings felt earlier, evenings quieter, and the excitement of the first weeks had settled into something more structured, more predictable. People were forming routines, friendship groups were stabilising, and the campus had lost that chaotic, temporary feeling and begun to feel more like a small town that everyone shared.

Simon noticed the routine more than most, because his life now seemed to revolve around waiting for things rather than doing them.

He and Phoebe still walked to lectures together sometimes. Not every day, but often enough that people still thought of them as a couple in the normal sense. From the outside, they probably looked like any other university pair, walking side by side across the wide paved paths between the buildings, talking about lectures, coursework, people they had met, weekend plans. Phoebe would link her arm through his sometimes when it was cold or lean slightly into him when they crossed the road, small gestures that still felt like the old version of them.

But Simon noticed things now that he hadn’t noticed before.

Or maybe they had always been there, and he just hadn’t been looking.

People looked at Phoebe.  Not constantly, not in a way that was obvious or crude, but often enough that once he started noticing it, he couldn’t stop. A glance that lasted a second too long. A guy turning his head as she walked past. Someone holding a door open and smiling a little more than necessary. A group of lads sitting on a low wall who all seemed to go quiet for a moment as she walked by, their conversation pausing just slightly as their eyes followed her.

Phoebe never seemed to notice at first. She walked with that same natural, relaxed confidence she had always had, her posture straight but not self-conscious, her movements easy and balanced. But there was something about the way she moved that drew attention without her trying. The natural rhythm of her body when she walked, the subtle sway of her hips, the way fitted jeans and gym leggings seemed to sit perfectly on her, the shape of her lower body more noticeable in motion than in stillness. She wasn’t flashy, and she didn’t dress provocatively, but she stood out anyway.

Simon had always known she was attractive. He had known it in the way a boyfriend knows his girlfriend is attractive, something familiar, something he was used to, something that belonged in his life without needing to be examined too closely.

Now he saw her more like other people saw her.

And he realised she stood out more than he had ever allowed himself to admit.

One afternoon, as they crossed the main campus square between lectures, Phoebe was talking about something one of her lecturers had said, something about coursework deadlines and reading lists, and Simon found himself only half listening. A group of second-year boys were leaning against the low brick wall near the library entrance. As Phoebe walked past, one of them nudged another slightly and said something under his breath. All three of them looked at her as she passed.

Phoebe didn’t react. She just kept talking, her hands moving slightly as she explained something, completely unaware.

Simon glanced back over his shoulder and saw one of the boys still watching her as they walked away.

He didn’t know exactly what he felt in that moment. Pride, maybe. Jealousy. Something else as well, something more complicated that had been growing slowly inside him over the past few weeks.

Phoebe finished whatever she had been saying and then looked at him.
“You’re not listening,” she said, smiling slightly.

“I am,” he replied automatically.

“You’re not,” she said again, but there was no annoyance in her voice. She studied him for a moment, then followed his earlier glance back across the square. She saw the group of boys by the wall, one of whom was still looking in their direction before quickly pretending not to.

She looked back at Simon, her expression thoughtful now rather than amused.

“Do you think people look at me a lot?” she asked casually.

The question caught him off guard. He hesitated for a moment, unsure whether to be honest.

“Sometimes,” he said eventually.

She didn’t respond straight away. She just nodded slightly, as if filing the information away rather than reacting to it. Then she shrugged lightly and changed the subject, asking him what he wanted to eat later, the moment passing as if it hadn’t meant anything.

But Simon knew it had.

He was beginning to realise that Phoebe was starting to notice the way the world reacted to her.

And once someone notices something like that, it’s very hard to un-notice it.

Evenings had fallen into a routine as well.

Phoebe would often come over to the house after dinner, sometimes with a bottle of wine, sometimes just to sit and talk. The housemates were usually around, drifting in and out of the kitchen or living room, music playing quietly, people doing coursework at the table or watching something on a laptop. Phoebe had become part of the house in a way that felt natural and easy. She got on with everyone, laughed at their jokes, sat on the kitchen counter while people cooked, sometimes helping, sometimes just talking.

Simon noticed the way the others looked at her too, though they tried not to make it obvious. The same quick glances, the same slightly longer eye contact when she spoke, the same small shifts in posture when she entered a room. She seemed to bring a different energy with her, the atmosphere changing slightly when she was there, conversations becoming a little louder, jokes a little more frequent.

She didn’t seem to do anything deliberately. She just existed in the space, and people reacted.

Later in the evening, though, the routine usually changed.

At some point in the evening, the shift would happen in the same quiet, unspoken way it always did.

Phoebe would be sitting with them, laughing at something Matt or one of the others had said, her feet tucked under her on the sofa or leaning back in the kitchen chair with a drink in her hand. Then she would glance at Matt, just briefly, a look that lasted no more than a second, but somehow carried an entire conversation inside it.

Matt would stand up first most of the time.

Phoebe would finish her drink, set the bottle or glass down on the table, and stand as well. She would step over to Simon, lean down slightly, and kiss him softly on the cheek, the gesture casual, familiar, almost affectionate in a way that made it harder rather than easier.

“I’m going to Matt’s room,” she would say in the same tone someone might use to say they were going to bed or going to make a phone call. Then, with a small smile, she would add, “See you in the morning.”

She would say it lightly, as if it were nothing unusual, nothing worth discussing.

Then she and Matt would walk out of the room together, side by side, disappearing down the corridor toward his room. The door would close a few seconds later, and the sound would carry faintly through the house.

The first few times it had happened; the others hadn’t quite known how to react. Now, though no one ever said anything directly, Simon could feel the shift in the room after she left. Someone would clear their throat, someone would take a longer drink than usual, someone would suddenly become very interested in their phone.

Occasionally one of them would glance at Simon, quickly, then look away again.

It wasn’t mockery.

If anything, it was worse than that.

It was sympathy. Or sometimes just quiet, uncomfortable pity.

Simon would feel those glances more than if they had laughed or made jokes. The silence, the pretending nothing unusual was happening, the way everyone carefully avoided the subject, made the whole situation feel strangely public and private at the same time.

After a few minutes, the conversation would start again, slowly at first, then normally, as if nothing had happened.

And Simon would sit there with them, drinking his beer, nodding at the right moments, laughing when everyone else laughed, while down the corridor, behind a closed door, his girlfriend was with someone else.

And everyone in the house knew it.

And Simon would go to bed.

He would lie on his back in the dark, staring at the faint outline of the ceiling, listening to the small sounds of the house around him, pipes, footsteps, a door closing somewhere downstairs. And then, through the wall beside his bed, he would sometimes hear movement from Matt’s room. The faint creak of the bed against the wall. Low voices he couldn’t quite make out. A soft laugh. The muffled rhythm of movement that he tried not to imagine and always imagined anyway.

At first, weeks ago, those sounds had felt like knives. Now they felt like something else entirely. Something that still hurt, but also did something to him that he didn’t fully understand and had stopped trying to fight.

He would lie there in the dark, listening, thinking about Phoebe in the next room, about how everything had changed so quickly, and about how, despite everything, he wasn’t leaving and she wasn’t leaving either.

This was their life now.

And the strangest part was that it was starting to feel normal.

The distant sounds of people talking downstairs would fade. Someone would put music on quietly. A door would close somewhere. Pipes would creak in the walls. The normal night sounds of a student house.

He would lie on his bed, staring at the ceiling, listening, thinking about Phoebe next door, about Matt, about how everything had changed so quickly, and about how, despite everything, he wasn’t leaving and she wasn’t leaving either.

This was their life now.

And the strangest part was that it was starting to feel normal.


Chapter Two

Mornings had developed their own routine as well.

Simon began waking earlier than he needed to. At first it had happened accidentally, restless sleep, waking too early and not being able to drift off again. But after a while it became deliberate. He would wake, lie still for a few moments, listening to the quiet house, and then get up quietly so he wouldn’t wake anyone else.

The house in the early morning felt completely different from the evenings. The kitchen was cold, the light pale and grey through the windows, the mess from the night before still sitting on the counters, empty bottles, glasses, a pan someone had forgotten to wash. The house felt honest in the mornings, stripped of noise and people and distractions.

Simon would boil the kettle, moving quietly, automatically. He learned how Phoebe liked her tea, lots of milk, one sugar. Matt drank strong coffee, no sugar. Simon didn’t think too much about how strange it was that he knew that. He just made the drinks the same way every morning.

When the kettle clicked off, the sound always seemed too loud in the quiet kitchen. He would pour the drinks, set them carefully on a small tray, and stand there for a moment, looking at the two mugs, as if giving himself time to think about what he was about to do.

Then he would walk upstairs.

The corridor was always quiet in the mornings, the carpet soft under his feet, the house still asleep. Matt’s door was near the end of the hallway. Simon would stop outside it for a second, balancing the tray carefully in one hand, then knock softly.

He never waited for an answer for long. After a moment, he would open the door slowly and step inside.

Most mornings they were still asleep.

Phoebe would be under the duvet, usually turned slightly toward Matt, her blonde hair spread across the pillow, one arm tucked under it, her face soft and relaxed in sleep. Matt would be on his back or turned slightly toward her, one arm often draped loosely over her waist. The room would smell faintly of sleep and warmth and the heavy air of a room that had been closed all night.

Simon would move quietly, placing Phoebe’s tea on the small table on her side of the bed and Matt’s coffee on the other side. He would try not to make any noise, try not to look at them for too long, try not to think too much about the fact that this had become normal.

Sometimes Phoebe would stir slightly as he put the mug down, her eyes opening slowly.

“Morning,” she would mumble, her voice thick with sleep.

“Morning,” Simon would reply quietly.

Sometimes she would smile at him, still half asleep, the same smile she had always given him in the mornings, familiar and soft and affectionate. Those moments were the most confusing for him, because in those moments everything felt like it used to be.

But not always.

Sometimes they were awake when he came in.

Those mornings were different. The air in the room would feel different immediately, heavier, warmer, charged with something unspoken. Phoebe would be under the duvet but clearly awake, Matt usually propped slightly up against the pillows, both of them looking toward the door when Simon stepped inside.

They never seemed embarrassed. They never rushed to cover themselves or told him to come back later. They would just look at him as he walked in, as if this too had become normal.

Simon would walk across the room, place the drinks down on the bedside tables, and for a moment he would feel like he didn’t know where to look, what to do with his hands, how long he should stay in the room.

On some mornings, they would barely speak to him. Phoebe would thank him for the tea, Matt would nod or say thanks for the coffee, and Simon would leave the room quietly, closing the door behind him and standing in the corridor for a moment before going back to his own room.

On other mornings, they would talk to him as if nothing about the situation was unusual. Phoebe would ask what lectures he had that day, Matt would ask if anyone else was around in the house, small, normal conversations that made the whole situation feel even stranger because of how normal everyone was pretending it was.

And sometimes, when he knocked and stepped inside, they would already be together in the bed, moving slowly under the duvet or half uncovered in the morning light. The air in the room would be warm and quiet, filled with that slow, intimate rhythm that made it immediately obvious what was happening.

Those were the mornings Simon never quite knew how to react.

But what unsettled him most was not what they were doing. It was the fact that neither of them stopped.

They didn’t rush to cover themselves. They didn’t tell him to wait outside. They didn’t apologise or even acknowledge that he might feel uncomfortable. Phoebe would glance toward him briefly, sometimes with a small, calm expression that wasn’t embarrassed or guilty, and then her attention would return to Matt as if Simon were simply part of the room, part of the morning, part of the routine.

Matt would barely look at him at all.

Simon would still walk across the room, carefully, quietly, place the tea on Phoebe’s side and the coffee on Matt’s, trying to keep his hands steady, trying not to look directly at them and not quite able to look away either. He would say nothing, and usually neither would they.

Then he would turn and leave the room, closing the door gently behind him, the sounds muffled again as he stepped back into the quiet corridor.

Simon never really knew which mornings would be which.

But the routine never changed.

Wake early. Make the drinks. Carry them upstairs. Knock softly. Step inside.

And every morning, as he walked back down the corridor to his own room afterwards, he would feel the same strange mixture of emotions settling inside him, something that felt like humiliation and affection and loyalty and something darker that he didn’t have a name for yet.

And alongside all of that, something else had begun to appear as well, something he had not expected and did not really understand.

A strange, quiet sense of arousal that seemed to follow him back into his own room and sit with him on the edge of his bed.

He would sit there sometimes, elbows on his knees, staring at the floor, replaying the morning in his head, the way Phoebe had looked half asleep under the duvet, the way Matt had barely acknowledged him, the way the whole situation had felt so normal to them and so surreal to him.

He didn’t like that he felt that way. But he couldn’t pretend it wasn’t there.

The jealousy, the humiliation, the feeling of being replaced, somehow it all mixed together into something that affected him physically as well as emotionally, something that made him feel ashamed and excited at the same time.

He began to realise that this was the part he understood least about himself.

Not that Phoebe was with someone else. Not that he was still there. Not that this had become their routine.

But that somewhere along the way, something inside him had started to respond to it, to the situation, to the knowledge of what was happening just a few metres away from where he slept.

And that confused him more than anything else.

Because it meant this wasn’t just something that was happening to him anymore.

Some part of him was now part of it too.

What made it even more complicated was that, technically, nothing had ended. Phoebe was still his girlfriend. They still walked to lectures together sometimes. They still sat together in the evenings, still talked about coursework, about people on their course, about going home for Christmas. She still came into his room, still lay on his bed and talked to him, still kissed him goodbye sometimes when she left.

They hadn’t broken up.

She just didn’t sleep with him anymore.

That was the part he found hardest to explain, even to himself. From the outside, they were still together. If anyone asked, he would still say she was his girlfriend. And she would probably say the same thing if someone asked her. Nothing official had changed. No big conversation, no argument, no moment where they decided to end things.

The structure of their relationship was still there.

But the reality of it had shifted completely.

Phoebe slept in Matt’s room most nights now. Simon slept alone. In the mornings he brought them drinks. During the day he walked across campus beside her like a normal boyfriend. In the evenings they sometimes sat together on his bed and talked like nothing had changed.

And yet everything had.

He began to realise that routines were dangerous things.

Because once something became routine, it stopped feeling temporary.

It started to feel like life.


Chapter Three

A soft knock on Simon’s door. It was too tentative to be Matt.

Simon opened it, his heart already beating a little faster. Phoebe stood there, framed by the dim hallway light. She was wearing one of Matt’s oversized black t-shirts. It hung loosely on her, the hem stopping mid-thigh, leaving her legs completely bare. Her hair was tousled, sleep-soft, and her face held a faint, warm flush.

“Hi,” she said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. She moved to the centre of his room, her bare feet quiet on the carpet.

Simon closed the door. The air in the room changed. It became heavier, intimate. He could smell it immediately, the faint, musky scent of sex clinging to her skin, mixed with sleep and Matt’s cheap body wash. It was a tangible echo of what had happened in the room next door just a short while ago.

She turned to face him, her eyes finding his. She saw him looking. Not at her face, but at her legs. The smooth expanse of her thighs exposed by the shirt. The curve of her calves. His gaze lingered, and a slow, curious smile touched her lips.

“You’re staring,” she said softly, not accusingly, but with a note of discovery.

Simon swallowed. “It’s just… the shirt.”

“It’s Matt’s,” she stated simply, as if that explained everything. She watched his face, the slight tension in his jaw. She saw the way his pyjama bottoms, thin cotton, tented slightly at the front. A small, unmistakable bulge.

Her smile deepened, became more knowing. She took a step closer to him. The scent intensified. Her voice dropped to a murmur, calm and probing. “Does it… turn you on?” she asked. “Knowing I’ve just fucked him? Knowing he was inside me, probably just… half an hour ago?”

Simon’s breath hitched. He couldn’t lie. His body was lying for him. The evidence was pressing against his cotton pants. He felt a hot wave of shame, but beneath it, a sharper, darker thrill.

Phoebe’s eyes widened slightly. “Oh my God,” she breathed, her tone a mix of shock and fascination. “It does. You’re such a pervert.” She said it almost affectionately, like she’d discovered a secret part of him.

She didn’t move away. Instead, she stepped back, towards his bed. She leaned against the edge, her posture casual, commanding. Then, slowly, deliberately, she lifted the hem of the t-shirt.

She pulled it up, over her stomach, revealing the smooth skin of her lower belly. Then higher. She didn’t stop until the shirt was gathered just under her breasts, exposing everything below.

Simon’s vision narrowed. His mind emptied of everything except the sight before him.

Her pussy was bare, neatly shaved. It glistened. It was visibly damp, swollen, and used. A subtle, slick sheen coated her inner lips. The faint, distinct smell became stronger, more personal, the scent of her mixed with the scent of another man’s release. It was the most intimate, the most forbidden, the most beautiful thing he had ever seen.

Phoebe watched his reaction. His eyes were glued, his face pale with a mixture of awe and desperation. She opened her thighs wider, presenting herself fully to him. “Go on then,” she said, her voice soft but clear. A command. “Be my little clean-up boy.”

The words unlocked something in him. A primal, submissive urge that bypassed all his confusion and shame. He didn’t think. He moved.

He knelt on the floor before her. The position felt natural, reverent. His face was level with her spread thighs. The aroma filled his nostrils, rich and potent. He leaned forward.

His first touch was with his lips. A gentle kiss against her outer labia. She was warm, incredibly warm. He felt her tremble slightly.

Then he opened his mouth.

He licked. A slow, broad stroke from bottom to top. His tongue collected the slickness there, a complex flavour. Her own natural sweetness, sharp and clean, layered with a saltier, deeper, foreign tang. Matt. The reality of it sent a jolt through his entire body, a dark electric current of submission and desire.

He groaned softly, the sound muffled against her flesh.

Phoebe gasped. Her hands gripped the edge of the bed. “Oh…,” she murmured. She hadn’t expected this… this fervour.

Simon dove deeper. His tongue probed, seeking every trace. He slurped at her entrance, drinking the mixture that seeped from her. His actions were messy, hungry, devoted. He licked up along her slit, over her clit, which was already hardened and sensitive. He circled it, then dipped back down to her opening, wanting to clean her, to consume every last drop of the proof that she had been with someone else.

The psychological surrender was absolute. Each swallow was an acceptance. Each taste was a worship of her power, of her choice, of his own place in this new hierarchy. His own arousal was a painful, thrilling throb in his pants, but it was secondary. This was for her.

Phoebe’s breath became ragged. Her hips began to rock subtly against his mouth. The stimulation, combined with the intense meaning of the act, was pushing her rapidly towards a peak. “Yes… just like that…,” she whispered, her voice losing its teasing calm, gaining a raw edge.

Simon focused on her clit. He sucked it gently into his mouth, flicking his tongue over the taut bud. He felt her body tighten. Her thighs clenched around his head. Her fingers dug into his hair, not pushing him away, but holding him there.

Her climax built quickly, a sharp, rising tide. It wasn’t polite or small. It was a direct, physical result of his devoted service and the charged context. She cried out, a short, sharp sound that echoed in his small room. Her body bucked against his face, her slickness flooding his mouth in a fresh, clean wave.

He swallowed everything. Her juices, the lingering traces of Matt, all of it. He kept licking through her contractions, gentler now, soothing her as she came down.

When her trembling subsided, she pushed his head back gently. She looked down at him, her eyes dark and satisfied. His face was wet, glistening with her.

She lowered the t-shirt, covering herself again. She stood up, smoothed her hair back. She looked at him, kneeling on the floor, his pyjamas still tented, his expression shell-shocked and adoring.

“Good clean-up boy,” she said softly, with a finality that felt like a benediction.

She turned and walked to the door, opened it, and stepped out into the hallway without another word.


Chapter Four

The door clicked shut, the latch echoing in the sudden silence of Simon’s room.

He stumbled backward until his legs hit the edge of his bed, and he collapsed onto it. The intense flavours still coated his tongue, Phoebe’s sweet, sharp tang layered with the saltier, deeper, unmistakable musk of Matt’s cum. He swallowed reflexively, the aftertaste a lingering, guilty sacrament in his mouth.

His heart hammered against his ribs. His mind reeled. This was his sex life now. Cleaning his girlfriend after another man had fucked her. Kneeling. Worshiping. Consuming. The submission was absolute, thrilling, and shameful all at once. His pyjama bottoms were still tented, the small bulge a pathetic, persistent testament to his arousal.

With a frantic jerk, he stripped the cotton pants down his legs and kicked them away. His hand immediately found his dick. It was rock-hard, yet undersized, as it always felt in his own grip. He started stroking, hard and fast, no finesse, just raw need.

The images flooded him. Phoebe in Matt’s shirt. Her bare legs. The glistening, swollen proof of her use. His own face buried between her thighs, slurping, swallowing. Oh, fuck. The humiliation burned, but it burned hot, fuelling his movements. His palm slid over his shaft, the friction dry and desperate at first. He spat into his hand, a crude lubricant, and the slickness helped.

He pictured her climax, the way her body had bucked, the clean flood of her release mixed with the remnants of Matt. He imagined her looking down at him, satisfied, calling him her good clean-up boy. The fantasy wasn’t of possessing her; it was of serving her. Of being the receptacle for her pleasure, even when it came from another man.

His strokes became punishing, a rhythmic pounding against his own flesh. His breath sawed in and out. The coil of pleasure tightened low in his belly, a dark, deep knot pulled taut by degradation. This was it. This was his role. This was his thrill.

His climax approached like a train, unstoppable. It wasn’t a slow build; it was a violent eruption. A groan ripped from his throat as his body convulsed. His back arched off the bed. His own spunk fountained up, a white arc that splattered across his stomach and chest, hot and sticky.

He lay there, panting, spent. The evidence of his solitary shame pooled on his skin. The taste of them was still in his mouth. The silence of the room was deafening.

Slowly, he pushed himself up. He grabbed the discarded pyjama bottoms from the floor. He used the soft cotton to wipe the mess from his torso, a rough, efficient clean-up of his own making. The fabric soaked it up, stained. He balled it up, holding the damp evidence.

He stood, naked, and walked to the bathroom. The shower was a ritual now. He turned the water hot, stepping under the stream. It washed over him, cleansing his skin, but the feeling inside, the complex mix of shame, excitement, and servitude, stayed. It was etched into him now. As he scrubbed, the water running over his face, he opened his mouth and let it rinse the last physical traces away. But the memory, the knowledge, remained.

He dried off, put on fresh boxers, and returned to the empty room. The bed was a mess. He straightened the sheets mechanically. His mind was a blank, hollow space. He had done it. He had crossed a line, and there was no going back. He lay down, the cool sheets against his skin, and stared at the ceiling. The night was quiet. Next door, through the wall, he heard nothing. Phoebe was back with Matt. Or asleep. Or planning.

Simon closed his eyes. The darkness welcomed him, but it wasn’t peaceful. It was charged with the promise of tomorrow, and the terrifying, exhilarating question of what his clean-up boy might be asked to do next.


Chapter Five

Later that week, one evening at about eight. The soft knock was familiar now. Simon knew it wasn’t Matt, Matt would have barged in. This was Phoebe’s knock, a quiet tap that felt like a secret.

He opened the door. She was dressed in her own clothes this time: low-cut hipster jeans and a tiny crop top that showed the pale skin of her stomach. She looked casual, comfortable, like she belonged here. She stepped inside, the scent of her perfume, light and floral, filling the space, overlaying the deeper, lingering memory of Matt’s musk from previous nights.

“Matt’s out with his football mates,” she said, moving past him to sit on the edge of his bed. She kicked off her sandals. “Thought I’d come hang with you.”

Simon sat beside her, a careful distance apart. They talked about the week. Lectures, a party she’d heard about, the noisy people downstairs. It was normal. It felt almost like before. But the before was a ghost now, haunting the space between them.

After a few minutes of easy chatter, she leaned back against his pillows, her eyes on him. “You’ve been sweet,” she said, her tone conversational. “Bringing us drinks in the morning. I think you’ve taken on our… arrangement really well.”

The word ‘arrangement’ landed in his stomach like a stone. He tried to smile. “It’s fine.”

She watched his face. Her gaze was calm, probing. “You are fine with it, right? We talked about this. It was your idea too.”

“Yeah,” Simon mumbled, his eyes dropping to his own hands. “I’m fine.”

He wasn’t fine. He was a raw nerve. The morning ritual, carrying two cups of coffee to their room, seeing them tangled in bed, the smell of sex thick in the air, had become a twisted part of his daily worship. He lived for it. He hated it.

Phoebe’s eyes drifted downward. His jeans were loose, but not loose enough. A small, distinct bulge pressed against the denim. It was unmistakable. Her lips curved into a slow, knowing smile.

“Simon,” she said softly. Her voice held no malice, just a cool curiosity. “Me fucking Matt… does that turn you on?”

His throat tightened. He couldn’t speak.

She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a murmur. “Do you listen? At night? Do you hear us?”

The blush spread up his neck, hot and shameful. He felt his cock twitch against the fabric, a traitorous pulse.

Phoebe’s smile widened. “Oh my God,” she breathed, a laugh escaping her. “You do. You’re such a little pervert.” She said it like it was a delightful discovery. She shifted on the bed, turning to face him fully. “I know you love cleaning me out. Do you… like the taste?” Her eyes glittered. “Are you my little cum-slut? My cuck-boy?”

Each word was a precise, gentle stab. Cum-slut. Cuck boy. They reverberated in his skull, mixing with the dark thrill that was now a throbbing, aching pressure in his jeans. He was trembling. He couldn’t look at her.

“Your little dick is so cute,” she continued, her tone almost affectionate. “I’d forgotten how… slender it is. Matt’s is so different. So thick. So much longer. No wonder you never made me cum with it.”

The comparison was explicit, brutal. It wasn’t just about size; it was about performance, about adequacy. Simon’s breath came in short, sharp gasps. His hands clenched on his thighs.

“Take it out,” Phoebe said, her voice firm now. Not a suggestion. A command.

“No,” Simon choked out, the word barely audible.

Phoebe’s expression didn’t change. She tilted her head. “Do you want me to stop? Stop telling you about Matt? About how he makes me scream?”

Simon slowly, agonizingly, shook his head. No. He didn’t want her to stop. The humiliation was the fuel. The shame was the fire.

“Then take it out,” she repeated, calm and sure. “Show me.”

His hands moved like they belonged to someone else. They fumbled with his belt buckle, the metal cold under his trembling fingers. He unbuttoned his jeans. He pushed them down, over his hips, letting them pool around his thighs. His boxers were next. He hooked his thumbs in the elastic and pulled them down.

His dick sprang free. It was fully erect, a slender, pale length jutting out from his body. It was hard, yet it looked almost delicate compared to the mental image of Matt’s that Phoebe had conjured. The tip was glistening, a clear droplet of pre-cum already beading there. As he sat there, exposed, a thin strand of it dripped down the underside, tracing a shiny path.

Phoebe stifled a giggle but she didn’t try too hard. “I forgot just how small it is. It’s really not  like a man’s dick, is it?” Her tone was light, almost playful, but the words cut deep. She tilted her head, her eyes narrowing as she studied him with a mix of amusement and curiosity. “I mean, it’s cute. Like a little toy. But seriously, Simon, doesn’t it… frustrate you? Knowing you’ll never be able to make a woman feel what Matt makes me feel?”

Simon’s breath hitched, his face burning with a mix of humiliation and arousal. Her words were cruel, but they only seemed to fuel the heat pooling in his gut. He couldn’t bring himself to look at her, his gaze fixed on the floor as he fidgeted nervously, his hands clenched into fists.

Phoebe leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Do you ever wonder what it’s like? To be him? To have that kind of power over a woman?” She paused, letting the question hang in the air between them. “To know that one thrust could leave me begging for more?” Her lips curved into a sly smile, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Or do you just accept your place? Knowing you’ll never be enough?”

Simon swallowed hard, his jaw tightening as he struggled to find words. But there was no defence, no retort. Her words were true, and they hit him like a punch to the gut. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet, despite the shame, his dick twitched in response, betraying him once again.

Phoebe chuckled softly, leaning back against the pillows. “It’s okay, Simon,” she said, her voice softer now, almost comforting. “Some men are just… meant to watch. And that’s not a bad thing. You’re good at it. I mean, you’re really good at it.” She reached out, her fingers brushing lightly against his thigh, sending a shiver through his body. “Just accept it. Embrace it. It’s who you are.”

Phoebe’s eyes studied it. Her gaze was clinical, fascinated. “Look at that,” she murmured. “So eager. So… desperate.” She reached out, but didn’t touch him. Her finger pointed, tracing an imaginary line from the tip down to his base. “It’s throbbing. Just from me talking about him.”

Simon was paralyzed. The air felt charged, electric. His naked cock felt like a display, an exhibit of his own inadequacy and his twisted desire.

“Touch yourself,” Phoebe said, settling back against the pillows. She crossed her legs, her posture relaxed, dominant. “Show me how you do it. When you think about me. When you think about me with him.”

His hand rose. It felt heavy, alien. He wrapped his fingers around his own shaft. The skin was hot, sensitive. He began to stroke, a slow, tentative up and down.

Phoebe leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear. “You remember the first time you watched him fuck me, don’t you?” she whispered, her voice dripping with curiosity. “Do you still fantasize about it? About seeing his thick cock push into my little pussy? Stretching me open? Making me shake?”

Simon gasped, his chest tightening as her words painted vivid images in his mind. He did remember; every second of it. The way Matt’s massive cock had disappeared inside her, the way her body had arched, the way she had cried out. It was seared into his memory, a haunting, erotic scene he couldn’t escape.

“Tell me,” Phoebe urged, her tone firm yet teasing. “Do you think about his cock as much as you think about me?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief, knowing full well the answer.

Simon’s jaw clenched, his face flushing deeper. He couldn’t lie, not to her. “Y-yes,” he stammered, his voice barely audible.

Phoebe’s lips curved into a sly smile. “I knew it,” she murmured, her voice laced with satisfaction. “You’re such a little pervert, Simon. Watching him claim me, hearing me moan for him… it drives you crazy, doesn’t it?”

He nodded weakly, his dick twitching again despite having just come. The shame burned hotter, but so did the arousal. He couldn’t deny it. Phoebe’s words were relentless, stripping him bare in every way.

“You love thinking about how big he is, don’t you?” she continued, her tone almost conspiratorial. “How he fills me up in ways you never could? How he makes me scream?”

Simon’s breath hitched, his hand instinctively moving back to his half-hard cock. He couldn’t help it. The images she conjured were too much, too vivid, too intoxicating.

Phoebe chuckled softly, watching him with a mix of amusement and dominance. “Go on,” she said, her voice a gentle command. “Show me how much it turns you. How much you worship his cock.”

Simon’s hand began to move again, slow and tentative at first, then faster, more desperate. His eyes closed, the images flooding his mind, Matt’s thick cock thrusting into Phoebe, her body writhing beneath him, her cries echoing in his ears. It was humiliating, degrading, and yet, it was the hottest thing he’d ever experienced.

Phoebe watched him, her smile widening. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Embrace it, Simon. Embrace your place.”

“Harder,” Phoebe instructed, her voice a soft whip. “Like you do when you’re alone. When you’re listening to us through the wall.”

His grip tightened. The motion became rougher, more frantic. He pictured it. The muffled sounds through the plaster. Matt’s low grunts. Phoebe’s cries. The bed thumping against the wall. His own hand moving in the dark, in sync with their rhythm.

“Do you imagine his cock?” Phoebe asked, her eyes locked on his moving hand. “Do you imagine it pushing into me? Stretching me? Filling me up so much more than yours ever could?”

Simon’s strokes became punishing. He spat into his palm, adding slickness. The wet, slurping sound of his hand on his own flesh filled the room. His hips jerked. Pre-cum dripped steadily now, coating his fingers.

“He lasts so long,” Phoebe continued, her voice a hypnotic murmur. “He pounds me for ages. I lose count of how many times I come. My legs shake afterwards. I’m drenched. Inside and out.” She leaned forward slightly, her eyes bright. “And you… you lick it all up. You drink it. You love it.”

He was moaning now, low, helpless sounds. His vision blurred. The coil in his belly was a vice, tightening with every degrading word she uttered.

“You’re my cleanup boy,” she said, finality in her tone. “That’s your job. That’s your place. And you’re so good at it.”

The climax tore through him with violent, sudden force. It wasn’t a release; it was an eruption of shame and submission. A guttural cry ripped from his throat as his body convulsed. His back arched off the bed. Hot, white spurt shot up, splattering across his stomach, his chest, even reaching his chin. It was a messy, uncontrolled fountain of his own degradation.

He collapsed, panting, his body slick with his own release. His dick, now softening, lay against his thigh, a spent, pathetic thing.

Phoebe watched, her expression a mix of curiosity and satisfaction. She hadn’t touched him. She hadn’t needed to. Her words, her power, had done everything.

Phoebe giggled, her eyes gleaming with mischief as she leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear. “OMG, Simon,” she whispered, her tone teasing. “You fantasize about his cock. You like the taste of his cum. What does that make you, Simon?” Her laughter bubbled up again, light and cruel. “Does that make you a little cum-slut? A cuck boy who gets off on watching another man fuck his girl?”

Simon’s face burned, his humiliation complete. He couldn’t bring himself to look at her, his gaze fixed on his softening dick, now limp and shrivelled against his thigh. It was a pathetic sight, a stark reminder of his inadequacy.

Phoebe’s gaze followed his, her lips curling into a sly smile. “You better clean up your little worm,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “It’s all messy and sticky. Just like you.”

Simon hesitated, his hands trembling as he reached for a tissue. Her words echoed in his mind, branding him with every syllable. Cum-slut. Cuck boy. What does it make you? He wiped himself clean, the damp tissue clinging to his skin as he scrubbed away the evidence of his shame.

Phoebe watched him, her expression a mix of amusement and satisfaction. “Good boy,” she murmured, her tone almost affectionate. “You know your place now. And you’re so good at it.”

Simon’s breath hitched, his chest tightening as her words sank in. He was broken, exposed, and yet, despite the humiliation, a dark thrill coursed through him. She had stripped him bare, and in doing so, she had claimed him completely.


Chapter Six

A couple of weeks later, Simon insisted Phoebe come to a small party with him.

It wasn’t really a party, more a gathering at one of the houses where a few people from his course lived. Someone had mentioned drinks, someone else had said they’d bring music, and it had gradually turned into ten or so people sitting around drinking cheap wine and beer in a cramped student house living room.

Phoebe hadn’t really wanted to go.

She had been lying on Simon’s bed when he mentioned it, scrolling through her phone, her legs stretched out across his duvet.

“Do I have to?” she asked without looking up.

“It’ll be good,” Simon said. “You haven’t met many people from my course yet.”

She finally looked at him then, her expression half amused, half slightly annoyed.

“Babe, I kind of wanted to stay in tonight,” she said casually. “Matt’s in. We were going to have a night in. Watch something. He said he’d cook.”

Simon didn’t reply immediately.

She watched him for a moment, then added, in the same relaxed tone, “And then he’ll probably fuck me and it’ll be a really nice evening.”

She said it so casually, so matter-of-factly, that for a moment Simon didn’t even know how to respond. The words hit him in two completely different places at once, somewhere in his chest and somewhere lower in his stomach, and he hated how both reactions existed at the same time.

“I just thought it would be nice if you came,” he said quietly. “With me.”

Phoebe looked at him for a few seconds, studying his face, then sighed and rolled onto her side.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll come. But you owe me a night in this week.”

He nodded quickly. “Deal.”

The house was already warm and noisy when they arrived.

It was a typical student house, slightly run down, mismatched furniture, posters on the walls, empty bottles already gathering on the kitchen counter. Music was playing from a speaker in the living room, not too loud, just enough to fill the background. People were spread between the kitchen and the living room, sitting on the floor, on the arms of sofas, leaning against walls with drinks in their hands.

Simon knew most of them. People from his course, people he sat near in lectures, people he had worked with on group assignments. They all greeted him easily when he walked in.

But when Phoebe stepped in behind him, the atmosphere shifted slightly, in that subtle way he had started to recognise.

People looked up.

Not dramatically. Not in silence. Just that small pause in conversation, that quick double take, the way people’s eyes followed her for a second before they remembered to keep talking.

Phoebe smiled easily, introducing herself when Simon introduced her, shaking hands with a couple of the girls, laughing when someone apologised for the mess in the house. She fitted into the room almost immediately, as if she had always known these people.

Simon noticed how quickly people started talking to her rather than to him.

One of the girls pulled her into a conversation about lectures. One of the guys offered her a drink almost immediately. Someone moved along the sofa so she could sit down. Within ten minutes she was sitting on the arm of a chair talking to three people at once, laughing, her hands moving as she spoke, completely comfortable.

Simon stood slightly to the side with a beer in his hand, watching.

He wasn’t excluded. People still talked to him, asked him questions, joked with him. But he noticed something he had begun to notice more and more over the past few weeks.

Wherever Phoebe was, attention gathered.

Not in a loud way, not in an obvious way. Just gradually, naturally, like people turning slightly toward a light source without realising they were doing it. Conversations drifted toward her. People looked at her when she spoke. People listened when she told a story. People laughed a little louder at her jokes.

At one point she was standing in the kitchen, leaning back against the counter, a glass of wine in her hand, talking to two of the guys from Simon’s course. Simon watched from the doorway as she laughed at something one of them said, her head tipping back slightly, her blonde hair falling behind her shoulder. One of the guys leaned a little closer when she spoke, the other one watching her with that same expression Simon had started to recognise in other men.

Interest.

Simon took a long drink from his beer and tried to focus on the conversation happening beside him, but his eyes kept drifting back to her.

Later, someone put on louder music in the living room and people rearranged themselves, sitting on the floor in a loose circle with drinks. Phoebe ended up sitting between two of the girls, but she was talking across them to one of the guys opposite, her legs stretched out in front of her, her bare midriff showing slightly where her top lifted when she moved.

Simon sat slightly behind the group, leaning against the wall, watching the way people looked at her when she wasn’t looking at them.

At one point, a guy Simon knew from seminars leaned over slightly and nudged him.

“Your girlfriend’s really attractive,” he said quietly, not in a crude way, just stating a fact.

Simon nodded, not sure what else to say.

“Yeah,” he replied. “I know.”

He looked back across the room at Phoebe. She was in the middle of telling a story about something that had happened in one of her lectures, everyone around her listening, her hands moving as she spoke, completely relaxed, completely confident, completely at ease in a room full of people she had only just met.

She didn’t look back at him.

She didn’t need to.

Simon realised something then that he hadn’t fully put into words before.

When Phoebe walked into a room, she didn’t need to try to be the centre of attention.

She just became it.

And the strange thing was, she still didn’t seem fully aware of how much attention she was getting. She just thought she was talking to people, laughing, having a drink, being friendly. She didn’t see the glances, the small pauses in conversation when she spoke, the way people watched her when she crossed the room to refill her glass.

But Simon saw it.

He saw all of it.

And as he sat there, beer in his hand, watching her across the room surrounded by people who were all slightly drawn toward her without realising it, he felt that strange mixture again, pride, jealousy, nervousness, and something else that had been growing slowly inside him for weeks now.

He realised that everyone else in that room could see what she was.

And he was starting to understand that she was only just beginning to realise it herself.


Chapter Seven

As the evening wore on, people gradually drifted into the living room until eventually all ten of them were there, spread across the sofas, sitting on the floor, leaning against walls, drinks in their hands. The music had been turned down so people could talk more easily, and the room had that warm, slightly hazy atmosphere that came from cheap wine, lager, and too many people in a small space.

Empty bottles had started to gather on the low table in the middle of the room. Someone had opened another bottle of wine. Someone else was passing around a bag of crisps that had gone mostly untouched.

The conversations had begun to slow and merge into one big group discussion, people interrupting each other, laughing, telling stories from school, from halls, from nights out. It was the comfortable middle stage of a small party where everyone was just drunk enough to be relaxed but not yet tired enough to leave.

It was one of the girls, Hannah, who suggested the game.

“We should play Truth or Dare,” she said suddenly, sitting cross-legged on the floor and looking around the group with a grin. “We haven’t played that in years.”

A few people laughed immediately.

“Oh God, that’s such a bad idea,” someone said.

“That’s exactly why we should play it,” Hannah replied. “Come on, it’ll be funny.”

There was the usual round of half-hearted protests that always came before people agreed to something they already knew they were going to do. Someone said they were too old for Truth or Dare. Someone else said it would end badly. Someone else said only if everyone played.

Within a few minutes, though, everyone had moved slightly closer into a loose circle on the floor and sofas, drinks still in their hands, the low table pushed slightly out of the way.

Phoebe ended up sitting on the floor opposite Simon, her back against the front of an armchair while Simon sat on the sofa across from her, one foot resting on the edge of the low table between them. From where he sat, he could see her clearly across the small space, her blonde hair falling loosely over her shoulders, one leg bent slightly, her glass resting loosely in her hand.

She still seemed slightly irritated about being there instead of at home. Not in an obvious way, not enough for anyone else to really notice, but Simon knew her well enough to see it in the way she leaned back rather than forward into the group, the way she drank her wine a little faster than usual, the way she occasionally checked her phone when she thought no one was looking.

Once, when the conversation around them got loud and everyone was talking over each other, she caught Simon’s eye across the table and gave him a small look that said everything without words, a mixture of amusement, annoyance, and a silent reminder that she would have preferred a different evening.

But as the drinks continued and the game began, that irritation slowly began to fade. People started talking to her more directly, asking her questions about what she studied, where she was from, what halls she had been in during Freshers. She answered easily, her mood lifting slightly as the attention around her grew, as it always seemed to.

Simon watched her from across the small circle, noticing the way people turned slightly toward her when she spoke, the way the conversation seemed to shift in her direction without anyone deliberately making it happen.

At first she had come because he had asked her to.

But as the evening settled and the drinks continued, Simon could see that she was beginning to enjoy being there after all.

“Right,” Hannah said, looking around the circle. “Everyone has to play properly. No refusing everything.”

“That’s not how this ends well,” one of the guys said, laughing.

“That’s exactly how it ends well,” Hannah replied. “Okay, I’ll start.”

She picked someone at random across the circle. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth,” he said immediately.

Everyone groaned.

“Boring,” someone said.

The first few rounds were harmless. Questions about embarrassing school stories, first crushes, worst dates. Dares like drinking something awful, texting someone random, swapping an item of clothing with someone else in the room. Everyone relaxed into it quickly, laughing more, leaning closer together, the atmosphere becoming warmer, more physical, people nudging each other, pushing each other to do the dares.

Simon noticed that Phoebe was laughing a lot now, her earlier irritation almost completely gone. She sat cross-legged on the floor opposite him, her glass resting loosely in her hand, leaning forward slightly when she spoke and then leaning back against the chair when she laughed. Once, when something particularly funny was said, she looked straight across at Simon while she laughed, as if sharing the moment with him even though she was in the middle of the group.

At one point she stretched her legs out slightly across the space between them, her foot briefly nudging his shoe under the low table. She didn’t move it away immediately, just left it there for a moment while she kept talking to the others, absent-mindedly maintaining that small point of contact. The gesture was casual, almost unconscious, the kind of familiar physical connection they had always had, and it confused Simon slightly because of everything else that had changed between them.

For brief moments like that, sitting across from her in a room full of people, it almost felt like things were normal again.

The game moved around the circle slowly, bottle caps and empty glasses being used to point at the next person.

After a while, the dares started getting slightly more daring.

“Dare,” one of the girls said, already laughing nervously.

“I dare you to kiss Tom for ten seconds,” Hannah said immediately.

Everyone cheered and laughed as the two of them leaned toward each other awkwardly and kissed while everyone counted loudly. When they pulled apart, everyone clapped and someone handed them both a drink.

The energy in the room changed slightly after that. The game felt different now, more physical, more unpredictable.

A few rounds later, it was Phoebe’s turn.

The bottle pointed toward her and everyone looked at her at once.

“Truth or dare?” Hannah asked, smiling.

Phoebe didn’t answer immediately. She took a small sip of her wine and looked around the circle, at all the faces looking back at her, some amused, some curious, some already slightly drunk and reckless.

Then she smiled.

“Dare,” she said.

Simon felt something tighten slightly in his chest as soon as she said it. He didn’t know why. Nothing had happened yet. But something about the way she said it, calm, confident, slightly amused, made him feel like the direction of the evening had just shifted slightly.

Hannah grinned immediately.

“I knew you were going to say that,” she said. She looked around the room for a moment, clearly thinking, enjoying the attention of everyone waiting for her decision.

Then she looked back at Phoebe.

“Okay,” she said slowly. “I dare you to… finish your drink, and then sit on someone’s lap for the next round.”

Everyone laughed and cheered immediately.

“That’s easy,” someone said.

Phoebe laughed too and finished her wine in a few quick swallows, placing the empty glass on the floor beside her.

“Whose lap?” she asked.

“That’s up to you,” Hannah said.

Phoebe looked around the circle for a moment, smiling slightly, clearly aware that everyone was watching her now.

“Whose lap?” Phoebe asked, looking around the circle, still smiling, her empty glass now resting on the floor beside her.

“That’s up to you,” Hannah said immediately. “Your choice.”

There was a small shift in the room then, a quiet awareness that the moment had become more interesting. A couple of people laughed, someone said, “Choose wisely,” and everyone watched Phoebe as she looked slowly around the group.

Simon felt his stomach tighten slightly as he watched her eyes move from person to person. For a brief moment, she looked at him, and he couldn’t read her expression. There was a flicker of something there, amusement maybe, or curiosity, or something more thoughtful.

Then she looked away from him.

Her gaze moved across the room and settled on one of the other guys sitting on the sofa, a tall, good-looking guy from Simon’s course who had been talking to her earlier in the kitchen. He was leaning back casually, bottle of lager in his hand, already smiling slightly as if he knew what was coming.

Phoebe stood up smoothly, brushed her hair back over her shoulder, and walked across the small space between them. The room had gone slightly quieter, everyone watching now without pretending not to.

She stopped in front of him and smiled.

“Move up,” she said lightly.

He laughed and shifted slightly on the sofa, and without any hesitation, Phoebe turned and sat down on his lap sideways, one arm resting casually along the back of the sofa behind him as if she had done it a hundred times before.

The room erupted into cheers and laughter.

“Bold choice,” someone said.

“Simon, you alright there, mate?” someone else joked from across the room.

Simon forced a small smile and lifted his drink slightly as if to say he was fine, but his eyes stayed on Phoebe across the room.

She looked completely comfortable sitting there, laughing at something the guy said quietly to her, her body relaxed, her legs crossed slightly at the knee, her glass picked back up from the table and handed to her by someone nearby.

She didn’t look embarrassed. She didn’t look like she was doing something wrong. She just looked like she was enjoying herself.

And as Simon sat there watching her on another guy’s lap, in a room full of people from his course, laughing and talking like it was the most normal thing in the world, he felt that now familiar mixture of emotions settle somewhere deep in his chest again.

Jealousy.
Embarrassment.
Pride.
And something else he was still trying not to fully understand.

The game moved on to the next person, the circle laughing and drinking and shouting over each other again, but Simon found it hard to focus on anything except the fact that Phoebe was still sitting across the room on someone else’s lap, completely at ease, as if this was just another normal part of their life now.

Everyone made exaggerated cheering noises.


Chapter Eight

The bottle spun, a lazy, wobbly arc on the worn laminate floor. Laughter and chatter filled the warm, beer-scented air of the cramped living room. Simon watched it, a knot of dread already tightening in his stomach. The glass neck slowed, pointed at someone, drifted past, and with a final, definitive click, settled.

Aimed directly at him.

A collective whoop went up. “Simon! Yes!” shouted Liam, a guy from his seminar group, already flushed with lager.

Simon’s mouth went dry. The music from someone’s phone seemed to swell. He could feel every eye in the circle turn to him. Seven people. His friends. Well, his course mates. And Phoebe.

She was still perched on Ben’s lap. Ben, who played rugby, had a laugh that filled rooms, and whose thigh muscles were visibly firm under Phoebe’s weight. She’d chosen him twenty minutes ago, on a dare, and hadn’t moved. She was leaning back against his chest, one of his arms draped loosely around her waist, a possessive bracket Simon felt in his bones. She was smiling at him now, a small, curious tilt to her lips. Her green eyes were bright, alert, cutting through the alcohol haze.

“Alright, Simon,” Chloe, one of the girls, chimed in, her voice singsong. “Truth or dare? No boring truths!”

He swallowed. His pulse thrummed in his ears. He could choose truth. They’d ask about Phoebe. About Matt. About the sounds from his room. He couldn’t.

“Dare,” he said, the word scraping out. He felt a fool for saying it the moment it left his lips.

The group erupted in cheers and claps. “Yes! Knew he had it in him!”

But it was Phoebe who spoke next. Her voice, calm and clear, cut through the noise. “I’ll give the dare.”

The room’s energy shifted, crystallized. A few glances were exchanged, knowing, curious. They’d all seen her with Matt around the house. They’d all seen Simon’s quiet, haunted looks. This was no longer just a game.

Phoebe shifted on Ben’s lap, sitting up straighter. Her movement was languid, confident. She looked at Simon, her gaze holding his, a silent challenge. “I dare you,” she said, each word deliberate, “to stand up, take off all your clothes, and show everyone what you’re working with. Show them your little dick. And you stay naked for the rest of the game.”

A beat of absolute silence.

Then a sharp, startled gasp from Chloe. A low whistle from Liam. Ben’s arms tightened slightly around Phoebe’s waist, his eyebrows shooting up. Someone muttered, “Fucking hell, Phoebe.”

Simon felt the floor drop away. The heat in the room became a suffocating blanket. His face burned, a prickling wave of fire that spread down his neck and across his chest. He couldn’t breathe. He looked at her, pleading with his eyes, but her expression was unreadable. There was no malice, no cruel smirk. Just a calm, expectant certainty. She knew he would do it.

“That’s… harsh, Phoebe,” said a girl named Jess, but she was grinning, leaning forward.

“Game’s the game,” Phoebe said softly, her eyes never leaving Simon’s. “Unless you want to back out?”

The challenge hung in the air. Backing out was social death, a confirmation of every weakness. He was trapped. The pressure of the group’s expectant stares was a physical weight. He saw the mix of emotions, shock, voyeuristic excitement, pity, amusement. He was a spectacle.

With trembling hands, he pushed himself up from the floor. His legs felt like water. The music thumped, a mocking soundtrack. He stood in the centre of the circle, the focus of every gaze.

His fingers fumbled with the button of his jeans. The denim was stiff. The zip sounded deafeningly loud as he pulled it down. He pushed the jeans over his hips, letting them fall in a heap around his ankles. He stepped out of them, standing in his grey boxer briefs. The air felt cool on his thighs.

He could see them looking. At his lean, slightly soft frame. At the obvious bulge in his underwear, which was already forming, betraying him. The humiliation was a sharp, sweet poison in his veins. His cock was hardening, responding to the exposure, to the shame, to Phoebe’s unwavering stare.

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers. He took a shallow, shaky breath. He closed his eyes for a second, then pushed them down.

They dropped.

A soft, collective intake of breath.

He was fully erect. His slender five inches stood out starkly against his pale skin, a thin, vulnerable-looking arousal. It looked exactly as it was: small, boyish, utterly inadequate in the context of this crude display.

A giggle escaped from Chloe, quickly stifled behind her hand. Jess bit her lip, her eyes wide. Liam let out a low, “Wow.” Ben just shook his head, a faint, incredulous smile on his face.

The sound of the giggles, the murmured comments, “Is he hard?” “Look at that…” “Jesus…”  they crashed over him like icy waves. He was naked. Exposed. His most intimate, modest anatomy was a public joke. He instinctively brought his hands down, crossing them over his groin, trying to hide himself.

“Ah ah,” Phoebe’s voice cut through, gentle but firm. “Hands at your sides. Let them see.”

The command was absolute. His arms, moving as if detached from his body, slowly uncrossed. He let them fall to his sides, fists clenched. He stood there, naked, his hard, slender dick on full display. He felt a bead of pre-cum leak from the tip, tracing a cool, shameful path down the shaft.

Standing there, completely exposed, Simon felt the weight of their gazes like a physical force. Every ounce of his privacy was stripped away. His classmates, people he saw every day in lectures, during seminars, now saw him bare, vulnerable. His slender frame, his pale skin, his hard little dick, standing erect in full view of everyone. It was small, delicate, almost boyish, and he knew it. Below average. That fact, which he’d tried to bury for so long, was now laid bare for them all to judge.

The girls’ stares lingered, a mix of curiosity and amusement, their eyes darting between his face and his exposed arousal. Chloe’s stifled giggle, Jess’s wide-eyed fascination, they all burned into him. The men, too, watched with a blend of shock and thinly veiled glee. Liam’s low whistle, Ben’s incredulous smirk, they were assessing him, comparing him, finding him lacking. His slender dick, leaking pre-cum as it stood stiffly, was a pitiful sight. A joke. A spectacle.

And Phoebe. His beautiful, cruel Phoebe. She had done this. She had stripped him down, not just physically but socially, emotionally. She had taken her revenge, her control, and made it public. The humiliation was sharp, unbearable, yet he couldn’t look away from her. Her green eyes held his, unflinching, commanding. She had broken him, and she knew it. The power dynamic was clear. She owned him now, body and soul. And the worst part? He had let her.

“Good,” Phoebe murmured, her approval a brand on his skin. She didn’t giggle. She didn’t look away. She studied him, her head tilted, as if assessing a curious specimen. Her expression was one of quiet possession. Look at what I can make him do.

The silence stretched, thick and uncomfortable. The game had stalled. Everyone was just looking at him, at the bizarre, tense tableau.

“Alright, sit down then, mate,” Ben said finally, his voice strained with awkward amusement. “You’re blocking the view of the telly.”

A few nervous laughs followed. Simon moved robotically. He stepped over his crumpled jeans and boxers, feeling the rough carpet under his bare feet. He lowered himself back to his spot on the floor, directly opposite Phoebe. He sat cross-legged, trying to conceal himself with his thighs, but it was futile. The tip of his erection peeked out, a persistent, humiliating truth.

He didn’t look at anyone. He stared at a stain on the carpet between his feet. His skin was on fire. The noise of the party seemed to rush back in, but it was distorted, muffled. He was hyper-aware of the air on his naked body, of the hard-on he couldn’t will away, of Phoebe’s gaze burning into the top of his head.

He forced himself to look up.

She was still on Ben’s lap. She met his eyes. And she gave him a small, slow smile. It wasn’t triumphant. It was knowing. It was a smile that said, I see you. I see your shame. And I own it. In that look, he understood completely. The dynamic was no longer in the bedroom, or the corridor. It was here, in a room full of their peers. She had publicly established her control, and he had publicly accepted it.

The bottle was spun again. The game stumbled forward. But the atmosphere was changed, charged, brittle. Simon sat naked on the floor, his slender cock still stiff with a humiliating arousal, and he knew nothing would be the same.


Chapter Nine

They played a few more rounds of Truth or Dare.

Simon was still naked in the middle of the group, and the game continued as if that had now simply become normal. The initial shock had settled into a low, buzzing undercurrent of tension and curiosity. He sat cross-legged on the floor, the coarse carpet fibres prickling his skin, his slender erection a persistent, humiliating fact he could neither hide nor will away. Every slight shift made him aware of the air on his exposed flesh.

Phoebe continued to take control of the direction of the game, clearly enjoying the situation and the attention. She was still on Ben’s lap, but her posture was one of relaxed ownership, her green eyes tracking every flicker of emotion on Simon’s face. When the bottle landed on him again, she didn’t wait for anyone else to speak.

“Another dare for Simon,” she announced, her voice cutting through the music. “Since you’re up and about. Serve everybody a fresh drink. Walk the circle. Top up every glass.”

A few cheers of approval went up. Simon’s stomach tightened. Standing up meant walking, fully naked and erect, around the entire circle. It meant passing within inches of every person, offering them a perfect, close-up view.

He pushed himself up, his movements stiff. He felt every eye on him, tracing the lines of his body. He went to the cluttered kitchen counter, his bare feet cold on the linoleum, and picked up a bottle of cheap vodka and a two-litre bottle of lemonade. He turned back to the circle.

He started with Liam, who was grinning up at him. “Cheers, mate,” Liam said, holding out his plastic cup, his eyes deliberately not dropping below Simon’s waist, a mockery of politeness.

Simon poured, his hands trembling slightly. He moved to Chloe next. She looked up at him, her bright eyes mischievous. As he leaned to pour her drink, she let her gaze travel down his torso, lingering openly. A slow smile spread across her face. “He’s got a cute bum,” she said, not to him, but to Jess beside her. “It sticks out a bit.”

Jess leaned forward, peering around Simon’s hip as he moved to her next. “He’s got a round bubble butt,” Jess agreed, her voice a conspiratorial giggle.

Chloe’s laugh was a light, cruel chime. “Very smackable!”

Heat flooded Simon’s face, but a concurrent, treacherous heat surged in his groin. His dick, already hard, gave a distinct, aching throb. He was being appraised, commented on, objectified. The humiliation was a live wire, sparking directly into his arousal. He continued his circuit, pouring for Ben, who took his cup with a gruff nod, his arm still snug around Phoebe’s waist. Then for the other guys, their expressions a mix of amusement and awkward pity. Finally, he stood before Phoebe.

She held her cup up, her gaze level. He poured. As the liquid splashed in, she spoke, her voice just for him. “Look at you,” she murmured. “Throbbing for everyone.”

He was. He couldn’t deny it. The tip of his cock was wet, a clear bead of pre-cum glistening under the harsh living room light. He finished pouring and retreated to his spot, his whole body humming with exposure.

The game spun on. It landed on Phoebe.

“Truth!” someone shouted.

“No, dare!” cried another.

Phoebe held up a hand, silencing them. “I’ll take a truth,” she said, her tone conversational, as if discussing the weather. She looked around the circle, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. “Ask me anything.”

Liam, emboldened by drink, leaned forward. “Alright. You’re with Simon, right?” He gestured vaguely at the naked figure on the floor. “But you’re always with Matt, too. What’s the… deal?”

Phoebe’s smile didn’t falter. She took a slow sip of her drink, then set it down. Her gaze swept the room, ensuring she had everyone’s attention.

"The deal," she began, her voice clear and calm, "is that I fuck other men. And Simon knows. He likes it." She let that hang for a second, her green eyes scanning the room, relishing the weight of their silence. "Last week, I fucked a guy, not Matt, someone else, in his car. He was... well, let’s just say he was big. Bigger than Simon. And god, he made me cum so hard." A small, wicked smile curved her lips as she paused, letting the words sink in. 

"I came back to the house, went straight to Simon’s room. I told him all about it, how big he was, how good he felt, how he fucked me until I couldn’t think straight. Simon got so turned on, he could barely sit still. I told him I was still dripping. I didn’t even have to ask. He was already on his knees before I could finish speaking. He leaned in, buried his face between my legs, and licked up every last drop of that mess. He swallowed another man’s cum straight from my freshly fucked pussy." Her voice softened, almost tender, as she added, "And he loved it. Every second of it."

The room was utterly still, the tension thick enough to cut. Simon sat frozen, his face burning, his entire body trembling with a mix of humiliation and arousal. Phoebe’s gaze lingered on him for a moment, her expression unreadable, before she leaned back into Ben’s chest, her casual posture a stark contrast to the bombshell she’d just dropped. The silence stretched, broken only by the faint hum of the music in the background, as everyone processed what she’d just revealed.

A collective, sharp intake of breath filled the room. Eyes widened. Jaws went slack. Jess covered her mouth with her hand. Ben shifted uncomfortably beneath Phoebe. The atmosphere, which had been tense with voyeuristic excitement, now crackled with something darker: shock, disbelief, and a thick, palpable pity directed at Simon.

Simon felt it like a physical blow. He stared at the floor, wishing it would swallow him. His face was molten with shame.

Phoebe continued, utterly unruffled. She looked directly at Simon, her green eyes boring into him. “I think he actually likes the taste,” she mused, her head tilting. “Craves it, even.”

The silence was absolute, broken only by the thump of the bass from the speakers.

Then the bottle was spun again. It was a desperate, reflexive motion from someone wanting to break the tension. It whirled, slowed, and with a cruel, inevitable certainty, stopped.

Pointing at Simon.

The dread that filled him was cold and complete.

Phoebe didn’t hesitate. Her voice was soft, but it carried absolute authority. “Since we know you like the taste of men’s cum,” she said, the words dropping into the silent room like stones, “why don’t you offer one of the guys a blowjob? Right now. Your next dare.”

The air was sucked from the room.

Simon’s head snapped up. His heart hammered against his ribs. He looked around the circle, his vision blurring with panic. No. Not this. Please, not this.

Everybody looked at each other. The men shifted, their expressions transforming from shock to acute, frozen discomfort. Liam’s grin vanished. Ben’s face was a mask of strained neutrality. They looked anywhere but at Simon. Was someone up for a blowjob from another man? From Simon? The question hung, toxic and unanswerable.

The tension coiled tighter, a spring about to snap. The women watched, eyes wide, holding their breath. The music seemed to fade into a distant hum.

Then, movement.

Jake, who had been lounging quietly in the corner, observing everything with an amused, detached expression, uncrossed his arms. He had messy dark hair and a lean, relaxed build. He’d been watching the whole spectacle, his gaze thoughtful, not judgmental.

He stood up smoothly. A confident, easy motion. He didn’t look embarrassed or awkward. He just looked… interested.

He took two steps into the centre of the circle, stopping in front of where Simon knelt. He looked down at Simon’s naked, trembling form, then his eyes lifted to meet Phoebe’s. A slow, easy smile spread across his face.

“I’ll take him up on that,” Jake said, his voice relaxed, almost conversational. He glanced back down at Simon, his expression one of open, curious appraisal. “If the offer’s still open.”


Chapter Ten

The silence in the room was a physical thing, thick and electric. Simon knelt on the rough carpet, the fibres digging into his bare knees. His mind was a static roar, a mess of contradictory impulses. He stared at the worn pattern between his hands, trying to parse the heat flooding his groin.

He wasn’t gay. He’d never been curious. The idea of touching another man, of putting his mouth on one… it had always been a blank space, a null concept.

So why was his slender dick throbbing against his thigh? Why did his balls feel so tight, so full?

The humiliation. It had to be that. The sheer, devastating shame of it. To be stripped naked by his girlfriend in front of everyone. To have his inadequacy paraded. To now be commanded to perform the ultimate act of submission, to suck a cock, publicly, while these people he knew watched. It was the degradation that was making him hard. It had to be.

Phoebe finally lifted herself from Ben’s lap. She gave Ben a quick, affectionate kiss on the lips before she moved, a languid, confident shift of her toned body. She came to kneel beside Simon on the floor, her shoulder brushing his. Her scent, vanilla and something uniquely her, wrapped around him.

“Baby-boy,” she murmured, her voice a soft, intimate caress that only he could hear. “My little cum slut.” Her hand came to rest on his bare back, her fingers tracing his spine. “This is just a game. It’s just a dare. This doesn’t make you gay.”

He flinched at the words. She leaned closer, her lips near his ear. Her other hand drifted down, her fingers lightly brushing over the head of his aching, leaking cock. A sharp, involuntary gasp escaped him. “But, look,” she whispered, her breath hot. “Your dick is literally throbbing at the idea. It’s begging for it.”

She pulled back slightly, looking up at the rest of the group. Her expression was one of benevolent control. “Now guys,” she said, her voice louder, clear and calm. “We don’t want to force him, do we?”

There were embarrassed, nervous giggles from Chloe and Jess. Ben gave a quiet, almost imperceptible shake of his head, his face unreadable. Liam just chuckled, taking a long swig of his drink.

Phoebe turned her gaze back to Simon. Her green eyes were placid pools. “You do this because you want to, babe. You want to be my good boy, don’t you?”

The question wasn’t a question. It was a key, turning in the lock of his submission. He looked up, his vision swimming. Jake was standing above him, a faint, challenging sneer on his handsome face. He was lean, relaxed, his hands now resting on his hips.

“Take it out,” Phoebe said to Jake, her tone conversational, as if asking for a cigarette. “Show him what he’s going to taste.”

Jake’s sneer widened into a grin. He didn’t break eye contact with Simon as his hands went to his belt. The click of the buckle was obscenely loud. He popped the button of his jeans, dragged the zip down slowly. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his jeans and his tight cotton boxers and pushed them down in one smooth motion.

They slid over his hips, down his thighs.

His cock sprang free.

It was thick, even in its semi-erect state. A heavy, substantial weight of flesh that curved slightly upward. It was already filling, lengthening, rising before Simon’s eyes towards a formidable, eight-inch promise. The skin was smooth, a shade darker than Jake’s stomach, the prominent vein running along the underside like a cable. The head was broad, flushed a deep pink, already glistening with a bead of clear pre-cum at the slit.

Simon’s mouth went dry. His own pathetic five inches gave another painful, eager throb against his leg, spitting its own tiny droplet of moisture onto the carpet. The comparison was devastating. He was a boy. This was a man.

Jake took a small step forward. The tip of his cock now hovered mere inches from Simon’s face. Simon could smell him, a clean, musky, masculine scent, mixed with laundry detergent and a hint of sweat. It was unfamiliar, alien, and yet it made his stomach clench with a dark, curious hunger.

Phoebe’s hand was on the back of his neck, her touch firm, guiding. “Look at it, baby,” she cooed. “Look at how big it is. You’ve never had anything like that in your mouth, have you?”

Simon shook his head minutely, a tremble running through him.

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “Just open your mouth. Just the tip. For me.”

Jake watched, his expression one of amused anticipation. He reached down, his hand wrapping around the thick base of his shaft. He gave himself a slow, lazy stroke, his fist gliding over the smooth skin, smearing the pre-cum. The sight was hypnotic. The sheer, casual power of it.

“You won’t be the first straight guy I’ve had suck my cock,” Jake said, his voice low and confident. “They’re always the most eager, once they start.”

The words were a brand. Straight guy. The label mocked him even as it defined his humiliation. That was the core of the arousal. The annihilation of his own identity, here, on his knees.

Phoebe’s fingers pressed gently on the back of his head. “Go on, Simon. Taste him.”

Simon’s breathing was shallow, ragged. He felt dizzy. The room, the watching eyes, the music, it all blurred into a distant buzz. The only things in sharp focus were the thick, veined cock in front of him and the insistent pressure of Phoebe’s hand.

Simon’s gaze flickered to his left, where Chloe sat perched on the edge of the couch, her lips parted slightly, her eyes glued to the scene unfolding before her. She was beautiful, soft brown hair framing her face, her expression a mix of fascination and something darker, something hungry. His breath hitched as her fingers idly traced the rim of her glass, her attention never wavering from him. To his right, Jess sat cross-legged on the floor, her wide eyes bright with anticipation. She was pretty in a different way, her blonde hair catching the light, her cheeks flushed with excitement. Both women were in his year, on his course, people he’d known casually for months. And now they were here, watching him, naked, exposed, on his knees, in front of another man’s erection.

The game had pushed him to this. A stupid dare, a bit of harmless fun that had spiralled into something he could never have imagined. He could see the curiosity in their eyes, the thrill of witnessing something so taboo, so raw. They weren’t laughing at him now. They weren’t mocking him. They were captivated, their breaths shallow, their bodies leaning forward as if drawn by some invisible force. They wanted to see him do this. They wanted to watch him break.

The realization sent a jolt through him, his already strained resolve trembling under the weight of their gaze. He wasn’t just doing this for Phoebe, for Jake, he was doing it for them. For Chloe and Jess, who were watching with an intensity that burned hotter than any humiliation. His dick twitched pathetically against his thigh, another bead of pre-cum dripping onto the carpet. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from them, even as Jake’s thick shaft bobbed in front of him. They were here, witnessing his fall, and somehow, that made it worse. And yet, it also made it more electric, more inescapable.

He parted his lips. A shaky exhale misted over the swollen head of Jake’s dick.

Jake guided himself forward, the broad, smooth crown nudging against Simon’s bottom lip. It was warm. So much warmer than he’d imagined. The skin was silken, taut. The salty, musky scent was overwhelming this close.

Simon closed his eyes. He let his lips be pushed open.

The tip slid into his mouth.

Jess, “OMG!” She gasped.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. The weight of it on his tongue. The smooth, firm texture. The distinct, clean, male taste, pre-cum, skin, a faint bitterness. It was utterly foreign. His jaw felt tight, unaccommodating. He made a small, choked sound in his throat.

“That’s it,” Jake murmured above him, his voice a vibration Simon could almost feel. “Just relax your jaw.”

Phoebe’s hand rubbed soothing circles on his neck. “Good boy. Such a good boy for me.”

Jake pushed forward another inch. Simon’s tongue was forced flat. The thick shaft began to stretch his lips, fill the cavity of his mouth. He gagged instinctively, pulling back.

“Easy,” Jake said, not unkindly. He withdrew slightly, then pushed back in, a little deeper this time. “Breathe through your nose. Don’t think about it.”

Simon tried. He focused on the air rushing through his nostrils. The taste blossomed, becoming more complex, more present. He could feel the solid shape of the cockhead against the roof of his mouth. Jake’s hand left his own shaft and came to rest on the side of Simon’s head, not forcing, just resting there, a warm, heavy weight.

Then, Jake began to move. A shallow, gentle thrust. The slick head slid over Simon’s tongue. In, out. A rhythm.

Simon’s mind fractured. The humiliation was a white-hot coal in his chest. He was sucking a man’s dick. In his living room. In front of his girlfriend and his peers. His own dick was achingly hard, dripping steadily onto the floor. The shame was absolute.

But underneath it, woven through the disgrace, was a raw, shocking bolt of pleasure. The submission was total. The surrender was complete. He had no choice, no will. He was a tool for Phoebe’s amusement, a mouth for Jake’s use. The powerlessness was its own dark, liberating thrill. A low, desperate moan vibrated in his throat, trapped around the intruding flesh.

Jake’s thrusts grew slightly deeper, more confident. The tip bumped the back of Simon’s throat. He gagged again, tears springing to his eyes.

“Swallow,” Jake instructed softly. “Swallow and it’ll go down easier.”

Simon obeyed, working his throat. The cock slid deeper, an impossible, stretching fullness. He could feel the thick vein pulsing against his tongue. The taste was everywhere now, a pervasive, salty masculinity he was being forced to consume.

Phoebe was whispering praise, her fingers tangled in his hair. “You look so beautiful like this. Taking it so well. My good little slut.”

Jake picked up the pace, his hips rocking forward with more purpose. The wet, obscene sounds of Simon’s mouth filled the silent circle. Simon could hear the ragged edge of Jake’s breathing above him, could feel the tension coiling in the man’s thighs. He was getting close.

Simon’s own arousal was a screaming demand. He was painfully hard, his whole body trembling with the effort of kneeling, of taking it, of being so utterly used. He’d never felt so debased. He’d never felt so alive.

Jake’s hand tightened in his hair. The thrusts became sharper, more urgent, fucking his mouth in earnest. “Yeah, just like that,” Jake grunted. “Take it. Gonna fill that pretty mouth.”

Then, to Simon’s horror, it happened. His body betrayed him completely. His slender dick twitched violently against his thigh, and with everyone’s eyes fixed on him, it erupted. Thick ropes of cum shot out, splattering across the carpet in humiliating arcs. The room erupted with laughter and gasps. Phoebe’s voice rang out, sharp and mocking, “Oh my God! He came! He came sucking another man’s cock!” Chloe and Jess joined in, their giggles high-pitched and cruel, their eyes wide with perverse delight. Simon’s cheeks burned as his orgasm peaked and then faded, leaving him trembling and exposed.

But it didn’t end there. As his own climax subsided, he felt Jake’s cock swell abruptly in his mouth. Jake’s grip tightened in his hair, and before Simon could react, the first thick spurt of cum exploded onto his tongue. He swallowed instinctively, the salty, bitter taste flooding his senses. The second spurt followed quickly, and then a third, each one hotter, thicker than the last. Simon gagged, his jaw aching, and a thick dribble of cum escaped the corner of his lips, running down his chin and dripping onto his slight, heaving chest.

Jake pulled out with a satisfied grunt, his softened cock glistening with spit and cum. He looked down at Simon, a smirk twisting his lips. Simon knelt there, a mess of tears, saliva, and cum, his own pathetic dick shrivelled to a humiliating, shameful worm between his legs.

Phoebe leaned in, her voice dripping with mockery. “I think you’re gay, Simon. You came sucking another man’s cock. You didn’t even have to touch your little worm dick.” The words were a knife twisting in his gut, and yet, even through the shame, a twisted spark of something, arousal, acceptance, flickered deep inside him. He was broken, laid bare, and there was no going back.


Epilogue

Simon didn’t leave his room for a week.

He heard them every night. The muffled thump of the bedframe against the wall next door. Phoebe’s higher, sharper laugh, swallowed by Matt’s deeper, rougher voice. The occasional, unmistakable groan, Phoebe’s, not Matt’s, that seemed to vibrate through the plaster and into his skull. He lay there, on his single bed, staring at the ceiling, replaying the party, the game, the exposure.

A million times.

The image of Jake’s thick cock, his own mouth stretched around it, the hot, bitter taste flooding his senses, the humiliating spill of his own cum onto the carpet while Chloe and Jess watched, laughing. And the question, the one that clawed at the edges of his sanity every time he tried to sleep.

He wasn’t gay.

He loved Phoebe. He loved her beauty, her toned body, her small, firm breasts that fit perfectly in his hands, her incredible figure, her round ass, her long, shapely legs. He loved her pussy. He loved going down on her, the taste of her, the way she shuddered under his tongue. That was real. That was him.

Maybe he was bi?

The thought felt alien, like trying to wear someone else’s skin. It didn’t fit.

The following weekend, there was a soft tap on his door. Not Phoebe’s confident knock. This was hesitant, polite.

He opened it.

Jess and Chloe stood there, looking a little awkward but determined. Jess had her blonde hair tied back, her wide eyes full of a gentle concern. Chloe, petite and curvy, had a small, sympathetic smile on her lips.

“Hey,” Chloe said, her voice soft. “We… we needed to talk to you.”

They came in, closing the door behind them. The room felt smaller with them in it. Simon stood by his bed, feeling exposed even though he was fully clothed.

“What happened at the party,” Chloe continued, sitting on the edge of his desk chair, “was completely unfair. You were manipulated into something you probably didn’t want to be part of.”

Jess perched on the foot of his bed, nodding. “We’re here for you, Simon. We’re your friends.”

Simon’s throat tightened. A week of solitary torment, and now this, kindness. It was almost worse.

Chloe leaned forward. “It’s okay if you’re not ready to come out.”

“I’m not gay,” Simon said instantly, the words flat and defensive.

There was a pause. A knowing look passed between the two women. They’d seen it. Like the others. Phoebe, Liam, Jake, Ben. They had all seen him climax, helplessly, while sucking another man’s cock.

Jess spoke gently, her tone careful. “Look, Simon, you don’t have to be gay. It’s probably just a kink. A humiliation thing. You get off on being humiliated.”

Simon’s breath caught. He looked down at his hands. The truth of it was a cold, clean blade sliding into place. Yes. That was it. The shame. The exposure. The total loss of control. It was the engine of his arousal. He nodded, a small, miserable movement.

Chloe’s voice was matter of fact, almost clinical. “It’s true. Look what you’ve let Phoebe do to you. Fucking other guys and then coming back and getting you to clean her up afterwards.”

The words painted the picture so clearly. His role. Defined.

Simon looked up, his blue eyes searching theirs. “What does that make me?”

Jess didn’t hesitate. “It makes you a cuck. Some men are really into it. It’s a… a dynamic.”

Chloe added, her bright eyes earnest. “You’re exploring your sexuality. That’s part of what university is for. Just… most people don’t do it quite so publicly.”

A wave of gratitude washed over Simon, so strong it made his chest ache. They weren’t mocking him. They were trying to understand. To give him a framework, a label, so he wouldn’t feel so shattered. He wasn’t a freak. He was just… a cuck. It was a thing. A kink.

He sank onto the bed beside Jess, his shoulders slumping with a week’s worth of tension. “I just… I love her.”

“We know,” Jess said softly. She reached out and patted his knee, her touch warm and friendly. “But what she’s doing… it’s about her, not you. She’s using your feelings.”

Chloe nodded. “You have to decide if you can live with that. If you want to live with that.”

They talked for a while, the conversation drifting to lighter things, coursework, a film they’d seen, trying to pull him back into the normal world. The normal world he’d been hiding from. The air in the room felt clearer, less suffocating.

As they stood to leave, Jess turned to him at the door. She gave him a small, genuine smile. “You’re a good guy, Simon. And…” she paused, a slight blush touching her cheeks. “If you ever decide to break up with Phoebe… give me a shout. I think you’re very cute.”

The words landed softly, but they sent a jolt through him. A different kind of jolt. Not humiliation. Not shame. A flicker of something else, validation, possibility. She saw him. Not as Phoebe’s pathetic boyfriend, but as… cute.

He managed a weak smile. “Thanks, Jess.”

They left, and he closed the door.

The silence of his room returned, but it felt different now. Less like a prison. He sat back on his bed, his mind churning. Cuck. The word echoed. It was a box he could put himself in. It explained the heat in his groin when Phoebe described Matt’s thickness. It explained the desperate arousal when she commanded him to taste another man’s cum on her. It explained the shocking, devastating pleasure of kneeling before Jake.

He wasn’t gay. He was a cuck. It was a sexual identity, twisted and niche, but it was an identity. He belonged somewhere.

The thought was strangely liberating.

As the evening wore on, the familiar sounds began again from next door. The low murmur of conversation. Then the creak of the bed. A soft, feminine gasp. Phoebe’s gasp.

Simon lay back on his pillows, staring at the wall. His hand, almost unconsciously, drifted down to his jeans. He unbuttoned them, pushed them down his hips. His slender dick was already half-hard, responding to the soundtrack of his girlfriend being pleasured by another man.

He took himself in hand. His fingers, familiar, began to stroke. Slow, at first. Then faster, matching the rhythm he imagined from next door. He closed his eyes.

He wasn’t imagining Phoebe. He wasn’t imagining her body.

He was imagining Jake. Jake’s thick, eight-inch cock, curving upward. The smooth skin, the prominent vein. The broad, flushed head. He imagined his own mouth stretched around it again. The weight on his tongue. The taste. The submission.

He imagined Chloe and Jess watching him, their eyes wide, not laughing now, but hungry. Fascinated. Wanting to see it.

His strokes became frantic. His hips bucked off the bed. The humiliation was a fire now, blazing through him, consuming every other thought. He was a cuck. He was getting off on this. On being used. On being humiliated. On the taste of other men.

His orgasm built, a tight, coiling pressure in his balls. He pictured Jake’s hand tightening in his hair, the urgent thrusts fucking his mouth, the hot, salty cum flooding his throat.

With a choked gasp, Simon came. His slender dick jerked, spilling warm streaks of cum across his stomach and thigh. The release was violent, overwhelming. He shuddered, panting, his body limp.

Afterwards, he lay there, sticky and spent, the sounds from next door still filtering through the wall. Phoebe’s voice, a satisfied, sleepy murmur.

He didn’t feel shattered anymore. He felt… defined.


Book Three Teaser

Simon and Phoebe did eventually break up.

Not in a dramatic argument, not with shouting or slammed doors.
It ended quietly, almost politely, like something that had already been over for a long time before either of them said the words out loud.

She had stayed with Matt. That hadn’t surprised anyone.

What had surprised Simon was how empty everything felt afterwards.
For weeks, his life had revolved around Phoebe, around Matt, around the strange, humiliating, intoxicating world he had fallen into. When it stopped, the silence felt louder than anything that had happened at the party.

He still thought about it all the time. Not just Phoebe. Not just Matt.

Jake.
The party. The game. The moment everything had changed and everyone had seen him differently.

And the worst part was that he still got hard when he thought about it.

Jess was different.

She had been one of the only people who had come to see him after the party. She had sat on his bed and talked to him like he was still a normal person, not a joke, not a story people whispered about in kitchens and corridors. She had been kind, calm, and surprisingly direct.

She had asked him out for coffee two weeks after he and Phoebe officially broke up.

That coffee had turned into a walk. The walk had turned into dinner a few days later. Dinner had turned into a film night in her room.

Now he had been on three dates with Jess.

She was pretty in a soft, natural way, blonde hair, wide eyes, a gentle smile that made him feel calmer than he had felt in months. She didn’t dominate a room like Phoebe had. She didn’t command attention without trying. But when she spoke to him, she looked directly at him, really looked at him, and it made him feel seen in a way he hadn’t realised he had been missing.

With Jess, everything felt… normal. Easy. Safe.

And yet, sometimes when she sat close to him, when her leg brushed his, when she smiled at him in that quiet way, he would feel something else underneath the calm.

Not humiliation. Not fear. But curiosity.

Because Jess had been at the party. Jess had seen everything. Jess had watched him on his knees in front of Jake.

And she had still asked him out afterwards.

On their third date, they were sitting on her bed, watching a film neither of them was really paying attention to. The lights were low, her room warm and quiet. At some point she shifted closer to him, her shoulder resting lightly against his arm.

“Can I ask you something?” she said quietly.

Simon felt his stomach tighten slightly. “Yeah,” he said.

She didn’t look at him immediately. She kept her eyes on the screen for a moment, then turned her head slowly toward him.

“That night,” she said. “At the party.”

His heart started beating faster immediately.

She held his gaze. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it.”

Simon didn’t know what to say. His mouth felt dry.

Jess’s voice was calm, almost thoughtful. “I don’t think there’s anything wrong with you,” she said. “I think you just like giving up control.”

She paused, watching his reaction carefully.

“And I think,” she continued softly, “you might like it if I was the one in control instead.”

Simon felt a slow, heavy warmth spread through his chest and down into his stomach.

Jess smiled slightly, seeing the change in his face.

Book Three, might be very different from Book Two.
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